
Easter Vigil 
 
The story we have just read is to be listened-to with unique attention. It isn’t like any 
other story, and it can’t be understood like any other; even as I say that I realise that 
it can’t be understood at all. Rather, you take it on board, and when you’ve put your 
whole faith in it, you can start to unwrap the meanings. Don’t hold your breath.  
 
If I told you the story of the Battle of Hastings, we should be quite in order to take 
out the tools of history, examine the relics, visit the site; we would look out the 
books that could tell us interesting facts, and at last we could say that we had done 
everything possible to understand. And then someone would vote us a Doctorate for 
advancing the study of history.  
 
We stand tonight at the birthplace of the Gospel. It can’t be treated as a piece of 
history: King Harold got an arrow in his eye, and this man rose from the dead. For 
one thing, the Resurrection is the gate of eternity, and through this opened tomb-
entrance, eternity touches hands with time. Eternity is not to be expressed in 
temporal terms, much less in secular terms. It is only to be apprehended through 
faith: notice how the only people who meet the risen Jesus are people who had 
already come to have faith in him before his death. The risen Christ never makes 
appearances to confound disbelief. 
 
When you describe the Battle of Hastings, I’ll fill in with my imagination, using all 
the rest of my experience. I can remember being in a punch-up, I’ve read all about 
medieval warfare, I’ve seen the Bayeux tapestry. I think that, rather than trying to 
unlock the meaning of the Resurrection using the language and experience of the 
rest of our lives like a box of tools, we have to start unlocking the meaning of the rest 
of our lives, using the Resurrection as the index and implement of all our 
understanding. Treating it as a little fragment of history misses the point; any Jew 
would understand what I’m saying. The Passover isn’t a celebration of a liberation 
that happened, or didn’t happen, 3300 years ago. That would be as irrelevant to us 
as a pimple on the nose of Potiphar’s wife. The Passover is vital because when you 
celebrate it God brings you out of slavery, and points you toward the Land of 
Promise. That journey is where a Jew lives his life.  
 
So with Easter. We do not celebrate it as a strange but ancient mystery we can’t now 
reach, or the inscrutable sequel to a first-century funeral. We welcome it with faith 
as the turning-point of our own existence, the Day when we are reborn to eternal 
promises, the Day of our inheriting eternal life. It is not when we hear it, or even 
when we read it out to others, but when we first loosen our enslavement, by some 
deed of generosity that is inspired by the risen Christ, that we can say that we have 
begun to believe in the Gospel of Easter. It is then that we will lay the first course on 
our share of the holy work, of building up the body of Christ as a spiritual house. On 
that day, the Gospel will come home in us, and our heart will lift, and we will be able 
to say: This is the Day which the Lord has made: let us rejoice, and be glad in it! 


