
Easter Vigil 2014 

 

[The Flood; the Deliverance at the Red Sea; Promise of Isaiah; Wisdom] 

 

Romans 6:3-11 

Matthew 28:1-10 

 

This is a story of fear and great joy, 

Where a cold hard closed space 

Is cracked open, 

And light streams out, 

And what seemed impossible  

Spirals out and becomes hope. 

 

And the hope 

Turns out to be true.  

 

This story catches up all the stories that have gone before 

And carries them with it, 

Spiraling up and out 

To gather the whole world. 

 

It gathers up our history, 

And it has already gone on ahead of us 

To change our future. 

 

When we live in this story, 

We live in a world of hope. 

If we let ourselves be gathered up  

Into a story that spirals up from nothing 

And dives down beyond the darkest depths 

And reaches out beyond the highest heaven, 

Then we let ourselves be held 

In the midst of danger 

and attended in the midst of loss.  

We find ourselves invited 

Into a place of wonder. 

 

We cannot fall farther than this story has already gone. 

There is no need to reach higher  

than the promise we find here.   

The earth shakes, 

The tomb is empty, 

And Jesus is alive. 

Beyond the gift of himself, 

Greater than the offering of his death, 
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Is the promise of this new life.  

It is the greatest mystery. 

 

And, perhaps, 

There is no need to know how it works. 

If this story inspires trust, 

Then it is enough to live in it. 

 

There is a lot we don’t know.  

We don’t know 

How the eucharist binds us  

Into unity with one another and with God, 

But, now and then, 

We sense that it does. 

We are held in the circle 

Of the story of the upper room. 

 

We don’t know  

How the awful moment of the crucifixion 

Relieves us of our burdens 

And frees us for new relationship  

With God and the world, 

But once in a while, 

When we leave logic behind, 

We catch a glimmer 

Of this truth.  

Jesus on the cross 

Joins earth to heaven 

And holds the still center  

Of all things 

As the world goes on.  

We are held in life 

By the cross.  

 

We don’t know 

What happened in the darkness of the tomb, 

Sealed by a stone. 

We don’t know how it could be 

That when the earth shakes 

And the stone is rolled away, 

The world is all new, 

But, sometimes on this night, 

Sometimes at odd moments, unbidden, 

We discern that it must be true.  

 

We have told the story 
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Of God’s promise 

In many different ways tonight.  

We have been through danger: 

The waters of the flood 

And the parting of the sea. 

We have heard the promise of life 

In the words of the prophet 

And in words of wisdom. 

 

These stories stand for all stories, 

The great history of the world – 

A world of longing and loss 

Of fear and courage 

Of deep wisdom  

And stupid mistakes. 

 

A world kept alive by love.  

 

Love died on the cross 

and the world was shaken to its core. 

 

What does a world look like, 

Without love? 

 

People live without the love of others, 

But not for long. 

You can visit places – 

Cities, dumps, ruins – 

Where it seems that love has died. 

 

But the whole world is only here at all 

Because of love – 

The love that reached beyond itself, 

Making a world out of nothing, 

So as to have a way to love.  

The love that reached beyond itself again, 

Over and over in an ever widening circle, 

To save and hold 

And bring us out of the flood, 

Out of slavery, 

Into meaning and purpose and wisdom.  

How could that love die? 

 

The mystery of this moment 

Is that love did die, 

Really died, 



 4 

And proved stronger than death.  

 

Love is deeper and stronger 

Even than we see in this story,  

because we cannot see the bottom of the story.  

Love will go looking for us 

In a darkness deeper than we know.  

 

Here is the untold part of the story, 

What the tradition tells us  

About the moments between death and life. 

Before he emerges from the tomb, 

Jesus goes down into the deepest darkness 

And gathers up all those who are trapped, 

Those longing for freedom, 

Those choked by oppression, 

Those buried under their own fear or sorrow or shame, 

Those who died without hope.  

 

Love went looking for the lost.  

That is the love 

That death cannot hold, 

A love so strong 

That even when it has been killed, 

It reaches out in love.  

 

Death cannot hold  

That kind of love. 

It cracks apart, 

And leaves an empty space 

Where love comes flooding back, 

Unquenchable, 

Always renewed, 

Telling the story  

Again and again and again 

Until some unknowable moment 

When the shape of the story  

Folds in upon itself  

And becomes one.  

 

The eucharist 

Is the center of the circle 

Until that day comes. 

 

The cross is the center of the world 

While all creation waits.  
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The empty tomb 

Is the open center 

Of the spiral  

That continues to open outwards 

Into a world  

Where all things  

Will be gathered into one.  

 

This story happens for us in time, 

But for Jesus, 

It is always happening. 

 

He is always offering himself 

In bread and wine, 

At the center of the open circle 

Where all are welcome.  

 

He is always stretched  

Between heaven and earth 

In the shape of a cross. 

 

He is always going down to darkness 

To find the lost. 

There is no light for him 

Until there is light for all 

Who turn to the light.  

 

And yet, at the same moment, 

He is always breaking into the light.  

There is no darkness for him, 

Since death cannot hold him.  

 

He is always standing before us, 

Waiting to be seen and known. 

 

He will keep on telling us 

To let go our fears, 

And to follow him  

As he goes on ahead of us, 

Into a world where love is alive. 


