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Homily for Holy Saturday 2018 
 
So, in the darkness of this night Lent passes at last into Eastertide. What began with fire 
ends with fire, and the flames that consumed last year’s palm branches to produce the 
ashes for Ash Wednesday have been replaced by the flames of our new fire, which has 
already spread to the flame of the Paschal Candle and of the candles we carry in our hands. 
It had seemed as if the night was well and truly set in, with dawn still a long way off, when a 
soft glow followed by a roar of light and power bursts from the tomb of Christ, and night is 
turned into day: ‘The night shall be as bright as day, dazzling is the night for me, and full of 
gladness’ (Exultet). 
 
The source of this light is a sudden inpouring of the power of God, rushing into our world. 
Never since the day of creation has the power of the divine been let loose so strongly on the 
world, and in this creative power all is made new. In the silence of the tomb, hidden from 
every human eye, the heart that had been stifled begins to beat once more; the voice that 
had been silenced speaks again; the eyes that had been closed sparkle again with life and 
love; and the tired limbs that had been stilled unfold themselves and set off once again in 
pursuit of the wounded, the tired, the damaged, the lost and the hurt. After three years of 
walking the roads and fields of the Holy Land in pursuit of the needy and the hurt, the 
suffering and the faint-hearted, it had seemed that evil had at last stilled the power of love 
and immobilised those limbs by nailing them firmly to a cross: but the plan has failed, and 
once again the creative saving power of God is on the move. The power of evil has done its 
worst, and has failed. The grave, destruction, betrayal have all failed, and will never have 
the final word. Life, love, hope, joy, generosity, compassion, these could not be locked away 
forever in the cold and darkness of a tomb. Already the Risen Christ is on the move once 
again, casting seeds of new life on every side. 
 
The great mystery of this night is a revelation of where true power lies. Did it lie with Pilate, 
or with the Jewish leaders, or with the Roman soldiers, all of whom saw themselves as the 
strong men of the story, the privileged, the ones that people simply had to stop and listen 
to? No, in the end they are all failures, simply unable to deliver in spite of all their bluster. 
The power was hidden away in the tomb, but could never remain hidden there for very 
long. So all the flame, and the smoke, and the light, and the song, and the water not to 
mention the bread and the wine, of this celebration invite us to plunge ourselves into 
another world, a hidden world, the world of deep reality, the world where the dead rise, 
where love conquers hate and joy conquers sadness, where power lies with the weak and 
the strong are soon forgotten. It is always a beautiful celebration, but it is meant to be 
something so much more than that, it is meant to be for us a life-changing experience as our 
world is shaken up and reset. The liturgy of this Easter Vigil is a glimpse of eternity, of the 
way we hope to live for all time, it is a reminder that we human beings are created for a life 
that is beautiful, strong and free. Too often we settle for something less than this, for a life 
that is probably not bad, but which accepts some measure of compromise with a weaker 
sort of life. The fire of this night, the glowing flame of the risen one, longs to burn away the 
dross from our lives, to draw us deeper and deeper into that fuller life. 
 
At the end of the vigil we will turn away and leave the Church, going back to our ordinary 
lives. Probably quite soon something will happen that makes it seem as if hate is stronger 
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than love, or violence stronger than peace, or dishonesty stronger than truth, or fear 
stronger than trust. But as we leave the church tonight we leave behind us the candle still 
burning, still casting its light over the church. We cannot carry with us everywhere our little 
hand candles (although you are welcome to take them home if you wish) but in our minds 
we might preserve that flame which was lit tonight from the tomb of Christ. Wherever we 
are, whatever we are doing, we might imagine that little flame flickering gently in the 
darkness. To live as an Easter person is to live each day in the light of the Risen Christ, to live 
every moment bathed in the glow from the empty tomb. Holding tightly to that flame, when 
the darkness swirls around us and threatens to overwhelm us we have the courage to say: 
No! I will not be a part of this. I will not be a part of a world of despair, or violence or hate, I 
will not be a source of darkness but of light, I will live every day as a living, moving, flame of 
divine love. 
 
What started in fire ends in fire. But the flames at the start of Lent were flames of 
destruction, reducing palms to ash. The flames at the end of Lent are flames of new life, 
flames that bring a light and warmth that can never be put out. 


