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Rev. Joseph Keating 
Easter Vigil 
Homily 
 
Brethren, we have finally come to this night and this hour, when we celebrate the 
Resurrection of Our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.  This is my first Easter to 
celebrate with Sacred Heart Parish, and how I was looking forward to a great and 
spectacular Mass with all the beauty and joy of this moment, gathering at this 
altar to worship together.  Yet, we are not gathered here in person, but rather 
virtually thru the means of technology, and most especially, gathered in spirit out 
of love for our God.  
 
This Easter is one that we will all remember, the year when we were not 
permitted to come to Mass.  All day today, we have reflected on Our Lord’s dead 
Body that lay in a tomb.  Now we are told to stay at home, don’t come out, as if 
we, the Mystical Body of Christ, were ourselves shut in a tomb, waiting for the 
day when we can finally come out from that tomb.  For us this Lent has become 
one very long Holy Saturday.  We cannot wait to rise from that tomb.  We are 
filled with anticipation. 
 
Regardless of the circumstances we face, the Church on earth may never, and will 
never cancel Easter.  The Holy Sacrifice of the Mass is still offered on behalf of 
you, the parishioners of Sacred Heart.  Just as Jesus offered himself upon the altar 
of the cross for the sins of all humanity, so today, his sacrifice is presented once 
again on this altar for the benefit of each and every one.  Whether we are 
gathered together in one building or gathered as families in our respective homes, 
we are still united in prayer as the Mystical Body of Christ, and we still receive the 
graces that flow from this Holy Sacrifice. 
 
Despite the separation we feel tonight, our sorrow must be turned to gladness.  
Just as the pangs of Lenten penance have now come to an end, so too will the 
sorrows of this pandemic come to an end in due time.  But for now, Lent is over!  
This is Easter! It is central mystery of our faith!  It is everything to us!  Jesus wins!  
How can we remain sorrowful when Our Lord is risen?!  When these words, 
“Christ is risen,” are in our hearts and on our lips, we cannot help but rejoice.  The 
whole Church, all around the world, rejoices today at the Resurrection of the 
Lord. 



 2 

 
The Greeks, for example, have a certain way of rejoicing, a certain tradition during 
the Easter season.  They actually change their way of saying hello.  Instead of their 
usual greeting, they say, “Christos anesti!” Which means, “Christ is risen!”  And 
the response is, “Alithos anesti!” which means, “Truly he is risen!”  I always 
thought it would be fun to answer the office phone that way.  “Sacred Heart 
Parish, Christ is risen, how may I help you?”  What kind of reaction do you think 
I’d get?  Maybe I’ll try it and get back to you. 
 
This societal tradition speaks of a culture that is steeped in Christianity.  What 
kind of culture does such a thing?  When you’re having an ordinary conversation 
and the first word out of your mouth is the name of Christ, when businesses shut 
down for religious holidays, when processions thru the streets of town don’t need 
a city permit, because the whole city turns up for the procession, it reveals 
something about a people—that Christ is truly the center of their lives. 
 
These words, Christos anesti, are the center of Christianity.  They are the center of 
our life.  CHRIST IS RISEN.  If it weren’t for the resurrection of Jesus from the dead, 
we wouldn’t even be celebrating this Mass.  Many of us in this parish probably 
wouldn’t even know each other.  And we’d certainly find other things to do on 
this Saturday night.  But HE IS TRULY RISEN.  He has conquered sin and death, he 
has made atonement for our sins, he has established a new covenant between 
God and man.  And he showed us all that he really is the Son of God by rising from 
the dead.  The resurrection is the center of our lives as Christians.  For, as St. Paul 
writes, “if Christ has not been raised, [our] faith is in vain.1” 
 
I once had the chance to visit the Holy Sepulcher in Jerusalem—the very tomb of 
Jesus Christ.  It was New Year’s Eve, 2012.  Not only did I get to visit, but I actually 
stayed the entire night in the church.  In order to do this, you have to ask 
permission ahead of time, and there’s no sleeping allowed.  But there I was, with 
about a dozen of my seminary classmates, gathered just in front of the tomb of 
Christ as the Franciscan brother closed the enormous heavy doors, slid the bar 
across, and then passed a ladder thru a slot in the door so the brother on the 
outside could reach the keyholes way up high.  Just like that, it was dark, cold, and 
eerie.  The air was cool, heavy and had a musty-burnt smell.  800+ years of 
pilgrims’ sweat and candle smoke will do that to a place.  For the next 9 hours my 

 
1 1 Corinthians 15:17 
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classmates and I would speak hardly a word to each other, but we would pass into 
2013 praying in and around the tomb of Christ.  It was one of the most moving 
experiences of my life.  To kneel inside the very tomb of Jesus Christ—the holiest 
place on earth, and to feel the heaviness of the silence.  This is the place where 
our Lord slept in death before that Easter Sunday morning. 
 
Months later, after I arrived back home to Texas, I was visiting some very good 
friends of our family.  I’ve known these people my whole life—they are like a 
bonus set of grandparents to me.  Sadly, they don’t practice their Catholic faith 
anymore.  So we were visiting, and I was telling them about my travels.  I recalled 
how amazing was my trip to the Holy Sepulcher and how I spent a night in there.  
That’s when this family friend of ours said, “why would you want to spend a night 
in a tomb?  Isn’t it a little depressing to be there in the place where Jesus died and 
was buried?”  Well, I was a bit surprised by his question, but then I responded, 
and I know it was the Holy Spirit, because I didn’t even think about what I was 
going to say.  I just said, “But it’s the place of the Resurrection.”  At that, his whole 
countenance changed.  As if it struck him, this is what it’s all about.  The 
Resurrection.  It is not merely an archaeological site where some historical figure 
was once buried.  It is the place where God himself rose triumphant over death. 
 
Now, this family friend is one of the smartest people I know.  So I know he knew 
that all along.  But for him, it was just a fact, a bit of data, somewhere in the back 
of his mind.  It was no longer at the center of his life.   
 
Brothers and sisters, the Resurrection is the center of our life as Christians.  It is 
the whole reason to believe.  Jesus really is who he said he is, the Son of God.  
And he really walked on the earth—THIS earth!  And he truly died on that cross.  
And he is truly risen.  Alleluia! 
 
We celebrate the Resurrection with joy this night, for Christ our Paschal Lamb has 
been sacrificed.  Therefore, wherever we are this evening, wherever two or more 
are gathered in the name of Jesus, he is in our midst.  Now our Lenten fast has 
come to an end, and it is time to feast.  Now is not the time for sadness, but for 
rejoicing in the victory of Jesus Christ.  Tonight, and all thru this week, let us keep 
this feast with joy!  Christos anesti—alithos anesti! 
 
 
 


