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SAINT ELIZABETH ANN SETON PARISH 
310 HERTZLER ROAD, MECHANICSBURG PA. 17055 

April 4, 2015 – Easter Vigil 
 

The Easter Vigil captures the whole of who we are in a small space of time (yes, even 
though the liturgy is almost 3 hours long, that’s still a small space of time in cosmic 
terms!). 
 
We have a history. 
We have a future. 
We’re caught in between the two at any given moment. 
 
Given a chance to write lists of memories from the past and predictions for the future, 
almost universally humans will write more negatives about the past and positives about 
the future.  Hope drives us forward.  It drives us to flee the hurts of the past and seek 
the joys of the future.  It propels us beyond every new horizon in search of something 
better that lies beyond. Hope is the stuff of life. 
 
We have a history. 
We have a future. 
Tonight we’re caught between the two. 
 
Tonight we heard our history: creation, slavery, freedom — the story of promises made 
and promises fulfilled. The Easter Vigil captures the whole of who we are in a small 
space of time: our past, our future, and the present moment energized by hope. 
 
A young woman named Immaculée Ilibagíza grew up in a country she loved, 
surrounded by a family she cherished. But at age 22 her idyllic world was ripped apart 
as her country Rwanda descended into a bloody genocide.  She was studying 
engineering at the Rwanda National University when unspeakable violence erupted in 
her home country. She was of the Tutsi tribe, a people soon to be nearly exterminated 
from the face of the earth by rival Hutu militia. 
 
While she was home for Easter with her family, Hutu death squads began a three 
month killing spree of Tutsis across the nation.  Immaculée's entire family was 
murdered, but she managed to find a hiding place jammed in a tiny 3 foot by 4 foot 
bathroom of a local pastor, along with seven other women.  She spent 91 days there, 
weighing only 68 pounds when she finally emerged.   
 
For 3 months, Immaculée huddled with seven other women behind a bathroom door 
hidden by furniture, silently praying, reading the Bible, and clinging to the rosary beads 
her father gave her. Repeatedly over the weeks Hutu soldiers ransacked the house, 
searching for her by name and pledging to kill her.  She listened as lifelong friends and 
neighbors, as well as her beloved brother, were hacked to death by machete-bearing 
thugs just outside the thin walls of her tiny hiding place. 
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She found life in the dark, allowing God to come near as never before, allowing Him to 
build an undaunted relationship with her.  She began to experience the reality of an 
unconditional love so powerful that it could restore her to wholeness and forgive her 
family's killers.  
 
Fear never left her heart, but rising up alongside it was hope.  As the stench of 
murdered friends and neighbors filled Immaculée’s nostrils, she was terrified that her 
gags would give her away to killers only inches away on the other side of a thin wall.   
 
As the screams of the dying filled her ears, she feared that her sobs would lead the 
killers to her and the others with her.  She picked up a Bible and opened it.  It fell open 
to Psalm 91: 
 

You who dwell in the shelter of the Most High, who abide in the shade of 
the Almighty, Say to the LORD, “My refuge and fortress, my God in 
whom I trust.” He will rescue you from the fowler’s snare, from the 
destroying plague, He will shelter you with his pinions, and under his 
wings you may take refuge; his faithfulness is a protecting shield. You 
shall not fear the terror of the night nor the arrow that flies by day, Nor 
the pestilence that roams in darkness, nor the plague that ravages at noon. 
Though a thousand fall at your side, ten thousand at your right hand, near 
you it shall not come. 

 
This young woman remained silent and huddled in a dark and tiny space for 91 days: 
days filled with fear, but also with a growing trust in God.  
 
She had a history. 
She had a future. 
She was caught between the two for a long 3 months. 
 
Immaculée clung always to the rosary that her father gave her; her prayers were her 
companion in the dark night of evil that engulfed her week after week.  She found a 
favorite verse in her Bible and drew strength from it: 
 

Love is patient, love is kind. It is not jealous, [love] is not pompous, it is 
not arrogant or rude, it does not seek its own interests, it is not quick-
tempered, it does not brood over injury, it does not rejoice over 
wrongdoing but rejoices with the truth. It bears all things, believes all 
things, hopes all things, endures all things. Love never fails.  

 
“That was the love I wanted,” Immaculée wrote in her autobiography, “and I knew it 
was what God wanted each and every one of us to have.”  
Tonight you and I wait in the darkness of the moment between death and life, in the 
margin distinguishing defeat and conquest. Tonight we acknowledge that Jesus has 
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died, or rather has been brutally killed, and we wait for the dawn and the sign of new 
life arising from the tomb. 
 
We have a past. 
We have a future. 
We are caught between the two. 
 
A cosmic and eternal violence surrounds us as we huddle together in the darkness of 
this night.  None of us likes to admit the truth that pure evil seeks our soul to keep it in 
eternal darkness.  Here — here — together in faith, in hope, and in love, here we have no 
reason to fear, for here we are protected and here we are filled with strength.   
 
When this moment yields to the next, though, will we choose to remain alive in the light 
of faith? 
 
In a few moments we each will face that very choice, as we are asked if we deeply and 
truly renounce the darkness and embrace the light. 
 
In this instant we stand at the margin between death and life, recalling the violence and 
death of yesterday’s Good Friday, awaiting the Resurrection of hope that is tomorrow’s 
Easter morn.  Here darkness and light collide.  But the choice is given each of us, as to a 
young woman immersed in hatred, to cling to the darkness or to release it and in the 
emptiness of our hearts to be filled with light.  The choice is offered to us all to let go of 
the dark past and in confident trust await the light. 
 
It is not in the past that we celebrate our joys, and it is not in the future.  It is now.  In 
the present. 
 
Joy, forgiveness, repentance, reconciliation, peace — these are not written in past tense 
or future.  They are the emotions and gifts of the present moment.  Faith, hope, love: 
they live always in the present tense. 
 
It is in the present that we are touched by the grace of a Savior who loved so much as to 
step into the hands of betrayers and persecutors.  The sins of our past matter little; they 
are purified, washed in His blood.  Our hopes for the future are illusions, melting into 
the love that surrounds us here and now and which carries us safely into an unknown 
tomorrow.  
 
All that matters is that now, in this instant moment, in this time when darkness and 
light collide, we open our hearts to mercy and joy, to life-changing Grace.   
 
Immaculée ends her story with a poignant note:  “The love of a single heart can change 
the world.”  It already did.  That’s why we’re here.   
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“O Sacred Heart of Jesus, O heart that has loved so much, make my heart like unto 
Yours. Fill me with love alone. I give my life to you now: my memories, my destiny, 
my will, my imagination. Lead me into a future animated by faith and dappled with 
hope.” 
 


