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Year B Easter Vigil 
St. Thomas Episcopal Church, Denver 
The Rev. Ruth Woodliff-Stanley 
April 4, 2015 

 

Genesis 1:1—2:2; Psalm 33: 1-11; Ezekiel 37:1-14; Isaiah 55:1-11; Mark 16:1-8 

Good Evening. 

 

Most, if not all of you, know Rev. Catherine Volland, our dear friend and former 

Associate Priest. What you may not know is that I have a secret name for 

Catherine…it’s Mother Pyro. This is because she has a love, perhaps an inordinate 

love, for the first fire of Easter. She loves to build it, see it, carry it, and buy supplies 

for it. 

 

Well, our new Associate clergy member, Rev. Becky, in her wisdom and at my 

urging, reached out to Catherine for advice on setting our paschal fire, the first fire 

of Easter.  

 

Here’s what Becky got back: 

 

“OK, here’s the secret of all secrets: 

 

Go to REI or a sporting goods store and buy a camping item called “Fire Ribbon.” It is 

a gel that comes in a tube, and it’s for starting campfires. (There may still be some in 

the drawer near the sink in the sacristy.) Then gather a handful of dry kindling—dry 

little twigs. Pile them in the fire bowl and put 2-3” of ribbon kind of low in the pile, 

near one side where you can reach it.”  

 

“At the big moment, touch a light to the fire ribbon. It will flare up, the twigs burn 

quickly, and then it’s burned out in a minute. I have on good authority both Origen 

and Tertullian (early Fathers of the Church, in case you didn’t know) used this 

method, once an REI store opened in their neighborhoods.” 

 

“Feel free to do a practice run in advance so you have no worries.” (That we did not 

do). 

That message made my week. I suspect yours, too, Becky. And then, Becky managed 

to go and get the fire ribbon. Never in a million years would I have known about that 

ribbon absent Catherine. 

But I love the image of something you can weave amid a pile of dry twigs and, with 

the barest touch of a flame, see it flare toward the heavens. 
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It would appear to me that this night is about fire ribbon. Not just the stuff Becky 

bought at REI. But, more pointedly, the stuff of our lives. The stuff of the life of every 

person who bears the name of Christ.  

This week, we have reviewed the stories of the last week of Jesus’ life. We began 

with the day he entered Jerusalem, riding a donkey opposite the cavalry of the 

Roman militia on horseback.  

After a Lent spent focused on anti-racism, it was not a huge leap for me to go from 

that image to those we have seen in Ferguson, in New York, and even in the Holy 

Land. The humble posture of riding on a donkey in the face of a militarized Roman 

army is all too familiar today. We know what dominating, empirical power looks like 

in the face of a people’s movement. 

Then, we walked the early part of the week and remembered Jesus’ anger, his 

loneliness, and his intimacy with his friends. We considered the call to wade into the 

waters with him, reflected on the lonely and austere offices of love, and wondered if 

we might be the beloved, unnamed disciple seated next to him at supper. 

As we moved into the deep end of Holy Week, we washed feet, took the Eucharist for 

the last time before this paschal feast, stripped the altar, and let ourselves know 

how tired, how aching to the bone we are in the face of the way lives are stripped 

down to nearly nothing economically, relationally, and spiritually.  

Finally, yesterday, we knelt at the foot of the cross, and we touched the pain of 

abandonment, the pain of illness and grief and rage. And we heard again the truth 

that in the heart of our wounds lies the first signs of our hope. Of healing and 

redemption we can only imagine in those anguished moments. 

Now, on this night, we come back to the story of how God builds from those first 

flickering glimmers of hope a full bodied, raging fire of new life. New light. New 

passion. 

This is the night of the fire ribbon. This is the night to know that God does, in fact, 

weave through every piece of dried out, dead wood in our souls a ribbon waiting to 

be ignited with the barest spark. 

Someone invites you to a gathering. Or lingers with you in a parking lot after a 

meeting. Or shows up at your home with jam or dinner or flowers. Or calls you out 

of your complacency to come dig in a garden or exercise your voice at a rally or 

speak out to change our laws.  

Someone senses your pain and asks to lay hands on you and pray. Someone 

accompanies you to the doctor’s office or in the hospital. Someone lets you rage 

against injustice and rages with you. Someone, in other words, brings the spark of 

God to you. 
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That’s all it takes for the ribbon to blaze up in your soul and awaken all you thought 

was dead. 

That’s resurrection. It’s not happy springtime denial. It is the very substance of hope 

in the midst of your greatest angst, your most profound despair, your deepest rage. 

That’s resurrection. And it’s contagious. Once the ribbon has been set ablaze in one 

person, the fire keeps moving. Your life becomes a spark for someone else. And on 

and on it goes.  

Nothing can stop the light of Christ. Not death. Not empire. Not fear. Not despair. 

That’s what the empty tomb means.  

The spark just keeps moving, setting every dead twig ablaze. 

Alleluia. He is risen. The Lord is risen indeed. Like fire ribbon among the twigs, he 

intends to set your life ablaze. He intends you to set this world ablaze.  

The light has come to enlighten he world; and the darkness will never, ever, ever 

overcome it. 

Amen. 


