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(sing:) 
Angels we have heard on high, sweetly singing o’er the plains, 
And the mountains in reply echoing their joyous strains, 
Gloria in excelsis deo! 
 
 
Now, you’re probably sitting there saying, “poor Father Mike. He forgot what holiday 
we’re celebrating! This is what happens when you get old! You mix up Christmas and 
Easter…” 
 
It’s true: I am getting old.  But I’m well aware of what Feast we are celebrating today.  
 
Then you might ask, “if he knows that it’s Easter, why start the homily with a Christmas 
carol about angels?” Good question. 
 
When Matthew describes that first Easter morning he says that, at the end of Jesus’ 
earthly life, an angel appears at the tomb to help us understand what God is up to. 
 
Both Matthew and Luke tell us that angels appeared to people, telling them about the 
birth of the Messiah. At the end of those Gospels, an angel appears, telling people about 
the birth of the Messiah into eternal life. 
 
In fact, as you read the Gospels,  you realize just how many similarities there are between 
Christmas – the beginning of Christ’s earthly life – and Easter – the end of Christ’s 
earthly life, the beginning of his resurrected glory. 
 
We just noted that there were angels involved at Christmas, and Easter.  
 
If you go to Bethlehem, to the church of the Nativity, you don’t find a wooden stable. No. 
When you go to the traditional spot of Jesus’ birth, you find – a cave, hewn out of rock. 
Jesus starts his earthly life in a cave, and he ends his earthly life in a cave, a tomb, hewn 
out of rock. 
 
When he’s born, his mother places him in a manger, made out of wood. When he dies, 
he’s nailed to a cross, made out of wood.  
 
When he’s born, the Magi bring myrrh as a baby gift. When he dies, his friends use 
myrrh to prepare his body for burial.  
 
The mystery of his birth, and the mystery of his death, seem so connected. Every human 
being is born. Every human being dies. Our fragile breath makes it possible for us to 
experience the joys and the fears of all that happens in between. And God is the mystery 



who loves us into life, and gently enfolds us when we breathe our last. 
 
Birth – Death. Christmas – Easter. The Lord is the love which links our lives. 
 
Oh, and there is one more similarity between Christmas and Easter... 
 
When Luke describes the birth of the Messiah, he tells us that Mary gave birth 
surrounded by animals and dirt. She laid her son in a manger. But before she did that, she 
wrapped Jesus, the Messiah, in “swaddling clothes.” Swaddling – sounds so nice. 
 
But when you swaddle a baby, you actually wrap that child in cloth, so that their arms 
and legs cannot move. The baby is bound in the cloth. So, the child is dependent on 
someone else for everything. The child is helpless. The child is swaddled. 
 
Think about that - we Christians believe that Jesus is “God In The Flesh,”  fully human 
and fully divine. And that Jesus is swaddled. Which means that the God of the Universe 
was willing to be bound, helpless, dependent. 
 
His life begins when his mother wraps him in strips of cloth. 
 
And his life ends the same way. When they take his lifeless body down from the cross, 
his mother is there. Is there a more horrible thought than that? – a mother, holding the 
body of her lifeless child? 
 
The Gospels tell us that they prepared his body for burial. They bring spices, and strips of 
cloth. If Mary helped in that process, did she recall the first time that she wrapped her 
precious son in swaddling cloth? Did she remember wrapping that little boy in cloth, as 
she wrapped the body of Jesus in the cloth of his burial? 
 
They bind his body with cloth, lay it in the rocky tomb, seal it with a stone. 
 
Death has him. Death won. He’s helpless. He’s hopeless. He’s wrapped in his shroud and 
buried in his tomb. Death has tied him up.  
 
At least, that’s what they thought… 
 
Until the next morning, when Mary, and Peter, and others see something strange. The 
stone has been rolled back. His body is not where they left it, the tomb is empty… it’s 
empty, except for one thing: the wrappings, the cloths, are there on the floor.  
 
In a resurrection that no human eye could see, those cloths fell to the floor, and Jesus 
rises, free and forever. Because of God’s eternal love, the tight bonds of death could not 
hold Jesus. The tomb could not hold Jesus. Nothing could bind Jesus! Nothing could hold 
Jesus! 
 
Thanks to the resurrection, what bound Jesus gets left behind, so that he can be embraced 



by a life that has no end! 
 
And, thanks to baptism, what binds us can be left behind, thanks to the grace of God and 
the spirit of the Risen Lord! Saint Paul says that we who are baptized come to share, right 
now, in the dying AND rising of Jesus Christ! 
 
Which means that God’s love is stronger than anything which is trying to hold you, 
anything which is robbing you of freedom or binding up your joy! Whatever is trying to 
control you is no match for the powerful love of the One whose tomb is empty. 
 
What is tying you up this Easter day? What is holding you back? What has ensnared you, 
grabbed you, bound you? The powerful love of the Risen One is calling you-  “come to 
life, leave the rest of that stuff behind!” 
 
What has bound you? Is it fear? Pride? Selfishness? 
What has bound you? Is it addiction? Anger? A lack of forgiveness? 
 
What has bound you? Is it hurtful memories from the past, struggles in the present, 
uncertainty about the future? 
 
Whatever binds you, the powerful love of the Risen One is calling you – come to life, 
leave the rest behind! 
 
What makes you feel helpless? Have you lost your way, lost your faith, lost your hope? 
Have you lost your job? Lost your love? Lost your joy? 
 
Have you gotten lost, putting finances above family, career ahead of caring, purchases 
ahead of prayer? 
 
So many people feel helpless in our world. They are tied up by poverty and injustice. 
They are threatened by war and terror. They are bound by isolation, a sense of despair, a 
fear that no one cares. 
 
And from an empty tomb, a resounding message echoes down the centuries: “Death tried 
to tie Jesus down, but his Father’s love raised him up. And if Death couldn’t control him, 
then nothing on this earth can control you, or bind your life, or steal the joy which comes 
from the risen Jesus. 
 
And that Jesus, the free and forever Jesus, is with us today in this Eucharist. He wants to 
remove what binds you, and heal what hurts you, unwind what grips you, and forgive 
what aches you. 
 
Not even death could tie him down. Nothing can hold us down, either. And that makes 
me sing “Gloria in excelsis deo,” in every season of the year! 
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