
 

3rd Sunday of Easter Homily by Fr Hugh 
 
John Bradburne, was a Cumbrian, from Skirwith near Penrith.  In 1979 he 
was shot near Mutemwa Leper Station in what was then Rhodesia, now 
Zimbabwe.  After years of searching, with a break for the Second World 
War, after which he became a Catholic, he ended his life serving those 
with leprosy, until he was killed in Zimbabwe’s war of independence. His 
cause for canonisation, being recognised as a saint, began officially last 
year. 

When we look at the great saints, Damian of Molokai, again serving 
lepers, Maximilian Kolbe in Auschwitz, St. Terese in her convent, at the 
heart of the cause for canonisation is their giving of their lives for others. 

Saints come in many different shapes and sizes, not all are or have to 
be recognised by the Church. 

When we celebrate those who work in the NHS, care homes, quietly 
looking after people in their own homes, and elsewhere, at great danger to 
their own lives, serving others, there will be many a saint among them. 
And we honour that service by clapping and in other ways. 

I believe that in ourselves, though we may not give our whole lives to 
others, when we do help others, concentrate on their needs and give 
something of our life for them, then we feel most fulfilled. 
 
There is something at our roots, that is fundamental to us as human beings, 
that feels far more fulfilled in this, than in being selfish, living only for 
ourselves. 

People often criticise the young, but, without wanting to sound 
patronising to them, you need to see them helping at Lourdes for example, 
or as Young Carers. 

 
We know that most of us do not lead what we feel to be saintly lives, I 
speak for myself of course, but there is within us a call to it, if sometimes 
well buried. 
 
Why I think it is important to recognise this, is because it is our greatest 
expression of love for the world around us, self sacrifice, or selflessness. 
And if we recognise it we come to understand that love, service, is 
fundamental to human life, us as social beings. 
 



 

That this is contrary to what we feel about life often, is important.  It 
is a contrary message to what the world often asks us to believe. 
 
If we want to reflect more deeply on this we might ask, “Where does it 
come from?”  And from here I offer my own feelings on it. 

There are many suggestions. 
But for me, love has to be personal.  It also needs a source.  If life and love 
have an origin then it may well be, is for believers, in a personal, creating 
being, capable of relationship. 
 
How is this brought together?  Our life and the life of the creating being 
we have come to call God? 

This is just what we have been celebrating over the last few weeks. 
If God is going to be among us and relate to us then self-giving, service, 
will be at the heart of it;  Jesus washing of the feet of the disciples, which 
sums up his whole practical message, is about this. 

When we come his death, the cross, and then resurrection, this is the 
greatest example of self-giving, of ‘autodonazione’ as we used to be taught 
in Rome.  
Not because it is the most harrowing story of all time, but because of who 
Jesus is, and it is harrowing enough. 
 
But Jesus wants us to share in this, and through the power of the Holy 
Spirit, who is the love of God, he gives us what we grandly call 
sacraments, moments of the deepest engagement with him possible to us 
on earth, 

and the sacrament he leaves us at the Last Supper, to enable us to 
share in his self-giving for us, is the Mass, the Eucharist.  He invites us to 
offer ourselves with himself to the Father.  His body, his blood, his life, 
poured out, given for us.  He asks us, and we do in the Mass, to call on the 
Holy Spirit to unite us  with him. 
 
So then why do many people find the Mass doesn’t excite them?  I have 
been to amazing Masses from St. Thomas Aquinas's cell, to a simple home 
in Malawi, to the HCPT Trust Mass in Lourdes.  But often in the parish for 
some, it is boring, the music is boring, the homily is … (well perhaps I 

 



 

wont go there just now), or I could be doing something more relevant, 
more exciting things.  Could stay in bed.  I don’t like the priest. 

Why does the extraordinariness of what  is happening in the Mass not 
over-rule all our opposition? 
 

Why do our hearts often not burn within us, as for the two at 
Emmaus, when we are at Mass?  If it is so vital. 
 

I think we have to make the link, between our own fundamental 
nature, and that of its source, for many of us, God.  That goodness, 
self-giving is fundamental to us, that it does have a source.  But if we do, 
we see that what the Mass embodies, is a love that the Holy Spirit unites 
throughout our world and makes visible in our Mass, and which has a 
radically different message to the negativity often around us.  Re-looks at 
our world. 

It shows us that we are all saints, in different degrees, not as John 
Bradburne perhaps, all capable of it, all united in the call to serve, to help, 
to give, because if we let ourselves respond, and let this love that is a 
fundamental part of us be let loose, then we change the world with Jesus. 
 It is God’s invitation to join him in this. 

Or at least I think so. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  

 

 


