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When I entered into Holy Week this year on Palm 
Sunday, I was deeply aware that I wanted to preach 
from a place of hope deeply rooted in prayer. I 

wanted my homily to be theologically rich, unfolding the 
beautiful imagery of Jesus as the new Passover/Paschal Lamb 
who humbly gives us his very Body and Blood to save us and 
set us free.
Instead, I have found myself in a dark place, different from 
and yet somehow linked to, the darkness in our world today 
A darkness not just because of COVID-19, but because of 
the darkness of war; because of refugees crowded in tempo-
rary camps that have become permanent homes for millions 
and breeding places for viruses and violence; because of 
drought that has caused crop failure and hunger; because 
of torrential rains that have washed away crops or caused 
landslides killing hundreds; or because she’s a single mom with 
three kids who suddenly lost her job and is now alone because 
the guy who told her, “I love you more than anything, than 
anyone,” walked out because he found somebody else to 
supposedly love “more than anyone.”
Archbishop Gomez of Los Angeles wrote a short reflection 
which begins, “Future generations will look back on this as the 
long Lent of 2020, a time when disease and death suddenly 
darkened the whole earth. As we enter into Holy Week, these 
most sacred days of the Church year, Catholics here in Los 
Angeles, across the United States and the world are living 
under quarantine, our societies shut down by the Covid-19 
pandemic…
“These are times almost without precedent in the long history 
of the Church. In the face of this world-wide contagion, my 
brother bishops and I in almost every country have had to 
temporarily suspend public worship and the celebration of the 
Sacraments.”
My personal darkness began late Sunday evening with an un-

suspected rising anger, a seething, growing anger at an unseen 
enemy that was striking down the most vulnerable, the old 
and weak, around the world.

Then the anger turned in and I became depressed. All day 
Tuesday I was feeling disoriented and couldn’t seem to find 
which way to go. I kept feeling, “This is not how it is meant to 
be— empty pews, an empty pitcher, a dry towel, no feet to 
wash, no adoration of the Blessed Sacrament, no confessions, 
no anointings of the sick and dying or trips to the hospital or 
helping at the men’s shelter because I’m too old and vulnera-
ble and because I have ALS.”
I found myself shaking my fist at God on Wednesday. “You 
will never, never wash my feet,” said Peter to Jesus. 
“Never,” Fr. Jim said to Jesus.
“Don’t you get it? I’m supposed be washing people’s feet 
Thursday night. I’m the pastor. I’m supposed to be modeling 
what service is meant to be.”
“What I am doing, you do not understand now, but you will 
understand later.”
“Later? How much later, Jesus,” I shouted back.
“Jesus knew that his hour had come…He loved his own in the 
world and he loved them to the end…Fully aware that the Fa-
ther had put everything into his power and that he had come 
from God and was returning to God, he rose from supper, 
took off his outer garments…and began to wash the disciples’ 
feet.”

It hurts my heart every time I walk past the St. Joseph Chapel 
to and from the office. The sawhorse blocking the doors and 
the sign, “Adoration Chapel CLOSED.”
Closed. It’s not supposed to be that way.
So this morning, as I went to do my regular Thursday morning 
holy hour in the chapel at the rectory instead of the adoration 
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chapel, I felt empty and hardly ready for the Paschal Triduum. 
It felt more like being in the cold tomb with the stone rolled 
tightly against the entrance.
And there I sat on my prayer stool looking at our makeshift 
tabernacle which is really my chalice case for my 40th anni-
versary of ordination chalice.
On Holy Thursday, the church also remembers the Sac-
rament of Ordination to the priesthood. Ordination. I was 
ordained to serve, to give myself for others, to be there with 
others in celebrating the Sacraments and being present for 
the sacramental moments where God breaks into people’s 
lives.
Yet most of that, I thought, was taken away.
I usually don’t give titles to my homily. But I did to this one, 
because as I knelt there overburdened with my stuff, my 
feeling, my disappointments all focused on me, Jesus ever-so 
gently nudged me saying he wanted to wash my feet.
“Petty pride,” is the title of this homily. Caught up, yet again, 
in the “mes.” You know—the poor mes, the why mes, the how 
come mes that imprison us and quarantine us, that shut down 
the economy of our heart’s love and leaves our daily disciple-
ship of following Jesus in the unemployment line.
Jesus then reminded me of this gift that my good friend 
Bishop Joe Tyson of Yakima sent to me.
This is a quote from then Cardinal Joseph Ratzinger’s Pilgrim 
Fellowship of Faith: The Church as Communion.
“When Augustine felt his death approaching, he ‘excommuni-
cated’ himself and took upon himself ecclesiastical penitence. 
In his last days, he set himself alongside, in solidarity, with the 
public sinners who seek forgiveness and grace through the pain 
of not receiving Holy Communion. He wanted to meet his Lord 
in the humility of those who hunger and thirst for righteous-
ness, for Him, the righteous and gracious One. 
“Against the background of his sermons and writings, which 
describe the mystery of the Church as a communion WITH the 
body of Christ and AS the body of Christ, this gesture is quite 
shocking. 
“Do we not often take things too lightly today when we receive 
the most Holy Sacrament? Could such a spiritual fasting not 
sometimes be useful, or even necessary, to renew and establish 
more deeply our relation to the Body of Christ? 
“Such fasting could help people toward a deepening of their 
personal relation to the Lord in the Sacrament; it could be 
an act of solidarity with all those who have a yearning for the 
Sacrament but cannot receive it. It could be a recognition 
and expression of the fact that we are all dependent upon 
that “healing of love” which the Lord effected in the ultimate 
solitude of the Cross. 
“Sometimes we need to be hungry—bodily and spiritual 

hungry—so as once more to comprehend the Lord’s gifts and 
to understand the suffering of our brethren who are hungry. 
Spiritual hunger, like bodily hunger, can be a vehicle of great 
love.”
“Master, then not only my feet, but my hands and head as 
well.”
Petty pride. It had kept me quarantined from not only experi-
encing Jesus’ unconditional love for me but more importantly 
my willingness to pour out his love on behalf of others.
Tonight, maybe you, like me need to have your feet washed, 
touched and toweled by the One whom you long to receive, 
the Body and Blood, Soul and Divinity of Jesus in Holy Com-
munion and yet unlike me, are unable.
As the guys in the men’s shelter come in, as the lead host 
takes their temperature, as the men wash their hands, find 
their six feet of space and others take a shower; as the cooks 
in the kitchen dish up meals; as the overnight hosts deliver 
the meals to the men’s separate tables on the other side of 
those doors, we gather virtually at this table. We gather with 
Jesus who will become food for our Paschal journey so that we 
might be “foot washers” for others. 
I close with these words from Archbishop Gomez.
“This holy week will be different. Our churches may be closed, 
but Christ is not quarantined and his Gospel is not in chains. 
Our Lord’s heart remains open to every man and woman. Even 
though we cannot worship physically together, each of us can 
seek Him in the tabernacles of our own hearts.
“Because Jesus loves us, and because His love can never 
change, we should not be afraid, even in this time of trial and 
testing. In these mysteries that we remember this week, let us 
renew our faith and trust in His bountiful love for us.”
Thank you Jesus for once again forgiving my “petty pride” 
and reminding me of what you said to your disciples, “I have 
given you a model to follow, so that as I have done for you, you 
should also do.”
In the weeks, months and I pray, years ahead, please allow 
me to wash your feet in my humble service as your priest and 
your pastor.



There Is an altarpiece painted in Germany known as the 
Isenheim Altarpiece. It is a large painting attached to 
the back of an altar, known as a reredos. It currently 

resides, unfortunately, in a museum where the totality of its 
impact is greatly lessened. The great German artist Matthias 
Gruenwald painted this work in 1515, designed as the main 
altar for a monastery whose charis—or gift to the Church at 
that time—was to care for victims of the plague and other 
diseases. In the painting, we see a great number of different 
symbolic aspects very common in Netherlandish Renaissance 
paintings. There are also a number of figures who, breaking 
free from the static forms of pre-Renaissance art, exhibit 
great emotion in their gestures.  
The most striking of the figures is clearly Christ on the Cross. 
Jesus is flanked by the Blessed Mother, St. John the Evange-
list and Mary Magdalene on one side and St. John the Baptist 
(with the Latin written in red next to him saying “He must in-
crease, and I must decrease”) on the other.  Jesus is splintered 
all over and his hands are disjointed. He looks like a man who 
has just been scourged, crowned with thorns, crucified and 
died. His figure looks quite a bit like the patients that those in 

the hospital would have been caring for: pin-pricked by pain 
and exhausted from their disease.

I studied this piece in one of my college art survey classes, 
and it was one of the most profound pieces we studied. Not 
only did the emotion convey the drama of the scene, but here 
is Christ dying with no regal splendor. No rays of glory. No 
golden gilding. Just a man, dying. Certainly, the depictions 
that we have of the Crucifixion that include other elements 
such as angels and gold are good in and of themselves: they 
give us the true understanding of this event. But on this Good 
Friday, we have the chance to look at the stark reality of the 
God-Man pouring out everything He has for us, “even unto 
death, death on a cross.”

What I love most about this altarpiece, though, is its location 
and it’s genius in depicting a fundamentally true and Catholic 
reality: in the Church, no one dies alone. How? Why?

The reason why, as Catholics, we use a crucifix is not because 
the crucifix is the divine symbol of wrath, but the divine sym-
bol of God’s love. God’s love begins in creation—in sustaining 
all of creation, it is an outpouring of God’s delight. In revealing 
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Himself, He prepared His creation to share in His joy and His 
life. It is an outpouring of His desire to bring all things into His 
love. In sending His Son, He poured out the whole life of God 
for us. Beginning with the Incarnation where He took on hu-
manity—all of the gritty human details. Through His life, He 
brings that humanity into contact with the totality of divinity 
—the exceptionality that totally fulfills the needs of any hu-
man heart. And instead of leaving us just any word, God gives 
us His Word—fully. His outpouring does not stop there. He 
fulfills a covenant that He began in the old: “But when Christ 
came as a high priest of the good things that have come, then 
through the greater and perfect tent (not made with hands, 
that is, not of this creation), he entered once for all into the 
Holy Place, not with the blood of goats and calves, but with 
his own blood, thus obtaining eternal redemption. For if the 
blood of goats and bulls, with the sprinkling of the ashes of 
a heifer, sanctifies those who have been defiled so that their 
flesh is purified, how much more will the blood of Christ, who 
through the eternal Spirit offered himself without blemish to 
God, purify our conscience from dead works to worship the 
living God!”
And here, at this moment, the full outpouring comes to 
completion. We have the moment where God says “here I 
am! My heart is open for you! I do not come to you in a way 
that is unapproachable! I do not wish for you to hide from me, 
in fact there is no place now that I will not be with you. While 
the world turns, my love stands constant—my cross stands 
constant! Even your evil, your pettiness, your sinfulness, your 
half-heartedness will not obscure Me from you!”
In the great moment of evil, of sinfulness—trying to rid God 
from my life—even this now can’t keep God from me—that 
great Hound of Heaven who pursues and pursues and pursues 
even to the place of alienation, of wanting so hard to forget 
God exists that He is killed! 
Today, I walked through downtown Olympia with a cross. 
I walked alone and in silence. I walked alone among others 
who are afraid and alone, drugged out and alone, in their 
cars and alone. “The cross of a person abandoned only to 
himself in his innermost need for never-ending love, truth, 
beauty and justice.” Many people were grateful, only one 
person was visibly angry. And clearly this sign could be 
misunderstood. But the only thought that passed through 
my mind, over and over as I walked the nearly empty streets, 
pausing at City Hall, Percival Landing, and the empty Capitol 
building was, “behold God’s love for the human race!” Here 
it is! Amidst, not against, my own loneliness. Amidst, not 
against, my frustrations and sadness of not seeing friends and 
family. Amidst, not against, your own fears and weaknesses 
of balancing homeschooling and working, your now jobless 
spouse and out-of-school children. Amidst, not against, 
sinfulness and fear and anxiety and sadness. A “cry, ringing 
at the heart of all humanity; cry ringing at the heart of all 
Christendom; O culminating cry, everlastingly valid. He alone 

could utter the super-human cry; He alone then knew that 
superhuman distress,” that embraces, arms wide open, heart 
wide open, even me.
My friends, there was a peculiar change that happened in 
the ‘60s around the Good Friday liturgy. Before 1955, there 
was no communion on Good Friday, except for the priest—
consuming, finally and irrevocably until the Easter Vigil, the 
Body of Christ consecrated earlier. There was no communion 
distributed that day to anyone but the one who laid on the 
floor at his ordination to be conformed to Christ in a more 
peculiar way. There was however, for everyone and especially 
the priest, the veneration of the Cross—the Cross, not com-
muning in the glorious resurrected Christ in the Sacraments, 
but in the reality of the whole situation of that day that lives 
eternally. After veneration, that same crucifix was carried to 
the altar—Calvary—where the priest and God’s Holy did not 
today “celebrate the memorial of the blessed Passion, the 
Resurrection from the dead, and the glorious ascension into 
Heaven of Christ, your Son our Lord,”as we heard prayed 
yesterday in the Eucharistic Prayer. No: that Cross is carried 
to the altar—ourselves are carried to the altar, where Christ 
alone consummates all things in His love. This was not meant 
to be a denial of communion to the faithful, but a recognition 
of the connection between the Body of Christ on the Cross 
and the life that we live: that in venerating the Cross, we kiss 
the wounds of our Savior, we unite ourselves to His wounds, 
we recommend all over to Him, even our sinfulness and then 
that is carried into Heaven, onto the Altar of the Lamb, into 
the sepulchre, draped in white linens. Today, the Cross does 
not stand empty—we see the eternal reality of what has 
occurred—we unite ourselves to the reality that has occurred. 
Behold, a heart so pierced for love that nothing is left: “His 
heart consumed with love. His heart devoured with love.” 
Behold such a heart. Behold the man!
Each of us probably has a crucifix in front of us right now, 
both physically but also interiorly. As we pray for the world, 
as we unite ourselves to the prayer of Christ Himself for the 
world, I encourage you to kiss Christ during the veneration. 
Whatever your Cross is right now, be strengthened as you kiss 
the image of Christ’s body, who bore His Cross to show you 
His own yoke is easy, His burden is light. 
Behold, God’s love for the human race. Come, let us adore 
Him.



T onIght’s reflectIon might more appropriately be for 
me to be silent in the face of the mystery—of the 
Fact—of Christ’s Resurrection, and allow the Liturgy of 

the Church to speak for her, crafted over thousands of years 
of careful prayer and prayer by men and women with more 
adherence to Christ than myself. To allow you a short couple 
of minutes to hit “rewind” and to listen again to the prayers 
that have preceded us this night, like a pillar of fire pointing to 
something more Real than our screens: a light in the darkness 
of fear; of the failure of technology to allow us to live forever; 
of our own projections of human greatness. 

This Light, Christ—this pillar of fire that illuminates the true 
desires of the human heart: as I have heard many parishioners 
say “Christ answered the questions of my heart that I didn’t 
even know I had until I encountered Him.” This Light that 
without it, humanity goes astray and seeks its own idols—try-
ing to construct eternity on earth. This Light, that calls us 
back to the Source which is so easy to forget when I am lost 
in the darkness of my own desire to ‘just make things right my 
way.’ This fickle and impatient use of reason, which tries to 
corral things neatly, just like getting rid of that revolutionary 
Jesus by crucifying Him and sealing the tomb.
This Light, Christ, Hope. A Hope beyond “things will get 
better.” This is the night, friends, that today “dispels wick-
edness, washes faults away, restores innocence to the fallen, 
and joy to mourners drives out hatred, fosters concord, and 
brings down the mighty.” Tonight, this night, not tomorrow, 
not in an abstract future. We start from the present: “the past 
gives reasons for this present and the strength of this present 
makes it possible to” reasonably see all things—all of the parts 

of my human experience: it’s joys and disappointments, its 
hopes and fears. “Nothing genuinely human fails to raise an 
echo” in our hearts. “Through our circumstances,” all of the 
events of today “the presence of the Mystery, of that “un-
known ‘Lord,’” challenges us and goads us on to His design, to 
our life’s fulfillment.”

 This Light does not exist for an abstract future good, as if we 
are going to bet on oil price futures. The Best is Yet to Come 
has always struck me as a shallow phrase, one that bets all of 
its money on a false optimism, as if the myth of ‘progress’ is 
synonymous with goodness. Anyone who has been on the 
receiving end of evil knows that just placing our stock in the 
benevolence of humanity is risky to say the least: that I will 
not be let down by another human is idolatry. Certainly, we 
will learn, but that is not what Christian Hope is. It might be a 
good thing, but anything that bases its premise on the future 
good fails to recognize that Christ, the risen Christ, our only 
Hope, wants to be present to me now in the circumstances 
that He has placed before me. In my reflecting on His pres-
ence here now, in this utterly odd circumstance and how He 
wants to respond to me in the midst of it.

Hope is reasonable. It takes seriously all of the desires of the 
heart and asks a true question: where do these desires come 
from? Why would someone want to live forever? To be loved? 
To understand reality better? What makes these attractive to 
us? Is it that they are socially conditioned or rather are they 
implanted? Whenever I have someone say to me “it’s all just 
socially constructed,” I have a hard time believing it because 
it’s all just too well socially constructed. Perhaps the social 
construction exists because of the needs of the heart, of the 
needs of the person, and not the needs of the person for the 
social construct. Perhaps our need for love is not because 
someone told us that we need it, but because it is more real 
than anything anyone has ever told us in our lives. “Every-
thing is in movement—for what?” Tonight gives us the answer 
to that question: this night reveals the glory of God made 
manifest—God clarifying Himself so that we look at every-
thing differently, concretely, and in the lens of the eternal, 
the eternally affectionate One, in the heart of the “burning 
furnace of love.”
Hope is not something that begins tomorrow. The great Cath-
olic author Charles Peguy has a longform poem called The 
Portal of the Mystery of Hope, where he describes Faith as as 
a loyal wife, and Charity like an ardent noble-hearted mother. 
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But Hope? “This little girl, hope… carrying the others, who will 
cross worlds past... like a trembling flame. She alone will guide 
the Virtues and Worlds.” I wish I could recount the whole 
poem to you know, but it’s about 135 pages long… so maybe 
some other time. 
But what strikes me in this poem is its existence that it is hope 
that leads the Christian people: that this little girl, hope, has 
her eyes not set on what was, but what is and what already is 
eternally. It’s not like we hope for tomorrow, but that eternal 
life has already begun: we are not fighting for victory, we are 
fighting from a place, from a person already victorious.
In our baptism, we do not just receive a stamp into the 
country club of the Church. No, we receive the seed of Faith 
and Hope and true Charity: where eternal life takes seed in 
us as it is poured forth from Christ’s own side.  “the Christian 
message [is] not only “informative” but “performative”. That 
means: the Gospel is not merely a communication of things 
that can be known—it is one that makes things happen and 
is life-changing... The one who has hope lives differently; the 
one who hopes has been granted the gift of a new life.”
What does this mean for us now? Facing fear and discour-
agement perhaps? Remember, we are not seeing hope as 
some abstract optimism or confidence in ourselves—good 
‘ole American individualism. “Hope”, true hope, “does not 
disappoint.” In the midst of our circumstances, we recognize 
One who has risen from the dead. A thought totally foreign to 
Jesus’ disciples that if you read the accounts of the Resurrec-
tion on the first day of the week, everybody practically goes 
away scratching their heads! This Risen One, foreshadowed in 
the Old Testament and then repeated over and over again this 
same phrase, “see I have not left you.” In many older basilica, 
you will see Christ seated in the back in mosaic, and under His 
feet a rainbow: a promise of God to Noah. Of course, if you 
try to Google “Jesus” and “rainbow,” you probably won’t find 
what you are looking for. Try looking up “Christ in Majesty” 
instead. The National Basilica in Washington DC has a great 
example.
The day of the total shutdown a couple of weeks ago, I was 
coming back from chopping a copious amount of wood. I kind 
of had an idea what was coming down the pipe. I had watched 
other countries shut down. As I was driving back to the recto-
ry, of course I saw a rainbow off to my left. It was one of the 
clearer ones you would see. “Behold I am with you always until 
the end of the ages.” While it sounds simplistic, God always 
delights in using the natural world to get our attention, and 
boy has he gotten it this year. No politician is immune, no 
technology saving us, no modern army coming to great victo-
ry: “horse and chariot He has cast into the sea.” The Ancient 
Foe wielding death as his club, has been fooled at his own 
game: Christ bursts the gates of death and brings a new hope, 

not one of an earthly kingdom now, but one of hearts— where 
now nothing renders Him powerless. 
It’s late, I’ve already talked too long, but I want to conclude 
with a selection from a homily from the second century 
that is read every year during Liturgy of the Hours on Holy 
Saturday. It strikes me every year I read it, I hope you find it 
striking as well. Blessed Vigil of the Resurrection to you!
“He goes to seek out our first parent like a lost sheep; he 
wishes to visit those who sit in darkness and in the shadow of 
death. He goes to free the prisoner Adam and his fellow-pris-
oner Eve from their pains, he who is God, and Adam’s son. . .
“‘I command you: Awake, sleeper, I have not made you to be 
held a prisoner in the underworld. Arise from the dead; I am 
the life of the dead. Arise, O man, work of my hands, arise, 
you who were fashioned in my image. Rise, let us go hence; 
for you in me and I in you, together we are one undivided 
person.
“‘For you, I your God became your son; for you, I the Master 
took on your form; that of slave; for you, I who am above the 
heavens came on earth and under the earth; for you, man, I 
became as a man without help, free among the dead; for you, 
who left a garden, I was handed over to Jews from a garden 
and crucified in a garden.
“‘Look at the spittle on my face, which I received because of 
you, in order to restore you to that first divine inbreathing at 
creation. See the blows on my cheeks, which I accepted in 
order to refashion your distorted form to my own image.
“‘See the scourging of my back, which I accepted in order to 
disperse the load of your sins which was laid upon your back. 
See my hands nailed to the tree for a good purpose, for you, 
who stretched out your hand to the tree for an evil one.
“‘I slept on the cross and a sword pierced my side, for you, 
who slept in paradise and brought forth Eve from your side. 
My side healed the pain of your side; my sleep will release you 
from your sleep in Hades; my sword has checked the sword 
which was turned against you.
“‘But arise, let us go hence. The enemy brought you out of the 
land of paradise; I will reinstate you, no longer in paradise, but 
on the throne of heaven. I denied you the tree of life, which 
was a figure, but now I myself am united to you, I who am life. 
I posted the cherubim to guard you as they would slaves; now 
I make the cherubim worship you as they would God.
“‘The cherubim throne has been prepared, the bearers are 
ready and waiting, the bridal chamber is in order, the food is 
provided, the everlasting houses and rooms are in readiness; 
the treasures of good things have been opened; the kingdom 
of heaven has been prepared before the ages.’”



I don’t know who is out there. I can’t see your faces. I can’t 
say hello and ask, “How are you,” and wait for an answer. I 
can’t look into your eyes and wish you a blessed Easter and 

see your smiles. I can’t shake your hand or even stand closer 
than six feet from you—physically in real life or in YouTube 
land. To be safe, I have to put this on (holds up a mask).
I don’t know who is out there, but I want you to know that 
whoever you are, you matter! You matter to Fr. Lou and I.
But most importantly of all, YOU matter to Jesus. You 
matter, you make a difference, you are uniquely important to 
Jesus. That’s why the hole in his hand. That’s why the stone is 
rolled away. That’s why light came into the darkness—because 
YOU matter—infinitely, unconditionally, unreservedly to 
Jesus.
The resurrection of Jesus Christ proclaims to you that no 
matter what burden you bear, no matter how difficult, how 
painful, how lonely, how fearful, how anxious, how hurtful, 
how awful, how deeply caught in drugs or booze or sex or 
porn, or how much self-hate you bear, whatever it might be—
Jesus brought it and nailed it to the cross.
Nailed it…to the cross on which he died.
And when he descended into hell, to the very depths of hu-
man depravity, to the deepest alienation of all of humanity’s 
history, he hurled it even deeper so that you and I could be 
free—free to be loved—and to love in Jesus’ own infinite love.
The good news that Peter proclaimed in our first reading is the 
“what” of today. “Jesus went about doing good and healing all 
those oppressed by the devil, for God was with him. We are 
witnesses of all he did.”
The good news is also a “who”, a person, Jesus Christ.
The good news is also a “why,” the “why” of God’s infinite 
love, mercy, freedom and hope spoken and lived in the Word 
made flesh, Jesus Christ.
That’s “why” we are here—Jesus. Jesus is our why.
I don’t know who is out there, but Jesus does and he is looking 
into your eyes with resurrected love, a love that has con-
quered death.
Jesus is looking to the eyes of those even in the terrible 
sufferings that so many are enduring right now—be it because 
of the coronavirus; domestic abuse; loneliness; sex trafficking; 
loss of a job; the burden of financial debt; being away from 
family members; the open wounds and scourgings of a bitter 
divorce; or the simple, everyday challenge of everyone being 

home from school yet in school, home from work yet working 
and being with those little ones who don’t have a clue about 
what’s going on and need to be tended to, cared for, cooked 
for, loved-on and put to bed with a hug and a kiss.
Jesus looks into your eyes and says, “I suffered, died and rose 
for you. Yes, you. And I love you” You!
Jesus wants you to know how much he loves you, how present 
he is to you—no matter what. No matter what pain, hurt, dis-
appointment, anger, rejection, despair you might be in, Jesus 
has conquered it!
Jesus longs for you to be free, to be loved into new life, to be 
raised up with him to eternal glory.
No matter that you may have turned away from him or his 
Church, Jesus looks into your eyes with eternal long and says, 
“Come home. Come to me. Let me give you life, true life, 
eternal life.”
Like Peter, I am a witness to this.

EASTER 
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Like Peter, who doubted and denied Jesus as I did earlier this 
week, I am a witness that though this may be an “Easter like 
no other” as I write in my Pastor’s Notebook in the bulletin, it 
is for Jesus, the only Easter there ever was, is or shall be—his 
forever resurrection, his forever victory over sin and death, his 
forever “Yes, I love you. Yes, I died for you. Yes, I rose for you. 
It is my ‘yes’ that defeats every foe you may ever face.”
Please, I beg you, let Jesus look into your eyes this Easter.
Let Jesus roll away the stone from your heart this Easter.
Let Jesus resurrect you into the promise, the hope, the ful-
fillment of the longing for eternal life in, with and through his 
very self.
Let Jesus transform our present day tragedy into triumph; 
our darkness into light; our despair into hope; our death into 
eternal life.
Like Peter and the beloved disciple, you and I are invited to 
run to the empty tomb, to look in and to enter, to see and to 
believe, and with all our heart and soul to respond to Jesus’ 
“yes” to us with our “yes” to him.

Christ is risen from the dead 
Trampling over death by death 
Come awake, come awake 
Come and rise up from the grave. 
Christ is risen from the dead 
We are one with Him again 
Come awake, come awake 
Come and rise up from the grave.
O death, where is your sting? 
O hell, where is your victory? 
O Church, come stand in the light 
The glory of God has defeated the night. 
O death, where is your sting? 
O hell, where is your victory? 
O Church, come stand in the light 
Our God is not dead, He’s alive, He’s alive.
Christ is risen from the dead 
Trampling over death by death 
Come awake, come awake 
Come and rise up from the grave
— Matt Maher

COME AWAKE



GOOD FRIDAY
1 Isenheim Altarpiece, <https://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/5/5f/Grunewald_Isenheim1.jpg>.

2 See “Matthias Grunewald,” in Encyclopedia Brittanica, last updated 3 Feb 2020, <https://www.britannica.com/biography/Matthi-
as-Grunewald#ref22795>

3 See, for example the difference between the Netherlandish mid-Renaissance painting of the Annunciation by Robert Campin 
(1427)<https://www.metmuseum.org/toah/hd/enet/hd_enet.htm> versus the Annunciation by Leonardo da Vinci in around 1475 
<https://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/5/51/Leonardo_da_Vinci_Annunciation.jpg>.  Both include similar symbols 
(lilly, book etc.), but the Netherlandish painters often included much more symbolic aspects than their Italian counterparts.

4 See Hebrews 12:22ff

5 “Stat Crux Dum Volvitur Orbis,” St. Bruno, Motto of the Carthusian Order <http://www.chartreux.org/en/origin.php>.

6 Francis Thompson,  “The Hound of Heaven,” <https://www.bartleby.com/236/239.html>.

7  Introduction to Silence, Way of the Cross, 2019.

8 Charles Peguy Mystery of the Charity of Joan of Arc.

9 Roman Canon.

10 In the early years of Christianity,, the veneration of the Cross on Good Friday, included a relic of the True Cross.  As this venera-
tion became widespread, however, the True Cross could not be split into so many fragments.  Instead, following the Second Coun-
cil of Nicaea which spoke about icons and art, the crucifix was used as a true reflection of that eternal reality.  Stunningly, all other 
images in churches would be covered, so the only image and statue that was uncovered was the Crucifix standing on the altar.

11 C. Peguy, The Mystery of the Charity of Joan of Arc.

12 See Matthew 11:30.

EASTER VIGIL
1 Exsultet, Roman Missal

2 L. Giussani, Is It Possible to Live This Way, vol 1. Faith, 51.

3 Gaudium et Spes, 1.

4 Carron, Letter to Communion and Liberation, found <https://english.clonline.org/cm-files/2020/03/31/traces-april2019-web.pdf>.

5 L. Giussani, Is it Possible to Live This Way? Vol. 2 Hope, 6.

6  Litany of the Sacred Heart <http://www.preces-latinae.org/thesaurus/Filius/LitSCI.html>.

7 Charles Peguy, The Portal of the Mystery of Hope, p8.

8 See Fr. Simon Baker, OSB <https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=LG0P_z2bi_o&t=2183s>.

9 Benedict XVI, Spe Salvi, 1.

10 Romans 5:5.

11 Bishop Barron always makes the point that God delights in using secondary causes (that’s us!) to bring about His purposes.  He’s 
not a jealous God who wants to do it all alone: He wants us for Himself! This also means that God can use nature, perception, 
memory, and reason to also provide providential encounters.  See Bishop Barron, “Bishop Barron on Miracles from Heaven,” 
<https://www.wordonfire.org/resources/video/bishop-barron-on-miracles-from-heaven/5142/> and “Providence and Chance” in 
Aquinas101 <https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qLK7YmfbI8A>.

12 Exodus 15:1

13 “The Lord’s Descent into Hell” Ancient Homily from the Second Century, <http://www.vatican.va/spirit/documents/spir-
it_20010414_omelia-sabato-santo_en.html>.
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