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PREPARING FOR LENT 

Why I Will Drink Coffee on Sundays 

In my youth, giving something up for Lent meant you didn’t have it from Ash Wednesday until Easter Sun-
day.  When one of my sisters came home from college, she revealed a secret: you can have the things you 
gave up for Lent on Sundays.  She claimed it was a “mini-Easter.” At the time, though, it seemed like cheating 
and an excuse for people who couldn’t handle giving something up for the entirety of Lent.  I didn’t need a 
cheat day, I reasoned, I was strong enough to last all of Lent. 

Over the past few years, I have come to realize the wisdom in allowing Sunday to be a relaxed day in the 
midst of a penitential season.  There is a particular wisdom found when I remember my own temperament. 

I like a good challenge.  Tell me I can’t do something and I will probably try to do that thing (if I care 
enough).  I’m stubborn and prideful to a fault. So when I tell myself that I can go without coffee for the entire-
ty of Lent, I start to feel a little smug.  It sounds challenging and I can already feel a sense of pride within my-
self. Of course, it is a sacrifice for the Lord and yet I am quick to make it about what I can do. 

However, if I acknowledge that I will go six days without coffee and then break that fast on Sunday, it is hard 
to get overly prideful about that.  Really? That’s it? Six days? And I find myself almost convincing myself to 
“be strong” and go through all of Lent without it. 

The purpose of Lent, though, is not to build up my ego and pat myself on the back for all of the difficult things 
I did.  Hopefully, Lent is a time of challenging ourselves and saying no to our own habits and desires. Yet if I 
walk into Mass on Easter Sunday, bursting at the seams that I was able to forego a long list of comforts, I 
might miss the fact that Jesus is the one saving me. 

It isn’t my strength, but my weakness that is on display in Lent.  I am not the one powering through sacrifices 
and prayers, but I am relying on the graces the Lord offers.  Of course, part of me wants to prove that I can 
accept challenges and follow them through perfectly and stubbornly to the end.  Yet that is exactly why I 
need this season of Lent: to show how imperfect I am and to accept my humanity more fully so that I may fully 
accept His divinity.   

If I can come to a deeper awareness of my own littleness and weakness, without strangely also increasing my 
own ego and pride, by simply drinking coffee on six Sundays over the next six weeks, then I will attempt it. 

So here is to a Lent of focusing on the Lord and His mercies.  May all of our prayers, fasting, and almsgiving 
lead us into deeper relationship with the Crucified One. 
 
“He must increase, but I must decrease.”  (John 3:30) 

 

Consider: 

1. What are areas in my life that need some work?   

2. What am I planning to do/give up for Lent ?  How do these things relate to how I need to grow as a per-
son? 

3. Why have I chosen these things?  Do they cover the bases of: fasting, almsgiving, and prayer? 
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ASH WEDNESDAY 

I Need Lent 

My bedroom is in a similar state as my soul.  Messy, cluttered, and kind of driving me insane.  The thing is 
both situations are entirely my fault. 

Instead of hanging up my clothes, they have become a mountain covering my ottoman.  Generally, I forget I 
even have an ottoman and I’ve become increasingly convinced that most of the things in there mustn’t be very 
important if I never need to access them.  Stacks of unopened letters and papers I should file away add a bit of 
an overwhelming sense to a place I often use for refuge.  Boxes that need to be broken down for recycling, 
laundry that ought to be done, and stacks upon stacks of books make my bedroom chaotic. 

My soul?  Pretty much the same situation. 

There is a great deal of clearing out that needs to happen.  Scripture says to make a highway for Our Lord.  But 
first, I think I need a plow to come through.  So it is with a heart that loves simplicity yet finds itself attached to 
abundance that I eagerly head into Lent. 

I need Lent.   

I need a time of intentionally striving to conform my will to God’s will.  Yes, I know this is supposed to be the 
path of the ordinary Christian life.  Lent, however, is a time to dive into that more fully.  Left unattended, my 
will becomes the predominant force in my life.  I thought about going for a run the other day and I didn’t be-
cause it sounded a little uncomfortable.  Taking a shower this morning, I turned the water to warm-hot and my 
little “sacrifice” was not nudging the faucet a little further so it was pleasantly hot. 

In several occasions lately, I have realized that my will needs to be reigned in and broken a bit.  Gently.  By a 
Shepherd who isn’t nearly as harsh with me as I would be with myself.  Rather, One with wounds in His hands 
and a beckoning to come follow Him, to the cross and to a truly abundant life.  A life filled with virtue, joy, and 
love–an abundance that doesn’t create chaos or clutter. 

Lent is a time of refocusing on the Lord.  Every extra thing we do or thing we give up should be oriented to-
ward a deeper relationship with the Lord.  Last year, I gave up coffee.  It was a good exercise in recognizing 
that what I give up shouldn’t make me more prideful.  The cross of ashes that I was sealed with this morning 
calls me to embrace the reality that I am a sinner in need of redemption.  With that acknowledgement comes the 
need to admit that I am weak and I need the Lord. 

This beautiful penitential season is to be appreciated, not feared or avoided.  Jesus said the gate to Heaven is 
narrow and few make it.  I need this time of penance to be stripped of what is unnecessary and to focus on the 
Lord.  If I become small, I might fit through the “eye of the needle” and live the freedom of a life in Christ. 
 
“But seek first his kingdom and his righteousness, and all these things shall be yours as well.” (Matthew 
6:33a) 

Consider: 

1. “Lord, grant me the grace to make a sincere gift of myself today and every day.”  What graces do you need 
to ask for during Lent?  Don’t forget we aren’t able to do this on our own—we need God’s grace. 

2. Consider praying the Jesus Prayer throughout today.  “Lord Jesus Christ, Son of God, have mercy on me, a 
sinner.”  Perhaps this can be something you carry on throughout the Lenten season (and beyond). 

3. Watch “The Jesus Prayer Might Change Your Life” on YouTube from Ascension Presents (with Matt 
Fradd). 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4Qvsg-R4WMU&vl=en
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Mass Readings for the week after Ash Wednesday: 

 

Ash Wednesday 
Wednesday, February 26th, 2020 
1st reading: Joel 2:12-18 
Psalm 51 
2nd reading: 2 Corinthians 5:20-6:2 
Gospel: Matthew 6:1-6, 16-18 
 

Thursday, February 27th, 2020 
1st reading: Deuteronomy 30:15-20 
Psalm 1 
Gospel: Luke 9:22-25 

 

Friday, February 28th, 2020 
1st reading: Isaiah 58:1-9 
Psalm 51 
Gospel: Matthew 9:14-15 

 

Saturday, February 29th, 2020 
1st reading: Isaiah 58:9-14 
Psalm 86 
Gospel: Luke 5:27-32 

 

http://usccb.org/bible/readings/022620.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/022720.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/022820.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/022920.cfm


Lent Week 1: 

Poverty 
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1st Sunday of Lent 

He Meets Me In My Poverty 

Mountain passes are closed. 

I’m not from a mountainous region; rather, I live in the vast plains of the Midwest.  The prospect of driving 
nearly three hours through a mountain snowstorm seemed daunting.  Yet with the mountain passes all closed, it 
seemed impossible. 

So I thought about it often, prayed for things to work out, and nearly obsessively checked the weather and 
mountain pass website.  The people I was traveling with didn’t seem particularly concerned, so I felt a need to 
worry for all of us.  Also, I had rented the vehicle and was to drive through these mountains.  I wanted to trust 
that the Lord would make all things work out, but I also wanted to not stupidly walk into a bad situation. 

Generally, I like flying, but the flight from Denver to Seattle was riddled with turbulence.  The uneasiness 
about the drive was only exacerbated by the bumpy flight.  A headache developed, probably a combination of 
too much stress and a lack of sleep, coffee, and food. 

Arriving in Seattle, my sister and I checked the mountain passes and, thankfully, one of them was completely 
open with no road restrictions.  I was grateful, but the tension of the past week could not be unraveled so quick-
ly. 

After picking up our third traveling companion, we started the trek through the mountains.  The roads were 
clear and open.  The scenery was beautiful.  Yet my stomach remained in knots and I felt sick.  A few days of 
worry was wrecking havoc on me physically.  We journeyed into the mountains and it started to snow a 
bit.  The snow piled on either side of the road reached higher than the semis that surrounded us.  Then we came 
to a complete standstill due to an accident.  Sitting there, with snow starting to fall and stressed despite the fact 
that everything had gone well so far, I had to admit defeat. 

As we waited, I had been close on multiple occasions to stepping outside the car, confident that I would embar-
rassingly get sick on the side of the road.  “I think I’m going to be sick,” I told my sister.  I switched places 
with our third traveler and slid into the back seat. 

For the next 1.5-2 hours I sat there with my eyes closed as we flew around curves and over mountains.  At first, 
I was angry with myself.  I don’t like to view myself as weak and I am generally a very stubborn person.  The 
driving wasn’t difficult and I knew I could do it.  Yet there I was, unable to continue driving because I had let 
my fears and worries take their toll on me physically. 

Instead of being annoyed with myself, I tried to do something fairly new–I accepted my humanity.  I recently 
began reading The Way of the Disciple by Erasmo Leiva-Merikakis.  The rest of the drive I reflected and 
prayed with one section of that book. 

Our business, then, as Christians and as contemplatives-perhaps our only business-is to work tirelessly at becoming 
destitute and needy orphans and widows who rely only on the mercy, goodness, and power of God….The Cistercian 
John of Ford, for one, exclaimed that he desired nothing other than to rest with Jesus as the center of his own pov-
erty, the special place where Jesus had chosen to meet him. 
 

And so I rested in my poverty. 
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Eyes closed, resting in the back seat, I told the Lord that I had worried and worried over this trip.  I 
acknowledged how weak I actually was in that moment.  Being with the Lord in my poverty brought 
about great peace.  The Lord knows my utter humanity and He meets me in the midst of it. 
There was a freedom found in that vehicle that left its impression on me.  I told Jesus: I can’t drive this 
vehicle right now.  He met me in that poverty. 
 
I was empty. 
 
I was insufficient. 
 
And while He filled me up, He first met me in the place of my nothingness.  He didn’t dismiss this pov-
erty within me, but came into it.  As we drove through the mountains, I asked Jesus to be with me.  I 
didn’t parade before Him my accomplishments or present all of the situations that led to me being over-
come with stress.  I simply laid before Him my poverty and made no excuse for it.  And, beautifully, He 
sat with me in this state of poverty. 
 

But the only thing that God’s Glory can house within itself is the person God created us to be, and not the illusory 
selves we have manufactured; and so this Glory will often feel like a “consuming fire”, separating the gold of our 
authentic, God-created being from the dross of our fake self-constructed image. 

“The Way of the Disciple” 
 

This self-constructed image of myself as strong and independent was shattered.  However, I wasn’t em-
barrassed about it because I had acknowledged my lack, my poverty.  Jesus didn’t lecture me on not 
worrying or about how I should trust Him more.  He came to me in this area of obvious limitations and 
made His presence known. 
 
He wants my littleness and poverty because it is in these places that He can truly be the Savior I need. 
 
 

Consider: 

1. What are the impoverished places in my soul, in my life, in my heart where the Lord desires to meet me 
and be with me? 

2. Where am I trying to be sufficient but really just need to rest in the Lord’s sufficiency? 

3. How does Jesus desire to save me today? 
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Mass Readings for the 1st week of lent: 

 

1st Sunday in Lent 
Sunday, March 1st, 2020 
1st reading: Genesis 2:7-9, 3:1-7 
Psalm 51 
2nd reading: Romans 5:12-19 
Gospel: Matthew 4:1-11 
 

Monday, March 2nd, 2020 
1st reading: Leviticus 19:1-2, 11-18 
Psalm 19 
Gospel: Matthew 25:31-46 

 

Tuesday, March 3rd, 2020 
1st reading: Isaiah 55:10-11 
Psalm 34 
Gospel: Matthew 6:7-15 

 

Wednesday, March 4th, 2020 
1st reading: Jonah 3:1-10 
Psalm 51 
Gospel: Luke 11:29-32 

 

Thursday, March 5th, 2020 
1st reading: Esther 43:12, 14-16, 23-25 
Psalm 138 
Gospel: Matthew 7:7-12 

 

Friday, March 6th, 2020 
1st reading: Ezekiel 18: 21-28 
Psalm 130 
Gospel: Matthew 5:20-26 

 

Saturday, March 7th, 2020 
1st reading: Deuteronomy 26:16-19 
Psalm 119 
Gospel: Matthew 5:43-48 

http://usccb.org/bible/readings/030120.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/030220.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/030320.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/030420.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/030520.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/030620.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/030720.cfm


Lent Week 2: 

Thirst 
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2nd Sunday of Lent 

His Thirst 

One day during a Lenten theology class, we prayed the Stations of the Cross.  Though I’ve prayed them many 
times before, God seems to repeatedly sow new meaning into the lines.  Phrases I hadn’t before realized, come 
to life in a startling way. 

The thirst of Christ struck me in prayer today. 

“My God, my God, why have you forsaken me, far from my prayer, far from the words of my cry?  O my 
God, I cry out by day, and you answer not; I cry out by night, and there is no relief for me.  All my bones 
are racked.  My heart has become like wax melting away within my chest.  My throat is dried up like 
baked clay, my tongue cleaves to my jaws; they have pierced my hands and my feet; I can count all my 
bones.”  (Ps. 21/22, The Way of the Cross) 
 
I’ve grown up hearing about St. Mother Teresa saying that Christ was thirsting for our souls while on the 
cross.  And that took on a new depth today and will be something I will return to throughout this Lent. 
 
For a few brief seconds, I was able to imagine the intense thirst of Christ.  I considered a couple moments 
in my life where I have felt extremely thirsty, when my tongue seems to stick to my mouth.  The instanc-
es have been few and far between.  I had always passed over these words with little thought, but today I 
was unable to.  I could imagine Christ’s dry mouth and His tongue sticking to His jaws, as He tried to 
peel it away to speak a few words.  He longed for a little water. 

This thirst Christ had was one aspect of His intense suffering.  He also had the scourging on His back, 
His hands and feet were pierced, His head was seeping blood as the thorns bit into His scalp, and He was 
repeatedly pushing Himself up to take in some air.  His thirst was one part of the physical agony.  But it 
struck me.  For a few seconds, I imagined, to a degree, that thirst and my heart seemed unready to take in 
the rest of the Passion while surrounded by a bunch of teenagers. 

A new depth of thirst was realized.  If I now have a greater understanding of His physical thirst, how 
much deeper was His thirst for souls.  Even more than for a cup of cool water, Christ was longing for our 
souls.  The intensity of such a thirst pains my heart.  Here Christ so deeply desires my heart and I am 
slow to give Him it in its entirety.  May a new thirst fill my own heart for the Lord.  May the intense 
thirsting of Christ on the cross be my new attitude toward Christ Himself. 

As a deer longs for flowing streams, so my soul longs for you, O God.  My soul thirsts for God, for the living 
God.  When shall I come and behold the face of God?  (Ps. 42) 
 

Consider: 

1. Lord, you thirst for me today.  Grant me the grace to thirst for what You thirst and to hunger for what You 
hunger. 

2. Mother Teresa had the phrase “I Thirst” placed next to the crucifixes in the Missionaries of Charity con-
vents.  How can I seek to remember (particularly this week) the great thirst Jesus has for all souls? 

3. The souls Jesus thirsts for belong to people who also annoy me.  How can I love the people Christ died for 
in a new way this week? 
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Mass Readings for the Second week of Lent: 

Sunday, March 8th, 2020 
1st reading: Genesis 12:1-4 
Psalm 33 
2nd reading: 2 Timothy 1:8-10 
Gospel: Matthew 17:1-9 
 

Monday, March 9th, 2020 
1st reading: Daniel 9:4-10 
Psalm 79 
Gospel: Luke 6:36-38 

 

Tuesday, March 10th, 2020 
1st reading: Isaiah 1:10, 16-20 
Psalm 50 
Gospel: Matthew 23:1-12 

 

Wednesday, March 11th, 2020 
1st reading: Jeremiah 18:18-20 
Psalm 31 
Gospel: Matthew 20:17-28 

 

Thursday, March 12th, 2020 
1st reading: Jeremiah 17:5-10 
Psalm 1 
Gospel: Luke 16:19-31 

 

Friday, March 13th, 2020 
1st reading: Genesis 37:3-4, 12-13, 17-28 
Psalm 105 
Gospel: Matthew 21: 33-43, 45-46 

 

Saturday, March 14th, 2020 
1st reading: Micah 7: 14-15, 18-20 
Psalm 103 
Gospel: Luke 15: 1-3, 11-32 

http://usccb.org/bible/readings/030820.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/030920.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031020.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031120.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031220.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031320.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031420.cfm


Lent Week 3: 

Vulnerability 
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3rd Sunday of Lent 

His Terrifying Vulnerability 

There is a terrifying vulnerability in how His arms are outstretched. 

I’m not certain I had ever quite seen it that way before.  At Mass, I was looking up at the large crucifix behind the 
altar and I was slightly fearful.  That wide open heart, that vulnerable heart, that posture of being unable to defend 
oneself is what He wants from me.  And it scares me. 

A nail pierces each hand, fixing them in place.  He is unable to shield Himself from anything: not the hurled in-
sults, not the mockery, not the physical blows should it come to that.  Briefly, I pictured myself unable to curl up 
into a ball to protect my heart, to shield my face.  It was terrifying.  I would not be simply defenseless before 
loved ones but before my enemies.  That place of weakness seemed to be too much to bear.  At least in the face of 
persecution and mockery, I like to appear to be strong and resilient. 

And the people stood by, watching; but the rulers scoffed at him, saying, “He saved others; let 
him save himself, if he is the Christ of God, his Chosen One!”  The soldiers also mocked him, 
coming up and offering him vinegar, and saying, “If you are the King of the Jews, save your-
self!  (Luke 23:35-37) 
 

The other day, I participated in a 40 Days for Life United rally outside the abortion clinic in my town.  As 
we gathered for the rally and prayerful witness, the protesters of our rally began to laugh at us.  It was 
mocking laugh and it stirred my heart.  I was being laughed at and, strangely, it felt good.  In the midst of it, 
I felt my pride was wounded and I wanted to defend myself.  The experience took me back to my years in 
college where I would be pushed, ridiculed, and yelled at for defending all lives.  It had been a while since I 
had heard that mocking laugh.  Sometimes my students laugh at me, but it is never that derisive.  For too 
long, I had been comfortable.  Having my pride pierced reminded me that we are in a battle and that true 
humility sometimes means accepting insults without giving a defense. 

Jesus was silent before Herod.  He refused to give an explanation of who He was or what He was doing.  In 
the face of unjust punishment, when Pilate washed his hands of any guilt, Jesus silently accepted being be-
trayed by those in the position to provide relief.  As He walked the way of the cross, He experienced aban-
donment and suffering in their most intense forms by His closest friends.  Hanging on the cross, arms out-
stretched, He continued to be merciful and vulnerable. 

One of the criminals who were hanged railed at him, saying, “Are you not the Christ?  Save 
yourself and us!”  But the other rebuked him, saying, “Do you fear God, since you are under 
the same sentence of condemnation?  And we indeed justly; for we are receiving the due reward 
of our deeds; but this man has done nothing wrong.”  And he said, “Jesus, remember me when 
you come in your kingly power.”  And he said to him, “Truly, I say to you, today you will be 
with me in Paradise.”  (Luke 23:39-43) 
 

He never closed His heart.  He never shrank within Himself so as to provide some semblance of safe-
ty.  Always, to the very end, He is pouring Himself out as a libation.  He is giving Himself entirely as the 
perfect sacrifice. 
 
Yes, He is God, but I think He is calling me to attempt to mirror His response.  What if I entered my class-
room each day, with my arms wide open, not shielding myself from any of their sarcasm or teasing?  What 
if I maintained that posture when it comes to my relationships with others?  All of this done not out of a de-
sire to be a pitiable victim, one who is walked on or discarded, but rather one who embraces each event in 
life with authenticity and an offering of my entire heart.  What if I went in genuine, vulnerable, and open-
hearted?  What good might the Lord bring out of repeated encounters with a wide heart? 
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The very thought scares me.  I like the comfort of safety and protection.  I like the veil that can be drawn and 
lifted when I feel at ease.  But one of the greatest gifts I can give is my very self.  Jesus did not only offer Him-
self to His friends, but rather to those He knew would try to cross Him or betray Him.  He invited Judas to share 
in the most intimate of meals and evenings, even knowing what the man would do. 

In that all-too-familiar call to do what I do not want to do, the Lord desires for me to be simple-hearted in my 
approach to life.  What I want to complicate, He reduces to utter simplicity: just be you and dwell in Me.  Even 
if it does not transform the world, it will transform my heart, which is all the Lord wants of me. 

 

 

Consider: 

1. Am I vulnerable with the Lord or do I hold something back from Him? 

2. Confession is one of the most vulnerable places on the planet.  We tell another human our sins and then we 
hear that we are forgiven.  Make time to receive the Sacrament of Mercy sometime this week. 

3. Meditate on the radical sign of the crucifix.  How often we see one and yet how little we contemplate the 
wide-open posture of Our Lord.  Perhaps consider praying the Prayer before the Crucifix, found below. 
 
 
 
Look down upon me, good and gentle Jesus, while before Thy face I humbly kneel, and with burning 
soul I pray and beseech Thee to fix deep in my heart lively sentiments of faith, hope and charity, true 
contrition for my sins, and a firm purpose of amendment; while I contemplate with great love and 
tender pity Thy five wounds, pondering over them within me, having in mind the words which David 
Thy prophet said of Thee, my Jesus: "They have pierced my hands and my feet; they have numbered 
all my bones."  
Our Father, Hail Mary, and Glory Be for the Holy Father’s Intentions 
 
***Plenary indulgence on Fridays during Lent (partial for other days) for those who, after receiving Com-
munion, piously recite this prayer before a crucifix.*** 

https://www.catholicculture.org/culture/liturgicalyear/prayers/view.cfm?id=766
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Mass Readings for the Third week of Lent: 

Sunday, March 15th, 2020 
1st reading: Exodus 17:3-7 
Psalm 95 
2nd reading: Romans 5: 1-2, 5-8  
Gospel: John 4:5-42 
 

Monday, March 16th, 2020 
1st reading: 2 Kings 5:1-15 
Psalm 42 
Gospel: Luke 4: 24-30 

 

Tuesday, March 17th, 2020 
1st reading: Daniel 3:25, 34-43 
Psalm 25 
Gospel: Matthew 18: 21-35 

 

Wednesday, March 18th, 2020 
1st reading: Deuteronomy 4:1, 5-9 
Psalm 147 
Gospel: Matthew 5:17-19 

 

Thursday, March 19th, 2020 
**Solemnity of St. Joseph, Husband of Mary** 
1st reading: 2 Samuel 7:4-5, 12-14, 16 
Psalm 89 
2nd reading: Romans 4: 13, 16-18, 22 
Gospel: Matthew 1:16, 18-21, 24 

 

Friday, March 20th, 2020 
1st reading: Hosea 14:2-10 
Psalm 81 
Gospel: Mark 12: 28-34 

 

Saturday, March 21st, 2020 
1st reading: Hosea 6:1-6 
Psalm 51 
Gospel: Luke 18: 9-14 

http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031520.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031620.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031720.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031820.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/031920.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032020.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032120.cfm


Lent Week 4: 

Forgiveness 
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4th Sunday of Lent 

The Price of Forgiveness 

“Oh, my God, I am heartily sorry…” 

Generally, when I begin to pray the Act of Contrition in Confession, I close my eyes.  I prefer to go behind the 
screen and I like to close my eyes so I can focus on the words.  As I started the prayer, I realized that the confes-
sional I was using had a crucifix hanging on the screen at about eye level. 

“for having offended Thee…” 

My eyes shifted and fastened on Jesus.  There He was, arms outstretched and pierced by nails.  His total gift 
stood in stark contradiction to my selfishness and inability to sacrifice.  Yet as I spoke the words directly to 
Him, I was struck by the rightness of it all. 

“I detest all my sins because I dread the loss of Heaven and the pains of Hell…” 

My sin crucified Him.  And though there was nothing new that I was learning, I was seeing in a deeper way what 
my sin brought about.  Here I was, staring at the very reality that made the words I was saying effica-
cious.  Without His death, my words were a vain pleading for reconciliation without paying the debt. 

“But most all because I offended Thee, my God, Who art all good and deserving of all my love…” 

Here my selfishness and pride was confronted with the price of its redemption.  The One who is completely and 
totally good, laid down His life for me.  The One who deserves all my love, forgives me when I am miserly with 
my love.  It reminded me of a time when I went to Mass and, looking at Our Lord on the cross, heard Him say to 
me, “What more?”  What more could He have done for me?  What else is needed for me to surrender totally to 
Him?  What else is necessary for me to give Him my whole heart? 

“I firmly resolve with the help of Thy grace to confess my sins, do penance, and to amend my life.” 

Rising from the confessional, I was filled with a desire to be His.  The God-man hanging on the cross for my 
sins was not condemning me; He was calling me to accept what He died to give me.  The radicality of the cross 
was face-to-face with my mediocrity.  Jesus pierced to the cross is what doing the Father’s will looks 
like.  Despite the starkness of it, there is a tremendous simplicity in it: accept all the Father offers with open 
hands and open arms.  He will provide the graces necessary for it all.  In the midst of His deluge of grace, free-
dom is found. 

“Amen.” 

 

Consider: 

1. Who do I need to be reconciled with?  Do I need to offer or ask for forgiveness? 

2. Which sins have deeper attachments or roots in my life?  How can I begin to dig up those roots? 

3. What do I place before God? Pride, selfishness, family, success, money, comfort, etc.?  How can I seek a 
correct ordering of my priorities? 
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Mass Readings for the Fourth week of Lent: 

Sunday, March 22nd, 2020 
1st reading: 1 Samuel 16:1, 6-7, 10-13 
Psalm 23 
2nd reading: Ephesians 5:8-14  
Gospel: John 9: 1-41 
 

Monday, March 23rd, 2020 
1st reading: Isaiah 65: 17-21 
Psalm 30 
Gospel: John 4: 43-54 

 

Tuesday, March 24th, 2020 
1st reading: Ezekiel 47:1-9, 12 
Psalm 46 
Gospel: John 5: 1-16 

 

Wednesday, March 25th, 2020 
**Solemnity of the Annunciation of the Lord** 
1st reading: Isaiah 7: 10-14, 8:10 
Psalm 40 
2nd reading: Hebrews 10: 4-10 
Gospel: Luke 1:26-38 

 

Thursday, March 26th, 2020 
1st reading: Exodus 32: 7-14 
Psalm 106 
Gospel: John 5: 31-47 

 

Friday, March 27th, 2020 
1st reading: Wisdom 2: 1, 12-22 
Psalm 34 
Gospel: John 7: 1-2, 10, 25-30 

 

Saturday, March 28th, 2020 
1st reading: Jeremiah 11: 18-20 
Psalm 7 
Gospel: John 7: 40-53 

http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032220.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032320.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032420.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032520.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032620.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032720.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032820.cfm


Lent Week 5:  

Battling  

Indifference 
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5th Sunday of Lent 

Living the Way of the Cross: Battling Indifference 

Lord, what are you saying to me in this situation? 

I was in the chapel with a class of students as we prayed the Stations of the Cross. Only a few were actually 
praying the words out loud. Others were loudly flipping their papers every time they needed to turn a page. 
Some acted like genuflecting was a gargantuan task when I know they will go work out at the gym after 
school. Others were barely alert, kneeling and standing only because the people around them were doing it. 

Frustrated and a bit angry, I wondered what I should do about it. It wouldn’t go well to stop them all to tell 
them to pray louder or ask for more of them to pray. Telling them to not act like kneeling was difficult would 
only draw attention to it if they continued to carry on in that manner. So I tried to forget about their indiffer-
ence and enter into the Stations myself. 

Interestingly, the words of my spiritual director kept coming to mind. He mentioned that teaching and follow-
ing the Lord might look like the Stations of the Cross. My life might have to resemble that suffering if I was to 
do the Lord’s will. And here I was: actually praying the Stations and feeling so done with the antics of teenag-
ers. 

Lord, what can I see in this? 

As I watched them mechanically perform the proper actions, I thought about how they don’t care. Ah, Lord, 
sometimes I don’t care, too. I imagined myself on the couch watching a movie and the Lord inviting me to 
pray yet not caring enough to do so. I pondered the Lord asking me to love my neighbor yet realizing that I do 
not do that very well at all. The very thing I was lamenting in my students was rooted deeply within my soul, 
too. 

Their indifference and lack of desire irritated me. To some degree, it angered me to see them behaving so flip-
pantly in the presence of our Eucharistic Lord. How does Jesus respond to me when I am indiffer-
ent? He loves, patiently and tenderly and without condition. When I complain that I need to unwind and use it 
as an excuse to not pray, He lovingly gazes at me from the cross. When I focus on myself and overlook others, 
He embraces me in His cross and invites me to find true communion. 

Able to see myself in them, my anger was abated. I do what they do, just in quieter and more hidden ways. Ex-
teriorly they are being ridiculous and I simply make that ridiculousness more interior. Recognizing my stu-
dents in me helped bring a bit more humility into a place that had been filled with frustration. 

I still chatted with the most obnoxious ones after we prayed, but I can see myself in their responses, too. When 
I asked why they were making so much noise and acting like children instead of nearly adults, one of them 
said they didn’t mean to make a bit deal and they didn’t think about what they were doing. In the moment, I 
had a terse reply yet looking back I can see me in that response. If the Lord were to ask me why I did or didn’t 
do something, so often I would probably respond that I didn’t think it was that big of a deal to delay or wait or 
not do it at all. Like the son in Matthew 21 who says he will go into the field to work yet doesn’t, too often 
good intentions are delayed to never. 
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Paradoxically, this life is the place where we die, so that we may live forever. In particular, teaching is one of 
the places where I am called to die the most. To move beyond my annoyance at their immaturity and consider 
more truthfully the many ways I am so immature in my walk with the Lord. I am granted opportunity after 
opportunity to be humbled and to see that embracing the cross is the only way to embrace the depth of life. 

Forgive us, Lord, we know not what we do. Grant us the grace to see you speaking to us in the troublesome 
and frustrating parts of each day. 

 
My beloved Jesus / I will not refuse the cross as Simon did: / I accept it and embrace it. / I 
accept in particular the death that is destined for me / with all the pains that may accompa-
ny it. / I unite it to Your death / and I offer it to You. / You have died for love of me; / I will 
die for love of You and to please You. / Help me by Your grace. / I love You, Jesus, my 
Love; / I repent of ever having offended You. / Never let me offend You again. / Grant that I 
may love You always; and then do with me as You will. 

(St. Alphonsus Liguori’s Stations of the Cross) 

 

 

Consider:  

1. Lord, how have I become indifferent to your suffering? To your suffering in others? To your aching in my 
own heart? 

2. How has my Lenten zeal begun to change into indifference? 

3. Lord, grant me the grace to care about what you care about.  Grant me your heart, now and always. 
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Mass Readings for the Fifth week of Lent: 

Sunday, March 29th, 2020 
1st reading: Ezekiel 37: 12-14 
Psalm 130 
2nd reading: Romans 8: 8-11 
Gospel: John 11: 1-45 
 

Monday, March 30th, 2020 
1st reading: Daniel 13: 41-62 
Psalm 23 
Gospel: John 8: 1-11 

 

Tuesday, March 31st, 2020 
1st reading: Numbers 21: 4-9 
Psalm 102 
Gospel: John 8: 21-30 

 

Wednesday, April 1st, 2020 
1st reading: Daniel 3: 14-20, 91-92, 95 
Psalm: Daniel 3: 52-56 
Gospel: John 8: 31-42 

 

Thursday, April 2nd, 2020 
1st reading: Genesis 17: 3-9 
Psalm 105 
Gospel: John 8: 51-59 

 

Friday, April 3rd, 2020 
1st reading: Jeremiah 20: 10-13 
Psalm 18 
Gospel: John 10: 31-42 

 

Saturday, April 4th, 2020 
1st reading: Ezekiel 37: 21-28 
Psalm: Jeremiah 31: 10-13 
Gospel: John 11: 45-56 

http://usccb.org/bible/readings/032920.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/033020.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/033120.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/040120.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/040220.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/040320.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/040420.cfm


Lent:  

Holy Week 

Hope from 
Sorrow 
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Palm Sunday 

Hope from the Midst of Sorrow 

I watched Beauty and the Beast this weekend and I’ve been turning one lyric over and over in my mind ever 
since.  “How in the midst of all this sorrow can so much hope and love endure?” (from ‘Days in the 
Sun’)  For several reasons, it seemed to be the perfect phrase to carry into this Holy Week. 

In the midst of experiencing again the Passion of Jesus Christ, how can we still find hope and love?  When I 
read the news, how can I find hope and love in the events of strife and discord?  In tragedy on a personal or 
community level, how can I wade through the hurt and find hope? 

The short answer is that it is difficult to do, but it must be possible.  It isn’t a matter of denying the pain or 
sorrow.  The Lord knew we would experience pain.  He understands the depths of feeling forsaken and aban-
doned.  His closest friends fell asleep during His moments of great agony.  When soldiers came to arrest 
Him, the apostles all fled.  Jesus isn’t asking us to deny pain or to act like it doesn’t impact us.  Rather, He is 
asking us to choose to find the Resurrection in the midst of every crucifixion.  Or, at the very least, to 
acknowledge that there will be a Resurrection, even if death seems to be victorious right now. 

Holy Week is a beautiful time of entering into the suffering that merited our salvation.  I always look for-
ward to the Triduum and yet it has a way of twisting my heart.  On Holy Thursday, I enter into the warmth of 
the Upper Room and share in the Lord’s first Eucharistic feast.  Then, I follow Him to Gethsemane and try to 
stay awake as we wait.  Good Friday I usually feel an ache in my heart as the bare altar and empty tabernacle 
proclaim the sobering reality of His death.  Holy Saturday is a time of waiting and waiting.  Finally, we enter 
into the Easter vigil and Easter Sunday as we celebrate Christ who conquered sin and death. 

The joy of Easter Sunday is only possible when we go through the death of Jesus.  The Lord desires to bring 
about the same transformation in our own lives.  He wants to infuse the hope and joy that new life will come 
from this place of death.  Nothing is wasted.  All will be used by the Lord for our greater good and His great-
er glory. 

“How in the midst of all this sorrow can so much hope and love endure?” 

Because Jesus Christ suffered, died, and rose from the dead.  If that is possible, the good Lord can bring new 
life from any situation. 

 

 

Consider: 

1. What can I do to make this Holy Week truly holy, truly set apart for the Lord? 

2. Are there any things I can do or give up during this week to immerse myself more fully into the coming 
Passion of the Lord? 

3. Where in my life do I need hope to combat the sorrow, the grace to combat the sin, the joy to overflow 
into the apathy? 
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Mass Readings for Holy week: 

 

Sunday, April 5th, 2020 
At procession with palms: Matthew 21: 1-11 
At the Mass: Isaiah 50: 4-7  
Psalm 22 
2nd reading: Philippians 2: 6-11  
Gospel: Matthew 26: 14-27 OR Matthew 27: 11-54 

 

Monday, April 6th, 2020 
1st reading: Isaiah 42: 1-7 
Psalm 27 
Gospel: John 12: 1-11 

 

Tuesday, April 7th, 2020 
1st reading: Isaiah 49: 1-6 
Psalm 71 
Gospel: John 13: 21-33, 36-38 

 

Wednesday, April 8th, 2020 
1st reading: Isaiah 50: 4-9 
Psalm 69 
Gospel: Matthew 26: 14-25 
 

 

http://usccb.org/bible/readings/040520.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/040620.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/040720.cfm
http://usccb.org/bible/readings/040820.cfm


Triduum 
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Mass Readings for the Triduum: 

Thursday, April 9th, 2020 
**Holy Thursday** 
1st reading: Exodus 12: 1-8, 11-14 
Psalm 116 
2nd reading: 1 Corinthians 11: 23-26 
Gospel: John 13: 1-15 

 

Friday, April 10th, 2020 
**Good Friday** 
1st reading: Isaiah 52: 13—53: 12 
Psalm 31 
2nd reading: Hebrews 4: 14-16, 5: 7-9 
Gospel: John 18: 1—19: 42 

 

Saturday, April 11th, 2020 
**Holy Saturday** 
Mass readings for Easter Vigil 
1st reading: Genesis 1: 1—2: 2   
Psalm 104 OR Psalm 33 
2nd reading: Genesis 22: 1-18 
Psalm 16 
3rd reading: Exodus 14: 15—15: 1 
Psalm: Exodus 15 
4th reading: Isaiah 54: 5-14 
Psalm 30 
5th reading: Isaiah 55: 1-11 
Psalm: Isaiah 12 
6th reading: Baruch 3: 9-15, 32—4:4 
Psalm 19 
7th reading: Ezekiel 36: 16-17, 18-28 
Psalm 42 OR Isaiah 12 OR Psalm 51 
Epistle: Romans 6: 3-11 
Psalm 118 
Gospel: Matthew 28: 1-10 
 
Alleluia!  Alleluia!  He is risen.  He is risen, indeed! 
 

http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/040920-lord-s-supper.cfm
http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041020.cfm
http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041120.cfm
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Triduum 

Holy Thursday: Last Supper 

Pange Lingua 

SING, my tongue, the Savior's glory, Word-made-Flesh, the bread of nature 
of His flesh the mystery sing; by His word to Flesh He turns; 
of the Blood, all price exceeding, wine into His Blood He changes;- 
shed by our immortal King, what though sense no change discerns? 
destined, for the world's redemption, Only be the heart in earnest, 
from a noble womb to spring.  faith her lesson quickly learns.  

Of a pure and spotless Virgin Down in adoration falling, 
born for us on earth below, Lo! the sacred Host we hail; 
He, as Man, with man conversing, Lo! o'er ancient forms departing, 
stayed, the seeds of truth to sow; newer rites of grace prevail; 
then He closed in solemn order faith for all defects supplying, 
wondrously His life of woe.  where the feeble sense fail.  

On the night of that Last Supper, To the everlasting Father, 
seated with His chosen band, and the Son who reigns on high, 
He the Pascal victim eating, with the Holy Ghost proceeding 
first fulfills the Law's command;  forth from Each eternally, 
then as Food to His Apostles be salvation, honor, blessing, 
gives Himself with His own hand.  might and endless majesty. 

 Amen. Alleluia.  

 
 
 
 

Holy Thursday begins with joy and beckoning us to the table of Our Lord’s Last Supper.  I can imagine 
Christ bending low to wash my feet as the priest in persona Christi stoops to wash the feet of the young men 
called forward.  After the Eucharistic prayer, I approach the priest to receive from him my Lord, the Word 
made flesh and remaining in the appearance of bread and wine.  Tonight, I am an apostle from another centu-
ry, experiencing the Last Supper and encountering Christ in a tangible way.  My senses are alive as the Eu-
charistic procession weaves its way around the church.  An incense thurible fills my nose with the sweet, rich 
odor I link only to the Eucharist.  The priest is embracing Jesus as we sing Pange Lingua Gloriosi.  Our Lord 
is carried to an altar and the faithful are invited to come and wait with Him. 

I fulfill my role of a disciple well.  In the intimately dim chapel, I wait with Jesus and I drift off to sleep at 
times.  Can I not wait one hour?  Apparently not.  It is beautiful to see the others in adoration, praying with 
Jesus before He is hidden from us, when the stark reality of the Pascal Mystery will become more obvious.   

Then the time of waiting in the Garden is over and we depart in silence.  Talking seems inappropri-
ate.  Nearly anything seems inappropriate on such an evening. 

http://www.preces-latinae.org/thesaurus/Hymni/Pange.html
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Triduum 

Good Friday: Crawling On Our Knees To Heaven 

The Catholic faith, with all of the elaborate liturgies and rich traditions, is a testament to the incarnation-
al reality of Christ. Rather than simply receiving Christ spiritually, we consume what looks like bread and 
tastes like wine but which we profess is the Body, Blood, Soul, and Divinity of Jesus Christ. Rather than 
simply believing that we are forgiven, we profess our sins aloud and then hear the words of absolution ex-
tended as we are reconciled to God. Though not dogma, we profess to have the crown of thorns, nails from 
the cross, pieces of the true cross, and even the cloth wrapped around Jesus before He was laid in the tomb. 
The physical realities of the God-man are brimming in the Catholic churches around the world. 

On a recent pilgrimage to Rome with some students, I was able to climb the Scala Santa or Holy Stairs. 
These twenty-eight steps of marble are believed to be the stairs Christ ascended as the Jewish authorities 
turned Him over to Pilate. Transported from the Holy Land to Rome at the request of Constantine’s mother, 
St. Helena, pilgrims have come for centuries to climb these steps on their knees as they recall the Passion of 
Jesus Christ. The ardent devotion of thousands upon thousands of pilgrims began to wear away at the stones 
and it was a desire of the Church to preserve them for future Christians. Around 300 years ago, the steps 
were covered with wood to prevent their further deterioration.  A restoration process that unfolded over the 
past few years led to the uncovering of the steps. As the restoration neared its end, the Church allowed pil-
grims to ascend the uncovered steps. The pilgrimage I was on happened to fall during this time. 

Nine years ago, I climbed the steps during my first trip to Rome. Knowing the steps would be uncovered this 
time, I didn’t really consider how that would alter the experience of climbing them. The deep grooves in the 
marble, formed by thousands upon thousands of knees before me, made the ascent a bit more complicated 
than when it was on planks of wood. How many knees had been on these same steps? How many kisses had 
been placed on these marble slabs that formed the path Jesus took to condemnation? How many saints 
had made this same pilgrimage? 

Looking up the steps, I saw my students and fellow teachers making the slow and painful journey to the top. 
Other pilgrims seemed to be in their seventies or eighties and I watched them literally crawl from step to 
step, gingerly seeking a place to set their knees. Standing at the bottom of the steps, I realized: this is the 
Church. 

Crawling on our knees, praying, and all desiring to move in the same general direction of Heaven. And it 
made me wonder: how differently would I live if I encountered each person as a pilgrim struggling to get to 
Heaven on their knees? What if I saw each student as a person crawling to Heaven? What if the pushy people 
I encountered while waiting for the bus or metro or grocery store line are also just pilgrims on a journey to 
our eternal home? 

Knee in groove after knee in groove, I was surrounded by the imperfect and persevering Church. There were 
the people behind me who kept getting too close or pushing my feet. Then the people crowding me on either 
side or who slowly cut me off as we moved step by step. All of these people were right alongside me, crawl-
ing to Heaven. And even if their methods annoyed me a little, they were on their knees, rosary beads slipping 
through their fingers or prayer booklets in hand or gazing upwards at the scene of the crucifixion. We were 
united in this communal effort to unite ourselves to the suffering of the Lord. 

In the midst of it all I found my students. Some were very fervent and others were more lukewarm or filled 
with doubts. Yet there they all were, climbing the Scala Santa and placing their knees in grooves carved out 
by the generations of Christians who had come before them. Hailing from a country where old means some-
thing completely different, they were face-to-face with the ancient roots of our faith. The reality of Christ 
was before them and the witness of devout faith was etched in stone. May we continue to crawl towards 
Heaven, following in the grooves of our older brothers and sisters who have fought the fight and finished the 
race. 
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Triduum 

Holy Saturday: In the Waiting 

The “crucify Him!” of Good Friday gives into the waiting of Holy Saturday. 

I always find it difficult to speak those words.  Inwardly, I rebel.  I don’t want Him crucified, I don’t want to 
be one of the crowd yelling for the death of the One who loves me.  Yet what other role is there to play in the 
Passion narrative?  Peter denies Christ three times.  Judas betrays Christ for money.  Pilate is intrigued by Je-
sus yet still washes his hands of Jesus and hands Him over for death to appease the crowd.  The Pharisees rile 
the crowd and they yell for the death of Jesus.  In the words listed in the Passion narratives at Palm Sunday 
and Good Friday, there is no one to defend Jesus.  None speak on His behalf.  So I must cast my lot with the 
crowd and speak the words that I too often live out. 

We suffer through the Passion with Jesus on Good Friday.  Not fully, of course, but we enter into it more.  We 
try to make it a reality, an event to experience today, not simply a fact of our faith.  At Good Friday service we 
reverence the cross.  I pictured myself at the foot of the cross, looking up at Christ.  At times I am clinging to 
the cross, kissing His feet.  Other times I am crumpled on the ground in agony.  Or I am embracing Mary, try-
ing to understand her sorrow.  At one point I was Our Lady, cradling Jesus in my arms, my broken heart ques-
tioning why this must happen yet remaining steadfast in my hope. 

He dies and is buried.  There is an emptiness I feel with all of this.  There is a strangeness in the tabernacle, 
open and empty.  There is a sense of deprivation.  I don’t understand what the apostles felt, but I catch a 
glimpse of it. 

We enter then into the waiting of Holy Saturday. In a way, this is worse than Good Friday.  Good Friday in-
volves action–we are walking with Jesus to the cross, we are watching Him be crucified, we are mourning 
Him and cradling Him in our arms.  But on Holy Saturday He is buried and He sleeps.  My soul is waiting for 
the “Alleluia” of Easter but it is not here yet.  I try to imagine the starkness of Holy Saturday for the apostles 
and Our Lady.  Jesus is dead and buried.  They do not understand that the Resurrection will take 
place.  Perhaps Holy Saturday is bleaker than Good Friday.  While yet alive, there was the hope that angels 
would come and rescue Him or that He would come off the cross of His own volition.  Holy Saturday is filled 
with memories of the Passion, reliving the moments when they betrayed the Christ, and wondering what the 
future holds. 

Did that happen?  Did He truly die?  Is this how the story ends?  Did we follow this man for three years, see 
Him perform many wonders, listen with burning hearts to His words, only to see Him die the ignoble death of 
a criminal?  What is God’s next move?  Did evil really triumph?  Where is hope? 

Easter Sunday cannot be understood yet.  It is beyond what they expect.  Living in the hours after the death of 
Jesus, they are wondering how life can ever be the same or even continue.  We can experience Holy Saturday 
in the same way, too.  Yes, we know the next step in this story: Christ rises from the dead.  Yet in our own 
lives, we do not know the next step.  We often experience a Good Friday and then think it ends with Holy Sat-
urday.  It is difficult to wait.  It is difficult to be patient and to let God bring something gloriously beautiful 
and incomprehensible from the ruined ashes of our situation. 

Between “Christ has died” and “Christ has risen” there is a tension.  Perhaps much of our life is spent in this 
tension of living between death and resurrection.  The waiting has a purpose though.  It is preparing us for the 
joy that is to come.  We simply need to have the patience to sit with Our Lord in the tomb.  He will rise–we 
know this truth.  In this moment, in this Holy Saturday of our lives, we need to wait in this moment of death, 
in this apparent loss of everything we hold dear, in this aching lack.  Christ is meeting us in this lack.  And He 
is preparing our hearts for the joy that He will pour into them.  The joy will be made all the more wonderful by 
the experience of the agony of waiting, suffering, and dying with Him. 

Christ will rise.  For now, let us wait at the tomb with Him, deepening our desire for Him.  Let us wait in the 
tension that is bringing about our salvation. 



Easter 
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Easter 

Easter Vigil/Easter Sunday: Ever New 

Do you remember?  Do you remember? 

The voices are hushed but brimming with excitement.  It is dark with only flickering candlelight illuminating 
joyous faces.  Of course they all remember. 

By all rights, this should be a story that is told with sadness, one where sorrow should be the predominant 
feeling.  It should be tragic and riddled with painful memories.  That is not the case, however. 

They can barely keep the laughter at bay.  Wide smiles show how their hearts desire to break out of their 
chests.  They are simultaneously on the brink of crying and shouting, so full are their hearts. 

Do you remember?  Why is this night different from all other nights? 

The second question is a carryover from their Jewish roots–but it is fitting here.  It is perfectly fulfilled here. 

There are numerous possible narrators to the story, each holding a piece that contributes to the full pic-
ture.  John is there and he tells of His last moments on the cross and the ache in his heart as he watched Him 
die.  Mary Magdalene speaks of her sleepless night, the long Sabbath, and rushing with spices to the tomb 
early on the first day of the week.  Peter speaks of walking into the empty tomb, marveling at the clothes that 
remain where the body once was placed.  Each person adds another detail to a story they have told over and 
over again.  Yet it is one of which they can never tire.  It isn’t simply a story from the past but rather re-tells 
an encounter they had with the living God.  

Saturday evening as I stood in a dark church while the Easter candle was being lit, I considered something I 
never have before: what would it have been like to be at the second Easter?  The first Easter would have been 
incredible, but as I stood in the church, it was very clear that I wasn’t at the first Easter.  But the second East-
er?  When they gather together to re-live what had happened a year ago?  I could imagine that.  If I closed 
my eyes and focused on the prayers, I could feel this uncontrollable joy welling up in my heart.  Before long, 
I was fighting back tears and grinning like a fool in the darkness. 

I had encouraged my students to delve into Holy Week and to consider the well-known story in a new 
light.  Chances are really good that none of them remembered what I said, but I found myself taking my own 
advice.  What if I wasn’t at Easter Vigil (like I am every year) but rather was at the first anniversary of the 
first Easter?  They couldn’t even wait until Sunday to gather.  Instead, they gather together in the darkness to 
hold a vigil for the Resurrection. 

A lot can change in a year.  One year earlier, they were wrapping their minds around the Passion, vacillating 
between numbness and crushing sorrow.  Even in the finding of the empty tomb and the first appearances of 
Jesus, there were still so many questions and much confusion.  A year later and they were witnesses of the 
Resurrection, filled with the Holy Spirit, and traveling to proclaim the Gospel.  They didn’t have all of their 
questions answered but their mission was certain.  Gathering together, their joy grew exponentially as they 
considered again those three sacred days. 

Do you remember?  Do you remember?  The new followers, the ones who were not there one year earlier, 
listen eagerly to the story, caught up in the drama of human salvation.  Even as they re-tell the Passion and 
Death of Jesus there is an undercurrent of joy.  They enter into His death deeply, recalling where they had 
been during those moments of agony, but they know that He lives now.  With solemnity, they trace the prov-
idence of God from the beginning.  From creation to freedom from Egypt to the challenges of the prophets, 
they recall how God had prepared them for the fulfillment of all the old covenants.   
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Soon they are talking about Easter Sunday, with all the little details pouring in: 
“I thought He was a gardener!”  Mary Magdalene recalls. 
“I ran faster than Peter,” John says with a youthful wink at the Vicar of Christ. 
“I didn’t go to the tomb, because I knew He had risen,” Mary, the mother of Jesus, says with a smile of re-
membrance. 

The central point of Christianity is not about following rules or attending excessively long religious ser-
vices.  Christianity is about encountering the person of Jesus Christ.  Everything else is aimed at fulfilling 
or bringing about that encounter.  As I sat in Easter Sunday Mass, listening to the priest’s homily, I couldn’t 
help but glance around a little and see some tired, bored faces.  And I wondered, “How many of these people 
here have never really encountered Jesus Christ?”  They attend Mass because their husband or wife or par-
ents want them to or because they feel some guilt if they should stop attending.  How sad would it be if a re-
lationship with God that is intended to be marked with joy is instead filled with simply surface level commit-
ment. 

The joy of Easter should not be mainly that we can now eat or do what we previously could not eat or do 
during Lent.  It should be because we once again remember that Jesus Christ is the Savior we need.  He died, 
He is risen, and that changes everything.  It is not old news or historical details but is something that is ever-
ancient yet ever-new.  In that dark church on the eve of Easter, I thought of the joy and fulfillment that filled 
the hearts of the early Christians as they recalled the previous year.  And I longed for that joy only to realize 
that it could and should be mine.  We should be like the early Christians, gathering with hearts of praise to 
recall what the Lord has done for us. 

Do you remember?  Do you remember?  He died, He rose, and He lives.  And it continues to change my en-
tire life.  



 

35 Easter Octave 

Mass Readings for the Octave of Easter: 

 

(The goodness of Easter Sunday lasts for 8 days long...Rejoice!) 

Sunday, April 12th, 2020 
**Easter Sunday** 
1st reading: Acts 10: 34, 37-43 
Psalm 118 
2nd reading: Colossians 3: 1-4  OR 1 Corinthians 5: 6-8 
Gospel: John 20: 1-9 

Monday, April 13th, 2020 
1st reading: Acts 2: 14, 22-33 
Psalm 16 
Gospel: Matthew 28: 8-15 

Tuesday, April 14th, 2020 
1st reading: Acts 2: 36-41 
Psalm 33 
Gospel: John 20: 11-18 

Wednesday, April 15th, 2020 
1st reading: Acts 3: 1-10 
Psalm 105 
Gospel: Luke 24: 13-35 

Thursday, April 16th, 2020 
1st reading: Acts 3: 11-26 
Psalm 8 
Gospel: Luke 24: 35-48 

Friday, April 17th, 2020 
1st reading: Acts 4: 1-12 
Psalm 118 
Gospel: John 21: 1-14 

Saturday, April 18th, 2020 
1st reading: Acts 4: 13-21 
Psalm 118 
Gospel: Mark 16: 9-15 

Sunday, April 19th, 2020 
**Second Sunday of Easter or Divine Mercy Sunday** 
1st reading: Acts 2: 42-47 
Psalm 118 
2nd reading: 1 Peter 1: 3-9 
Gospel: John 20: 19-31

 

Christians, to the Paschal Victim 

    Offer your thankful praises! 

A Lamb the sheep redeems; 

    Christ, who only is sinless, 

    Reconciles sinners to the Father. 

Death and life have contended in 

that combat stupendous: 

    The Prince of life, who died, 

reigns immortal. 

Speak, Mary, declaring 

    What you saw, wayfaring. 

“The tomb of Christ, who is living, 

    The glory of Jesus’ resurrection; 

bright angels attesting, 

    The shroud and napkin resting. 

Yes, Christ my hope is arisen; 

    to Galilee he goes before you.” 

Christ indeed from death is risen, 

our new life obtaining. 

    Have mercy, victor King, ever 

reigning! 

    Amen. Alleluia.  

http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041220.cfm
http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041320.cfm
http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041420.cfm
http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041520.cfm
http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041620.cfm
http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041720.cfm
http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041820.cfm
http://cms.usccb.org/bible/readings/041920.cfm

