
For the entirety of my priesthood, I’ve used the occasion of Palm Sunday to simply 

make a request: that people make the effort to come to the sacred liturgies during 

the Triduum. On Holy Thursday at 7pm, we commemorate not only the institution 

of the priesthood, but of the Eucharist, the source and summit of our entire faith. 

On Friday at 3pm we commemorate the ultimate sacrifice of Christ, venerate the 

cross, and experience in a profound way the depth of God’s love for us and what 

He was willing to endure. Then on Saturday, at 8pm, we celebrate the Easter Vigil. 

This ancient liturgy allows us to see the true breadth of our faith, and in years past 

to welcome new members to our faith and to our parish. But this year, I can’t really 

make that request. I can encourage you to tune in via Facebook to watch Ben and I 

celebrate these solemn days alone in this magnificent church. I can encourage you 

to join yourselves spiritually during those times to what we’re doing here alone, 

but you can’t be here physically. Through no fault of your own, you’re barred from 

being here. Through no fault of mine, I can’t allow you to enter the church. I’m not 

even allowed to distribute the palms I just blessed. Someone mentioned to me the 

other day about what they think the church will look like on the other side of this. 

They said that the congregation will definitely diminish. You’ll have that core 

group of parishioners that’s longing for the Eucharist, but those on the fringe, those 

that were or still are marginal Catholics, will simply not come back. This time 

away has justified in their minds that they really didn’t need the Church or the 

sacraments. It’s impossible to know at this point, but their point was well-taken. 

Growing up I always thought the sacred days of the Triduum were obligatory, but 

as soon as I found out they weren’t, I stopped going. Why bother going during the 

week when I can just celebrate on Sunday? Why bother going to solemn 

celebrations that might bring me down and make me feel guilty about how I 

practice my faith when I can feel all good and warm on Easter Sunday with all of 

those people I remember from Christmas? It’s a mentality that mirrors what we 



celebrate today. Today there is great rejoicing as Jesus is triumphantly welcomed 

into Jerusalem. Hosanna to the Son of David, isn’t this great? And yet, in just a few 

short days, everything changes.  The same thing is going on today. Over the past 

years and decades we’ve allowed the general practice of the faith to diminish, 

obligations to cease, conviction to soften, but always assured that no matter how 

much we wanted the Church and the faith to conform to the image and shape that 

we desired, it would always be there for us when we decided to make use of it. And 

it’s still here. We are still very much here. But the effort we need to expend now is 

greater than ever even though our obligations have been temporarily dispensed; 

because we’re no longer allowed to claim association by where we happen to be on 

Saturday evening or Sunday morning. As before, but now amplified 100-fold, if 

we’re going to practice our faith, live our faith, and take up our cross and truly 

follow Christ, we can’t just go through the motions because those motions have 

been taken away. Ready or not, our faith is being tested now in ways that are far 

more insidious and dangerous than actual persecutions. The Church that we had 21 

days ago was the faith of the disciples on Palm Sunday. Jesus enters as the 

messiah, everything is great, just as they imagined it. And in less time than in the 

gospel, in the span of 24 hours, our Church became the Garden of Gethsemane. 

Everything was taken away and our world came to crashing halt. And just like the 

disciples, we have a clear choice: we can flee or we can stay. This Thursday, 

Friday, and Saturday are the most important days in the Church and commemorate 

the most important days in the history of the world. The sight of this beautiful 

church sitting empty is going to be very painful, more painful than it’s been every 

single day, but that pain will be lessened knowing that my faithful flock is united to 

me outside of these 140-year-old walls. 


