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I suspect I am not alone in approaching this Triduum with a bucket of feelings. The last time we 

celebrated this liturgy, Johnette was sitting at the organ, with a terrible cough and some noticeable 

disorientation. We had no guests, nor a priest, but Mrs. Jung, Joan Gannon, Sr. Victoria, Mary Ann, 

and Mariella were among us. The last thing we sang together – until last Sunday – was “Christ Be 

Our Light” at the close our Holy Saturday vigil service. Then: a metaphorical darkness which lasted 

a long, long time, and is only beginning to lift. I haven’t begun to figure out what the last year has 

meant or what I have learned or how I have changed. But I do know that it has schooled us in 

compassion: for ourselves, each other, neighbors, friends, family, strangers. We have been pulled 

into God’s compassion for this fragile, suffering world. 

 

Tonight, is yet one more step in understanding, claiming, and celebrating our vocation of 

compassion.  

 

Though there are such beautiful words spoken tonight, all we really need to do is watch what 

happens. Bread is broken. Wine is poured. Bodies – hands, feet, whatever – are washed. It is a role 

play. Jesus, the master teacher, shows us what it looks, and sounds like to bear with, to suffer with, 

to be compassion. Then, we practice. 

 

In that rehearsal, bit by bit, we claim who we are as the body of Christ. We begin to humble 

ourselves, to pour ourselves out, to enter into the mystery of compassion. We practice 

acknowledging our hunger and our messiness. We practice choosing to follow Jesus’s model. We 

practice, saying, “Amen, that is who and what and how I want to be.” And, in fact, who and what 

and how I already am! How audacious is that? But it’s true – we have already been incorporated 

into this new way of being, this Reign of God, by our baptism and our ever-unfolding salvation. 

 



And that is something to celebrate. If I am not coming to this table in joy and wonder, something 

is not right. Let us celebrate Eucharist, this meal which means thanksgiving, with as much vigor 

and verve as we can muster. Will that preclude pain and suffering? Tomorrow, and the last year, 

teaches that it will not. But it readies us. It shapes us into who and what and how we are supposed 

to be. It allows us to be present to the pain and suffering of others. It, too, is compassion. 

 
 


