
 

 

April 5, 2020: Palm Sunday 

On March 5th our group gathered in Gethsemane to pray a Holy Hour. It was a time of Exposition of the Blessed  
Sacrament and an opportunity for people to go to confession. I was blessed to be able to hear the people’s confessions.  
This opportunity allowed one person who was not part of our group to come to my confessional. The person was clearly 
suffering and needed to encounter God’s mercy and love. It was a powerful moment and truly humbling for me as a 
confessor. The person was clearly in pain from their sin and uncertain of the kind of reception they would receive.  
But, what they truly needed became evident to me. And so, I did all I could do: I reassured them of the depth of God’s 
love. No matter what we do, no matter how we act, our God will never stop loving us.  

As the night continued, I went to kneel before the Blessed Sacrament, and all I could do was give thanks to God for 
allowing me to be his instrument of mercy. Encounters like this remind me of how truly blessed my life is—that, through 
me, God pours forth his grace and mercy. It reminded me of what it really means for the priest to be inpersona Christi—
for the priest to truly be Christ in the lives of God’s people. And, as I knelt before Christ himself in that moment, it was 
powerfully brought home to me what a beautiful gift my priesthood is. 

The power of the night was made even more present as we joined a procession of the Blessed Sacrament out of the 
Church and into the Garden. As I processed behind the Blessed Sacrament, behind Christ himself, it brought home to me 
the reality that this is where Jesus walked. (Some of the trees in that Garden were witnesses to his agony because olive 
trees can live for thousands of years.) As we walked with Christ back to the altar, which was set behind the rock where 
Jesus prayed, it was a truly awe-inspiring moment. And, as Jesus was reposed back into the tabernacle, something 
snapped in me. 

We were getting ready to leave the Church, but I kept my distance from the people because I was losing control of myself. 
The tears started flowing and I could not control what was happening to me. I felt both a deep sense of sorrow and 
remorse, but also of hope at the same time. The moment clearly brought home to me the reality that I am sinner. I am 
the reason that Jesus suffered his Agony in the Garden. I am the reason He felt so alone and abandoned. How often have 
I—like his disciples that night—fallen asleep to my faith and calling, and have focused more on what I wanted, what  
I desired. The whole truth of my being a sinner and what it cost Christ was hitting me hard.  

All I could do was tell God—tell Jesus how sorry I was for all that I have done to make what happened to Him so necessary. 
I could only weep for my brokenness and stupidity throughout the years. I could only weep for how alone Christ must 
have felt in that garden. I could only weep because what Christ encountered was not someone else’s fault: it was wholly 
and completely mine. I needed to take ownership of the part I played in what Jesus encountered in that place, on that 
night.  

But I also recognized the depth of love that Christ has for me. He suffered his passion and death even though He knew 
what I would do, but not in spite of what I would do. Rather, He knew what I would do and how much I would need his 
healing in my life. The life I am called to live is impossible without the death and resurrection of Christ. The life I am called 
to live is only possibly because of what Christ said that night in that place, as He knew He was about to be betrayed, 
abandoned, and denied by his closest friends—that He would handed over by the people He had taught, fed and healed 
and they would cry out for his death. As He sweated drops of blood and cried out to his Father, He spoke those words 
that changed all of human history, “not my will, but yours.” 

It is that moment of love that allows me to grow and change. It is that moment that allows my life in Christ to be possible. 
It is that moment that I am reminded that I am not called to have a perfect life, but rather, to have a heart humbled and 
contrite. It is a life that is centered in the truth that without Christ I am truly nothing. Without Christ my life has no real 
meaning. Without Christ my life has no real direction. 

My heart broke that night, but it was also healed by the power of Christ. I am a sinner, no different from the one who 
came to me in the confessional. Like that person I need to always remember the depth of love that Jesus has for me. It is 
a love that is unconditional, unmerited and unwarranted. It is a love that will help me know that I will never be forsaken 
or abandoned—no matter what! 

 



 

 

The love that I encountered that night asks only one thing of me, or from any of us: Come back to me with all your heart! 

If you have any questions about anything, please do not hesitate to ask me directly, or send your questions to me at 
fr.brian@chelmsfordcatholic.org.  

Please keep me in your prayers. 

In Christ, 

 

Fr. Brian 


