
Holy Thursday

We gather tonight to celebrate what is for us a familiar solemnity, and for 

Jesus a familiar history, a history of betrayal, abandonment and ingratitude.  

Through Him all creatures came to be, in Him all creatures continue to be, 

and from the time He created, His creation has been turning against Him.  A 

third of all the angels revolted against Him, His first two human creatures 

disobeyed Him, the world’s first child killed his brother, and in the desert 

they defied Him to worship the golden calf.  

Yet, all of these betrayals He endured as God; His betrayal at the hands of 

Judas He suffered as a man as well.  If I had one day left to live, I would 

most likely turn my attention to myself and ask others to leave me in peace 

that I may prepare to meet God.  But not Jesus; He was thinking of us – His 

Apostles, His disciples, you and me – every Christian, every soul that would 

ever be until the end of time.  His concern was, ‘How will I reach them?’  

His answer was by leaving Himself as His legacy.  Through the priesthood, 

then through the priesthood in the Mass and the Blessed Sacrament, Jesus 

literally extends Himself and His salvation throughout human history until 

the end of the ages.  With the words “This is My Body…This is My 

Blood…Do this in remembrance of Me…” Jesus leaves us Himself as His 

last will and testament.  

Yet, it is not only Jesus, but this entire night that endures forever, that 

extends even to this present moment; the struggle, the confrontation, the 

abandonment and the betrayal.  As Jesus left Himself to the world, His 

enemies sought to take Him out of this world, and so the struggle continues 

– Jesus and Judas, Christ and anti-Christ.  This is the history of His body, 

the Church; always extending, always dying; growing by leaps and bounds, 

being attacked from without and betrayed from within.  Imagine a series of 

“time lapse” maps from history class, in which the globe is portrayed in 

multi-colored sections, each map showing the succession of history and the 

corresponding expansion, retraction and extinction of the various empires 

and peoples.  Imagine this as it pertains to the history of Christianity, the 
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legacy of Jesus throughout the ages;  reaching so many corners of the world, 

only to be extinguished somewhere else.  Covering the Mediterranean basin 

and Northern Africa, nation after nation converted by the likes of St. Patrick 

& St. Boniface, emperors from Clovis to Constantine to Charlemagne 

accepting the faith and Christianizing their empires, the expansion of 

Catholicism in the New World due to the direct intervention of Our Lady of 

Guadalupe and the labors of so many missionaries; yet, even as all of this 

growth occurs, Aryanism decimated the Church to the extent that they 

outnumbered Catholics, Islam conquered vast expanses of once Christian 

nations, the Orthodox Churches broke communion, the protestant churches 

broke faith, and they all share the common denominator of waging war on 

the true Church.  What remained would later be destroyed by the so-called 

“enlightenment,” as the satanic cancer of liberalism eradicated what 

remained of truly Christian nations.  Christ, the Lord of the world, does not 

have a single nation to call His own, except the smallest one, the Vatican.  It 

was by “Christians” that this was done, and so, even as The Last Supper 

extends to the end of time, so does the kiss of Judas.  

This is the central message of Jesus to the Church through the revelations to 

St. Margaret Mary which brought us the Sacred Heart devotion; Jesus still 

suffers, especially from His own household, in particular in the neglect of 

the Blessed Sacrament, the abiding presence He gave us this night.  Jesus is 

“the sun that never sets,” yet the sun can be eclipsed, and so it is with the 

great gifts we remember tonight.  

If we were to try some word association, and I said “priest,” a number of 

you would probably respond “shortage,” so common is the expression used 

and the reality discussed.  When I was in seminary fifteen years ago the 

shortage was already spoken of as a crisis, yet, if we had even those same 

numbers today we would say “what shortage?”  In addition, if all of the 

priests who abandoned the exercise of their office in that time returned in a 

single day, not only would all talk of a shortage cease, we would say “what 

will we do with all of them?”  What was regarded as a shortage fifteen years 

ago would now seem a super-abundance;  where will that leave us in a 
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decade?  Yet, a shortage of priests is a shortage of Christ, and the 

supernatural gifts He bestows through them.  

For some reason people think that, since I am a priest, I enjoy hearing them 

complain about theirs.  Oftentimes I tell them, ‘don’t worry, soon your 

problems will be solved – you won’t have a priest at all, nor the salvation 

that they bring.’  Sometimes this is regarded as a social reality, as the 

demands of the priesthood become unattractive and even unnatural by 

comparison.  This is not the case; it is a matter of this Holy Thursday night 

being extended, the night when Jesus gave us the priesthood.  It is Christ 

extending Himself through Holy Orders, and people and forces trying to cut 

that life short and eradicate its memory.    So often the recipients of those 

Holy Orders find themselves engulfed in a subtle, yet oftentimes 

unperceived, identity crisis on their own part, the part of the people they 

serve, and yes, the people for whom they work.  The priest is “another 

Christ,” and that is in many instances exactly how he is treated within his 

own household, a household not lacking in Judases and modern day 

Pharisees.  

Many years ago a nun told me, “whenever I see a priest, I say a little prayer; 

I tell God, ‘I hope he knows what he is.’”  That is a beautiful prayer, and I 

hope you will consider making it your own.  And what is he?  Another 

Christ, someone necessary for salvation, as the chosen means by which 

Jesus extends Himself and His salvation through history.  

This same “identity crisis” applies to Jesus Himself, not just His ministers, 

as a mere 25% of professed Catholics believe that the Blessed Sacrament is 

truly His Body; and even we the 25%, do we really “get it?”  Does not our 

shabby dress, casual demeanor, irreverent behavior, and mindless if not glib 

manner of receiving the Blessed Sacrament not indicate that soon we may 

join the ranks of the other 75%, even as we can already seem to be so well 

on our way?  I have had multiple people tell me of bringing a Jewish friend 

to Church, and the Jew was appalled at our lack of respect for the Sacred 

Host.  Even people who don’t believe know that God deserves better, and 
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find it impossible to believe that people who “worship” in such a way could 

truly believe that it is God Himself present in the Host.  It is this night, time 

and again.  Jesus and Judas, Christ and anti-Christ.  

Still, here we are; we are not Judas, we haven’t betrayed Jesus.  We are not 

even Peter, as we have not denied Jesus, although we very well may if our 

life, like his, were on the line.  Perhaps as the battle between Jesus and 

Judas, Christ and anti-Christ continues to our own time, we are the 

disciples, asleep in the garden.  We mean Jesus no harm; we just don’t 

always do Him much good either.  We sleep the sleep of apathy, luke-

warmness, spiritual laziness, the self-love that is our endless quest for 

entertainment and petty amusements.  We sleep the sleep of consumerism, 

and of life-sucking technology, as our eyes grow bloodshot from staring at 

facebook and our thumbs grow arthritic from relentless texting about every 

pointless detail of our squandered lives.  

As this perpetual battle between Jesus and Judas, Christ and anti-Christ 

persists to our own day, we watch four hours of television daily, and 

scarcely pray for four minutes.  Yes we are the apostles asleep, as Jesus 

sweats blood, praying on our behalf.  “Could you not stay awake one hour?”  

As a matter of fact, no.  

Yet, all of this brings us, in fact, to “The Good News,” which takes the form 

of a prophecy and a promise which Jesus spoke to Peter this night; “and 

when you have turned again, strengthen your brethren.”  And so we do 

tonight; we “turn again,” we turn towards Jesus, we ponder His salvation, 

we thank Him for giving us the means of that salvation in His priests and in 

His own Body and Blood, and we accept the awesome reality that, in 

accepting these ways in which Jesus has extended Himself to us for our 

salvation, we now bear a responsibility for extending that salvation to 

others.  

And so, dear friends, beginning with the Last Supper, Christ has been 

extending Himself throughout the ages, for two thousand years and 
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counting, and His enemies have been cutting His life short in every way, 

place and soul they can.  It is a drama like no other; 

     -    millions of souls converted, millions fallen away

• entire nations brought into the Church, entire nations cutting 

themselves off, and attacking the Church instead;

• How many hundreds of millions of Holy Communions?  Yet, how 

many 

          sacrilegious ones?

• Millions of men becoming “other Christs” for the salvation of the 

human race, tens of thousands of them murdered by the “other anti-

Christs” throughout the centuries, and now not nearly  enough to 

replenish their diminishing ranks;

• Millions of Christians who have lived the faith, died in the faith, and 

gone to their eternal reward; while their descendants, even their 

immediate ones, scarcely know the name of Jesus,  and care nothing 

for His Gospel and His Church;

“The Greatest Story Ever Told” is far from over; it is happening all around 

us.  It is quite a night to remember, quite a drama into which we were 

baptized, and the two are one and the same.  It is both the saddest of realities 

and the greatest of gifts.  Tonight we rejoice because 2000 years ago Jesus 

instituted these means by which He would extend Himself to all people in 

all ages.  It is a history with its share of setbacks, yet…

• For all the people who refused Him, for all the people who knew Him 

and betrayed Him, for all the people who will never hear His name, 

let alone receive these gifts…

• For the thousands of magnificent basilicas and monasteries once 
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overflowing with Christians for centuries worth of Holy Thursdays 

past, empty tonight, now that they are museums for tourists in once 

Christian lands, tombs of a faith long since abandoned…

• For all the places where His light has been extinguished by the same 

persecutions, betrayal and abandonment He endured this night…

For all of this, and so much more, He has made it here tonight, and so have 

we.  

“Could you not stay awake with Me for one hour?”  Yes, Lord; for an hour, 

for a lifetime, for an eternity.  The Sacrament we receive cost Jesus His life, 

and He deserves a life in return, a life completely dedicated to Him, His 

Gospel, His cause.  So let us turn again, thank God for the gift of His Son, 

thank the Son for the gift of Himself, and do our best to bring to the world, 

the Savior we are about to receive.  
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