
            

Holy Thursday 
Cycle A ,4.9.20 

Exodus 12:1-8, 11-14/ 
1 Corinthians 11:23-26/John 13:1-15 

A HIDDEN TREASURE 
OF WHICH WE CAN ALWAYS BE CERTAIN 

The funeral was over. The immediate family 
of the deceased and I processed to the back 
of the church. The six pallbearers assisted in 
reverently placing the coffin in the hearse. I 
closed the door of the hearse and walked 
into the vestibule to close the doors of the 
church. As she was leaving the church, a 
woman who had attended the funeral 
handed me a piece of paper, saying, I 
thought you might appreciate this quote. It 
was words written by Dietrich Bonhoeffer, a 
German pastor, theologian and anti-Nazi 
dissident who was executed in a 
concentration camp in 1945. 

 
Bonhoeffer wrote these words from 

the isolation of his prison cell, reflecting on 
the pain of his separation from his fiancé, 
Maria von Wedemeyer. Bonhoeffer was 
arrested less than three months after he 
and Maria were engaged. He wrote: 

“There is nothing that can replace the 
absence of someone dear to us, and one 
should not even attempt to do so. One 
must simply hold out and endure it. At 
first that sounds very hard, but at the 
same time it is also a great comfort. For 
to the extent the emptiness truly remains 
unfilled one remains connected to the 
other person through it. It is wrong to say 

that God fills the emptiness. God in no 
way fills it but much more leaves it 
precisely unfilled and thus helps us 
preserve -- even in pain -- the authentic 
relationship. Furthermore, the more 
beautiful and full the remembrances, the 
more difficult the separation. But 
gratitude transforms the torment of 
memory into silent joy. One bears what 
was lovely in the past not as a thorn but 
as a precious gift deep within, a hidden 
treasure of which one can always be 
certain.”  

Tonight these words ring so true for me, as I 
hope they might for you, because of the 
absence we so deeply feel, absence from 
each other and from the sacrament of the 
Eucharist. Tonight, as we enter the Triduum 
-- the three sacred days that commemorate 
the passion, death and resurrection of Our 
Lord -- we remember the night on which 
Jesus, gathered at table with his closest 
followers, bids them farewell. He infused a 
common gesture, a daily routine, with 
eternal meaning as a sacred ritual: Jesus 
broke bread with them and shared a cup of 
wine. In that simple human act he left them 
a memorial that would make his presence 
real for them and for all of us down through 
the ages. 

Take and eat; take and drink. Whenever you 
do this, remember me. That gift of the 
Eucharist could be beautifully described by 
Bonhoeffer’s closing words:  
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a precious gift deep within, a hidden 
treasure of which one can always be 
certain. 
 During this difficult time of 
separation and isolation, we can neither 
share the joy of being together as the 
community of the Church, nor the 
consolation and nourishment of sharing the 
Eucharist. When people ask: How are you 
feeling? My response has been: Sad, terribly 
sad. 

 
Tonight, however, I ask the Lord to 
transform that sadness into trust and hope 
for me and for you. I want to experience 
what Bonhoeffer experienced when he said: 
God in no way fills the emptiness but much 
more leaves it precisely unfilled and thus 
helps us preserve -- even in pain -- the 
authentic relationship.  Our feelings of loss 
in being apart from one another, our sense 
of absence in not being able to share the 
Eucharist, is a testimony to our authentic 
relationship with one another and with Our 
Lord. It means we have beautiful and full 
remembrances of what it is to gather as a 
community to hear the Word of God and 
ponder how it informs and shapes our lives. 
It means we understand what a great 
treasure we have in the gift of the Eucharist 
– a gift we ought never take for granted. 

I want to share with you a reflection 
one of our parishioners wrote following our 
Palm Sunday online prayer. Marlene’s 
words are always heartfelt and insightful: 

 

Holy Week 2012. For the first time, 
I participated in the Catholic Triduum.  
Here was my initiation into the Church. 
I am still drawn to the words, the sights,  
the sounds, the scent of it all.  
 
So the tears I shed today and probably more 
this week, will be because my tactile senses 
can’t enjoy all of it in its normal glory. 
 
The scent of the oils, the washing of the 
feet, the candles, the incense, 
the crackle of the fire, a church in darkness 
and then in light. 
A most holy three nights. 
And all the music, washing over me —  
now, just a playlist on my phone. 
 
Meditating with the gentle, solemn Taize 
chant - "Jesus remember me... 
when you come into your kingdom” 
Next, the John Becker arrangement  
of the “Litany of the Saints”, 
tears start to well, as I remember  
that first Holy Week. 
And then perhaps, still my favorite of the 
Easter hymns, “Behold the Lamb”,  
it reminds me what my first Eucharist meant 
and how deeply missed it is today. 
 
When the emotional rollercoaster of this 
pandemic gets too much for me, 
I plug in my earbuds and play these hymns, 
invoke special memories and prayers, that 
bring me back to Christ. 
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So, a big thank you for bringing us 
to what we can still have this Holy Week. 
Even snippets of familiar communal music 
give comfort and healing.  
 
The color of your vestments 
are not lost in Zoom. 
The sound of your voice and those 
of our familiar lectors. are still resonating. 
(I cried just listening to Linda Bochte's 
incredible, beautiful voice today — 
realizing how much I missed it). 
 
We’re doing what we can. 
Praying more and deeply. 
Attentive to what we need to reconcile. 
Appreciative of the community of Church. 
 
Christ’s Peace. 
 [reflection by Marlene Matsuoka] 

 
John Kasper, OSFS 

 
 
 


