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PALM SUNDAY
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Entry into Jerusalem by Jyoti Sahi (c.2012)

Cringe

alm Sunday always makes me reflect on some of my

more stupid decisions in life. The perm my mother gave
me when | was 10. That mean boyfriend | kept around for
way too long. That horrible tattoo some junkie gave me
in his filthy apartment. The thing | did that one time. The
promise | never kept. There are so many regrets to choose
from. We all have regrets, but while some of my mistakes
are undeniable doozies, unlike some of you...the one
mistake | never ever made ...was having big hair in the 80s.
You know who you are.

But | wonder if the nature of regret, and the practice of
morbid reflection itself, is in some way rooted in the idea

that we are ]+ (E no®. We like to think it’s true, that
given the opportunity to go back and do things differently,
we would. We would, as improved, wiser people, make
completely different choices. After all, we are better
versions of ourselves now. And | kind of think that’s true
and | kind of don’t.

| mention this because of how uncomfortable the Palm
Sunday story always makes me.

As we read about the fickle crowds waving their palms
and laying down their cloaks and shouting hosanna in the
highest to the guy riding into Jerusalem on an unimpressive
animal, | cringe. | am embarrassed about how sure they
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seem of themselves and how miserably they are about to
fail when put to the test; how quickly their shouts go from
hail him to nail him.

That’s what is so melancholic about Palm Sunday to me.
We know what’s about to happen. The betrayal and denial
and abandonment. The monkey trial and the beating and
the carrying of the cross. The nails and the spear and the
sour wine.

So all that joyful shouting just feels embarrassing in the
shadow of what’s to come.

Those People

This week at a live event, | was asked, “Were he to come
back today, do you think Jesus would even recognize his
church?”

To which | responded, “Oh, for sure. | mean, the church is
full of the exact same people it has always been full of. He'd
look around and be like, yep, these are mine!”

We may be tempted to think that we are different from
the faltering disciples. We may cringe at their so-called
triumphal entry into Jerusalem because we are in the
special position of knowing what’s about to happen.

But the thing is, they did too.

At least they did if they were paying even the least amount
of attention to Jesus. He told them more than once that this
was all going to happen. He’d do something really cool, like
heal someone or some other act of power and his followers
would be like hell yeah! And then he’d take the opportunity
to say that he is going to be betrayed into the hands of the
authorities and then suffer and die. He kept telling them
this was about to happen.

And before we blame the disciples for not stopping it, we
should remember that there was one guy who stepped in,
one guy who did what my instinct would be - which is to try
and put a stop to such a pathetic and preventable death.
It was Peter. Peter tried. He said God forbid. Don’t go into
Jerusalem, Jesus. Because that’s where the prophets get
themselves killed and you’re too good to lose. Too peaceful.
Too loving for that kind of thing. Surely we can do something
about this.

But this was an unstoppable march of events, and when
Peter tried to talk Jesus out of it, Jesus didn't pat him on
the back and say You know, you’re right. Thanks friend. Not
even close. Jesus said Get behind me Satan.

We People

Because no amount of improved humanity could have
stopped it. No good intentions, no nobility, no sin
avoidance, no piety. Nothing could have stopped this
Paschal mystery of God and humanity. No amount of
super-good discipleship or wisdom or woke-ness would
make a lick of difference to God’s determination to draw
all people to God'’s self.

We are no different than the shouting crowds - there is
no better class of improved people. There are just people.

And as soon as we think the good news is that we know
better than those caught up in into the tragic events of
that first Holy Week, we are mistaken.

I think maybe it had to happen like this. When the Pharisees
told Jesus to stop his disciples from such an embarrassing
display, he said that were they to stop, even the stones
would cry out. So there had to be crowds who shout praise
and friends who betrayed and followers who denied and
women who wept and soldiers who mocked and thieves
who believed. It would have happened like this even if the
Jesus event were happening now instead of then. Even if
we knew everything in advance - were we the ones on the
street we too would shout Hosanna one day and crucify
him the next.

And that’s the good news when it comes down to it.

Because these embarassing people of the Holy Week story
are we people. And we people are the likes of which God
came to save from ourselves. God did not become human
and dwell among us as Jesus to save only an improved,
doesn’t-make-the-wrong-choices kind of people. There is
no improved version of humanity that could have done
any differently. Because we, as we are and not as some
improved version of ourselves..we are who Jesus FOR
SURE looks at (in all our cringe-worthiness) and say, “yep.
these are mine.”
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Originally published on April 10, 2022 in The Corners by
Nadia Bolz-Weber.

Nadia Bolz-Weber is an ordained Lutheran Pastor and
the founder of House for All Sinners & Saints, an inclusive
Evangelical Lutheran congregation in Denver, CO. She is
also the author of three NYT bestselling memoirs, including
Pastrix and Shameless: A Sexual Revolution.

13




SAINT CECILIA PARISH

HOW DO I NOT HAVE
MY HEART BROKEN!

A QUESTION FOR HOLY WEEK
BY ZAC DAVIS

“Amen, | say to you, one of you will betray me.”
Deeply distressed at this,
they began to say to him one after another,
“Surely it is not I, Lord?”

(Mt 26:21-22)

etrayal is one of those unavoidable consequences of
being alive.

There are big, capital “B” Betrayals, like adultery, or
treason or stabbing your friend 23 times at a meeting
of the Roman Senate because he has consolidated
too much power, threatening the foundations of the
republic.

But there are also the much-overlooked, everyday,
mediocre betrayals that we are all well-practiced at;
the abandonment of an obligation we have to another
person in favor of some petty convenience or small
pleasure. We dominate a conversation when someone
desperately needs someone else to listen; we cancel
plans to rest, because, after all, they’ll understand; we
promise to call, and we lose track of time.

We hurt people and are hurt by them, repeatedly and
without end. We apologize, we promise to do better,
and not a week, day or hour goes by before we do it
again. We aren’t aware of even half of the ways we
betray other people. People are notoriously bad at
articulating their needs, and we are equally as bad at
paying attention and responding to those needs when
they do. So often we set up others to betray us when
we expect them to satisfy a yearning in our hearts that
only God can. No one gets out of this world alive, but
it is not even possible to get out without having your
heart broken at some point, by a lover, a friend, your
community or your family.

Jesus tells his disciples at the Last Supper, “One of you
will betray me,” but he could have easily said, “All of you
will betray me.” All of the men at the Last Supper will be

Judas and the Chimera by Alice Rahon (c.1952)

missing when Jesus is on the cross (a reminder that it was
the women who stayed).

That said, the Betrayer in Chief in today’s Gospel is Judas.
Very little is known about the historical Judas Iscariot. We
don’t know why he handed over Jesus for 30 pieces of
silver, but it has not stopped speculation. Rather than fixate
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on a motive, | want to call to mind a detail hidden in
the Gospel text that is easy to overlook but makes the
betrayal all the more real and sobering: Jesus and Judas
loved one another.

Nick Cave, a musician and spiritual director, was asked
by a fan, “How do | not have my heart broken?” His
response does offer a possible way out of our human
condition:

“The surest way to avoid a broken heart is to
love nothing and no-one — not your partner,
your child, your mother or father, your brothers
or sisters; not your friends; not your neighbour;
not your dog or your cat; not your football team,
your garden, your granny or your job. In short,
love not the world and love nothing in it. Beware
of the things that draw you to love — music,
art, literature, cinema, philosophy, nature and
religion. Keep your heart narrow, hard, cynical,
invulnerable, impenetrable, and shun small acts
of kindness; be not merciful, forgiving, generous
or charitable”

Yet Cave, who has buried two sons, recognizes that the
vocation of all humans is to love despite the promise
of heartbreak, because “to resist love and inoculate
yourself against heartbreak is to reject life itself, for to
love is your primary human function.” For Christians,
Jesus, who experienced the depths of betrayal and
heartbreak, shows there is no other response than to go
on loving. Cave advises further,

“You will discover that love, radical love, is a
kind of supercharged aliveness, and all that is of
true value in the world is animated by it. And,
yes, heartache awaits love’s end, but you find
in time that this too is a gift — this little death
— from which you are reborn, time and again.”

This is the promise of Easter. On the other side of every
heartbreak, of every betrayal, is a resurrection. Every
wound will be healed, every hurt repaired and we will
see each other face to face, the way we truly are.
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Originally published on March 4th, 2024 in America
Magazine.

Zac Davis is an associate editor and the senior director
for digital strategy for America Magazine. He also co-
hosts the podcast, Jesuitical.
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BULLETIN COVER SPOTLIGHT:

GUATEMALA: PROCESSION
BY BETTY LADUKE

In Imaging the Word, Volume 3, Betty LaDuke describes the
inspiration behind this painting:

Before Christmas, at the Mayan Vvillage of
Chichicastenango in Guatemala, statues of Christ,
the Virgin Mary, and the saints are . . . carried aloft
in an annual procession. In my painting Guatemala:
Procession, Christ appears on a donkey surrounded by
the masks worn by the Mayans who dance to honor
and celebrate their indigenous roots. They also dance
a re-enactment of the brutal Spanish invasion, with
satirical masks representing conquistadores. Inside the
church many candles are lit and prayers are offered.

(pg. 181)

Victoria Emily Jones, author of the blog Art and Theology,
sees the painting as LaDuke imagining Christ entering this
Maya community of Christian celebrants who remember
biblical history alongside their history as a people. Although
theimageistied to the beginning of the liturgical year, Jesus's
presence in the center on donkeyback, in a gateway backlit
with glowing yellow light, flanked by crowds and angels
flying in the sky evoke his triumphal return into Jerusaleum
five days before his death.

Check out Victoria Emily Jones' beautiful and thought-
provoking blog, Art and Theology, at artandtheology.com.
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THE TRIDUUM IN YOUR 20S:
WHAT HOLY WEEK TAUGHT
ME ABOUT CHANGE

BY JENNIFER SAWYER
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Triptych for the Paschal Triduum by Stephen Crotts

know, theoretically, that one’s late 20s are ripe
with change and transition. | just didn’t realize that
everything would happen all at once.

All in the same year, | left my job at a global media
company to work for a five-person Catholic nonprofit.
| began seriously dating someone. | watched several
close friends become mothers. And | moved out of
the charming and affordable Queens apartment | had
shared with two best friends for six years, as they both
prepared for their upcoming weddings.

The night before we turned in our keys, | sat alone
crying in the middle of the dusty floor in my now empty
bedroom. As | attempted to say goodbye to the home
we all shared, memories floated around me like strings
on balloons that were just out of reach. | could see the
room filled with friends in costume during one of our
legendary Halloween parties, hear my landlord arguing
that a duct-tape fix was indeed “sufficient,” feel the

cracked kitchen tile where we had repeatedly dropped
kitchen appliances. | did not want to leave.

| was struck by the Lenten metaphor of it: clearing out
my room, donating the clothes | no longer wore and lkea
furniture | had outgrown. In the time leading up to my
move, | spent weeks considering what to discard, what to
give away and what | would take with me. | had created an
empty space, which would now allow someone else to adorn
the walls, make their own memories and begin anew. And |
guess if | was ever going to allow myself to do the same, | had
to be emptied, too.

“Endings and beginnings are very hard for you,” is something
my therapist says in her signature theraputic way. | force
a smile at her gentleness as | consider the reality of how |
actually face change: a white-knuckled grasp of resistance on
a door frame | am being pushed into. | know that all of these
changes were positive things or perhaps signs of a semi-
successful entrance into real adulthood. But even happy
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changes are complicated.

Longing for the past weighed heavily on my heart as |
thought back to a homily given at my church just before
Holy Week. Our priest reflected on the Paschal mystery
and the range of emotions and experiences we go
through as a Catholic community—mourning the death
of Jesus on Good Friday, waiting in anticipation on Holy
Saturday and rejoicing in the new life and hope of the
resurrection on Easter Sunday.

Leading up to the Triduum, he posed the simple,
profound question: “What do you need to die to?” In
order to experience new life, in order to enter fully into
the hope and renewal, what is it that you need to let
go of? Maybe it’s jealousy, maybe it’s bitterness over a
broken relationship, or maybe it is a part of yourself that
you have been holding on to.

“Let it go,” he said. “Let it die, and acknowledge your
loss in preparation for coming into the light.”

I had never really thought about the transitions
happening in my life in light of the Jesus story. After
all, I was not dealing with the death of a loved one
or extreme suffering. But praying alongside Christ’s
ultimate surrender and emergence into new life sparked
my thinking about the parts of my past that | needed to
surrender.

The more | let go of my old self, however slowly, the more
| was able to appreciate those small beautiful moments
of my new life. Witnessing my former roommates vow
their lives to their now-husbands reminded me of the
hope of love. Holding my best friend’s newborn daughter
for the first time lifted the sadness | felt about not being
able to spend time together the way that we used to.
My current job lets me see the many ways God works
in the lives of others. And letting go of who | was as a
single person allowed me to live more fully as someone’s
partner, recognizing the importance of growing with
each other.

Shortly after my year of transition, | stumbled across
an article called “For Lent, Give Up That Worn-Out
Story About Yourself” by Barbara Falconer Newhall.
As someone who usually gives up soda or chocolate
during this season of repentance, this sort of a challenge
seemed monumental.

The author explains that we speak and think and feel
in the language of stories, and because of this, we

sometimes get trapped by the certain ones that we keep on
telling ourselves. She considers this in light of a majestic old
oak tree that had fallen near her house in a violent storm.
Surveying the scene, she notices that a flowering fruit tree,
once hidden by the oak, was now sprawling in the sunny
space. “It had filled the sky with a delicate criss-crossing of
branches, which were covered with buds, thousands and
thousands of them, waiting to become blossoms, waiting to
change.”

In moving through the celebration of the passion, death and
resurrection of Jesus in the Triduum, we are prompted to
acknowledge the loss and change in our own lives that leave
us anticipating new life—to prune back those branches that
keep our own flowering fruit trees at bay.

The frustrating and beautiful thing about transitions is that
they are always ongoing. There will never be a time when
we are totally complete, when we are done growing or
done changing. Our lives are a series of little Good Fridays,
Holy Saturdays and Easter Sundays. We are lovingly invited
to fully experience each part of the cycle. We are lovingly
invited to edit our own stories.

When | find myself frustrated with the cyclical nature of
transitions, unable to let go of the the things | cling to or
flushed with anxiety and panic about what is to come,
| pause and try to think of myself as that flowering tree
peeking out behind the fallen oak after the storm, covered
with thousands of buds, waiting to blossom, waiting to
change.
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Originally published in on March 28, 2018 in America
Magazine.

Jennifer Sawyer is a writer and editor currently serving as
digital content manager at Busted Halo.
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KNITTING AND
CROCHET MINISTRY

Here are some parting photos of our Knit-
ting and Crochet Minstry working on baby
blankets for SCYA's April Showers Bring
May Flowers.

The basket of bears to the right will
be donated next week to Catholic
Charities and Families in Transition at the
Huntington Y.

As the ministry was meeting last Sunday,
Bill Sheehan, Board Chair at A Faith that
Does Justice, stopped by to thank the
group for their recent donation of hats
and scarves to students in AFTDJ's ESOL
classes.

Thanks to Mark Lippolt for capturing
these!

Kunitting and
Crocheting
Miwistra
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PARISH RESOURCES

Parish Office & Mailing Address

18 Belvidere Street, Boston, MA 02115

Hours | Seven days a week, 8:00 a.m.-5:00 p.m.
Phone | 617 536 4548; Fax | 617 536 1781
Website | www.stceciliaboston.org

Parish Staff

Rev. John J. Unni, Pastor

Rev. James Shaughnessy, SJ, Pastoral Support

Mark Donohoe, Pastoral Associate

Robert Duff, Director of Music

Carly-Anne Gannon, Coordinator of Children's Faith Formation
Anastassia Kolchanoyv, Digital and Print Media Coordinator
Scott MacDonald, Director of Faith Formation and Parish Visibility
Colleen Melaugh, Director of Finance and Development
Nicole Pascarelli O'Brien, Pastoral Director of Operations
Lisa Pickering, Director of Facilities and Events

Mary Wessel, Pastoral Associate

Assisting Clergy
Rev. Peter Grover, OMV
Rev. John Predmore, SJ

Music Ministry

Tyler Cesario, Assistant Director of Music
Daniel Lamoureux, Vigil Organist

Brett Maguire, Parish Organist
Pendexter Macdonald, Assistant Organist

Audiovisual Support
Maureen Deery, Parish Photographer & Creator of Weekly Slide Show
Geoffrey Edwards, Livestream Videographer

Schedule for Liturgy

Lenten Mass & Reconciliation | Wed 6:00 p.m. (March 12- April 16)
Wednesday, Thursday, & Friday | 8:00 a.m.

Lord’s Day | Sat 5:00 p.m.; Sun 8:00, 9:30*, 11:30 a.m, & 6:00 p.m.
Holy Days | 8:00 a.m.

* Please note that the 9:30 Mass is both in person and livestreamed.

Hearing Assistance in Church
The church is equipped with an assistive listening system. If you would like
to use one of the small receivers, please ask one of our greeters.

For Those with Celiac Disease
If you have celiac disease, please let us know. We have a supply of low-
gluten altar bread available for those who cannot tolerate gluten.

Building Accessibility
Both the church and Parish Hall Center are accessible by elevator.

Parking

There is discounted parking at The Hynes Auditorium Garage (located at
50 Dalton Street next to Bukowski's Tavern), for $15, available on Sundays
until 3:00 p.m., and $15 after 4:00 every day of the week. To get this dis-
count, ask a greeter for a chaser ticket at Mass or ask a staff person during
the week. Chaser tickets must be used at the machine at the exit gate. To
obtain the discount, place the ticket you received upon entering the garage
into the machine, then follow it with the chaser ticket.

Baptism for Infants
Infant baptism is celebrated on the first and third weekends of the month.
For more information, please contact Mark Donohoe in the Parish Office.

Faith Formation for Children
To register your child for Faith Formation, contact our Children's Faith For-
mation Coordinator, Carly-Anne Gannon.

Child Abuse Prevention (CAP) Team

The CAP Team is responsible for training all parish staff and volunteers in
mandated reporting laws and the Protecting God’s Children program (VIR-
TUS). They provide consultation and support to anyone who has concerns
about reporting child abuse and neglect. Please contact Maria Roche, Leti-
tia Howland, Erin Young, or Kathy Sanders if you have any questions. The
Archdiocese of Boston has in place a vigorous program to protect children
from harm and to educate its ministers and faithful about the nature of
abuse, with a goal of increasing knowledge, creating a safe environment for
children, and recognizing and reporting potentially dangerous situations.
The full policy is available in the narthex, Parish Office, and on our website.

Order of Christian Initiation of Adults (OCIA)

This is the communal process through which non-baptized men and women
become members of the Catholic Church. It is also suitable for those baptized
in different faith traditions who are interested in becoming Catholic, or, for
those who were baptized Catholic, but have yet to receive the sacraments of
Eucharist and confirmation. For more information, contact Mary Wessel in
the Parish Office.

Marriage
Couples who wish to prepare for marriage should contact Mark Donohoe in
the Parish Office at least six months in advance.

Care of the Sick

To arrange for the Sacrament of the Sick, for Holy Communion to
be brought to those unable to attend the Sunday celebration, or for
Viaticum for the Dying (Holy Communion for those in danger of death),
please contact the Parish Office. It is always possible to anoint the sick dur-
ing regularly scheduled liturgies.

Order of Christian Funerals
The parish is prepared to celebrate the Vigil (wake) in the church. Please
contact the Parish Office for more information.

Joining Our Community

We're happy that you're with us! Our community offers a warm, spiritual
home for a diverse group of Catholics. We come from many neighborhoods in
and around Boston, but also have long distance parishioners from around the
country and arround the world. We invite individuals and families to fill out
a new parishioner form on our website. No matter what your background or
location, please know that you are always welcome at Saint Cecilia.

Please note:

According to online safely guidelines released by the Archdiocese of Boston,
we have removed email addresses from our online parish bulletin to avoid
the danger of potential phishing scams. If you need a staff member's email
address or a ministry email address, please call our reception desk (617-536-
4548) and our receptionists will be happy to share the appropriate informa-
tion. Thank you for helping us maintain our parish security online.
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