
 
Maundy Thursday Blessing 
 
by the Rev. Patricia Riggins 
 
Question for reflection: Can you tell a story about a powerful encounter with Christ 
in the Eucharist?  
 
It was Maundy Thursday Service, at Trinity Episcopal Church in New Orleans, 
Louisiana, and while that night was 24 years ago, it feels like both yesterday and 
another life time ago. The man I had been in a long term relationship with had died in 
January of that year, my father died the next month, and now in March, I was facing 
serious surgery, the next day, yes, Good Friday, because I had a huge mass of 
unknown origin in my abdomen. 
 
 I had dragged my daughter, who was 16, to church that night. I only vaguely 
remember the foot washing and Taize music because I was a mess. I was so very tired 
of being strong for everyone else and I was absolutely terrified. And my daughter had 
entered into a very distant place, because I was all she had, and I struggled not to 
follow her there myself. 
 
  As we came to communion, I found solace in sinking into the cushions at the 
altar. I was only vaguely aware of rhythms of communion making their way in my 
direction. I looked up and stared into the eyes of the new and very young assistant 
rector, Tim. He bent down to me, got close to my face and looked in my eyes and said, 
"I understand that you are having major surgery tomorrow and I want to bless you."  
 
 I don't remember much after communion on that Holy Day. But what  has 
become a part of my DNA as a priest is to ask the Holy Spirit to open my eyes to those 
around me, to be present to those kneeling before me at the altar rail, and to move me, 
to offer a blessing or a prayer when I feel the need in their eyes. Because God knows, I 
needed Tim’s blessing 24 years ago, and I was unable to open my mouth to ask for it. 
Amen  
 
 
 
 
 
  


