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Maundy Thursday - Year C- The Rev. Canon Joan Anthony - 4.14.22 
 
Tonight is a special night, a night about story, our story.  This night is about roots, our roots..  
We begin by hearing a piece of the story from Exodus.  The Israelites, slaves in Egypt for many 
long years are about to embark on the greatest journey of their lives.  They are about to leave 
behind what they had always known, cross the Nile and go out into the desert.  They will do this 
because they have heard God’s voice in the words of Moses and they trust those words.  
Tonight is the story of leaving behind fear, slavery, oppression and hunger.  It is the story of 
leaving behind death and the  beginning of  a new life.  This is the story of the first Passover, 
when the angel of death passed over the homes of the Israelites and struck down the first born 
of all in Egypt, both human and beast.   
 God had come to the rescue of the Israelites, and they were willing to accept that 
rescue. Accepting the rescue is crucial and later on the 40-year trek through the desert, the 
Israelites would wonder if they had been mistaken to trust God. They would murmur and 
complain.  Leaving behind what one has always known is hard, even if what you have always 
known has not been lifegiving,    
There were no half-way measures that night.  A lamb had to be slaughtered and consumed 
entirely with nothing left behind. Nothing was to be saved as insurance against future need.  
They were to trust that God would provide for them.  The Israelites that night were to eat 
standing up, with their bags packed and their staff in hand.  They were to be ready not only to 
cross over from settled Egypt into the unknown wilderness but ready to cross over from death 
to new life.  God had brought them to this place and they were ready. 
And so it was with the first Passover, and so it has been with each Passover since.  The 
traditional question asked each year by Jews everywhere is this:  Why is this night different 
from all other nights?”  The question is always asked in the present tense, why is, not why 
was…”. The story begun so long ago is current, always in the present.  God is always offering life 
out of death, love in place of hatred and forgiveness in place of anger.  This story is at the root 
of our story of this night, this Maundy night. 
 Jesus gathered with his friends, his disciples to celebrate once again the Passover.  He 
had done it many times before, heard and told the story many times before.  Yet this night was 
different from all other nights, different from all other Passovers.  As they came together to 
celebrate, the disciples too had prepared.  They had walked throughout Palestine with Jesus. 
They had listened and prayed, they had obeyed and questioned.  The disciples had followed 
Jesus from Galilee to Jerusalem, followed him not knowing where he was leading them, but like 
their ancestors, hearing the voice of God in his words.   
 Because the story of this night is so personal we have two detailed accounts.  The 
Gospel of Luke which we read, tells of the foundation of what we know as Holy Eucharist. We 
hear echoes of this story each time we gather to share bread and wine.   
The Gospel writer John tells the story of the Passover meal of the disciples a bit differently.  
John tells us that during the meal, Jesus did what he often did, he engaged in an acted parable.  
Instead of simply teaching with words, Jesus demonstrated what he had come to teach them in 
what he did, in his actions.  Jesus, the master and teacher, took a bowl of water, and knelt 
down at the feet of each disciple in turn.  There he gently washed their feet.  The disciples were 
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astonished and truth be told embarrassed.  This gift of love, this sign of servanthood was too 
much.  Peter especially did not feel worthy, and he was not.  None of us are.  But Jesus was not 
about separating the worthy from the unworthy.  if the disciples were to be a part of Jesus from 
this night on, they must accept this gift of love in the way it was offered.  The gift offered was a 
bond to make them one with Jesus.  Like their ancestors, this was the night for these disciples 
to put aside the things of death and begin a new life.  It was for them and is for us a night of 
forgiveness, of reconciliation, of atonement for the sins of the past and a night especially of 
rebirth, of new life.   
 In washing the disciples feet the relationship between master and servant changed 
forever.  No longer did Jesus call them servants, he called them friends.  Jesus was asking them 
to follow him where ever he might lead.    Jesus was asking them and asks us to offer the gift of 
ourselves wholeheartedly and without reservation.  But the gift of ourselves comes with a 
price.  That price is the willingness to forgive and accept forgiveness so that we can truly offer 
the gift of ourselves. The price is being willing to love as God loves us. 
 In a little while we will turn to the celebration of the Eucharist.   The prayers we pray as 
we once again hear the words of consecration were those words that Jesus said to his disciples 
so long ago.  They are words that turn simple bread and wine into the body and blood of the 
Savior.  They are the words that are Jesus’ gift to us, on this night.  “This is my body which is 
given for you.  Do this in remembrance of me.  This cup that is poured out for you is the new 
covenant in my blood.”  Do this in remembrance of me.  This gifts of bread and wine, body and 
blood is the gift that gives us strength to preserve.  We do this in remembrance of Jesus. 
We have many understandings of that word “remembrance”.  Is what we are about to do 
simply a memorial or is it something more?   The word translated remembrance is a Greek 
word, anamnesis, which literally means to recall in the sense of bringing someone back into our 
presence.  What we do in the Eucharist, as we consecrate the bread and wine is to bring back 
into our presence, Jesus, as gift, as the one who died and rose for us.  How does this happen?  
We each must answer that question for ourselves, but happen it does.   
Over the centuries learned theologians have debated the question of “how” and have come up 
with many different explanations.    I have said before that often children see most clearly and 
thus are the best theologians.  I treasure two of these clearly stated theologies of the Eucharist 
from two separate children.  The first came when I was distributing the host in a local 
congregation.  I gave a piece of bread, (real bread) to a young child of about 6.  As I continued 
along the altar rail, I noticed that she was in earnest conversation with her mother.  I went back 
asking if everything was alright.  The mother replied with a smile ‘She says you didn’t give her 
enough Jesus.”  Jesus in the bread that day was real and present to her and she wanted all that 
she could get.   
 The second theology came when an adult tried to “explain” the Eucharist, again to a 
child, one of some 10 years.  She listened indulgently then said with a bit of condescension, 
“That’s dumb, everyone knows that when you take the bread you get Jesus in your heart.” 
 However we understand this gift of Eucharist, of the presence of Jesus in the bread and 
wine, it is real.  The word Maundy means commandment and reminds us once again of the 
commandment of Jesus to do this in remembrance of him and to love one another as he has 
loved us.  When in a little while we strip the altar and remove the blessed sacrament, we will 
see in stark terms what it would mean for Jesus to be gone from our lives.  The words of 
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consecration will not be said again until they are said at the Vigil of Easter when we first declare 
with joy the “He has risen, risen indeed!”.   
 As you leave this place, in a little while, we ask that you do so in silence, to take with you 
the gift of time and of space to know in your heart the reality of Jesus in your life.  Tomorrow is 
a difficult day, the day we remember the crucifixion, it is filled with sorrow and despair.  But 
remember, Easter is coming! 


