Reflection: Maundy Thursday

Maundy Thursday.   The Last Supper.  Gethsemane.

A very bad night for Jesus the Christ,





the Son of God,






the Messiah.

The Table:  He knows what’s coming.  He tries in advance to heal the rift, the pain that will be caused by the Betrayer.  He comforts his people with promises about Later, and tries to prepare them for their fear.  “Keep in mind the things that I have said.  Remember me in the Breaking of the Bread.  If you believe, then you will live.”

The Garden:  A very human moment of weakness for this One, Fully Man and Fully God.  He finds himself isolated, alone.  His friends, students, disciples, sworn protectors, are asleep.  He is not angry.  He knows them and loves them the more for their weakness, but couldn’t even Peter stay awake Just This Once?  It is so hard to know what’s coming.  For just a moment, He wants it not to be.  But that thought is so incompatible with who He is and what He’s here for, that it dies immediately in the great Choice.  Yes.  He chooses to take the sins of the world onto himself.  The rest of the night is just waiting and praying to be strong.

What about us?  How do we, these many years later, participate in the Choice?

I remember being a child in the choir during my first Maundy Thursday service.  I was horrified when they stripped the altar.  I felt truly bereft.  Like Christ was gone.  I had no idea it would feel like that.  An empty table.  In small measure I could understand the disciples’ panic.  On that night every year, during the service, I feel it still.  An empty table.

Easter seems so far away…

