
Sermon Maundy Thursday 14 April 2022 John 13. 1-17, 31b-35 

I was involved in running an Alpha marriage course a couple of times in my last parish 

and I was intrigued by their talking about the different love languages people have and 

how we differ in which language matters most to us.  I seem to recall these are loving 

deeds and loving words, touch, offering gifts and quality time. 

Each year as we approach Maundy Thursday I’m struck by Jesus’ care for his disciples, 

his closest friends, and this year I was reminded of that language of love.  I reckon 

most of us, though we might attach more importance to one language rather than 

another, really appreciate all of them, and that’s what I see in Jesus’ relationship with 

those closest to him,   

Especially tonight as we consider the last supper.  Notice the planning that went into 

that meal; Jesus had already booked a room for it and arranged for two of the disciples 

to get things ready there.  Unlike his disciples he knew it would be his last meal with 

them.  He wanted them to have quality time together, to resource them for the ordeal 

that lay ahead, not just his ordeal but their own as they witnessed his arrest and 

crucifixion, then the aftermath as they dealt with their own failure, grief and loss.  He 

wanted to offer tangible proof of his love for them, so he organises food, he washes 

their feet, speaks loving words, and turns ordinary bread and wine into gifts that will 

remind them of him every time they eat or drink after he has left them. He pours out 

his love.  Yet they seem oblivious.  It’s at this meal that they start an argument about 

who is going to be the greatest and they’re also busy speculating which of them it could 

be who would betray Jesus. All the languages of love in one evening and yet they are 

not touched by love. 

Jesus’ loving deeds are an acting out of the meaning of what the disciples are about to 

experience.  From the narrative so far it looks as though they are woefully unaware of 

the crisis facing them all in Jerusalem. They knew there might be danger.  Passover 

was a time when crowds gathered and the situation could be volatile. But they don’t 

seem to have reckoned that it might affect Jesus adversely.  More than anything they 

had not grasped that Jesus’ path would involve suffering and death, even though he 

had tried several times to tell them this.  In saying those words over the bread and 

wine Jesus is making that clear, and in washing their feet he powerfully demonstrates 

what kind of Messiah he is; he’s acting out his words about the Son of Man coming not 

to Lord it over others but to serve them and to offer his life for a ransom. Both the 

taking up of the bread and wine and the washing of the feet are actions in the prophetic 

tradition, embodying the message of God’s offer of love. 

They are even more than that because as Jesus gathers his friends in this way he is 

inaugurating a new family.  Passover was a family meal and yet here is a grouping of 

disciples celebrating it together.  It’s as though Jesus is saying as he had said earlier 

when his mother and brothers were asking to see him – here are my mother, my 

brothers, my sisters – here is my family -pointing to those gathered around him.  His 

death and resurrection inaugurate a new pattern of relationships, a new family 

alongside the biological one.  There is a sign of this too in Jesus’ words from the cross 

in John’s gospel, speaking to his mother and the beloved disciple – ‘Dear woman, here 

is your son’, and to the disciple, ‘Here is your mother’ – a new family formed because 

of his death on the cross.  A family marked out by the love of the members for one 



another. This family is world-wide.  We have brothers and sisters, mothers and fathers 

in Ukraine, in Russia, in Syria, wherever Christians break bread together. 

And there is yet more. Through his loving words and actions Jesus is demonstrating 

what God is like.  The Passover is the festival where the Israelites celebrated God’s 

leading them out of slavery in Egypt to the Promised Land. He enabled this through 

Moses’ leadership and by zapping the Egyptians.  At this last Passover meal with his 

disciples Jesus demonstrates the actions of a God who chooses to become one of them, 

to suffer with them, to serve them and then to die on their behalf.  You may remember 

that Peter had already found this a most unpalatable truth when Jesus first told his 

disciples that he was going to Jerusalem to suffer and die, so it’s not surprising that he 

is the first to protest about Jesus washing his feet.  A rabbi who does that?  A God who 

does that?!  

So, there is a lot going on when we gather each Sunday to share those most ordinary 

things – bread and wine – the ordinary made extraordinary. We are invited to accept 

God’s invitation through Jesus to be loved. That may sound easy, but actually there are 

many ways in which we might hold God’s love at arm’s length.  It can be safer not to 

accept it; perhaps we fear where it might lead, or perhaps we’ve accepted love before 

and been hurt or let down, so we don’t want to go there again. Or perhaps, like Peter, 

we don’t want a God who kneels at our feet.  We’d prefer a zapping God like the one 

we read about in Exodus. Instead we have a God who becomes vulnerable in Christ, 

and that is what we become if we accept his invitation to be loved.  We choose to 

surrender ourselves to the one who loves us.  Risky.  

It’s a tough call, so why would we want to accept the invitation?  I suppose ultimately 

because at some level we dimly grasp that this is the path that leads to life.  Like those 

couples coming on an Alpha marriage course we long for a love that works and lasts.  

We are after all made in such a way that we need to love and be loved.   

In HC we are touched by love.  Christ invites us to dwell in him and he in us, to permit 

him to transform us, just as the bread and wine are transformed, so that we too offer 

the language of love to those hungry and thirsty for life in all its fullness. May we be 

touched by that love this evening. 
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