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Reflection for April 14, 2022—A New Commandment 
Maundy Thursday, Year C—Text(s): John 13:1-38 

A “new commandment.” A phrase perks up our ears, especially coming from Jesus. Still, 

loathe as we may be to admit it, we’re not great at keeping commandments. At the same 

time—we want to be. We like to know what’s expected of us. We want to make those 

around us happy. We want to be known as people who do what’s expected, what’s right.  

So if there IS a new commandment, we want to know what it is. The disciples knew 

commandments well. They were deeply familiar with the Law of Moses. These 

commandments provided guidelines for what made them distinctive from the nations 

around them, these included prescriptions about what to eat, who to socialize with, and 

how to socialize with them. They provided guidelines for relationships, and, especially, 

how and where to worship. 

So you can imagine how attentive the disciples must’ve been to hear this new 

commandment. On the other hand, maybe not so much. I mean, with so many 

commandments already, who wants more? If they’d have been paying attention this whole 

situation could’ve been avoided.  

The entire evening might’ve gone differently. They would’ve known that Jesus’ time was 

ending. They would’ve remembered the things he’d taught them; for one, that he, Jesus, 

was the bread of life, and would continue to be even after His death; they would’ve known 

this “new commandment,” because Jesus had already explained it.  

This night, however, was different. This night, Jesus went beyond just talk, to a clear, 

concrete example. He gathers with those he loves, even one who’d betray him, and one 

who’d deny him, and breaks bread. This most intimate act of calloused hands, passing 

around bread, the fruit of the earth; joyful faces celebrating a holiday, a holiday that 

reminded them that they are a free people, delivered from slavery by the hand of God. Soon 

the dry, cracked, lips share one cup: the beloved, the denyer, and the betrayer, the zealot 

and the sell-out, the doubter and the determined. Sipping. Passing. Broken and poured out. 

Remembering. 

Made one, not because of who they were, but because of who Jesus is. This gathering, and 

its call to continue it, would’ve been enough. The reminder that we too must be a people 

being broken and poured out. Constantly gathering with others who’s commonality is 

simply being human. Gathering to satisfy the human need for nutrition and connection. 

Gathering to remember that it is in dying that new life emerges, in brokenness and suffering 

that transformation is found. That should’ve been enough, but as if we needed a more 

difficult task than eating across the boundaries that we’ve set for ourselves, Jesus models 

even more. 

Imagine with me this teacher, master, and friend. This miracle worker, wonder maker, and 

wandering master, now removing his outer garments, and kneeling before them: the Master 

before the students, the Lord before the servants, the Creator before the creature. No 

wonder Peter refused at first, this breaks the natural order of things, servants washed feet—

not the Masters! 
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As if that wasn’t enough, the one with a towel around his waist now makes some unusual 

pronouncements. He says things like, “Unless I wash you, you have no share with me,” 

and “So if I—your Lord and Teacher have washed your feet, you also ought to wash one 

another’s feet,” and then this one, the one for which this night is named: “I give you a new 

commandment, that you love one another. Just as I have loved you, you also should love 

one another. By this everyone will know that you are my disciples, if you have love for one 

another.”  

And viola, there you have it—that’s the new way, the “novus mandatum.” 

The new commandment. 

The new guiding principle. 

The new clarifying statement. 

And yet… 

Maundy Thursday is an annual reminder that God’s ways aren’t our ways. Though difficult 

to acknowledge the reality is that humans tend to believe that life is about power, and act 

that way when Jesus demonstrates that it’s about servanthood. We think it’s about control, 

Jesus shows us that it’s about letting go—about surrender. We think it’s about living 

comfortably, Jesus shows us that it’s about death. Tonight we renew our commitment to 

the way of Jesus, to the mystery of God’s grace at work in our lives.  

We choose to walk the way, the uncertain pathway to the cross. We choose to enter into 

the mystery of our faith. We choose to be washed, broken, and poured out. We choose to 

remember that we have been initiated—by Baptism—into the way of Jesus; a life of 

servanthood and humility, being reminded that these virtues are the fruit of God’s love—a 

love that continues to transform our lives. 

Tonight, it does seem—somehow—impossible, doesn’t it? It seems unlikely. Scary. 

Uncertain. Dramatic. Why? Well, for one thing, it’s dangerous. It’ll ask us to do certain 

things. It’ll require sacrifice. It’ll require change. It’ll also call us to remove, some of the 

things that clothe us, some of the things, that we hide behind the masks we wear—the fears 

that we hold, the prejudices that bind us, and the uncertainties that make us anxious. 

It will also, however, call us to pay attention: to slow things down, to travel lightly, to slow 

down the pace of the journey—the pilgrimage to a new way of being. Tonight, Jesus invites 

us to stay the course; for death, now so very, very near, will not have the last say! 

Thanks be to God. Amen and amen.  

 

 


