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Maundy Thursday

Today is Maundy Thursday, the dark dayon which we remember Jesus celebra ng the Last Supper with
His disciples, and praying in the Garden of Gethsemane prior tohis arrest.

Pause
As I enter prayer now, I pause to be s ll; to breathe slowly; to re-center my sca ered senses upon the 
presence of God.

Pause and pray

Prayer of Approach

Jesus, as I remember Your Last Supper, give me eyes to perceive You in the shadows of my 

circumstance, grace to receive Your mercies, and faith to believe in Your perfect plan for my life. Carry 

me, Lord, through the darkness of these difficult days to the life and light to come.

Rejoice and Reflect
Today I join in the ancient cry of all God’s people with the words of a Psalm sung by Jesus at the end of
His Last Supper:

What can I offer the Lord
for all he has done for me?
I will li  up the cup of salva on
and praise the Lord’s name for saving me.
I will keep my promises to the Lord
in the presence of all his people.
The Lord cares deeply
when his loved ones die.
Psalm 116:12-15

Pause and pray
The word ‘Maundy’ comes from the La n mandatum which means mandate or command. On Maundy
Thursday we remember Jesus breaking bread and manda ng his disciples to ‘do this in remembrance 
of me’ (Luke 22:19). And so let’s go now to that Last Supper, smelling the warm bread and the roast 
lamb, hearing the gentle hubbub of conversa on and seeing the candlelight illumina ng the face of 
Jesus as he speaks…

While they were ea ng, Jesus took bread, and when he had given thanks, he broke it and gave 
it to his disciples, saying, ‘Take it; this is my body.’ Then he took a cup, and when he had given 
thanks, he gave it to them, and they all drank from it. ‘This is my blood of the covenant, which 
is poured out for many,’ he said to them. ‘Truly I tell you, I will not drink again from the fruit of 
the vine un l that day when I drink it new in the kingdom of God.’
When they had sung a hymn, they went out to the Mount of Olives.
Mark 14:22-26

https://drive.google.com/file/d/1zL8UUvnNjvC2R6wnH9wDS8hPesOcfFQ4/view?usp=sharing


This moment must have haunted the disciples the following day. Jesus’ strange words at supper must 
have replayed in their minds as his body was literally broken and His blood was actually shed on the 
cross. And then the day a er that was the Sabbath and so, with broken hearts they would have 
du fully a ended synagogue returning home for a familiar, highly ritualized meal. 

‘Lunch on that Sabbath, straight a er synagogue, would have begun as it always did with a blessing 
spoken out—are you ready for this?—over the bread and wine that were to be served with the meal. 
If any of the eleven remaining disciples were capable of ea ng that day, the grace spoken before lunch
on Holy Saturday would have stabbed their hearts with remembrance of that Last Supper shared with 
Jesus. . . Some mes, when God is silent, our hearts are breaking and our prayers lie unanswered, 
there can s ll be signs: faint flickers of hope and meaning expressed to us and for us in Scripture, in 
fellowship, and especially in the bread and wine.’ *
*Pete Greig, God on Mute, p370

Ask
Thinking now of a situa on that seems hopeless, what signs can I see that perhaps God’s Word is s ll 
relevant and that His hand is somehow s ll at work?

Pause and pray
‘This is my body, broken for you’. Jesus was broken because we are broken. And so I repeat this line 
now, inser ng the names of par cular people known to me who are broken in body, mind or soul. 
‘This is my body broken for..

Pause and pray

Yield
As I return to the passage, what expression do I see on the face of Jesus as he speaks these words and 
as he passes the cup of wine to me?

While they were ea ng, Jesus took bread, and when he had given thanks, he broke it and gave 
it to his disciples, saying, ‘Take it; this is my body.’ Then he took a cup, and when he had given 
thanks, he gave it to them, and they all drank from it. ‘This is my blood of the covenant, which 
is poured out for many,’ he said to them. ‘Truly I tell you, I will not drink again from the fruit of 
the vine un l that day when I drink it new in the kingdom of God.’ When they had sung a hymn,
they went out to the Mount of Olives.
Mark 14:22-26

I’m struck by how ordinary this extraordinary meal is. These are old friends sharing fine food in a 
private home. There are crumbs on the table and dirty plates in the kitchen. Surely this is the sort of 
environment in which communion really belongs? Have I made it too formal, forge ng the original 
context, perhaps intended by Christ? And yet I’m also struck by how extraordinary this ordinary meal 
is. There is the liturgy of Passover, clear leadership, powerful symbolism and a concluding hymn. Do I 
some mes take communion too casually, without sufficient reverence, remembrance and sobriety? 

Pause and pray



Yielding Prayer

Remembering the sacrifice of Jesus, I offer myself today as a living sacrifice for those I meet, by li ing 

my hands in surrender and personalizing the words of the Anglican Service of Communion:

‘Almighty God, I thank you for feeding me with the body and blood of Your Son Jesus Christ. 
Through him I offer you my soul and body to be a living sacrifice. Send me out in the power of 
Your Spirit to live and work to Your praise and glory.’

Yielding Promise

And now, as I prepare to take this me of prayer into the coming day, the Lord who loves me says to 

me in Isaiah 49:

I will not forget you!
See, I have engraved you on the palms of my hands;
your walls are ever before me.
Your children hasten back,
and those who laid you waste depart from you.
 Isaiah 49: 15-17

Closing Prayer

Father, help me to live this day to the full,
being true to You, in every way.
Jesus, help me to give myself away to others,
being kind to everyone I meet.
Spirit, help me to love the lost,
proclaiming Christ in all I do and say.
Amen.




