
 Four of them were fishermen.  

 One of them was an artisan, probably a stonemason. 

 At least one and perhaps two of them were agitators against Roman rule. 

 One of them was a reviled tax collector. 

 Several of them had been disciples of John the Baptist. 

 And the rest?  We simply don’t know, so completely had their prior lives 

been subsumed and transformed by the rabbi from the small, inconsequential 

town of Nazareth. 

 “Follow me,” He had said to them, promising that they would see the 

heavens open and be witnesses to great things.1 

 And so they did.  They left their homes, their jobs, their families, their 

sense of the known and the comfortable, and they followed. 

 They followed Jesus, and they did indeed see the heavens open, and they 

witnessed great things.   

 They saw the heavens open when a man blind since birth opened his eyes 

and gazed into the eyes of the Messiah. 

                                                 
1 Jn 1:50-51 (NAB) 
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 They saw the heavens open when a man sick and lame, lying beside a 

pool whose waters he hoped would heal him, rose as the Master touched him 

and he walked into a new life. 

 They saw the heavens open when the Master had said, “Little girl, I say to 

you, arise!”, and they witnessed the tears of inexpressible joy streaming down 

the face of her father as the lifeless girl rose again. 

 They had seen lepers cured.  They had seen the sinful forgiven.  They had 

seen outcasts embraced.  They had seen the hungry fed.  They had seen the seas 

calmed.  They had seen the despairing find joy.  They had seen the dead rise 

from their tombs and their funeral biers.  They had seen the enslaved freed 

from their demons. 

 They had been witnesses to all of these things and more, and they had 

indeed seen the heavens open. 

 And now it was coming to an end, or so they must have thought.  The 

Master whom they’d come to believe was the Messiah, the Master whose 

presence brought heaven to earth, the One who had done so many 

extraordinary things, was spending His last night in the simplest, most 
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ordinary, and yet most intimate of activities:  sharing a meal with those He 

loved. 

 He was leaving them the sacrament of His perpetual presence.  “Behold, I 

am with you always, until the end of the age,”2 He would tell them days later 

after they had peered into His empty tomb.  During their last meal together, He 

was telling them the same thing, and He says it tonight to us too. 

 For He is with us until the end of the age.  He’s with us in the Holy 

Eucharist, the sacrament of His love, and with it He invites us into the same 

intimacy that He shared with the Twelve on that long-ago yet always current 

night we commemorate here this evening. 

 We often say that on that first Holy Thursday when the Lord spent His 

last hours with those whom He loved, He instituted the very same Holy 

Eucharist that we gather with our brothers and sisters throughout the world to 

celebrate this evening.  And of course, He did.   

 But He did more than that.   

                                                 
2 Mt 28:20 (NAB) 
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 In leaving us the sacrament of His Body and Blood, He left us the food to 

sustain us in the life to which He calls us, and the life to which He calls us is 

illustrated by the fact that He willingly shared His last meal, His salvation, not 

simply with those who who loved Him, but with those who did not.  He shared 

this, His Last Supper, with Judas knowing full well that Judas would betray 

Him.  Jesus will die tomorrow not just for Peter, and James, and John, and 

Andrew, and the others who would go on to change the world.  He died for 

Judas too, just as He would die the next day not just for the “good” thief 

crucified on one side of Him, but also for the “bad” thief crucified on the other.  

His is a love whose arms are always reaching to embrace, and never raised to 

cast away.  On this holy evening, it’s worth pondering this, and it’s something 

worth recalling whenever we judge others as somehow unworthy of our 

assembly, or unworthy of our charity and compassion.  “For if you love [only] 

those who love you, what recompense will you have?”, He had asked them 

before — and asks us.  “Do not the tax collectors do the same?”3 

                                                 
3 Mt 5:46 (NAB) 
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 In leaving us the Eucharist, Jesus leaves us His love, a love that is always 

present.  The Eucharist, in fact, is the love of Christ made tangible, made 

present, on a paten, in a chalice and in our very hands.   

 It isn’t the only manifestation of His love that He instituted and left for us 

on that first Holy Thursday, though.  He leaves us a second one too — a 

sacrament of service.  On this His last night, our Lord washes the feet of His 

Apostles.  With the passage of time, we’ve perhaps become inured to the radical 

significance of this.  In the ancient world, washing feet was a task for slaves.  

Here, as the Son of God prepares to go to His death and to rise again and to 

assume the throne of heaven, He becomes a slave for those whom He loves.  

He, the Master, becomes a servant.  He, of whom choirs of angels sing, abases 

Himself.  So important does the Evangelist John consider this that he doesn’t 

include an account of the institution of the Eucharist in his narrative of the Last 

Supper.  Instead, for John, in demonstrating that to which the Bread of Life 

calls us, the servant-hood of Christ is His Eucharist.  Holy Thursday teaches us 

that the Eucharist, self-sacrifice, and service are inextricably linked.   

 And when we’re able with the help of grace to forge the link among 

them in our own lives, then we too will see the heavens open and be witnesses 
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to great things.  For Holy Thursday isn’t simply a drama that played out 

millennia ago in a room in Jerusalem.  It’s a drama that’s unfolding even now, 

unfolding in homes and workplaces, classrooms and shops.  It’s unfolding 

wherever someone looks at another and sees that of God in them, it’s unfolding 

wherever someone meets anger with charity, or indifference with compassion. 

 When we receive the Eucharist in our hearts and not simply in our hands 

or on our tongue, the heavens open for us and for others. 

 When we sacrifice ourselves for another, the heavens open for us and for 

others. 

 When we love as we’ve been loved, the heavens open for us and for 

others. 

 When we forgive as we’ve been forgiven, the heavens open for us and for 

others. 

 And then not only will this Thursday be holy, so too will all our days, 

and the things we’ve witnessed — the love of Christ, the grace of God, the 

miracle of new life — others will witness in us. 

 


