
Holy Thursday, Cycle C, April 2022 
 

I welcome you all on this special night. Holy Thursday is the beginning of the 
Easter or Sacred Triduum, the three-part drama of Christ's redemption: Holy 
Thursday, Good Friday and Holy Saturday and the Easter Vigil on Saturday 
evening. These three days give each of us an opportunity to draw closer to God 
and deepen our faith in a very profound way and lead us ultimately to the joy of 
Easter.    

There is a song from the 1970s that I recall, it was called “We may never pass 
this way again.”  I understand it to mean that life moves on and we move on.  I 
was just thinking about all the many “Holy Weeks” I have served alongside with 
Father Carina here at Most Holy Redeemer. I have been a Deacon here at MHR 
for more than 20 years and I think back to years ago with Father Carina leading 
us, our sacristan Mike Martucci showing the three deacons, myself Deacon Bob 
McGovern and Deacon Frank De Aguste what to do, where to stand. Because 
many of the rituals are only done at this time, there are many missteps. We were 
like errant schoolboys always messing up things and me always battling that 
Paschal candle, trying not to spill wax all over myself at the Easter Vigil.  But 
sadly, those times are gone and the passing of Mike and Deacon Frank, it will 
never be the same. But things will never be that way again. Life is like that; it 
does not let you get too comfortable. For Jesus disciples at that first Holy 
Thursday, life will never be the same again. They would be forever changed and 
for most of them they would mature into the leaders and the follow our Lord at 
the cost of their lives. 

This night is very special. Jesus gave us the Eucharist, He instituted the 
priesthood and taught us that we are to help one another and not seek the glory 
and acceptance in this world. In the first reading we hear how the ancient 
Israelites had to prepare for the “pass over” so that the angel of death would not 
visit their homes, in the Gospel, Jesus is preparing his disciples for his own 
death. In the Gospel of John, the focus is on Jesus’ washing of the feet of the 
disciples. Jesus knew it would be his last night, last supper with his disciples and 
followers. What did he do, He gave them (and us) the Eucharist to do in memory 
of him. Washing someone’s feet was something a slave would do.   But Simon 
Peter is appalled at what Jesus is doing. He does not understand.  What is going 
on here? Perhaps he knows that something is changing, and he doesn’t yet 
understand.  Sometimes when you and I are going through a serious difficulty, 
we do not understand but you must go on anyway.   
 
Jesus had talked to them about his Kingdom and yet here he is stooping down 
and doing the unthinkable. What they do not understand yet is that Jesus is 
teaching them and us how to imitate Christ's humility in the washing of the feet.  
As his disciples we are called serve one another.  We are all called to wash 
another’s feet. In other words, to help others.  We live in a culture that likes self-
service which is no service to others. Unfortunately it is all about me and we can 



ignore others.  I bet the Apostle’s feet were dirty at the last supper.  Back then 
the roads were unpaved and there was no one to clean them up. Animal 
droppings, dust and dirt from the desert was all around.  I heard it was typical to 
have a pot of water at each household door and the servant was there to dry 
one’s feet. I am sure that the Apostles must have taken turns to help one another 
but pride and selfishness made them forget what they were supposed to do and 
so they all sat down with unwashed feet.  Jesus is the model for me and you. Did 
you notice that when Jesus washed the feet, he did not look up?  And whether it 
was the feet of Peter or the feet of Judas Iscariot, he did not care, he just wanted 
everybody to know that his love went out to them all.  This is a big lesson for you 
and me. There are a lot of dirty feet out there and all of us could use some good 
Spiritual cleaning. 
 
This happens to you and me.  We get so busy with work, school, and our friends 
that we look the other way when we are supposed to do something for someone 
else.  We forget that our family needs us when we get so lost with our careers. 
The little boy that wants to play catch with his dad, the little girl who wants to be 
read a story to. Its elderly relatives who just want a phone call or visit.  Maybe it 
is taking the time and listening to that teenage.  I do not mean telling them what 
they should do but maybe listening to their feelings or concerns.  If we look 
closely, there are a lot of “dirty feet.”  Right in our own homes that need cleaning 
and care. 
 
During this time, we  may become sad when we read the account of the Last 
Supper.  We know this story, its like we have seen the movie and we know what 
comes next. We are all aware that shortly our Lord will be betrayed by Judas and 
must suffer.  This is very sobering. It is also so surprising how the people turn 
against him. The crowds that just a short time ago were placing palms at his feet 
and chanting, “Hosanna in the highest” will soon be yelling, “Crucify him, crucify 
him.”  They all abandon Him including his closest disciples. I always wonder 
where were all the people he fed and taught were? Where were those he healed 
from leprosy, blindness, those who were deaf and dumb. How about those he 
restored life to? Where did they go? But that is my problem.  I am forgetting that 
God’s ways are not man’s ways.  “Not as Man sees does God see because man 
sees the appearance but the Lord looks into the heart.” 1Sam16:7 It is God’s 
plan and our limited understanding challenges us to try to understand. 

I wonder if any of Jesus’ followers, knew it would be the last supper they would 
share together before he died. What would you do if you knew it was the last time 
you would see someone you loved alive?   The last few months have been a 
roller coaster for me. At least seven people I knew and were close to have 
passed and many others are struggling.  It is getting harder for me to let go even 
with elderly relatives. Selfishly, I do not want things to change, I like things to stay 
the way they are. I do not want to think about losing people I love.  Even with 
faith it is so very hard to let go.  



I understand that we may never pass this way again. I look in the mirror and am 
surprised to see an older person there. Time is passing and life goes on.  We all 
lose people we love, and things will never be the same.  You do not get 
experience life without getting beaten and bruised and no one gets out alive.  
These are the times that challenge us, shake our faith, and make us wonder will 
things ever be the same, will we ever be the same. We may never pass this way 
again but we are on the way to something greater something eternal.  We are an 
Easter people that through our faith in Jesus Christ who is our hope and 
salvation, we will get through life’s struggles if we let him into our lives and grow 
closer to him. The rock, the anchor I hold on to is Jesus. I know that if I dust 
myself off and continue to follow him, it will all work out in the end.  
May God Bless you. 


