
March Team St John, St Mary, St Peter, St Wendreda 
 

Welcome 
 

Thursday of Holy Week 
MAUNDY THURSDAY 

 

"Stay in touch, take care, keep safe, continue praying and God bless." 
Andrew 

 
We are offering a meditation each day for this very strange and exceptional Holy Week. 
Maundy Thursday is very much connected with the institution of Communion. John’s gos-
pel, which we have been following so far this week, does not include any description of Je-
sus giving the commandments to “Do this in remembrance of me” over bread and wine. 
However, as we cannot at this time gather to share in the bread and wine, which become for 
us the body and blood of Christ, we shall both return to Matthew’s gospel (which we were 
following on Sundays) and to the events at the end of Maundy Thursday, after the Last Sup-
per had concluded, Gethsemane and the Arrest. 

 
 

A Prayer for this  Holy Week 
 

Jesus, our brother, 

you followed the necessary path 

and were broken on our behalf. 

May we neither cling to our pain where it is futile, 

nor refuse to embrace the cost when it is required of us: 

that in losing our selves for you sake, 

we may be brought to new life, 
 

Christ our victim,  

whose beauty was disfigured and whose body was torn upon the cross; 

open wide your arms to embrace a suffering world, 

that we may not turn away our hearts,  

but abandon ourselves to your mercy 

through Jesus Christ, 

the passion of God. 

Amen. 



Gospel Reading – Matthew 26: 36-56 
 
Then Jesus went with them to a place called Gethsemane; and he said to his disci-
ples, ‘Sit here while I go over there and pray.’ He took with him Peter and the two 
sons of Zebedee, and began to be grieved and agitated. Then he said to them, ‘I am 
deeply grieved, even to death; remain here, and stay awake with me. ’ And going a 
little farther, he threw himself on the ground and prayed, ‘My Father, if it is possi-
ble, let this cup pass from me; yet not what I want but what you want. ’ Then he 
came to the disciples and found them sleeping; and he said to Peter, ‘So, could you 
not stay awake with me one hour? Stay awake and pray that you may not come into 
the time of trial; the spirit indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak. ’ Again he went 
away for the second time and prayed, ‘My Father, if this cannot pass unless I drink 
it, your will be done.’ Again he came and found them sleeping, for their eyes were 
heavy. So leaving them again, he went away and prayed for the third time, saying 
the same words. Then he came to the disciples and said to them, ‘Are you still 
sleeping and taking your rest? See, the hour is at hand, and the Son of Man is be-
trayed into the hands of sinners. Get up, let us be going. See, my betrayer is at 
hand.’  
While he was still speaking, Judas, one of the twelve, arrived; with him was a large 
crowd with swords and clubs, from the chief priests and the elders of the people. 
Now the betrayer had given them a sign, saying, ‘The one I will kiss is the man; ar-
rest him.’ At once he came up to Jesus and said, ‘Greetings, Rabbi!’ and kissed him. 
Jesus said to him, ‘Friend, do what you are here to do.’ Then they came and laid 
hands on Jesus and arrested him. Suddenly, one of those with Jesus put his hand on 
his sword, drew it, and struck the slave of the high priest, cutting off his ear. Then 
Jesus said to him, ‘Put your sword back into its place; for all who take the sword 
will perish by the sword. Do you think that I cannot appeal to my Father, and he 
will at once send me more than twelve legions of angels? But how then would the 
scriptures be fulfilled, which say it must happen in this way? ’ At that hour Jesus 
said to the crowds, ‘Have you come out with swords and clubs to arrest me as 
though I were a bandit? Day after day I sat in the temple teaching, and you did not 
arrest me. But all this has taken place, so that the scriptures of the prophets may be 
fulfilled.’ Then all the disciples deserted him and fled.  

Meditation 
 
We sometimes find it difficult to pray. 
We sometimes feel our prayers are not answered. 
We sometimes feel the answers are not what we expect, or even want. 
We sometimes fall asleep during prayer. 
The disciples in Gethsemane found it difficult, and fell asleep. 
Jesus wrestled with God in Gethsemane, 
 
After the Last Supper has ended, in the twilight, Jesus and the disciples go out to a familiar 
olive grove overlooking the city of Jerusalem. Jesus has prayed there before when staying 
with Mary and Martha. Jesus is not making it difficult for Judas to find him, or the motley 
gang who will come to arrest him soon.  
 
At the end of our usual service for Maundy Thursday we process the remaining bread and 
wine, representing Christ, from the altar to a different place in church, where a garden has 
been made and decorated with flowers and candles.  



Then as Psalm 22, the one that begins “My God why have you forsaken me”, is sung we return 
to strip the sanctuary of all that is beautiful or colourful or even moveable, leaving a stripped, 
bare, austere sanctuary for Good Friday. We are then invited, with the words Jesus used to the 
disciples “Could you but watch with me for one hour” to pray for an hour in church. Some peo-
ple choose to focus on the beautiful garden full of light and beauty, some on the bare and stark 
sanctuary. Some people divide their time between the two options. Some people simply fall 
asleep! 
 
In Gethsemane Jesus asks the disciples to stay awake, for he is in distress and could do with the 
company and support. His prayer starts; ‘My Father, if it is possible, let this cup pass from me;’ 
but ends ‘yet not what I want but what you want’ and it feels to me that it takes Jesus some time 
to move from the opening petition to the closing one, as he prays lying prostrate on the ground. 
On returning, he finds the disciples asleep, chides them not to succumb to their tiredness (they 
have drunk at least four, maybe five glasses of wine), that they may not (using the same expres-
sion as is usually rendered in the Lord’s prayer as “lead us not into temptation”) be ‘brought to 
the time of trial’. 
 
Jesus prays again, starting further on than before, ‘My Father, if this cannot pass unless I drink 
it,’ and ending much further from where he started and closer to God (and echoing the prayer he 
taught) ‘your will be done.’ When he returns, the disciples have fallen asleep again, and Jesus 
does not wake them, but goes further, and this time we are not given any words of prayer on his 
lips, for perhaps, we are to see that now in his prayer, Jesus is at one with his Father and closer 
to him beyond words.  
 
The disciples in Gethsemane found it difficult, and fell asleep.  
 
Jesus wrestled with God in Gethsemane, and gradually, slowly, with much anguish, sweat, and 
tears, his answer became God’s answer. 
 
When I was at university in Nottingham, studying for my PhD in Chemistry, I would walk 
across the campus on Thursday evenings, to the Chaplain’s house, where we had a service. We, 
perhaps twenty students, would sit on hard chairs, in a circle, in his living room, with a table for 
the altar in the bay window, and, in winter a roaring fire opposite. You know what it is like 
when it is warm and quiet, and you are tired and still. After a while you start to nod off, until 
your head drops, and then you jerk yourself back upright and back awake. And then it repeats 
again. So it was for that evening in the warmth, in a private world of thoughts, in a wider com-
pany as familiar words were spoken and heard. I was fighting a losing battle with sleep in the 
warmth and familiarity.  
 
We had reached the Lord’s prayer, which is said just after the prayer for the consecration of the 
bread and wine (the Lord is here!). We reached the line, “forgive us our sins” – I remember 
clearly saying it, and then my battle with sleep was lost and I dreamt. A wonderful dream, like I 
have never had before, or since, of warmth, light, love, acceptance, all now within me as well as 
around, outside and beyond me. It was bliss and I wanted to stay there forever. Then, with a 
jerk, the inevitable happened, my chin hit my chest, I awoke, the dream evaporated, and I was 
back in the chaplain’s lounge again – and we were saying the very next line “as we forgive 
those who sin against us”. So, I know that this dream that had seemed an eternity to me, cannot 
have lasted but an instant, for I returned to the very next line of that familiar prayer. And maybe 
the timing, the words that surrounded my experience, are significant too; the words of for-
giveness; the dream; the command to forgive.  
 
That is one of the stories I tell, when schoolchildren, or others, ask why did I become a Vicar, so  



Prayer 
                 

                Lord you call us to watch with you on this line between dream and waking, 
                sense and madness, garden and spoil heap: touch our weary eyes with tears 

                to see that you are the wrestling place between God and fallen flesh; 
                through Jesus Christ the passion of God.     Amen. 

 

Covenant 
 

In the Old Covenant, God chose Israel to be his people and to obey his laws. Our Lord Jesus Christ, by his 
death and resurrection, has made a new covenant with all who trust in him. We stand within this Covenant, 

and we bear his name. 
 

On the one side, God promises in this Covenant to give us new life in Christ. On the other side, we are 
pledged to live no more for ourselves but for him. Today therefore, we meet expressly, as generations 

of our forbears have met, to renew the Covenant which bound them, and binds us, to God.  
 

Beloved in Christ, let us again claim for ourselves this Covenant which God has made with his people, and 
take the yoke of Christ upon us. To take his yoke upon us means that we are content that he appoint us our 

place and work, and that he himself be our reward. 
 

               Christ has many services to be done; some are easy, others are difficult; 
               some bring honour, others bring reproach; some are suitable to our natural inclinations  
               and material interests, others are contrary to both. In some way we may please Christ  

and please ourselves, in others we cannot please Christ except by denying ourselves. 
Yet the power to do all these things is given us in Christ, who strengthens us. 

Therefore, let us make this Covenant of God our own. 
Let us give ourselves anew to him, trusting in his promises and relying on his grace. 

 

Lord God, Holy Father, since you have called us through Christ to share in this gracious Covenant;  
we take upon ourselves the joy of the yoke of obedience, and for love of you, engage ourselves to seek to do 

your perfect will. We are no longer our own but yours. 
 

               I am no longer my own, but yours. Put me to what you will;  
               rank me with whom you will; put me to doing, put me to suffering; 

               let me be employed for you or laid aside for you, exalted for you, or brought low for you; 
               let me be full, let me be empty; let me have all things, let me have nothing; 
               I freely and wholeheartedly yield all things to your pleasure and disposal.  

               And now, glorious and blessed God,  
               Father, Son and Holy Spirit,  

               you are mine and I am yours. So be it. 
               And the covenant made on earth, let it be ratified in heaven.                

Amen. 
 

you have it now too. Usually on Maundy Thursday in the Cathedral the Bishop invites his 
ministers, lay and ordained, to renew their commitment to Christ and his Church. For yes, to-
day is about an invitation to renew our commitment to God, to his service, to his call, and yes, 
to pray, even though;  
 
We sometimes find it difficult to pray. 
We sometimes feel our prayers are not answered. 
We sometimes feel the answers are not what we expect, or even want. 
We sometimes even, thank God, fall asleep during prayer. 
 
And, maybe like Jesus we may wrestle with God, and gradually, slowly, with much anguish, 
sweat, and tears, our answers become God’s answer.  

            God bless, Andrew 


