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April 2, 2015 – Holy Thursday 
 

Some years ago I was called to the bedside of a man whose life would end in a few 
hours.  He was conscious and thoroughly aware that his medical condition meant that 
he would die that night. As he clung to my hand, I asked him how he felt about his 
impending death. He looked into my eyes and said, “Father, tonight I will meet God. 
I know that. I have only two questions as I die: ‘Have I loved enough? Have I prayed 
enough?’” 
 
His questions cut to the core.  In the end, what else matters? 
 
Tonight, Jesus will show us how to do both. 
 
In the middle of the meal Jesus rose from the table, and to the astonishment of the 
Apostles who sat in stunned silence, began to wash their feet.  The Apostles were 
stunned for two reasons: ritual footwashing occurred when a person first arrived at the 
home of a host, feet dirty from travelling on dusty streets in sandals.  It never occurred 
in the middle of a meal.  Moreover, footwashing was always done by a slave, never the 
host of the meal. 
 
Yet, here was Jesus, leaving the meal and putting on a servant’s apron, washing the feet 
of his students.  “You do not understand what I’m doing now, but you will,” He told 
them.  
 
He paid special attention to Peter.  In the synoptic gospel accounts of this night, Jesus 
has already told Peter that he will deny Him three times, despite Peter’s macho refusal 
to accept that.  Jesus already knew that Peter would turn his back on Him in His hour of 
need, yet here He is on His knees as a slave before him. 
 
In his denial of Jesus, Peter did no more and no less than you and I do.  Peter simply did 
not want to be acknowledged in public as a follower of Jesus.   
 
“Surely not I, Lord.” 
 
We might be asked at work or school or by a neighbor, “What do you think of the 
controversy over the ‘Religious Freedom Restoration Act’ in Indiana and Arkansas?” A 
decision not to get involved with the discussion, in other words, a decision not to 
answer as a disciple of Jesus, lets the world know we stand with Peter and not with 
Jesus: “I don’t want to be known as a follower of him; I don’t want to acknowledge 
publicly that I know him.”  Listen quietly and in that moment you might hear a cock 
crow. 
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Sitting in a group that is gossiping about another, or laughing at salacious and 
dehumanizing jokes, we choose to say nothing.  Our silence cries out the truth, 
however: “I don’t want to be known as a follower of Jesus.” Cock-a-doodle-doo. 
 
A quick grocery-line invitation to donate to cure a disease brings a quick answer of yes 
or no, despite the fact that the money will fund research that involves the death of 
thousands of human embryos. A quick yes or no is easier than giving a simple witness: 
“It’s a terrible disease and I would like to support a treatment, but the research kills 
human lives in the process and I can’t support that” is too many words to say.  The 
silence says enough: “I don’t want to be known publicly as a follower of Jesus.”  Cocka-
doodle-doo. 
 
How many examples can you think of?  A priest once remarked that the truly brave 
person today is the one who makes the sign of the cross in a public restaurant and prays 
grace before and after meals. A business trip over a weekend without any attempt to 
find a local Catholic church? Not even trying to influence a business decision that you 
know is ethically wrong?  Not walking away from the overt flirts and advances of 
someone who is not your spouse?  In our own hearts we can complete the list.  
Moments when we stand with Peter and cowardly deny before others that we are 
followers of Jesus.  Listen in those moments for the cock to crow. 
 
Jesus already knew that Peter would deny Him.  Yet Peter was subjected to nothing but 
love.  Simple, outrageous, gushing, pure, spiritual, cleansing love.   
 
The same is true of Judas, even though Jesus knew that the man who had dipped his 
finger in the bowl with Him would stand on newly-washed feet and walk to betray his 
rabbi, his teacher.  In washing the feet of even Judas, Jesus reaches into our private and 
unknown sins — the sins we hide, by which we betray the claim to be His follower.  
Even Judas, with his hidden sin committed in darkness and secrecy, is cleansed, washed 
by love itself and offered love undying.  We know his tragic response. 
 
Tonight, in the actions of a priest who stands in persona Christi—in the person of 
Christ—Jesus washes your feet.   Though only a few sit before us all, no one here is left 
untouched, uncleansed, unloved, unforgiven.  
 
The mercy of God washes our feet, our hearts, our souls, our thoughts, our actions, our 
decisions, our dreams, our memories, our fears, our griefs, our resentments, our pains, 
our doubts, our passions, our wants, our goals — our very concept of life itself. 
 
Jesus starts by washing our feet so that we can walk as cleansed and renewed followers, 
bringing that mercy wherever our washed feet take us. We stand always on feet 
cleansed by our Savior Himself.  We stand at every moment, in every encounter, in 
every place alone or with others, on feet washed, cleansed, purified by Jesus. 
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Tomorrow we stand beneath the Cross to be washed in a flow of blood and water from 
the pierced side of the same Man who tonight washes our feet. The flow of blood and 
water from the Cross is the font of sacramental life for the Church.  In that sacramental 
life we have all the tools we need to live as disciples, cleansed and reborn through and 
through and over and over. 
 
Have I loved enough?  Tonight the question pierces our comfort and deflates our pride.  
Whether I have loved or not, I am loved.  I am made loveable by the One who loves me.  
I am loved.  I am cleansed.  I am held in the arms of the One who spread His arms wide 
in a covenant written in blood and that spells love itself.  I am loved.  I AM LOVED! 
 
I may choose to deny it when I am in public, but His love makes me His follower. 
Tonight I am told by the Lamb of God, the Holy One of Israel, the Promised Savior, the 
Word through whom all the universe was created, that I am loved. Let Him love you, 
and know how to love enough. At the end of Mass tonight, follow Him to the garden 
and spend time watching and waiting with Him, and know how to pray enough. 
 
The moment of death will come to us all, though we know not when. When Jesus comes 
to us at that hour, it will be with the same arms opened wide in perfect love. Accept the 
love of Jesus tonight as He cleanses you and purifies you, and tomorrow as He saves 
you from punishment by accepting condemnation quietly so that you can walk free on 
the feet He cleansed. 
 
Love enough, and pray enough.  Is that not the perfect and pithy summary of Jesus’ 
life?  Only the love of Jesus matters in the end.  Let Him love you to the end. 
 


