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April 9, 2020 – 7 pm 

Maundy Thursday 

Joint Service at Kilbride United Church, Burlington 
 

This service was planned to be shared in the Gathering Room at Kilbride UC 
to create a feeling of intimacy, connection and to loosely resemble  

the Upper Room. 
 

Communion was to be simple bread and juice. 
Table set with grapes, juice, bread… strips of black cloth…  

The baptismal font is present.   The Christ Candle is lit. 
 

*** For home use, might I suggest lighting a candle or tea light  
and having a small bowl with water… a towel…  
a small bun/bread/pita and either juice or some grapes… handy for those 
moments when these actions are called for in the worship   

      

Will Words Suffice? 
An adaptation of Rev. Doug Varey’s Maundy Thursday Service                                                                   

Used by permission.  The Gathering Lent/Easter/Pentecost 2012, page 52 

 
Maundy Thursday takes its name from the Latin mandatum, meaning commandment, in 
reference to the new commandment Jesus gives his disciples at the Last Supper in John 13:34. 
 
 

Gathering in the Upper Room 
 

Welcome 
Tonight we gather… united in this space.   
The baptismal font is placed in the center; our chairs radiate in rows from the Table. 
 
We gather as followers… as friends… as the faithful… with Jesus and one another; 
to be blessed by  the intimacy of a holy meal…  
the God’s Word, 
the gift of this gathering;  
the experience of serving and being served 
in Love’s Name and likeness. 
 
 

Setting the Scene for Betrayal and Arrest 
 
Hymn:    Jesus Christ is Waiting                          VU 117  
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=28iUZXUq90w 
 
*** NOTE words are provided on this video link which differ from those printed in 
Voices United 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=28iUZXUq90w
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1.  Jesus Christ is waiting, waiting in the streets;  
no one is his neighbour, all alone he eats.  
*Listen, Lord Jesus, I am lonely too.  
Make me, friend or stranger, fit to wait on you.  
 
2.  Jesus Christ is raging, raging in the streets,  
where injustice spirals and real hope retreats.  
Listen, Lord Jesus, I am angry too.  
In the Kingdom’s causes let me rage with you.  
 
3.  Jesus Christ is healing, healing in the streets;  
curing those who suffer, touching those he greets.  
Listen, Lord Jesus, I have pity too.  
Let my care be active, healing just like you.  
 
4.  Jesus Christ is dancing, dancing in the streets,  
where each sign of hatred he, with love, defeats.  
Listen, Lord Jesus, I should triumph too.  
On suspicion’s graveyard let me dance with you.  
 
5.  Jesus Christ is calling, calling in the streets,  
“Who will join my journey? I will guide their feet.” 
Listen, Lord Jesus, let my fears be few.  
Walk one step before me; I will follow you.  

 

Two Voices / Prayer 

 

Sacred silence: filled. 

 Holy moment: overflowing. 

Haunting seconds: brimming. 

Tonight too much happens in the holy story for us to comprehend. 

 Too much fear and deceit, too many questions and confusion,    

 too few words, and too little space. 

The disciples have assembled.  Heaven is tottering. 

The basin is ready.  The towel is tied. 

The Holy One of God bends his knee.  The shadows encroach. 

The light crumbles.  Bread breaks and wine spills. 

 Sacred silence: filled. 

Haunting seconds: brimming. 

 A questioning promise, a broken covenant, 

 a wondering band of followers, and a worried Messiah. 

Won’t you wait here a while? 

Won’t you wait with me a while? 
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 Long enough, long enough to grasp ---  

 even glimpse and hold even a fraction of a broken heaven.  

(SILENCE) 

Let us pray… 
Holy God, we come to worship  
the gathering shadows of Jesus’ suffering and death. 
We come with his friends,  
the men and women who have followed him in every time and place, 
to live once again this story of service and betrayal,  
of weakness and courage. 
 
We come to witness your painful love in action. 
 
Be with us, we pray, in the name of the One who is betrayed. 
Amen 

 

Water of Forgiveness, Water of Baptism, 
Water for Washing Disciple’s Feet 

Responsive Prayer    
Servant God, kneeling, bending, serving us, take our dusty journeys 
 and wrap your hands around them; 
every path we have trodden in life, 
 every word that has taken us to hurtful scenes, 
every thought that has moved us toward the shadows, 
 every act that has led us into harmful places. 
Wash away the pain as we confess and you forgive. 
(SILENCE) 
 
Take the wounds of our travelling 
 and hold them in your healing hands. 
Every journey a remembrance that holds too many memories, 
 every memory that weighs us down with anger we cannot surrender, 
every place we have visited that holds too much pain. 
 Wash away the lingering memories as we let go and you heal. 
(SILENCE) 
 
Take away the discomfort we feel because of our failure to honour our own values 
 and cleanse us as you kneel at our feet. 
Every lesson about love we have not learned, 
 every heavenly value we have not grasped, 
every truth of your realm we have ignored. 
 Wash away hesitation as we accept your love.   AMEN       
(SILENCE) 
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Assurance:  Matthew 11: 28-30 

28 “Come to me, all you that are weary and are carrying heavy burdens, and I will give 
you rest. 29 Take my yoke upon you, and learn from me; for I am gentle and humble in 
heart, and you will find rest for your souls. 30 For my yoke is easy, and my burden is 
light.” 
 
 

The Word 
Hymn:   Come Touch Our Hearts      MV 12 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1JqVqwwPYxM 
 
1. Come touch our hearts that we may know compassion, 
 from failing embers build a blazing fire; 
 love strong enough to overturn injustice, 
 to seek a world more gracious, come touch and bless our hearts. 
 
2. Come touch our souls that we may know and love you, 
 your quiet presence all our fears dispel; 
 create a space for spirit to grow in us, 
 let life and beauty fill us, come touch and bless our souls. 
 
3. Come touch our minds and teach us how to reason, 
 set free our thoughts to wonder and to dream; 
 help us to open doors of understanding, 
 to welcome truth and wisdom, come touch and bless our minds. 
 
4. Come touch us in the moments we are fragile, 
 and in our weakness your great strength reveal; 
 that we may rise to follow and to serve, 
 steady now our nerve, come touch and bless our wills. 
 
5. Come touch us now, this people who are gathered, 
 to break the bread and share the cup of peace; 
 that we may love you with our heart, our soul, 
 our mind, our strength, our all, come touch us with your grace. 
 
 

Gospel:   John 13: 1-17, 34-35  

 

Reading from John’s narrative, chapter 13, verses 1-17 and 34-35,  

the Good News translation. 

 1 It was now the day before the Passover Festival. Jesus knew that the hour had 

come for him to leave this world and go to the Father. He had always loved those in the 

world who were his own, and he loved them to the very end.  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1JqVqwwPYxM
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 2 Jesus and his disciples were at supper. The Devil had already put into the 

heart of Judas, the son of Simon Iscariot, the thought of betraying Jesus. 3 Jesus knew 

that the Father had given him complete power; he knew that he had come from God 

and was going to God. 4 So he rose from the table, took off his outer garment, and tied 

a towel around his waist. 5 Then he poured some water into a washbasin and began to 

wash the disciples' feet and dry them with the towel around his waist. 6 He came to 

Simon Peter, who said to him, "Are you going to wash my feet, Lord?"  

 7 Jesus answered him, "You do not understand now what I am doing, but you will 

understand later."  

 8 Peter declared, "Never at any time will you wash my feet!" "If I do not wash 

your feet," Jesus answered, "you will no longer be my disciple."  

 9 Simon Peter answered, "Lord, do not wash only my feet, then! Wash my hands 

and head, too!"  

 10 Jesus said, "Those who have taken a bath are completely clean and do not 

have to wash themselves, except for their feet. All of you are clean - all except one. 11 

(Jesus already knew who was going to betray him; that is why he said, "All of you, 

except one, are clean.")  

 12 After Jesus had washed their feet, he put his outer garment back on and 

returned to his place at the table. "Do you understand what I have just done to you?" he 

asked. 13 "You call me Teacher and Lord, and it is right that you do so, because that is 

what I am. 14 I, your Lord and Teacher, have just washed your feet. You, then, should 

wash one another's feet. 15 I have set an example for you, so that you will do just what I 

have done for you. 16 I am telling you the truth: no slaves are greater than their master, 

and no messengers are greater than the one who sent them. 17 Now that you know this 

truth, how happy you will be if you put it into practice! 

 

34 And now I give you a new commandment: love one another. As I have loved you, so 

you must love one another. 35 If you have love for one another, then everyone will know 

that you are my disciples." 

 

May God write these words on our hearts and grant us new understanding that leads to 

transformed living and faithful action.  AMEN. 
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Reflection:      Whose Feet Will You Wash? 
 
Peter knows servants wash the feet of their master.  
Masters do not wash the feet of their servants.  
Teachers do not sit at the feet of their students.  
Employers don’t serve employees.  
And certainly the Messiah does not touch the feet of disciples. 

Peter’s world is structured by domination, power, and hierarchy. Foot washing mirrors 
the societal pecking order. It is usually done by slaves, children, and women, those who 
have no standing in society. The lower class wash the upper class. Period.  Our world is 
not so different from Peter’s. Those who have power, wealth, intelligence, beauty, 
position are washed. Those who don’t are the washers. 

Yet this night is different… this foot washing is different. Once again Jesus is breaking 
the rules and the social order is being realigned. In the middle of supper Jesus gets up 
from the table, removes his outer robe, ties a towel around himself, pours water into a 
basin, and begins to wash the disciples’ feet. 

Turmoil fills the room. Peter’s world is being changed and he doesn’t like it! He doesn’t 
understand it. Think about the last time your world changed or threatened to change… 
or is changing now because of the coronavirus.  Even when new rules are imposed and 
it’s for our own good we sometimes resist, get angry, fight back… disregard… believe 
those rules are for another. At a minimum we grumble under our breath or vent to a 
trusted friend. 

“You will never wash my feet,” Peter responds. “I am hanging on to what I know, to what 
I have. I don’t want you messing with my world.” Today in the church we might respond 
– “We’ve never done it like this before and we’re not real interested in starting now.”  
Sound familiar? 

Jesus is always setting before us one example after another of what God’s life in the 
world looks like. And for Peter it looks like nothing he has ever seen or done before. 
Here, it looks like a basin of water and bare feet. 

Perhaps Peter is wondering, “If this is how the Messiah acts, what will be expected of 
the Messiah’s disciples? Whose feet might I be asked to wash?”  
Jesus’ answer? Everyone’s. 

“You also ought to wash one another’s feet. For I have set you an example, that you 
also should do as I have done to you. Very truly, I tell you, servants are not greater than 
their master.”  
 
Jesus sets before us an example of love. He washes away the old ways of domination 
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and hierarchy. He replaces these with communion and love. There are no feet excluded 
from love. There are no feet unworthy of being washed. Even Judas’ feet are washed. 

Think of all the feet that pass through our lives in a day, a month, a year, a lifetime. 
What have we done with those feet? What will we do with them? Maybe we ignore 
them.?  Maybe we have stepped on them?  Maybe we have received them into our life? 

So many feet. Young, old, tired, lost, angry, hurt. There are all sorts of feet. Feet that 
have walked through the muck of life. Feet that have trespassed into places they 
shouldn’t have gone. Feet that have stood on holy ground. Feet that have carried the 
message of good news. Feet that dance to a different beat or walk a path different from 
our own. 

These are the very feet Jesus washes. They are the feet of the world. They are the 
ones he commands us to wash. They are really no different from our own feet.  For we 
too have walked through the muck of life. Our feet have trespassed into places they 
shouldn’t have gone. Our feet have stood on holy ground. Our feet have carried the 
message of good news. Our feet have sometimes walked a unique, if not strange, path. 

This is not simply about dirty toes, ankles, and heels. It’s about the life of God in this 
world… reaching out past physical barriers… social norms… the way we’ve always 
done it… the world’s ideas of right and wrong.   It is discerning whose feet you will 
wash… and letting go of your assumptions…  your fear... your hang-ups about 
intimacy… because it is what Jesus commands us to do.   
 
And somehow through the mystery… the sacrament, of receiving and washing the 
world’s feet we move from being spectators of Jesus’ life to participants in Jesus’ life… 
servants of the Servant… who calls us to love in tender ways… to touch the 
vulnerability of another with compassion and care… to bless through water and loving 
actions that proclaims another’s belovedness.  And in our acts of humility our 
belovedness is also proclaimed… our hearts and beings are transformed… and Holy 
Love is made known. 
 
Thanks be to God. 
 

Hymn:   We Gather Here                    VU 469 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5xn8q8fRR8s 
 
 
  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5xn8q8fRR8s
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1  
We gather here in Jesus’ name,  
his love is burning in our hearts like living flame;  
for through the loving son God fashions us as one:  
Come take the bread, come drink the wine,  
come, share the Lord.  
 

No one is a stranger here, — everyone belongs;  
finding our forgiveness here,  
we in turn forgive all wrongs.  

2  
He joins us here, he breaks the bread,  
the One who pours the cup is risen from the dead;  
the One we love the most is now our gracious host:  
Come take the bread, come drink the wine,  
come, share the Lord.  
 

We are now a family of which Christ is the head;  
though unseen he meets us here 
in the breaking of the bread.  

3  
We’ll gather soon where angels sing;  
we’ll see the glory of our Lord and coming King;  

now we anticipate the feast for which we wait:  
Come take the bread, come drink the wine,  
come, share the Lord.  
 
 
 

Remembering the Final Evening Together 

Two Voices   

Footsteps could be heard running through the streets towards Caiaphas’s lodging, but 
few heard them as bitter herbs, radish, and celery were tasted. 
 Soldiers’ sandals sounded as they marched the alleyways out of the city,   
  as they always did, in tens, but this time with a purpose that was different.   
  Marching to a Garden as the evening light turned to night. 
No one’s attention was drawn to them as roast lamb was cut with its slices of garlic for 
the Passover feast. 
 At one table, a betrayer was accused.  A Holy Man and his followers faced  
  each other denying and blaming the other.  Only two of them knew who had  
  done it and one of  them was soon to leave under the noise of the shouting. 
He would walk the cobbled street under the moonlight, passing menorahs in every 
window, smelling wafts of roast lamb, turmeric, and coriander as he moved toward a 
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secret meeting place among the trees and shadows. 
  
  Around the table in an upper room voices fell silent and the Rabbi took  
  unleavened  bread and, with a face drawn and tired, ripped it. 
 “This is my body,” he said. 
 The followers looked at each other, foreheads furrowed. 
 “Take and eat it, all of you.” 
 
Twigs snapped under the trees. The high priest’s door shut. 
Footsteps went scurrying. 
   
  And as they each ate a piece, chewing over silent questions, the Teacher   
  took the cup of wine that is part of every Passover meal and, staring into it  
  said, “This is my blood, the sign of the new covenant.  Drink it, all of you.”   
 
And as whispers were heard around the city and religious leaders moved by stealth to 
the meeting place, the bewildered cluster in the upper room did drink… all of them. 
 If they had listened maybe they would have heard what was happening in  
  heaven and in the streets.  But their ears were filled with the back and forth  
  questions and silence. The world was turning against them and only One in  
  the room could hear it.  

                     

The Table is Laid 

 

Based on John 6: 33-37 (responsively) 
Here is that bread broken. 
Jesus said, “The bread of God is that which comes down from heaven and gives life to 
the world.” 
 They said to him, “Sir, give us this bread always.” 
He said to them, “I am the bread of life. 
Whoever comes to me will never be hungry, 
and whoever believes in me will never be thirsty. 
 And no one who comes to me will I ever drive away.” 
Here is the cup, filled. 
Jesus said, “I am the bread of life 
whoever comes to me will never be hungry; 
 whoever believes in me will never be thirsty.” 
 
 
 

The Prayer of Jesus (spoken)                         VU 921 
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Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name, 

thy kingdom come,  thy will be done on earth, as it is in heaven. 

Give us this day our daily bread. 

And forgive us our trespasses,  

as we forgive those who trespass against us. 

And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil; 

for thine is the kingdom, the power, and the glory 

for ever and ever.  AMEN 

 

 

Handwashing / Sharing the Bread and Cup  

 

All who desire to walk in Jesus’ Way are invited to his Table.   

Pause at the baptismal font and dip your hands in the water  

as a symbol of your baptism to new life.         (dip hands in water)  

Have your hands symbolically washed  

to remind you of Jesus washing his disciples’ feet.   (towel dry your hands)   

 

Take a piece of bread, dip it in the cup.      (commune as you are able) 

Make your communion. 

Do it slowly and thoughtfully. 

 

When ready, take a black strip of cloth and return to your seat.     (imagine this being   

            done) 

     

Prayer after Communion  (unison) 
God our Saviour, you enable our loving service in the world. We thank you for 
Jesus, who, on the night he was betrayed, gave himself to his friends in humble 
service and in bread and in wine.  May we be a continuation of Christ’s service in 
the face of life’s sin, pain, and suffering.  Amen 
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From the Upper Room into the World 

 
For Reflection:   In The Upper Room With Jesus 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CjIVDc-_njs 
 
 
Two Voices           

Love has moved out.  The room is silent. 
The Table is abandoned; broken bread still sitting there; wine half finished, 
herbs and lamb scattered across the Table. 
 In the distance you can hear footsteps moving through the olive grove. 
 whose they are, we do not know. 
 
The room hangs, suspended in time, cushions scattered, crumbs across the floor, 
a basin and a towel discarded near the Table. 
 There is a rustle of leaves from among the trees,  
 a brushing of garments caught on branches, 
 the sound of knees breaking twigs as they kneel in prayer. 

The room is cold, empty.   
The air is deep with the smell of betrayal and panic, of accusations and unfinished 
stories. 
 And we are aware that Someone has departed: 
 his intricate blend of human and divine, 
 prophetic presence, Galilean hope, 
 Teacher with whom we have journeyed and broken bread. 
 
Footsteps echo on their way past the house out of the city. 
The room is dull. 
Shadows stretch across unfinished bread and half-drunk wine; 
unfinished conversations hang in the air. 
 A breeze from the empty window fills the space, and crumbs roll  
  and tablecloth flutters 
 as the wind searches and cools the wounds of that upper room. 
 
A ghostly presence fills the emptiness, tasting of unrequited love. 
 Outside, there is a gathering with noise, shouts, and then silence. 
 
From the room all that one can hear is a distant subtle rattle of weapons on 
breastplates. 
The circle is tightening. 
Suddenly, all at once, the wind changes direction; 
there are muffled voices, and a kiss is placed on the Galilean’s cheek. 
 It is the moment of betrayal.   

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=CjIVDc-_njs
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(LARGE candle is extinguished) 

 
 

There will be no benediction this evening.   
 
You are invited to remain to pray and reflect as long as you wish  
and to leave the in silence when you feel ready;  
taking your black strip of cloth as a reminder of your connection  
to the meal… the communion… the garden… the betrayal.   
 
 
If you wish to leave an offering, there are plates placed at the entrance to receive your 
gift. 
 


