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Maundy Thursday-C 

March 24, 2016 

 

 

 

Jesus on the night when he was betrayed took a loaf of bread, and when he had 

given thanks, he broke it and said, “This is my body that is for you.” 

                                                                    Paul’s First Letter to the Corinthians 

 

 

 

 Now I am a good Southern boy, born and raised in Eastern North Carolina.  I 

can say “y’all” without feeling even a twinge of remorse and lovingly eat the 

proper variety of barbeque, which means the meat can only be chopped pork and 

there’s not the slightest hint of mustard or sugar in the sauce.  When it comes to 

cuisine, I was weaned on corn bread, hot buttermilk biscuits, and spoon bread.  

Now I know well that bread comes in all sizes, shapes, and many flavors 

depending on its region of origin.  And I would never turn down non-southern 

French baguettes and boules, crusty-chewy Italian bread, or Scottish scones.  But 

don’t ask me to choose my favorite from among that long list.  I relish them all and 

besides it’s not kosher to make me have to opt for a choice between my European 

ancestry and my Southern-American heritage.  And it helps to remember that my 

grandmothers probably never ever tasted a piece of Jewish challah.  But American 

style bread, including sliced loaf bread bought in plastic sacks, does have one 

significant difference from other types of bread.  You can’t break it.  You don’t 

break spoon bread or biscuits.  You scoop it or cut it or eat it as is.  But break, no!   
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 Jesus… took a loaf of bread, and when he had given thanks, he broke it…  

Do you like to break bread?  I do.  When Nancy and I have bread—which we now 

do only when we have guests over because of the caloric density of that wonderful 

and admittedly nutritious fare that demands a slathering of creamy butter —we 

serve the hard, more European style.  And we don’t slice it.  Everyone has to break 

off his or her own piece from the whole loaf.   We sacrifice sanitation and possible 

decorum for what we see as homey authenticity.  That undertaking just seems to 

us, rightly or wrongly, to have an aura of genuine friendship and sharing while we 

are all seated around the same table being community.   

 That night 2000 years ago Jesus was dining around that table with his friends 

when he likewise broke bread.  I assume that was just the way it was done in 

Palestine in those days.  They too were being community, beloved community.  

They ate bread broken from the same loaf and drank wine from the same cup.  

What was different from our house is what Jesus spoke.  As he broke the bread he 

said, “This is my body that is for you.  Do this in remembrance of me.”  Why 

would Jesus compare his body to broken bread?  Why would he want his disciples 

and us to remember that?  Could it be that he was anticipating his body the next 

day being broken in torture and death by our Jewish and Roman ancestors?  We 

will especially remember that tomorrow, Good Friday, when we all return here for 

that commemoration and walk with our Lord on his journey to the cross.   
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 But what then is the significance for us of this one man’s cruel death?  Why 

do we spend time and energy focusing so reverently and intensely on this one 

historical event of 2000 years ago?  Why remember?  What does this mean for our 

lives? As we send our brother Jesus to the cross, breaking him as we would a loaf 

of bread, are we reminded that we can likewise break each other?  With what 

words and deeds do we break in two other people?  BREAK BREAD As the 

breaking of a loaf of bread destroys the integrity of its wholeness, do we 

sometimes destroy the wholeness and integrity of any of our brothers and sisters?  

In our pride and selfishness do we ever deny the genuine humanity of anyone, our 

peers as well as those less privileged than we?  Do we leave them broken?  Jesus 

our brother asks us to remember that we broke him and continue to fracture him 

when we break someone else, when we split any one from the body of the rest of 

us.  He declared, “Just as you did it to one of the least of these who are members of 

my family, you did it to me.” And could it be that we become more broken 

ourselves when we hurt others, either individually or corporately? 

 The bishops of the Episcopal Church, all 133 of them without dissention, 

have just issued for Holy Week this Word to the Church:   

             In a country still living under the shadow of the lynching tree, we 

are troubled by the violent forces being released by this season’s political 

rhetoric. Americans are turning against their neighbors, particularly 
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those on the margins of society. They seek to secure their own safety and 

security at the expense of others. There is legitimate reason to fear where 

this rhetoric and the actions arising from it might take us. 

In this moment, we resemble God’s children wandering in the wilderness. 

We, like they, are struggling to find our way. They turned from following 

God and worshiped a golden calf constructed from their own wealth. The 

current rhetoric is leading us to construct a modern false idol out of power 

and privilege. We reject the idolatrous notion that we can ensure the 

safety of some by sacrificing the hopes of others. No matter where we fall 

on the political spectrum, we must respect the dignity of every human 

being and we must seek the common good above all else. 

 I pray it may be so.  Together may we break bread, but not each other.  

Our bishops, unanimous in their declaration, are speaking to all of us.  Are 

we listening?  Our Lord said, “I give you a new commandment: Love one 

another as I have loved you.”   

I invite all of you to take your Hymnal, turn to hymn 325, and on your 

knees if you are able, heartily sing together. 

SING 
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Amen 

      


