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Maundy Thursday 2017 
The Rev. Dn. Nancy Casey Fulton 
 
Do this to remember me. 
 
As I age, I am aware of the power that our bodies have over us: power to 
swell knuckles, to break down cartilage, to draw cataracts over once-
clear eyes. I am especially aware of the intensity of living in these 
bodies when I visit my friends at Lynnwood Home, their every need 
provided by someone else—their feet, and every other part of them— 
brokenness of their bodies, and through the brokenness of my own.  
 
From the beginning, the physical has been at the center of our journey 
with God. The writer of Genesis imagines a Creator who breathes into 
existence the world, and all that is in it. God shapes a man and a woman, 
and when they give in to the temptation to know the secrets of good and 
evil, God expels them from the lush garden made for their pleasure. But 
before Adam and Eve venture into their strange new world, God makes 
garments of leather for them to hide their nakedness. Many centuries 
later, God takes Abraham out one evening to look at the stars in the sky, 
promising that his heirs will be this numerous. The writer of Genesis 
doesn’t say so, but I always imagine that God drapes an arm around 
Abraham’s shoulder during this intimate encounter.   
 
Years later, God comes to Abraham and Sarah in the form of two men in 
the desert, and they prepare the men a meal, in the best desert 
hospitality, not realizing until later that they have been in the presence of 
messengers from God. Through long centuries God pitches a tent among 
men and women: God opens the Red Sea when the Israelites escape the 
Egyptians, feeds them when they are wandering with Moses in the 
desert, comforts them in their long exile in Babylon. And when they 
need someone to save them from themselves, God sends into the world 
Jesus: not in full-blown divine grandeur, but as a man-child, born to a 
woman. Jesus—human, and yet divine—whose first miracle is 
transforming water into wine. Jesus, a prophet who makes a poultice 
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with spit from his own mouth, and dirt from the earth, to heal a man 
blind from birth. Jesus, who touches the body of a leper as he heals him 
from his disease. 
 
Tonight is for me the pivotal moment in our history as Christians, for we 
remember the words and actions of Jesus as he shared his last Passover 
with his friends. They have gathered in an upper room to remember their 
ancestors’ escape from Egypt on the first Passover: 
• They eat bitter herbs to remember their bondage 
• They drink salty water to remember their tears as they escaped, 

leaving behind the only life they had known 
• they eat unleavened bread to remember their haste to escape the 

angel of death 
 
And then Jesus turns their traditional meal upside-down. And so we, all 
these years later, remember Jesus washing his friends’ feet—filthy and 
aching from long hours on the road. We remember Jesus blessing bread 
and wine in the words of Jewish tradition, then telling them that this 
bread and wine is his body and blood. We remember Jesus telling them 
to wash feet, break bread, and drink wine to remember him, and to be a 
part of him. 
 
Do this to remember me. 
 
The story of Abraham and his descendants is rich with the physical 
presence of our mysterious Creator. But through the years the Church 
has moved away from the essential earthiness of early Christianity.  
Sharing a meal in memory of Jesus has often morphed into carefully 
organized liturgies to consecrate the bread and wine, and rules about 
who can—and cannot—prepare and bless the meal, and clean up when it 
is finished. And as for washing feet?  That is something we read about in 
the Gospel of John, behavior useful in its time, when everyone walked 
the dusty roads in open sandals, but a source of discomfort to man of us 
today. It is easier to see our Creator as a theological construct, not 
someone whose touch we might feel in a moment of sorrow. Not 
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someone we can imagine actually shaping our souls by first shaping our 
bodies.  
 
We humans, being also creatures of intellect, and shaped by the theology 
of the writers of the Gospels, the Epistles, and the various creeds, have 
complicated the admonition of Jesus to “do” this in memory of him. 
When I was a child the command to “do” was overshadowed by the 
doctrine of “transubstantiation,” that is, the belief that Jesus was 
physically present—both his body and his blood—in the consecrated 
bread and wine. The insistence of the Roman Church that we believe in 
the real presence of Jesus caused my break with the faith of my 
childhood. When I attended a retreat my senior year of high school I 
went to the retreat leader to speak to him about my doubts. He 
essentially told me I was wicked: I hung in with the church until I left 
home for college—my parents were devout Catholics—then, once at 
CMU, I walked away. 
 
When I arrived in the Episcopal Church on Easter of my senior year—
thanks to Henry—I soon learned that the prevailing doctrine was 
“consubstantiation,” that is, the belief that the fundamental substance of 
the body and blood of Jesus is present alongside the fundamental 
presence of the bread and wine. A complex notion, but—this being the 
Episcopal Church—no one insisted that I believe it! The third option, 
which grew up in the Protestant Reformation, is “memorialist,” that is, 
to obey Jesus’s command to eat bread and drink wine in his memory. 
And so this is where I land: wash one another’s feet, share bread and 
wine, anoint one another in illness, all in memory of Jesus. Do this 
because all of life is sacramental, a reflection of God’s presence in every 
one of us. Do this so you will be part of Jesus. 
 
Tonight’s celebration of the Last Supper is a leap backward into a time 
before Paul carefully separated the physical from the spiritual. It is a 
celebration of creation, and of the Creator who speaks to us in all our 
human weakness. Let us give thanks on this holy night. Let us go forth 
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to wash one another’s feet, to eat bread and drink wine. Let us do it all to 
remember Jesus, and to be transformed. Amen.  
  
 
 


