
Maundy Thursday

This short act of worship has been prepared for you to use as we cannot meet for worship in our church 
buildings as per normal.  If you are well enough why not spend a few moments with God, knowing that other 
people are sharing this act of worship with you. 

Opening Sentence 

‘I will lift up the cup of salvation  
and call upon the name of the Lord.’ 

Hymn: StF 569 ‘An Upper Room did our 
Lord prepare’ 
Sing/read/pray/proclaim the words or listen to 
them here  
www.youtube.com/watch?v=3GCd-fXcyO0 

Let us pray together 

Glory to God in the highest, 
and peace to his people on earth. 
Lord God, heavenly King, 
almighty God and Father, 
we worship you, we give you thanks, 
we praise you for your glory. 
Lord Jesus Christ, only Son of the Father, 
Lord God, Lamb of God, 
you take away the sin of the world: 
have mercy on us; 
you are seated at the right hand of the Father: 
receive our prayer. 

For you alone are the Holy One, 
you alone are the Lord, 
you alone are the Most High, Jesus Christ, 
with the Holy Spirit, 
in the glory of God the Father. 
Amen. 
Today’s reading from the Epistle: 1 
Corinthians 11:23-26 

Today’s reading from the Gospel: John 
13:1-17, 31b-35 

Reflection: “Now when the evening was come 
he sat down with the twelve.” (Matthew 26:20) 

  To the Upper Room we have the privilege of 
returning each time we enter our own prayer-
closets, what the psalmist calls “the secret-
place of the most High” (Ps. 91:1).  

  In the first Upper Room we find our Master 
and his friends reclining at the Holy Table; we 
sense the quiet intimacy of their mystic 
fellowship; we hear the rise and fall of his 
voice as he speaks his never-to-be-forgotten 
words of departing and solace; we finger 
lovingly the precious pages of St. John as he 
relates the words, “Let not your heart be 
troubled neither let them be afraid. You believe 
in God believe also in me.” This indeed is holy 
ground we walk upon. 
  That first Upper Room can become even 
more vivid when set against its own 
background. The nearer background was the 
night streets of Jerusalem, the tense ominous 
silence soon to be broken by that most terrible 
of sounds: the shouting of an angry crowd; the 
conclave in the house of Caiaphas; the 
instruction issued to the members of the 
Sanhedrin to hold themselves ready for an 
emergency midnight sitting of the court; the 
sinister noise of hammering in the prison-
house behind the court-house where men 
were working overtime to get three wooden 
crosses ready for the dawn; the very 
atmosphere vibrant with a strange, uncanny 
suspense like those sultry acrid moments 
when the earth seems to wait with bated 
breath for the bursting of a storm. 
  Beyond lay a remoter background: the 
looming shadow of Caesar and the dark 
despotism of Rome; “the boast of herald and 
the pomp of power;” the thunder of marching 
legions; the godless worship of brute forces; 
the domineering menace of materialist politics; 
the curse of spiritual wickedness in high 
places. That was the background of the Upper 
Room, this sacred place of prayer.  
  I see a parallel here. When we retreat to our 
own Upper Rooms, our prayer-closets, we are 
conscious that we live in a world where 
people’s lives are tossed around by tempest 
and not comforted, shaken and convulsed with 
the unleashed forces of a physical enemy that 
is well hidden.  
  Now comes the question—Does this thing we 
call prayer make any sense in a world like 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=3GCd-fXcyO0


ours? Is it not frightfully incongruous and 
inapposite? What is the use of a sacred hour 
of prayer with these immense, insistent 
worries and perplexities hammering at the 
door? Are we not, to put it mildly, guilty of 
retreating from reality? 
  Let us go back for a moment to that first 
Upper Room. Was that relevant then? In 
Caesar’s arrogant world of vice and force, had 
it any meaning there? One thing at any rate 
we can say, it has lasted better. Caesar’s star 
has waxed and waned and is no more. But the 
Upper Room has outlived the centuries with 
kingdoms rising and falling. The message of 
that sacred hour has braved 2000 years of 
human history and has added lustre to the 
lives of countless millions. The quiet words of 
Jesus have stood the test of time better than 
the deeds of emperors and kings and 
politicians who thought they could write history 
with a pen of iron on the eternal rock.  
  It is said that Napoleon’s soldiers, when 
entering Milan Cathedral, desecrated the 
house of God by tethering their horses before 
Leonardo da Vinci’s picture of the Last Supper. 
They did not know that the scene of which the 
picture spoke would be a live thing—
dynamically alive in the hearts of millions—
long after Napoleon’s annals had clouded into 
night and nothingness.  
  Something happened in that Upper Room, 
something was begun, which was destined to 
endure to the last syllable of recorded time. 
The scene enacted within the four walls of that 
Jerusalem guest-chamber had the stuff of 
eternity in it. Against the stormy background of 
the night and all the rumbling menace of the 
darkness, the Upper Room was relevant with 
the relevance of power.  
  Matthew Arnold once described a walk one 
fiercely sunny day through some of the vilest 
slums of East London in a sonnet: 

‘Twas August, and the fierce sun 
overhead 
Smote on the squalid streets of Bethnal 
Green, 
And the pale weaver, through his 
windows seen 
In Spitalfields, looked thrice dispirited. 
I met a preacher there I knew, and said: 
“Ill and o’erworked, how fare you in this 
scene?” - 
“Bravely!” said he; “for I of late have 
been 
Much cheered with thoughts of Christ, 
the living bread.” 
O human soul! as long as thou canst so	
Set up a mark of everlasting light,	
Above the howling senses’ ebb and 
flow,	
To cheer thee, and to right thee if thou 
roam - 	
Not with lost toil thou labourest through 

the night!	
Thou mak’st the heaven thou hop’st 
indeed thy home. (East London, 1867) 

  Arnold was not mouthing pious phrases here. 
He was living his hell like a victor because he 
had been with Jesus in his own Upper Room.    
  What a glorious cry it was that broke from the 
lips of Asa king of Judah as he faced one of 
the darkest and most desperate moments of 
his life,  “help us, O Lord our God, for we rest 
on you, and in your name we go against this 
multitude” (2 Chron. 14:11). Is that not a 
marvelous summary of the two sides of our 
lives, resting back on God, then in that 
strength going to war with “the thousand 
natural shocks that flesh is heir to”? 
  In our bewildering and bewildered world, the 
secret place of prayer will never be an historic 
anachronism or irrelevance.  
  “Come to me,” Jesus would say to us, “and I 
will whisper into your heart in your own Upper 
Room the secret of death’s defeat.”  
  Therein we find rest for our souls. 

The Collect 

God our Father, 
you have invited us to share in the supper 
which your Son gave to his Church 
to proclaim his death until he comes: 
may he nourish us by his presence, 
and unite us in his love; 
who is alive and reigns with you, 
in the unity of the Holy Spirit, 
one God, now and for ever. 
Amen. 

Close with The Lord’s Prayer 
Our Father …… 

Song: ‘Crucified Man (I have placed all my 
hope)’ by Graham Kendrick 
www.youtube.com/watch?v=1k0ak1xn5uM 
A Prayer of Blessing 
When the disciples had sung a hymn they 
went out to the Mount of Olives. Jesus prayed 
to the Father, ‘If it is possible, take this cup of 
suffering from me.’ He said to his disciples, 
‘How is it that you were not able to keep watch 
with me for one hour? The hour has come for 
the Son of Man to be handed over to the 
power of sinners.’ Christ was obedient unto 
death. Let us go in his peace.

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1k0ak1xn5uM

