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Your name is Thaddaeus, you’re one of the twelve, and you’ve been a part of a great adventure with this itinerant preacher for the past three years. While surprises have become a part of life with this Jesus, you’ve settled into somewhat of a routine. You and the other disciples have spent your time watching everything from the mundane to the unreal develop through His ministry. You have been constantly sent out to preach His message, and then brought back to His side to discuss your experiences. You’ve seen the dead raised, the sick healed, water turned to wine, and amazing numbers of people fed to overflowing with one child’s basket of food. You’ve also seen Him talk quietly with prostitutes, tax collectors, and minister to a wide variety of the most messed-up people no one else would give a chance. 

However, ever since His arrival in Jerusalem the ride has been as unstable as a moneychanger’s table in the Temple courts. You and the other disciples cheered in joyous jubilation as He rode triumphantly into the city, but ever since then this Messiah has seemed on an unrelenting collision course with the religious leaders. The Scribes and Pharisees test Him, and pepper Him with trick questions designed to trap Him, and further their own purposes. He counters them with a defiance, authority, and wisdom that has left them emotionally unnerved, theologically undressed, and growing more hostile by the day. 

It seems Jesus’ mood has changed from loving to overtly combative, as with every passing moment, and every authoritative word coming from His lips, He moves closer and closer to some master plan that you and the others remain totally clueless about. Just recently the tensions boiled over, as Jesus was confronted by His robed irritants after healing a blind man at the Pool of Siloam. He delivered an angry and stinging rebuke: calling them hypocrites, whitewashed tombs, and a brood of vipers. This One you had come to know as an extraordinary man of peace and love seems somehow antsy and irritable. His face is set like flint towards a gauntlet that He must run, but one nonetheless that unnerves and upsets Him. You have this uneasy feeling that what began in triumph is going to end in a no-holds-barred wrestling match for the hearts and minds of the people of Israel. You have the unnerving feeling you’re going to get caught at ground zero.

The Passover is at hand, and all Jerusalem is in preparation for the holy ceremony. One of your brothers asks Jesus what He intends to do to celebrate it. In response, He tells two of your fellow disciples to go find a certain man in the city and tell him that He has need of a large room the man owns. They are then to go with him to prepare for the meal. The two leave on their errand, and some time later Jesus leads the rest of you to an upper room at the man’s house where you will all partake. His mood is somber, and the joy you have come to know this Jesus for has been replaced by a sense of fervent purpose and total dedication to this cause that has so captured His thoughts of late.

When all are finally seated He says something that takes you aback—not that it’s earth-shattering in its message, but you’ve never heard Him say it before of any of the amazing events you have all participated in together. Jesus, with eyes full of intense destiny, says, “I have earnestly desired to eat this Passover with you before I suffer. For I say to you, I shall never again eat it until it is fulfilled in the kingdom of God” (Luke 22:16). He has never, through this incredible journey over the past three years, relayed to you and the others an earnest desire to do something with you. He has just gone and done it. Though He had spoken many times about suffering at the hands of the Jews, somehow now you know that it’s imminent. The die is about to be cast. You cast a glance, first Peter’s way and then John’s, thinking surely these two favorites of Jesus would understand what all of this means. You find them blankly staring back at you and the others as if to say, “Don’t ask us!” 

Jesus then says something even more unsettling: “Truly, I say to you that one of you will betray Me!” You respond reflexively, “Surely it’s not I, this betrayer you speak of?” The others all anxiously ponder the same question, rocked by this revelation. Jesus casts a quick, penetrating stare around the room and continues, “The Son of Man is to go just as it is written of Him, but woe to that man by whom the Son of Man is betrayed! It would have been good for that man if he had not been born.” Uneasiness has now turned to sheer panic as you and your brothers look anxiously about you, all wondering who this traitor could possibly be. Then Judas speaks up: “Surely it is not I, Rabbi?” This draws a terse response from Jesus: “You have said it yourself.” You don’t know why, but Jesus then speaks another mystery to Judas: “What you do, do quickly.” 

A look you have never seen before comes over the face of Judas, and you know that somehow he knows exactly what Jesus meant. He leaves the room for some unknown reason, but again you have a sense that everything happening on this night will be a part of this destination Jesus seems intent on pursuing to its ultimate conclusion. Somehow you and the others are beginning to see that the end isn’t going to be a particularly happy one.

The next act of Jesus doesn’t do anything to calm your nerves. He takes a washbowl and begins to wash Peter’s feet. Peter, now sharing the concern felt round the table, fumbles for the right words to say—anything to soothe the mood of the moment that has become more unnerving with every tick of the clock. So he ventures into the perilous mood of the evening and carries on a conversation with Jesus that earns him a rebuke. It has become clear that this is no night for small talk, questioning, or verbal banter of any kind. As you have sensed something coming for days, now it becomes dauntingly clear. Whatever this mission Jesus is on it will be fulfilled, and soon. You and your brothers seem to just be along for the ride. You all sense that before this night is done terrible things are going to happen, and there is not a thing you, Peter, John, James, or any of the rest can do about it. This is a night to listen, watch, and wait for the Master to say or do whatever it is that He seems so set upon doing. It is a night, for better or worse, that none of you will ever forget.

II. Whatever Happened to the Passover?








