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For all of us there comes a last time, actually a whole bunch of last times. The last time you see your
friend, the last time you sit with your father, the last time you visit your hometown, the last time you
see your dog, go camping, drive a car, make love, sip a cup of coffee. One of the great mercies of God
is that we usually don't know it's our last time. When our children were home for Christmas this last
year, it was an especially joyful time, but one of the meloncholy moments was with our dog, Rosie.
Rosie is almost 13 years old and for a boxer, that's pretty ancient. And Rosie is very attached to our son
Brandon. For the days he was here, Rosie abandoned her regular dog bed and would sleep on the floor
next to Brandon's bed. As long as she could be with him, she was happy. But when the kids left to go
back to Boston, they had to be thinking that maybe this was the last time. Maybe this was the final
time they would hug their dog, this was the last time Rosie would lick their cheek. But we survive I
think by telling ourselves that maybe it's not. Maybe Rosie will last till next year. And so we don't
really say good bye because maybe something will happen, maybe there will be a miracle. But maybe
not, maybe it was the last time.
When Jesus gathers with his disciples in the upper room, he warns them that this will be the last time,
but what are they thinking? Are they going to say goodbye? Or are they thinking that maybe not,
maybe there will be a miracle, maybe something will happen and God will save him and this won't be
the last time that we are all together. If they had known, would they have done things differently?
Would they have washed his feet instead? Would they have said something, done something, just to let
him know that they loved him, instead of waiting to be reassured of his love for them? Would they
have tried harder to stay awake with him in the garden, even for just one hour?
My brother-in-law Kerry passed away two weeks ago today. When he was in intensive care in the
hospital we decided to drop everything and hurry back to New Jersey to see him before he passed and

to be there for his four children. We didn't make it in time, he died when we were on the road. And of
course our thoughts went back to the last time we had seen him. What did we say? How did we leave
things with him? We didn't know he was going to die this soon, so there weren't any parting words or
hugs—at least I don't remember any. God, in his infinte mercy, doesn't let us know that it will be the
last time. It would be too hard on us. So the disciples try to think about something else that night in
the upper room and later in the garden. It can't really be the last time, right. But Jesus knows that it is.
He knows that the miracle that is about to happen is that there will be no miracle. He will die in the
morning. That's what's supposed to happen. So he knows that this is the last time—the last time he
will share a meal, a laugh, the last time he has to teach them. And so he tells them to love one another.
Years later, when he was an old, old man, the disciples of John the Apostle would question him about
what Jesus said to him, what Jesus taught them all during his years with Jesus. And John would say
“Love one another.” Always that. “Love one another.” So many times that his disciples questioned
John, saying, “Of all the things that Jesus must have said, must have done, must have taught you, you
always say that one thing. Why is that?” And John answered, “Because if you do only that one thing,
if you love one another, it is enough.” It's what he wants to leave them with. It's the last thing.
There's one other person who knows that this will be the last time. He knows because he's the one who
is going to betray Jesus, and no matter what happens, he will have no place among Jesus' followers any
more. This is his last time. We don't really know much about Judas, and we certainly don't know why
he did what he did, and maybe it doesn't matter. What matter is that this is almost the last time these
friends will see each other. This meal that they share. The intimate washing of the feet. Jesus
surprises them all by washing their feet, including Judas. If he knows who is going to betray him, he
doesn't give it away and maybe it's important that he washes his feet as well. But then he hands Judas a
piece of bread and tells him to go and do quickly what he must. And so Judas goes out, the last time he
will be part of that group, but not the last time he will see Jesus, not quite. A few hours later, in the
Garden of Gethsemene, Judas comes back, soldiers at his side, ready to give them the signal to arrest

the one he indicates. Ready to betray Jesus with a kiss. We don't really know what was in either of
their minds, but now we do know it is the last time. Jesus stands and feels his friend's lips grace his
cheek for an instant. On this last evening of his life he has eaten his last meal, and this is the last time
that he will ever feel the touch of another human being except in torment. Is it the Son of God and his
betrayer who meet here? Or two old friends embracing in a garden knowing that they will never see
each other again. Maybe.
Yes, Judas betrays Jesus, but he is only the first in a long procession of betrayers two thousand years
long. But maybe Jesus has it in his hear to forgive Judas, and I hope that's true. Because if that is true
then I have hope that he can forgive me for all the times that I've betrayed him, disappointed him,
saddened him, left him alone to pursue what I wanted.
According to one tradition, Judas regrets what he has done almost immediately, gives the money back
and then goes out and hangs himself. Yet there is a tradition in the early church that his suicide was
based not on despair but on hoope. If God was just, then he knew thee was no question where he
would be heading as soon as he'd breathed his last. Furthermore, if God was also merciful, he knew
there was no question either that in a last-ditch effort to save the souls of the damned as God's son,
Jesus would be down there too. Thus the way that Judas figured it, Hell might be the last chance he'd
have of making it to heaven, so to get there as soon as possible, he tied the noose around his own neck.
Who knows? In any case it is a scent to think about. Once again they met in the shadows, the two old
friends, both of them a little worse for wear after all that had happened, only this time it was Jesus who
was the one to give the kiss, and this time it wasn't the kiss of death that was given.1
So maybe it wasn't the last time. Maybe in God's mercy and by God's grace, there aren't any last times.
Maybe the taste of this feast and the fellowship we share is only the beginning.

1 Buechner, Frederick. Peculiar Treasures. p. 83.

