
2019-05-19 Ali Cooper 
 Easter 5: John 13: 31-35     
 
May these words give only and always glory to God. Amen. 
 
I'll have to begin with a confession that I was a bit dismayed with the choice of the Gospel 
reading set for this week.  Yes, I know it's a beautiful passage and has those extraordinary 
words ‘love one another’, but if we look at its setting, we are back in the upper room the 
night before Good Friday and Jesus is encouraging his disciples to carry on the good work 
that he has begun when he is no longer with them.   
 
This year’s Holy Week and all its tension and involvement in the suffering that Jesus went 
through wasn’t that long ago, and like a child, I want to dig my heels in because I am not 
ready to be taken back there so soon, back to that night, to the moment after that 
momentous supper and the dark eve of Good Friday… even though Easter has intervened.   
 
But immediately before the words we have been given this morning, (and what a shame this 
has been missed out of the lectionary), the Gospel says that Judas had just received his 
share of the broken bread (so poignant) and then John tells us… ‘and it was night’.  It was 
night… 
 
In the news this week, we have been taken back to a different night in 2017 and been 
reminded of a time when darkness visited our capital city.  We have been hearing of some 
remarkable stories of self-sacrifice in the inquest regarding the London Bridge attacks.  
Summed up by the chief coroner as 'extraordinary bravery in the face of extraordinary 
brutality', we are given here a picture of a love for humanity regardless of faith or ethnicity, 
which took some people to the point of sacrifice that cost them their lives, and prompted 
our shock and tears.  
 
'Love one another as I have loved you'. No greater gift has a man or a woman than to lay 
down their life for the sake of another.  This is how Jesus loved, to the point of his own 
death, and although for most of us, that ultimate sacrifice is unlikely to be asked, 
nevertheless, in this week when we also show our solidarity with Christian Aid, we can give 
our thanks for those who live out this command to love as he loved us. 
 
Jesus calls his friends ‘little children’, but I don’t think that means avoiding the grown-up 
issues that call the love out of us.  Jesus is not inviting us to hide behind the skirts of a 
mummy or daddy God who is willing to pick up all the parental responsibility and stick a 
plaster on the pain.  Being a little child means, I think, staying with an open mind, as 
children do, seeing the wonder of life, the possibilities of dreams, with uncluttered and 
humble hearts;  and seeing the immense potential of the goodness in people, celebrating 
the good stuff – don’t let’s ever stop doing that or hope will have indeed spread its wings 
and flown away.   
 
Growing to maturity in faith is hard and ‘loving as he loved us’ even harder.  A respected 
expert on the Gospels says something helpful of this command, that it is a compass needle, 



not a road map. He goes on ‘it is the Christian ‘feng shui’.  Striving even a little to love as he 
loved us determines the disposition and orientation of the disciples’ life’.   
But I would want to ask everyone, do you/we know what it is like ourselves, to be lovingly 
accepted?  Do we believe that in God’s eyes we are truly welcomed and cared for so that we 
can grow as human beings and learn to share all the good things that God has given us?  Our 
mission to others has to also be to each other in this church community.  I wonder if it 
almost has to begin with each other.   
 
It is as we are lovingly accepted into this family of faith, as we build a community of 
mutuality, trust and true friendship, then out of that experience springs our own desire to 
‘spread the good news’.  What we have known and lived in our hearts then becomes the 
invitation on our lips – an invitation offered with integrity and sincerity because we have 
experienced first-hand it’s transforming power in our lives. 
 
In other words, Jesus has shown us what pure love looks like and has set us on that path; 
we’re not there yet but he has pointed us in that direction and as we strive to adulthood in 
faith, the road map is formed by the life that we have around us, what we do with that 
command en route, how we engage with it – such as supporting and so encouraging and 
participating in the spread of a world healed and at peace. 
 
And is it a task for the faint-hearted?  Well, yes it is, for that probably encompasses most of 
us at times; but being of faint-heart and yet setting our trembling hands to the plough is 
what it’s all about.  Let us remember that after that last supper so long ago, Jesus himself 
pleaded to be allowed not to have to drink the cup of suffering.  So he knows first-hand the 
temptation to avoid the narrow path.  That brings me huge comfort, but, alongside this I 
must remember what staying on the path with his determined loving cost him.  
 
Life is not a fairy story, all sweetness and light, (although it has its magical moments and 
many blessings, for which we thank the Lord) and as Christians we are not about avoiding 
the painful issues, side-stepping the angst and fast-forwarding to the good bits, but about 
the absolute opposite; about facing these tragedies of life from which none of us are 
exempt to some degree, but with God at our side, we can help people through, and be 
helped through ourselves.   
 
And because we are post-resurrection people, we can see beyond that upper room to the 
brightness of rebirth, moments of which abound for us all; just like the glimpses of sun 
glittering through the leaves of the beautiful trees that are in full spread around us. 
 
‘Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for thou art 
with me and with every one of your little children.’  
 
Praise God. 
 
Amen. 
 
 
 



 


