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Bloody Doorposts 

Exodus 12:1-4 (5-10) 11-14 
 

One of the things I love most about Jesus, is that when he shared or taught he 

always used ordinary or simple things to make his point. On the night before His arrest, 

He surrounds himself with the commonplace: food, bread and wine, water, towel and 

basin. Tonight we stand in the midst of the familiar and yet, there is something 

reminding us of our ancestral knowledge, a kind of ‘spiritual de’javu.’  

Or, perhaps, its not a matter of looking back but of looking forward to what will 

take place tomorrow, a day when nothing that does happen will be comfortable or 

familiar at all. 

 This evening is not about a comfortable, relaxed, cozy dinner party, where we 

recall a 3,000-year-old pivotal event in Biblical history. Rather, it is about danger and 

threat and the alteration of our own selves, the jettison of the conventional, 

unconsidered self, I’m set-in-place, and not about to change attitude.   

 The church is in denial if she thinks she can simply maintain her present position. 

“This month shall mark change for (us) the beginning of months.” Tonight may be the 

night when the church, when we, pass over into new territory, where we experience 

God’s presence in, with, and between us.  

 There is always the peril in participating in a sacrament with which we have a long 

history. It cannot be that we simply sit here and follow the liturgy, go home, and 

continue with life as it usually is. The call of Passover and Maundy Thursday is to awaken. 

To take an enormous breath and be totally present here, now. Focused and centered, 



 

intentionally anticipating God’s action, because the angel of the Lord is about to pass 

over our here and now, and if there is no evidence of blood, we are all going to die. 

 Since the beginning, God’s actions indicate that we have life because God has 

“Skin in the game.” This means that we need our blood on the doorposts, which 

translates into our deep and total commitment to God and to others. Our hope, and the 

hope of the world, rests upon our willingness to stain each doorway with lifeblood. 

 We must not live our lives divorced from the ache, sorrow and hopelessness of 

our world. As children of the King we are to  live generously, fully, justly in the midst of 

the darkness of our world. This is why we celebrate the seasons of Advent, Christmas, 

and Epiphany. It is also what Holy Week is about. It is all about risk. The jeopardizing of 

our own blood, bone, and skin for those who need our help, our love, our empathy, our 

generosity, our forgiveness, our mercy.  

 We are bloodied people who say we once stood afar off but have now left the 

wilderness, and are journeying forward toward a new threshold where with open hearts, 

and open mind, and open hands we serve one another, our communities, and our world. 

 On this pilgrimage we are broken by what breaks the heart of God: injustice, fear, 

pain, sorrow, hopelessness and those who have already given up. And we gather to eat 

and drink tonight at the ready, packed, shoes tied, walking sticks in hand.  

 We are not here to enjoy the music or the soft candlelight, to let the Holy Scripture 

tickle our ears. No, we come to remember with ultimate gratitude. We come, each of 

us, painting the door posts of our hearts testifying to you that we are the people of Your 

life, ever and always. We offer ourselves wholly to you.  

But, O God, we know the words of Jesus are dangerous. So please help us. Alleluia. 

Amen. 


