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Love love love. 
It’s all over our gospel lesson today. 
9 times in as many verses. 
 
Jesus is not ALWAYS Captain Obvious. 
But on this, he’s pretty clear. 
No parable, no metaphor. 
It’s part of his farewell speech. 
The night of the last supper. 
Of the new commandment. 
 
What else should we think he’s talking about? 
Abide in my love. 
Love one another. 
 
But what kind of love are we talking about? 
Is it really that simple? 
 
In the my first move of totally borrowing ideas and phrases from other people for the sermon today, the 
title was the theme of Youth Sunday a few years back. 
 
Credit where credit is due: Patrick Smith came up with it. 
 
What love looks like. 
Back then we were talking about our mission trips. 
The ways we had seen, received, experienced, and given love through service. 
 
What love looks like. 
 
Love. 
This tiny word that means so much. 
 
This is agape love. 
It’s an unconditional love. 
Self-giving. 
Expansive. 
God’s kind of love. 
 
“Just as my Father has loved me…” he says. 
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I have loved you. 
Abide in my love. 
Love one another. 
 
Jesus gives us the example. 
God’s love, that we are to mirror. 
God’s love, which Jesus has shown us. 
Love as more than hearts and flowers and chocolates.  
More than the rush of romantic feelings. 
Dare I even say, more than a mother’s love? (whatever that looked like in your family) 
 
This is God’s love. 
A self-giving love. 
 
He elaborates for us a little bit: 
 
“No one has greater love than this, to lay down one's life for one's friends.” 
 
And in that phrase, knowing that his death on the cross happened the very next day, 
We can’t help but think of God’s self-giving love in Jesus. 
His life laid down for his friends. 
 
But Jesus points us beyond that, into our very own lives. 
This is the same night that Jesus washes the disciples feet. 
And in the same breath, tells them to love one another. 
This passage is a reiteration of that one. 
 
And today, still in our Easter season, we stand on the other side of Jesus’ death, 
Knowing the victory God made over death. 
The promise of new life. 
 
But to be on this side of Easter, 

To be a resurrection people, 
We must not forget that a life was laid down for us. 
 
I want to share with you the text of a sermon my friend Greg preached years ago. 
These are not my words, but they have held so strongly in my memory, 
And spoken such truth 
That I want you to hear them. 
 
“It can become just another way we celebrate how good life is for us as we enjoy the fruits of our 
privileged lives.  Standing alone, Easter can become a celebration of life with no connection to death; a 
victory song with no memory of the struggle that preceded it. 
 
Easter is a victory to be sure – it is the victory of man who knelt on this night in humility; the victory of a 
man who died the next day in humiliation.  Easter is a victory of self-sacrifice over self-congratulation.  
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It is a triumph of self-giving love for others over the self-serving attitude so prevalent in our culture 
today.   
 
Jesus’ final lesson was in the art of love and service and the power of sacrifice.  Today it is a lesson still 
worth learning.  
 
There is a story of service in Bob Libby’s book, Grace Happens, that reminds me what a deeply beautiful 
and profound act it is to serve others, especially if those we serve are strangers to us, who may never 
even know of our service to them.  Libby writes: 
 
I can’t remember when I first met Maggie.  She blended in with the sand and surf.  You could see her 
walking along the shore in her white tennis shoes, floppy straw hat, and oversized print dress.  She 
always carried a crumpled brown paper bag that matched the texture and color of her skin.  
 
I remember her most vividly at daybreak or in the evening when I went out jogging, but I later 
discovered that her walks were regulated by the tides, not by the sun or the clock.  She came out at low 
tide when the beach was wide and smooth.   
 
Maggie always walked with her head down.  She would stop every now and then and pick something 
up, examine it, and either discard it or put it in the brown sack.  I assumed she was collecting shells.  We 
had a nodding and then a grunting acquaintance for many months before I ventured to ask her what 
kind of shells she was after. 
 
‘Not shells at all,’she retorted in an accent more appropriate to Maine than Florida.  No wasted words 
here.  Phrases , not sentences, communicated her purpose and her desire for privacy.  ‘Glass.’  She 
threw away a green pebble that had once been a Ballantine beer bottle.  ‘Sharp glass.  Cuts the feet.  
Surfers land on it.  It sure ruins their summer.’ 
 
There’s something about this image that I love.  This crusty old woman from Maine, head hung as she 
studies the beach for the glass shards that would cut the feet of surfers she will never meet; surfers who 
will never know of her service to them.   
 
And I think of all the people who have collected shards of glass that would have cut my feet.  I think of 
all the glass my parents must have picked through the years.  Glass they picked that I will never know 
about and if I did know, was almost certainly unappreciative of. 
 
I think of teachers and mentors and friends who look out for us along the way.  And in their words of 
wisdom or their quiet companionship help us navigate the sharper edges of this world.   
 
And how many people pick glass from the beaches of our lives that we never even meet and never 
know about.  I think of soldiers in Iraq and Afghanistan who have risked their very lives defending you 
and me; many of them paying the ultimate sacrifice.   
 
Regardless of how we might feel about the war, the willingness of our country’s soldiers to give their 
lives for complete strangers has to be one of the most noble acts of service we can imagine. 
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And what of politicians, and school board members, and other public servants who we never gave a 
second thought?  Are we too cynical to imagine the countless laws that have been passed that have 
kept us safer and made our lives better, even though the people who worked so tirelessly for them 
never knew us? 
 
If we really stop to imagine the hundreds – perhaps the thousands - of Maggies, known and unknown to 
us, who have by some act of humble service kept us from injury, would we not be overwhelmed with 
gratitude? 
 
And of course you know what I’m about to say.  It is not enough for us to be grateful.  We are called not 
just to appreciate the service of others, but to return their kindness.  Each of us must find our way to 
quietly walk the beach, giving the gift that may never be noticed. 
 
Jesus says this same night, ‘So if I, your Lord and Teacher, have washed your feet, you also ought to 
wash one another’s feet.  For I have set an example for you, that you also should do as I have done to 
you.’ 
 
And you know, the funny thing about service is that its real gift often has less to do with the one served 
and more to do with the one serving.  The benefit to the one served is obvious.  But what may be less 
obvious is the way the one who serves is changed.   
 
Jesus calls us to a life of service not just because the world needs it, but because we need it.  We need to 
serve. 
 
When we spend our life climbing the social ladder and insisting on our place of privilege, we become 
alienated from the larger world and increasingly defensive and suspicious.  We lose the perspective of 
our place among the family of things as the power we work so hard to attain prevents us from real, 
mutual relationships.   
 
In this context, to kneel down in service becomes not just a gift to another, but the vehicle of our own 
salvation. 
 
Placing ourselves in the service of others pulls us out of the abyss of self-absorption that advertisers 
would have us believe is our birthright.   
 
Serving others pulls us from our self-congratulation that tempts us to expect applause for everything 
we do.  
 
Serving others can even pull us from our self-pity so prevalent in this age of complaining and 
victimization.   
 
And finally, it pulls us from the myth of self-reliance as we are reminded of the intricate and complex 
web of relationships that sustain our lives. 
 
Kneeling down in service to others, saves us from ourselves; connects us to the family of creation on 
which we so depend and from which we find real meaning. 
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That night the commandment was made too clear to avoid any longer:  Love each other as I have loved 
you.  Serve each other as I have served you.  Kneel down.  Wash each others feet.  Kneel down.  Scour 
the beach for glass shards.  Kneel down.  Give your life in the service of others.  Not just for the world’s 
salvation, but for your own.”1 
 
Jesus says it this way – “so that your joy may be complete.” 
 
“You did not choose me, but I chose you.” 
 
Called and chosen to love in this expansive way each according to our own gifts. 
So self-giving love is not self-losing love. 
It’s a love in which we become who we are meant to be. 
 
Amen. 

                                                           
1
 Sermon preached by Rev. Ian Gregory Cummins, “Beaches of Glass.” Montview Presbyterian Church on Maundy 

Thursday, 2006. 


