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John 13:18-30 

“I am not referring to all of you; I know those I have chosen. But this is to fulfill this 

passage of Scripture: ‘He who shared my bread has turned against me.’ 

“I am telling you now before it happens, so that when it does happen you will 

believe that I am who I am. Very truly I tell you, whoever accepts anyone I send 

accepts me; and whoever accepts me accepts the one who sent me.” 

After he had said this, Jesus was troubled in spirit and testified, “Very truly I tell you, 

one of you is going to betray me.” 

His disciples stared at one another, at a loss to know which of them he meant.  One 

of them, the disciple whom Jesus loved, was reclining next to him.  Simon Peter 

motioned to this disciple and said, “Ask him which one he means.” 

Leaning back against Jesus, he asked him, “Lord, who is it?” 

Jesus answered, “It is the one to whom I will give this piece of bread when I have 

dipped it in the dish.” Then, dipping the piece of bread, he gave it to Judas, the son 

of Simon Iscariot.  As soon as Judas took the bread, Satan entered into him. 

So Jesus told him, “What you are about to do, do quickly.”  But no one at the meal 

understood why Jesus said this to him.   Since Judas had charge of the money, some 

thought Jesus was telling him to buy what was needed for the festival, or to give 

something to the poor.  As soon as Judas had taken the bread, he went out. And it 

was night. 
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Meditation 

Judas Iscariot.  Just saying the name leaves a bitter aftertaste on the tongue. For it is a 

name synonymous with the most treacherous of betrayals—the betrayal of a friend. 

He was chosen as one of the Twelve to follow Jesus for three and a half years. But in 

spite of all he heard, in spite of all he saw, even in spite of Jesus himself, Judas 

followed only as far as the gate of the kingdom. No farther. He never could quite 

take that step of faith to enter in. 

What a tragedy. Feet that walked so close to Christ, yet a heart that lagged behind at 

such a distance. 

Hard to imagine, isn’t it? But, then again, it alI makes perfect sense, knowing Judas. 

For Judas was a practical man. 

He was the disciple with the best business head on his shoulders— budget-minded, 

pragmatic, utilitarian. That’s why he held the purse strings to the ministry. And that 

is why, when Mary anointed Jesus with costly perfume, he rebuked the extravagance. 

Ostensibly on behalf of the poor. But, in reality, on behalf of himself. For he held 

the purse with a pilfering hand, and he saw the extravagance as money out of his 

pocket. 

When the tide of popularity had turned against Jesus, Judas had started looking 

ahead, taking precautions to protect himself. Socking away a little more money here 

and there. Just in case. 

For Judas was a practical man. 

To make things worse, Jesus started pointing a finger at people in the religious 

hierarchy, people with influence, people with power. And that just wasn’t done in 

Jerusalem. By anybody. 

Within that inner circle seethed a cauldron of hate for the brash young preacher. 

Stirred by a twisted combination of jealousy and paranoia, a plot brewed and soon 

thickened. Jesus would have to be killed. Once Judas got wind of the plot, his 

calculating mind went straight to the bottom line, if they kill Jesus, certainly the 

Twelve would be next on their list. 

He didn’t look at his shift of loyalties as betrayal. If Jesus was determined to dig his 

own grave, Judas thought, he was just helping him with the shovel, that’s all. Merely a 

practical matter of hurrying along the inevitable and looking out for himself. Was 



4 
 

there dishonor in jumping from a sinking ship? And the thirty pieces of silver? Well, 

that was just a life preserver, a little something to keep him afloat until he could find 

a comfortable place to dry off somewhere in the religious hierarchy. 

Judas secrets such thoughts away in his heart as they enter Jerusalem. He has been 

able to hide his true identity from the other disciples. Until tonight. Tonight the 

mask would come off. 

As the disciples prepare for Passover, Jerusalem is brimming with religious pilgrims 

who have poured into the holy city to celebrate the feast. It is a sacred time for the 

Jew. A time to look back—back to the nation’s deliverance from the tight-knuckled, 

four-hundred-year grip of Egyptian bondage. It is also a time to look forward—

forward to the time when the Messiah will come to usher in an unprecedented era of 

blessing. 

This Passover, Jesus and the Twelve withdraw to an Upper Room. It is a quiet 

respite from tonight's teeming crowds—and from the turbulent storm that awaits 

tomorrow. 

In his soul Jesus feels the sharp winds which harbinger that storm. He feels the chill 

or betrayal, of desertion, of denial. 

Jesus and the disciples gather around a low-lying table to celebrate the feast. John 

reclines to the right of Jesus; Judas, to left at the place of honor. They stretch 

slantwise on padded mats, propping themselves on the left arm, leaving the other 

free to handle the food. 

Each portion they handle is a sermoned echo of the nation’s first Passover. The 

bowl of bitter herbs, vinegar, and salt is a reminder of the bitter years of slavery. The 

flat cakes of yeastless bread are a reminder of their hurried exodus. And finally, 

there is the roasted lamb, a symbol of deliverance. 

What broke Pharaoh’s oppressive fist that first Passover was a final, climactic 

plague—a visit from the angel of death to kill every firstborn son. To spare the Jews 

from that fate, God instructed them to kill a lamb and sprinkle its blood on the sides 

and tops of the doorframes outside their homes. When the angel of death saw this 

evidence of faith, it passed over that house and traveled on to another. 

Tonight, heaven will be preparing its Passover lamb. An innocent lamb, without spot 

or blemish . . . led to the slaughter, silent before its shearers . . . stricken, pierced for 

our transgressions. 
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His blood will be sprinkled on wooden crossbeams outside the city. And all 

Jerusalem will behold the Lamb of God that takes away the sin of the world. 

Several oil lamps dot that Upper Room, sending a gallery of shadows to watch from 

the walls. Satan is among them, watching, gloating, waiting for the opportune 

moment to step from behind those shadows. 

Earlier in that room, Jesus had washed the disciples’ feet, teaching them a final 

lesson about serving. Two of those feet belonged to Judas. So callused the heels. Yet 

so warm the water, so soft the towel, so tender the hands that washed them. How 

convicting it must have been for Judas. And how crushing for Jesus. 

Seated now at the table, Jesus' forehead is furrowed, his brows knit, his eyes intense. 

He has so much to tell his disciples. But so little time. A hush falls over the room as 

he speaks, “He who shares my bread has lifted up his heel against me.” 

It has been said that forgiveness is the fragrance the violet sheds on the heel that 

crushed it. Could there be a fragrance as sweet in all the world as that of Jesus 

washing the very heel that was poised to crush him? 

Many things have been said against Jesus. But not even the Pharisees accused him of 

not practicing what he preached. In these last minutes with his betrayer, the Savior 

exemplifies his own exhortation from the Sermon on the Mount, “You have heard 

that it was said, ‘Love your neighbor and hate your enemy.’ But I tell you: Love your 

enemies and pray for those who persecute you.” 

A tremor of remorse quakes within the Savior’s spirit. It is his task to unmask the 

traitor. An unsettling task he takes no delight in. No longer will Jesus cloak his words 

in metaphors. 

“1 tell you the truth, one of you is going to betray me.” 

At the mention of a traitor in their midst, the disciples recoil, shadows miming every 

move. At first, there is only a tense, breathless silence. Then the table is abuzz with 

whispered questions regarding the traitor’s identity. 

“It is the one to whom I will give this piece of bread when I have dipped it in the 

dish.” 

It was customary for the master of the feast to put bits of lamb onto a piece of 

unleavened bread, dip it into the bitter herb sauce, and hand it to his guests. And it 

was customary to offer the first piece to the most honored guest. 
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He hands the bread to Judas . . . to take . . . and to eat. 

The dramatic moment is not only an unmasking of the traitor but a final offer of 

salvation. Judas's pulse quickens, and his face flushes hot and red. For an awkward 

but tender moment, the eyes of the betrayer and the betrayed meet. A knife of regret 

cuts an opening in Judas’s soul. Haltingly, he takes the rolled-up piece of bread. But 

he can’t quite bring it to his mouth. Sweat gathers at his hairline. He bites his lip. 

From  the shadows Satan  sees the quivering  hand. He sees his pawn is vulnerable. 

The Prince of Darkness counters with a strategic move and enters Judas. 

Judas puts down the bread and reaches for his pouch. The opening is closed. The 

pawn is safe. 

“What you are about to do, do quickly.” 

With those words, Jesus seals his fate. And the fate of Judas. They would both go 

their separate ways. To separate trees. To separate destinies. 

“What you are about to do, do quickly.” 

It would be the last command Judas would obey. And it would be the last intimate 

moment he would spend with the Savior. 

For Judas was a practical man. 
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Questions: 

1. Were you ever been betrayed by a friend? If so, how? 

2. Have you ever held a certain belief about God, that you thought was true, but 

realized later it wasn’t?  If so, what was it?  What effect did it have on your life? 

3. Do you have any sympathy for Judas?  Why or why not? 

4. Why do you think Jesus confronted Judas about his coming betrayal in front of 

the other disciples? 

5.  What did you find interesting or insightful in this scripture or meditation? 

 

 

 

Prayer: 

Dear Man of Sorrows: 

How painful that Last Supper must have been for you. How your heart must have 

ached. 

Thank you for offering yourself, O Lamb of God, as a sacrifice for sin. Thank you 

for sprinkling your blood on the beams of that cross so my iniquities might be 

passed over. And thank you for the exodus you brought about in my life, an exodus 

from the harsh land where I was once a slave. 

Lord, when I read  of Judas, I can’t help but see something of myself in him. 

Something that keeps my hands clutched to my purse strings. Something obsessively 

practical that keeps me from letting go and  following you completely. 
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Thank you for seeing the traitor in me, too, and yet still you love…still you wash the 

foot whose heel is set against you . . . still you offer bread to lips whose kiss would 

betray you. 

I am unworthy of so great a love, dear Lord Jesus. 

Grant that love so pure would change my life. That it would loosen my grip on 

material things. That it would free me from serving two masters. That it would help 

me to serve—and love—only you. 

O Lord, help me to love my enemies and to pray for those who persecute me or 

who, in some way, betray me. Help me not to trade insult for insult or injury for 

injury. Help me to give a blessing instead. Help me to be a friend who loves as you 

did at that Last Supper—a friend who loves to the end, even when that love is 

refused… 

 

 

 

 

 

 


