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			BRANT PITRE

			Jesus of Nazareth was a man of many mysteries. He taught in puzzling parables, he performed strange signs and wonders, he asked riddle-like question after question. And his Jewish disciples and the Jewish crowds he taught—although he frequently stumped them—loved it.

			But the mysteries of Jesus didn’t end with his public ministry. According to the Gospels, he continued to do and say puzzling things right up to the moment of his death. One of the greatest riddles of Jesus’ Passion involves the mysterious vow that he made during the Last Supper. On the night he was betrayed, toward the end of the meal, Jesus solemnly declared that he would not drink “the fruit of the vine” again until the coming of “the kingdom of God” (Luke 22:18; cf. Matthew 26:29; Mark 14:25). Later on, when he was on the way to Golgotha and the soldiers tried to offer him wine, true to his word, “he would not drink it” (Matthew 26:34; cf. Mark 14:23). On the other hand, according to the Gospel of John, at the very last moment of his life, right before he died on the cross, Jesus requested for wine to be given to him, saying: “I thirst” (John 19:28). Even more mysterious, after drinking the wine he declared, “It is finished,” bowed his head, and gave up his spirit (John 19:30).

			
			What are we to make of this riddle? How could Jesus vow at the Last Supper not to drink wine again, refuse it on the way to the cross, then turn around and ask for a drink right before he died? How can we reconcile Jesus’ words at the Last Supper with his words on the cross? Was he breaking his vow? Or was something else going on?

			To top it all off, there’s one more puzzle to ponder—one that takes place between the upper room and Calvary. In the Garden of Gethsemane, when Jesus was praying about his death, he said something odd: “My Father, if it be possible, let this cup pass from me; nevertheless, not as I will, but as you will” (Matthew 26:39). And then again: “My Father, if this cannot pass unless I drink it, your will be done” (Matthew 26:42). Now, if you were about to be crucified, is this how you would have prayed? Why did Jesus speak about his death as “drinking” a “cup”? What cup is he talking about?

			In The Fourth Cup, Dr. Scott Hahn gives us the keys to unlocking this mystery—the mystery of the Last Supper and the cross. He does this in two ways: first, by going back to the Jewish roots of Jesus’ words and deeds, and second, by telling you the story of his own personal journey from Protestantism to Catholicism. The result reads almost like a detective novel—an exhilarating journey of discovery that will change the way you see the Last Supper, the Passion of Christ, and the Eucharist forever.

			
			I’ll never forget the first time I heard one of Dr. Hahn’s presentations on the fourth cup. I was completely blown away. It was like reading the Passion of Christ again for the first time. Don’t get me wrong: it’s not as if I had spent nights lying awake wondering why Jesus vowed never to drink wine again at the Last Supper and why he asked for a drink on Good Friday. Nor had I wondered all that much about why Jesus talked about his crucifixion as drinking a “cup.” I just took these things for granted. But after listening to Dr. Hahn’s lecture, it was like the pieces of a puzzle that I didn’t even realize were there suddenly fell into place. What I had always wondered about was this: Why do Catholics believe that the Eucharist is a sacrifice? Didn’t Jesus offer himself “once and for all” on Calvary? What is the link between Jesus’ offering of his body and blood at the Last Supper and his death on the cross?

			If you’ve ever wondered the same thing, or if you’ve ever celebrated a Passover seder, or if you’ve ever just wanted to deepen your understanding of the Jewish roots of the Eucharist, then I’ve got one message for you, read this book. And don’t just read it. Pray about it. Reflect on it. And share it with others.

			
			Because if you’re anything like me, once you begin to see the mystery of the Last Supper and the cross through ancient Jewish eyes, it will completely change your life. For, as Dr. Hahn shows, the Passover of Jesus that began in the upper room and was consummated on Calvary is still with us today. Whenever and wherever Mass is celebrated, the Paschal Mystery—that is, the “Passover” mystery—is made truly present. The Fourth Cup not only solves the mystery of Jesus’ vow, it will also give you the missing link between the upper room and Golgotha and help you to see more clearly how the sacrifice of Christ at the Last Supper and the sacrifice of Christ on Calvary are the same sacrifice “poured out for the forgiveness of sins” and the redemption of the world (Matthew 26:28).
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			In 1989 at Marytown in Chicago I first gave a talk titled “The Fourth Cup.” It was about some of the studies that had led to my conversion to Catholicism just three years before. I was, at the time, an assistant professor of religious studies at the College of St. Francis in Joliet, Illinois. I wasn’t earning much. I had no tenure or publications. But I was a happy man because I was Catholic, and I wanted to tell the world. Now I had an opportunity.

			It pleased me that I could tell my story to a small assembly of interested folks. It pleased me more that they responded so fervidly to my talk. Word spread, and other groups invited me to tell the tale of my “Hunt for the Fourth Cup,” which I cast as a detective story, starring myself as the hapless investigator, which I am. (Peter Falk’s Columbo was my model.)

			That was, of course, millions of words ago, dozens of books ago, thousands of lectures ago. I have long since lost count of the number of times I spoke on “The Fourth Cup.” It’s definitely in the high hundreds. I’ve delivered this talk on several continents—almost on site at the upper room in Jerusalem—and I’ve even told the tale at sea!

			
			Last year I was talking with an old friend who’s heard me give the talk on several occasions over the years. He pointed out that I never give “The Fourth Cup” the same way twice. I always cover the same time period, but I draw from different events and different ancient sources.

			I acknowledged that he was right. I underwent that great adventure from 1982 to 1986, when I was a young husband, a new father, a recently ordained pastor, and a neophyte scholar. I was encountering so much of life for the first time—and then God introduced tumult and turmoil that threatened everything I was just beginning to love. I stood to lose everything that had given me comfort and confidence. My pastorate, my academic position, my friendships, even my marriage seemed capable of collapse.

			How could I distill all those experiences into a single talk?

			I couldn’t, of course. So each time I would just tell my story, using the Passover as my theme—and I’d keep a close eye on my watch. I filled the time with whatever stories and sources surfaced in my memory.

			
			My friend suggested that I gather those stories and sources into a single book that conveys the full sense of adventure and sleuthing.

			And so I have. And here it is.

			I’ve tried to avoid repeating tales I’ve already told in other books, such as Rome Sweet Home (coauthored with my wife, Kimberly) and The Lamb’s Supper. The stories here are meant to supplement my earlier accounts.

			When I was studying in a Protestant seminary, some of us liked to sing old-time hymns. One of them went like this:

			
				I love to tell the story,

				’twill be my theme in glory,

				To tell the old, old story

				of Jesus and his love.

			

			I sang it true, all those years ago, and it’s still true. After thirty years, I’m still unspeakably happy to be Catholic, but I still want to tell the world.
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			A NOTE ON SOURCES: The events you’ll read about in this book took place a long time ago. I have, to the best of my ability, supplemented my recollections by drawing from books I was actually reading at the time. Sometimes, when memory failed, I had to draw from more recent sources, which are more familiar to me.

		

	
		
		
			
			CHAPTER 1

			What Is Finished?
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			I was living the dream—my dream, anyway. I had finished my bachelor’s degree at the school of my choice, married the ideal woman, and I was now pursuing studies for ministry in the Presbyterian Church.

			Once again, I was at the school I had carefully chosen: Gordon-Conwell Theological Seminary. My wife, Kimberly, and I had grand expectations, and the school lived up to them. We were living in a community where ordinary conversation centered on Scripture. I had classmates who shared my interests and my fervor. On the faculty were scholars of the first rank, and many were outstanding preachers as well.

			My Christianity was evangelical in style, Calvinist in substance. I was aware of the religious marketplace in the Protestant world, and I chose my denomination as carefully as I chose my college and seminary. At Gordon-Conwell—unlike most other places on earth—I found myself among people I could call like-minded. Together we started a weekly breakfast group and called it the Geneva Academy, after the school founded by our Reformation hero, John Calvin, back in the sixteenth century.

			
			I was on a roll with the choices I’d made. I could not have designed an environment better suited to the development of the intellectual life I wanted. Don’t get me wrong: there were students and faculty who disagreed with my friends and me, but we genuinely welcomed their best arguments. “Iron sharpens iron” (Proverbs 27:17).

			So the next decision that faced me was where to go to church. Well-chosen Sunday worship would round out the experience. At the time I thought of worship as a mostly intellectual exercise, a concentrated Bible study ornamented with hymns and prayers. Any hint of ritual—liturgy—I dismissed as vain repetition, a dead work, and precisely the sort of abomination from which the Reformers had freed Christianity. Liturgy was for the lost: Catholics and Orthodox and their Episcopalian fellow travelers.

			I looked around for a while before I found the ideal church. It was in a little town about a half hour’s ride from where we were living. The pastor was my Hebrew professor. Harvard educated and on his way to an Oxford doctorate, he would become a hero to me, a friend, a model, and a mentor. He later went on to well-deserved fame—but all his great gifts were evident to me the first time I heard him preach.

			
			The man made Scripture come alive. His erudition was vast. His mastery of the ancient languages was complete. He held degrees in physics, engineering, and divinity. It was evident. Yet he wore it lightly and delivered it with memorable humor. He labored at his sermons and always strove to find the offbeat detail—something that would arrive as a novelty and seize the congregation’s attention. Then, once he had us, he kept us spellbound.

			
				FINISH LINE

				I vividly remember a sermon he preached on the Sunday preceding Easter Sunday. People who went to liturgical churches were waving fronds and calling it “Palm Sunday.” We were having none of that. But even in an evangelical church we could not ignore the nearness of Easter, and the time between, so our pastor preached that palmless Sunday about the events of Good Friday.

				He was always good, but he was never so good as at that hour, when he seized our attention and fixed it on the cross by which we had been saved. He was working with the richest material, more precious than gold or silver, and he didn’t waste the opportunity.

				
				He was a master preacher who calibrated his delivery with precision. But he was also open to the Holy Spirit, and so he would also speak as he was led—even if he might break his spell by doing so.

				He was narrating the Passion for us, synthesizing material from all four Gospels; and as he went along he provided theological commentary between the lines of the sacred text. At every point, his explication arose as part of the drama, part of the narrative—never extraneous, always moving it forward.

				Then he arrived at John 19:30, where Jesus said, “It is finished.” And all of a sudden he just stopped. I thought it was for dramatic effect. And I’d wager that everyone else thought so, too.

				When he resumed, however, he digressed from the homily he had been delivering. He asked us if we had ever wondered what Jesus meant by “it.” What indeed was finished?

				Okay, I had been studying homiletics. I saw what he was doing. He was asking a question of the congregation in order to set us up for the answer he would now deliver with a wallop. I was all ready. This was going to be good.

				But the wallop didn’t arrive. He admitted that he didn’t have an answer. It was clear that this digression had not been part of his scripted sermon. It was a thought that had momentarily seized his attention.

				
				I sat there squirming, thinking: Of course we know what it is! It is our redemption. It is finished. Our redemption is finished.

				As if he could read my mind, however, he continued: “If you’re sitting there thinking that what Jesus meant is our redemption, you’d better think again.” He pointed out that, in Romans 4:25, Paul said that Jesus was raised for our justification. Thus, the job was “finished” not on Calvary that Friday but at the garden tomb the following Sunday.

				The pastor admitted that he didn’t know the answer.

				He just moved on.

				But I didn’t. I couldn’t. I don’t think I heard another word of his sermon.

				I was sitting there, turning the pages of my Bible and wondering: Okay, then, what is it? What’s finished?

				Did I sing our closing hymn? I have no idea.

				Kimberly and I exited the church to a bright spring day. The pastor was standing outside, shaking hands as congregants went by.

				I took his hand and said, “Don’t do that!”

				He was taken aback. So I explained what I meant.

				He said he hadn’t prepared or intended to ask that rhetorical question. He repeated his assurance that he couldn’t answer it—but then he assured me that I would.

				
				“Dive into it, Scott. Research it, and come back with an answer!”

				I spent the rest of Sunday afternoon and evening diving into the text and its context. I wasn’t finished by that night. I went on to study it for days, for weeks, several months, in fact. You might say that I’m still researching it today.

			

			
				SEARCH AND RESEARCH

				My first round of research was to return to the text and fixate on it—to read the verse in its original Greek and then in different translations, to check the classic commentaries and then the more recent interpretations. I examined the text in context. I considered the small details of the larger passage: the sponge filled with sour wine, the careful notation of the calendar date, the decision not to break the dead man’s legs, and the repeated mention of the fulfillment of “Scripture.”

				All the footnotes and all the commentators kept directing me back to a single common theme, a story behind—or within, but certainly inseparable from—the story John was telling in his Gospel. The common theme was the Jewish festival of Passover. All the surrounding details were related to the traditional observance of the feast. I had a hunch that the key to the meaning of “It is finished” was also to be found in Passover. Jesus’ death occurred during Passover, and all the eyewitnesses were eager to find significance in the providential timing of the event. The day was in the details—seemingly all the details.

				
				The scholarly literature on Passover could fill libraries, but I entered it with abandon. The commentators, one and all, noted that Passover was the yearly feast when the people of Israel renewed their covenant with God. And there the commentaries rang the bell for me. Covenant was a central theme in the theology of my hero, the Reformer John Calvin—and so, indeed, in the theology of my mentor and pastor. Calvin believed that covenant was the interpretive key to the whole Bible. Covenant described the legal bond that had formed and governed humanity’s relationship with God since the dawn of creation.

				Whatever “it” might be that was finished, “it” was bound up in the renewal of the Old Covenant with Israel—and the sealing of the New Covenant with the Church. “It” was, moreover, something central, not peripheral, to salvation. “It” was not something I could set aside.

				In time, “it” would test my connection with the life and the dream I had formed with such deliberation.

				
				But all that came much later. The quest that began in church that Sunday was simply for a pronoun’s referent. The answer, I was convinced
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