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We come this morning to our third Sunday in our series, we have called, “Book, Bath, Table & 

Time.  Cindy began our series with a look at baptism, the time of taking on, proclaiming our 

faith and trust in Jesus, and living out what Jesus has called us to in the world.  We were 

dipped, poured or sprinkled in the water, a symbol that we have repented of sins, received 

forgiveness, died to sin and are making a public choice of following Christ.   

It is a ritual of proclamation to the world that we have made this choice to follow the example 

of Jesus, who suffered for the world.  We have found and chosen a new leader.  We also in 

baptism join the community of believers, not just here in our small context of Waterford but 

the church worldwide.   We have become part of Christ’s body. 

Katie further challenged our thinking as she wondered slowly to the platform with her stuffed 

turtle and placed him on the clock.  God is always on time and not rushed, God holds time and 

we were encouraged to think about how we use time, what do we fill our time with?  Do we 

know how to rest, to let go, to be?  What does our use of time say about us?  This is a great 

ongoing challenge for each of us. 

Today we will focus on our traditional ritual of communion.  Today we will not only talk about 

communion and what it symbolizes but we will then share in this bodily working out of 

receiving the elements of this sacred ritual.  We will take them into our bodies, allow the 

remembering to nourish us physically and spiritually. 

As a young person in the congregation I grew up in we had what was called, “Counsel” meeting 

either a week before communion or several evenings before. It was a time to take stock of our 

spiritual lives.  We often heard from the pulpit a list of rules that our particular church 

embraced and the importance of following these rules.  These rules were often not specifically 

found in scripture, but of course had their meaning in scripture.  For instance the length of my 

skirt was very important and it was rooted in the scriptures about being modest.  There was a 



time when we were not supposed to have radios, rooted in the scripture of not being part of 

the world.  I remember needing to say to one of the pastors these words, “As far as I know, I am 

at peace with God and man. I am in agreement with the rules and regulations of the church. I 

wish to partake in communion. If I have offended anyone, I wish to be admonished in love and I 

will do likewise.” 

 
My guess is there are a few more of you that remember these meetings.  There was always a 

certain amount of fear that plagued me, “what if I was not worthy of partaking of communion?”  

The scripture that says we heap damnation on ourselves if we partake unworthily was always 

quoted and expounded on.  UGH it was a heavy time.  Was I ever ready??   

I remember also sad, even tragic stories of how some were not allowed to take communion 

because they had transgressed one or more of the rules that had been established.  And for 

some, the pain of exclusion from the body of Christ takes a very long time to heal and for some 

they may never heal.  The meal that was meant to bring us together, to re-member us became 

the meal that separated us. 

The Passover meal was not a new thing for Jesus and his disciples, it was part of their heritage, 

it was something they celebrated every year and it had profound history with them.  They 

remembered the night their ancestors left the land of their bondage, the night when they ate 

together and had splashed the blood of the lamb on their door posts and the Lord passed over 

and they were spared the death of the first born.  This was for them a celebration of freedom.   

As Jesus met with his disciples before his crucifixion he brought new meaning to the Passover 

meal.  After they ate together he took the bread, held it in his hands and broke it apart and 

served them and proclaimed, “This is my body” Do THIS in remembrance of me.  He took the 

wine and he poured it out for his disciples to drink and he said this is my blood shed for you, do 

THIS as you remember me.   

Jesus instructed his disciples to continue this practice of breaking bread and drinking the fruit of 

the vine to remember what for them was still to come and for us, what we remember.  The 

crucifixion and resurrection of Jesus.  As I thought and read these past weeks in preparation for 



this sermon I wondered along with another author if Jesus had a deeper meaning when he 

instructed, do THIS in remembrance of me.  Was the THIS just the redoing of the ritual or was 

there also a way of saying, as you go out into the world, allow yourself to be, for you will be 

broken for others, you will give out of your brokenness, you will nourish others out of that 

brokenness.  Be yourself broken for the good of others.  Do THIS in remembrance of me, for I 

was broken for you. 

You will also be poured out for the justice and freedom of the world, you will give of your life 

blood.  You will be broken and you will bleed for the salvation of others, do THIS when you 

remember me.  Be yourself poured out for the redemption of the world.  Do THIS in 

remembrance of me, for I was poured out for the world.  Follow my example. 

From our Anabaptist, Mennonite perspective communion is the coming together of believers in 

faith and love.  We would believe communion is a time when we the body of Christ are 

transformed, the bread and juice are the symbol we us to remember.  It is a time to reflect on 

our relationship to Jesus and with one another.  We are remembering the sacrifice Jesus made 

in our behalf and we are also partaking of the bread and juice in community, with our brothers 

and sisters, thus “re-membering” who we are together.  We are a body and in any body there 

will be times of difference, times of hurting each other, times of neglect, times of pain, but in 

the act of communion we come together, around the same table, taking the same food, linking 

heart and soul thus “re-membering” ourselves.  If you, as you listened to my words thought of a 

particular person that is here this morning and thought, “Oh I hope that person will not be at 

my table” then maybe there is further work that needs to be done.  Maybe there is some “re-

membering” that needs to happen for the two of you.  The Lord’s Supper or communion brings 

the focus of the ongoing need to return to Christ and to our brothers and sisters.  WE need to 

remember and to “re-member.”   

We in our family have a ritual that reminds me a bit of communion.  Every year part of our 

Christmas celebration includes the ritual of making eggrolls together.  Several of us bring the 

ingredients needed for the filling of the eggroll, which includes things like chopped cabbage and 

other veggies, meat, soy sauce, garlic, ginger and so on.  I always bring the wraps and the oil.  



We use whipped eggs to smear the edges of the wrap as we fold them just the right way to help 

it stay together when the eggroll is dipped into the hot oil.  This tradition or ritual started when 

our 4 children were young and we all looked forward to it.  We have now grown to a family of 

23 and the task of eggroll making seems more daunting.  I have suggested that we find another 

tradition that would be more kid friendly, suiting our grandchildren better, in the making and 

the eating, but the family will have nothing to do with changing this tradition.  It is always a 

highlight of our gathering.  And yes the grandchildren are learning how to make eggrolls. 

In our family, as in every family, there have been times of pain, differences, discomfort and 

wanting to get away from each other.  We are quite normal in this way.  There were times 

when the eggroll making was not nearly as enjoyable and quite frankly felt a bit out of place, we 

were not doing so well.  But fortunately we forged ahead and continued the ritual.  For us this 

ritual feels like coming home, it feels familiar, we know how to do this together, it is important 

and we will in good times and difficult times make egg rolls.  We will continue to “re-member” 

as we smear the edges with eggs and hang together. 

This is in some small sense the way we come to communion at times.  There may be pain and 

struggle, there are differences and distance, but the table is where we can again come 

together, come again to eat and drink.  We come together to reset the bones of the body.  The 

breaking of bread and pouring of the cup represent the broken body and shed blood of Christ, 

his perfect and sufficient sacrifice given on behalf of the whole world.  While we remember his 

sacrifice in crucifixion we also worship the risen Christ.  So too we gather to repent of our 

broken relationships but also to celebrate their restoration.  Around this meal we have the 

opportunity to extend grace, to give from the abundance of grace we have received from 

God…………out to others.   

When Jesus served his disciples after the Passover meal before his crucifixion he served the one 

who was going to betray him and he served those who would desert and deny him in the 

coming days.  Jesus served these guys, knowing what was to come.  Folks we are these guys, we 

are Judas and we are Peter, we are no better, and yet the table is set for us, Christ invites us 

again and again to come, eat and drink.  And when you come, come with those who you delight 



in and with those who annoy you, we are all part of the body.  This body is not perfect but we 

belong together.   

In communion Jesus welcomes us, he wants our company, he delights in us, and he wants us to 

eat and drink and be satisfied, not just with food but with him.  And yes we will never be truly 

worthy, and yet we are welcome. 

WE come to the table with gratitude, grateful for the gift of new life found in Jesus, grateful for 

the gift of belonging even in our darkest moments. 

We come to the table in repentance and forgiveness.  Repentance for our own sins and 

forgiveness extended to our brothers and sisters.  This table is pure grace. 

Just as Jesus body was broken, wounded, and pierced, so we the body of Christ have been as a 

community, and individually broken, wounded and bruised.  We come to the table to 

remember the Christ, broken for us and to “re-member” to join together for our healing, for in 

that healing we proclaim the risen Christ, once bruised and broken but now whole and life 

giving.     

The Table is set.  As we listen to the song, “Come to the table” hear the invitation for you and 

for your brothers and sisters.  What is it that you bring to the table? 

   


