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For reflection: Love is the only cement that can hold this broken community together. When I am commanded to love, I 
am commanded to restore community, to resist injustice, and to meet the needs of my brothers.       Martin Luther King Jr.  
 
A Reading from the Book of Acts:   Acts 2:42-47 
The believers devoted themselves to the apostles’ teaching, to the community, to their shared meals, 
and to their prayers. A sense of awe came over everyone. God performed many wonders and signs 
through the apostles.  All the believers were united and shared everything.  They would sell pieces of 
property and possessions and distribute the proceeds to everyone who needed them.  Every day, they 
met together in the temple and ate in their homes. They shared food with gladness and simplicity.  They 
praised God and demonstrated God’s goodness to everyone. The Lord added daily to the community 
those who were being saved. 
 
Sermon:   Resetting Our Sights  
 While last week's and this week's sermons do not form a two-part series, they are related 
messages.  Let's take a few minutes to recap last Sunday's reflections.  The text for that day was the one 
familiarly known as "The Road to Emmaus”—an Easter afternoon encounter between two disciples and 
the unrecognized Jesus.  The disciples related the whole tale of Holy Week and the Easter morning 
surprise.  At the last minute, they invited their co-traveler, Jesus, to eat with them, and ultimately 
recognized him in the breaking of the bread.  

Wrestling with the temptation to paste that "bread text" onto today's service, led to 
consideration of the gospel tales of Jesus' table fellowship”—eating with sinners and tax collectors; 
going into people's homes; sharing meals with friends and Pharisees; going to a wedding reception, a 
funeral feast and other banquets; eating on the road with disciples;   a beach barbecue;  a Passover 
meal; miraculous feedings of crowds; and a welcome home blow out. …  Curiously, unlike our own day 
of foodie culture, a thousand diets to accomplish just about anything we want to, and places like 
Wegmans as a social and cultural center, the only foods mentioned in all the gospels' meals are bread, 
wine, heads of grain, fish and one fatted calf.    

The times the specific foods were mentioned were when they were instrumental to, not 
incidental to the story.  Jesus' table fellowship was all about Jesus's teaching, who was included or not 
included, how they behaved, were honored or not honored, fed or going hungry, welcomed or left out 
in the cold. Jesus focused on the people with whom he ate –what they needed or already had; what 
could be taught and what they demonstrated they already knew; how they welcomed the familiar and 
the unfamiliar; which seats were empty and why; how they treated the ones sitting next to them;  how 
relationships were formed or sustained and on and on… He paid attention, recognizing common 
humanity for the purpose of building community.  The food was more of a footnote than the star of the 
show.   Our attention is misplaced if we focus on the food at the Table – even if that food is bread and 
cup.   

The reflection resulted in homework for each of us – attending to the ones with whom we ate, 
being intentional about focusing on them and not what we ate or social media or some other 
distraction.   Someone told me their household was going to put a loaf of bread on the table at home as 
a reminder of what they were about all week.   Someone else who read the sermon after last Sunday 
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commented that in a recent shared meal, their focus had been on the food.   I don't assign homework I 
don't do.  Being single, I eat most meals without other humans.    However, my recently begun practice 
of sharing a breakfast or lunch with someone in the congregation, as well as a few other opportunities 
to share meals with others this week, allowed me to really focus on what was happening at the tables I 
shared.    It was a beneficial exercise for me and I hope for others who may have tried different things or 
had different experiences.  

Last week's reflections and homework, combined with this Sunday's lectionary text from Acts 
about life in a community of faith, and sharing the Lord's Supper this day invite us to reset our sights as 
we come to the Table.  

It's easy to get tunnel vision, coming down this aisle, focused on the bread and cup.   There are 
times when doing that is appropriate:  we have a spiritual need for the encouragement and sustenance 
it can provide; or we take the opportunity we fail to take at other times and places for a "me and Jesus" 
moment.   But, if we ALWAYS receive this meal with such narrow vision to the exclusion of all others 
from our sight, thought and connection, from our faith and prayer—then we are guaranteed to miss the 
full power of the meal; guaranteed to miss the Emmaus Road moments that occur in our own lives; 
guaranteed to miss the community-building power of this meal for ministry and for our personal 
upbuilding and challenge in faith and hope.   

If we come forward with target fixation on the bread and cup, we might not crash into them, but 
we do attempt to limit God in Christ to a particular means, a particular way of being God in the world.  
It's not in our power to limit God, but if we spend all our energy trying, think what we miss.   We miss all 
the encounters with the people with whom Jesus ate, with whom Jesus eats now; we miss the Lord who 
was faithful, gracious, compassionate, merciful and just, but was never predictable.  We miss the 
gracious spontaneous life Jesus holds out to us and most of all we miss the human community with 
whom he has created and called us to live.   

That we might not miss all those amazing opportunities, let's take a few moments of reflection 
before we come to the Table this day. 

… 
Let us remember with thanksgiving, all those with whom we shared a meal this week and the 

ways we were nourished by the sharing. . . 
Let us remember all the family and friends with whom we have shared a meal and offer thanks 

… 
those with whom we have gathered at lunch, breakfast or meeting tables, breaking bread 

together… 
the empty chairs waiting for reconciled relationships … 
the empty chairs of those we mourn … 
the outcasts, the hungry, the fearful, all the ones for whom there is yet no place at a table… 
the people of faith in this or other places who have nourished us, taught us, made us strong, 

prayed for us, comforted us, challenged us –the parents and grandparents teachers, elders, guides and 
wise people, the living and the dead… 

It is all these people with whom we commune today, through Christ, and, together, we are lifted 
into the presence of God by the power of the Meal.  Let us reset our sights this day, lifting our eyes from 
the bread and cup to the ones with whom we are bound because of them. 

May it be so, that when we circle the sanctuary at the close of the service, let us experience less 
a monthly touchy-feely moment, than the opportunity to look into the eyes of the ones with whom we 
have eaten. 


