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I want to start this morning with a question. We're so grateful for families, everyone, to be gathered in 
this one space this morning. Here's the question. What's the greatest meal you've ever had? Like the 
greatest meal ever? Maybe it was a once in a lifetime thing or restaurant that you went to. Maybe it's 
like your favorite spot down the road and you get to go there all the time. It's the best. I asked my son 
this question last night. I asked, "What's your favorite meal?" He said, "It's a tie between Burger House 
and Ojeda's." I'm thinking that's pretty solid at five years old. I think I could work on that. Maybe it was a 
meal that somebody prepared for you in their home. 

It's like you can remember every detail and how it was presented and the hospitality. It's something that 
you'll never forget. Maybe it was on the other side of the world. I have a friend, he was dating a 
cookbook editor, like a real foodie, from New York City. When he decided that he wanted to propose to 
her, ask her to marry him, he came up with this unbelievable plan. He planned a surprise trip to 
Copenhagen. He had worked every angle and made every connection and, six months out, had made a 
reservation at the top ranked restaurant in the world. It's called “Noma.” Thus setting an impossible bar 
for every other guy in history. Thank you very much, Travis. What's the greatest meal you've ever had? 

What came to mind for me as I was thinking about this. A few years ago, Ali and I were in Uganda in this 
little town called Gulu. Someone in Gulu had told us about this little restaurant. We hopped on the back 
of a boda boda, those motorcycles that took us to the outskirts of Gulu. We arrived at this restaurant. 
Only it didn't look like a restaurant, the kind of restaurant that I'm used to. It was a house. Then, we 
were invited to go into the side gate through the back of the house to the patio, where we sat down and 
we enjoyed this unbelievable meal. It was a Ugandan dish. It started out with posho, which is a sort of 
thick cornmeal if you've ever had that. It was followed by this chicken curry that in itself proved the 
existence of God. It was so good. Then, there was a flatbread called chipati, and, of course, an ice-cold 
Coca-Cola out of a glass bottle. 

It was an unbelievable meal. Whether it was the food or the hospitality or the experience or the warmth 
of the people or the person that I was enjoying this meal with, it is something I'll never forget. I was 
thinking about this. For the first few years of our marriage, a lot of our meals were that way. Ali and I 
would often come home from work, and we would cook together and prepare the meal. The 
conversation was rich and long and amazing. I learned so much about my wife, and she learned so much 
about me. We asked questions, and we dealt with the pressure points and tension in our marriage. 
Then, we'd start talking about the challenges of her work as a cardiology nurse and my trying to figure 
out what it meant to be a pastor. 

We would just walk through all of this. After we were done eating, we'd just stay at the table for hours 
just having this rich conversation and getting to know each other. I was getting to know her heart. It was 
awesome. Then, Ali got pregnant. Now, the meals are a little bit different, which, by the way, on this day 
where we're all gathering together as a family. From newborns to kids and students, every generation in 



this church together as one family. That means that what we're doing around this table is going to look a 
little bit different for us this morning. Aren't we grateful to be able to have that experience together as a 
church? Now, our family meals look a little bit different. 

Recently, it's been Collier Jane who's kind of the biggest mess, our one-year-old. Normally she eats 
oatmeal in the morning for breakfast, and we declare victory if 10% of said oatmeal ends up in her 
mouth. Most of it ends up on the counter. It's like she somehow has this thing about oatmeal art on the 
counter! Then on the walls and on her shirt and her dress and in her hair and mom's hair and on my tie 
and on my shoes. She just likes to spread it around any kind of surface that's nearby. Sometimes she 
goes under the kitchen counter. Don't ever go looking under the kitchen counter of someone who has 
kids. It's just like years of calcified food product that has gathered. You're so excited to be invited over to 
our house sometime, aren't you? 

Yet, so many of our memories, as messy as it is, so much of what we think about when we think about 
family is what we've experienced around the table. Even our homes reflect this. These days, the center 
of the house, if you had to guess, which room in the house would you say is the heart of the home? 
Which room? The kitchen. I was reading in The Wall Street Journal recently how the size of kitchens over 
the last 20 years, the average American kitchen is 35% larger than it was 20 years ago. It's this place 
where we break bread and we prepare and then share in our meal together. You know, there's 
something about sharing a meal with someone or with family that can almost be a spiritual experience. 
It's about love. It's about relationships. It's about belonging. That's what we're going to celebrate 
together today. 

For the next two weeks, we're going to look at the story of our Sacraments as a church. Just to jump 
right in, what's a Sacrament? It is a visible sign of an invisible reality. A visible sign, bread and juice or 
bread and wine. Of an invisible reality. The very presence of Jesus and his body and his blood for us. For 
two weeks, we're going to talk about the sacraments of communion and baptism. What does the bread 
and the wine and, next week, what does this water say to us and reveal about the heart of our God? 
What's going on when we come to this table? Or, when we witness and celebrate the baptism of a baby 
or of somebody who's going public with their faith in Jesus? We'll deal with baptism next week, but 
today we're going to begin with the table. 

If you've spent much time in the Scriptures, you know that many of the most pivotal defining moments 
throughout the narrative of the Bible have to do or center with a meal. When a birthright was passed 
from one generation to the next, it was celebrated with a meal. When a sacrifice was made in the 
temple, it was always marked with a meal. When the Israelites celebrated God leading them out of their 
bondage and slavery in Egypt into their freedom, they gathered together. Yes, they sang and they 
prayed and they danced, but they celebrated and they marked it with a meal. Some of the most defining 
moments in the New Testament, in the life of Jesus, center around the table. 

One of those meals in particular was on the last night of his life. He was eating a meal with his disciples. 
They thought what they were doing was marking the sacred Passover meal together. But then Jesus, 
around that table, did something that no one had ever done before. He passed bread and wine, and he 
spoke of his body and his blood. Then he said to them these incredible words, "Do this in remembrance 
of me." Do this, a present, continuous, imperative verb. Do this and keep on doing this. It is the only 
commanded element of worship that Jesus ever gave us. There's no command to praise, to preach, or to 
pray, but, "Do this in remembrance of me." For 2,000 years, followers of Jesus have remembered and 
relived and practiced this meal. 



Different traditions have different ways of speaking about it. The Lord's Supper, the Eucharist, which 
really means thanksgiving. In the Catholic church that I grew up in, I remember that we called it the Holy 
Communion. Lots of people have talked about it and written about it and debated the meaning of what 
actually happens when we come together and gather around this table. Is it transubstantiation or 
consubstantiation or memorialist or pneumatic presence? It would take a little bit longer for us to get 
into all that. What is clear is that this meal presented before us, it is more than just a symbol and it is 
more than just a ritual. This is a meal where grace comes to life, where community comes to life, and 
where the presence of Jesus in a real and profound way comes to life in ours. 

What I want to do for just a few moments, and I know we've got some children in the room, but as we 
learn together about this sacrament of the Lord's Supper, I want to, almost in a rapid fire way, respond 
to some of the questions that we tend to bring to this table. First question, "Who is welcomed at this 
table, the Lord's Supper?" The answer: everyone. At this table, everyone's welcome. Nobody's left out. 
In talking about the Lord's Supper, here's what the Apostle Paul says about this. He says, "So then, my 
brothers and sisters, when you gather to eat," this communion meal, "you should all eat together." 
Whether you pass trays, come forward in whatever you're wearing. Whether you use wine or grape 
juice or gluten-free bread, which, by the way, we have. The main point is that everyone is welcome. 

"When you gather," Paul says, "you should all eat together." There's room for everyone around this 
table, rich and poor, powerful and powerless, young and old, the PhD and the GED, Presbyterians and 
Baptists, dispensationalists and charismatics, people of different nations and tribes and languages. 
Aren't you grateful that as a church we get to gather with our Chinese church brothers and sisters on the 
first Sunday of the month to come to this table together? If you're part of the Chinese church, we're so 
grateful that you're here. At this table, everyone's welcome. Nobody's left out, which is exactly what got 
Jesus into so much trouble in his ministry. Eventually got him killed because of how he shared a table 
with all the wrong people. 

Levi, this despised tax collector, who was just a pariah among God's people. He held a great feast in 
honor of Jesus and invited all his heathen friends. There was Jesus, right in the middle of the celebration 
and the meal. When they saw this, the Pharisees grumbled, and they said, "Who is this man who eats 
with sinners?" It's hard for us to understand in our fast-paced, fast food, UberEats culture what was 
represented when you sat down and you broke bread with someone in that day. It meant something. 
When you shared a meal, you were identifying with that person. You were saying in a very profound 
way, "You are welcome in my life. You are like family." It was to extend acceptance, love, and embrace. 
Jesus was intentionally promiscuous about this. He broke bread with the kind of people who weren't 
welcome in the church or in the synagogue. You almost can't understand the gospels without this. It was 
sitting at too many tables with too many of the wrong people that got Jesus killed. 

The pastor of the church that I went to in college would say, "You can tell a lot about a person's heart by 
who they make a place for at their table." Just imagine a church where, instead of excluding people, 
instead of making it's an “us vs them,” it's insiders versus outsiders, a church says, "No, everyone is 
welcome." A church that says, "We will never forget that we exist for the people who aren't yet at the 
table. We will pray, and we will do whatever we can to help everybody we know that there is a God who 
has made room for them at his table." There's actually a phrase that churches sometimes use to talk 
about this, being a church with an open table. You ever heard that before, an open table? It means that 
anyone is welcome at this table, anyone who sees their need for Jesus and his forgiveness for them on 
the cross. Who's welcome at this table? Everyone. 



Second question, "What do we earn when we come to this table? What do we earn?" Nothing. We don't 
earn anything, but we receive everything. We receive the presence of Jesus himself. That's why, as 
Calvin said, the Lord's Supper isn't served at an altar but a table because when we come to this table, 
we're not sacrificing anything that earns us something before God. We're simply receiving. It's a gift. 
Another question, "Is this table more about the past or the future? Is it more about the past or the 
future?" The answer is: yes. At this table, we look backwards and forwards. Yes, we remember when we 
come to this table that 2,000 years ago Jesus died for us, and he forgives our sins, and that he rose again 
and conquered the grave. 

We remember, and we celebrate all that. At the same time, when we come to this table, we are holding 
on to a promise that one day we will be welcomed into the heavenly embrace of God the Father. We'll 
be greeted by Jesus himself, and that one day he will come back to make all things right in this world. At 
this table, we look backwards and forwards. Number four, and I don't have a question for this one, so 
here it is. At this table, we are healed of our spiritual amnesia. This is a condition that every follower of 
Jesus struggles with, spiritual amnesia. We forget God's goodness, his love, that he accepts us, and he 
accepts all people. We forget this over time. We're a forgetful people. 

Anybody ever had a memory problem? The other night, Ali had gone to bed and I stayed up watching 
the basketball game. I got hungry. I went into the kitchen and I opened up the refrigerator. Maybe 
you're married to somebody who does this, but sometimes I'll just stand in front of the open refrigerator 
for minutes. I don't know what I'm looking... I'm not really looking at anything in particular. It's just the 
whole of the experience. I'll stand there. I'm a fridge starrer. I'm there for a couple minutes. Finally, I 
decide I'm going to have a glass of milk. I pour a glass of milk. The game's over. I go to bed. The next 
morning, Ali got up before me and she comes in and she wakes me up. 

She kind of pokes me, and she says, "Honey, did you have a glass of milk last night?" I said, "Yeah." Then, 
she looked at me with that "you idiot" look. It's like, "Did I forget to put the milk away again?" She said, 
"No, you forgot to close the doors to the refrigerator." Tell me I'm not the only one who's done this. Am 
I the only one? At this table, we get our memory back. It heals us of our spiritual amnesia. It helps us to 
remember. I have a friend who's a pastor. At his ordination, when he became a pastor, there was an 
elder who got up to share a charge for Darrel Johnson. He said this, "Darrel, don't you forget that every 
time I come to this table often I'm on the brink of unbelief. I need to be reminded." 

With this bread and with this wine, we're reminded. It's not just like jogging your memory. It's an 
opportunity to relive, remembering as reliving what God has done that he was faithful and that he will 
be faithful again and for all time. It heals our spiritual amnesia. Here's another one. At this table, his 
body is given, not broken. What do I mean by that? In a few minutes, you'll be invited to come to a 
station where one of our elders or deacons is going to serve you a piece of bread, a wafer. They're going 
to say to you these words, "The body of Christ given for you." Why do we say given and not broken? 
Here's why. This is from John Chapter 19. This is kind of like extra credit here. John 19 verse 31, this is 
after Jesus has been crucified. 

He writes, "Because the Jewish leaders did not want bodies left on the crosses during the Sabbath, they 
asked Pilate to have the legs broken and the bodies taken down. The soldiers therefore came and broke 
the legs of the first man who'd been crucified with Jesus and then of the other. But when they came to 
Jesus and found that he was already dead, they did not break his legs." 

If you go down to verse 36, here's what John said, 



"These things happened so that the scripture would be fulfilled. Not one of his bones will be broken." This 
was a prophecy that recurred multiple times in the Old Testament about the Messiah, the coming 
Savior. When you come forward, we say, "The body of Christ which is given for you." It's not broken. It's 
given. Jesus gave his life away. Nobody took it from him. It wasn't taken from him. He chose to die. He 
chose to give his body for you. 

We got time for one more. Parents, we okay? Keep going here. Last question here. Last question, 
"Where is the table?" Yes, it's on the Chancel. Where is the table? Sometimes it's in the presence of your 
enemies. Of course, this takes us back to the beloved Song of David, the 23rd Psalm. It’s where David 
leads us through the valley of the shadow of death, but then he comes to this point in verse 5 where he 
says kind of an odd thing. He says about his good shepherd, he says,  

"You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies."  

I never really knew what to do with that. I never really thought about it until a guy named Dallas Willard 
reflected on this. He said that there's something about our bodies, the way that appetite and hunger 
works. 

When you're scared, when you're anxious, when your back's against the wall, when you're threatened, 
when you're on the run, we're built in such a way that we can't eat. You lose your appetite. David says 
there's something about this good shepherd, the way that he loves us and brings peace for us and the 
way that he protects us. Even when our backs are against the wall. Even when I'm feeling threatened, 
even when I'm running for my life, even then he brings peace and provides in the presence of my 
enemies. He prepares a table before me in the presence of my enemies. We should never forget that 
there are followers of Jesus around the world for whom this a reality every time they come to this table. 
He prepares a place for me at his table. 

This past week, I was down in Houston. Before the graduation I was going to, I had a few hours to kill. I 
don't know if you've ever done this before, but I hadn't done this in years. I took some time to drive 
around my old neighborhood where I grew up, the Rice Village area. I'm probably driving like 15 miles an 
hour. I'm that guy, just going down memory lane. Then, I come to the house where I grew up in high 
school, 2247 Bartlett. It's like I can't even fully explain this. It's like, all of a sudden, I was blindsided by 
emotion, the good, the bad, the ugly stuff that happened in our family, things that I haven't really 
thought about in 20 years. It all just came all at once. 

Then, I drove down the road to this other place that I had been to so many times before. It was a little 
barbecue joint on Bartlett Road, best barbecue I ever had in my life, Good Company Barbecue. They 
have a little slogan at Good Company. It says, "You might give some serious thought to thanking your 
lucky stars you're in Texas." It's a strong slogan, isn't it? I stopped at Good Company, and I had lunch, 
chopped beef brisket poor boy with extra sauce. This was my go-to for like 15 years of my life. We've 
talked a lot about food today, haven't we? Anybody getting hungry? I walk into Good Company, and it's 
the wildest thing. As soon as I step foot in that restaurant, I can remember the exact same place where I 
used to sit. Always the exact same spot, with the same person, my youth pastor, a guy named Todd 
who's now my best friend. It's like one more time, as I walked through those doors, it all came flooding 
back. 



I remembered this one meal in particular. It was a night that was one of the darkest in my life. Some 
stuff had happened in our family, and I had to get out. As I often did, I called up Todd and he dropped 
everything he was doing. He said, "Let's have a meal at Good Company." I remember the exact same 
table that we sat at. It was an old wooden picnic table on the patio at Good Company. We sat there. I 
just talked, and we ate. I cried. Todd would sit there from across that table, and he would just listen to 
me, as he had done so many times. He would ask questions until I didn't have anything else to say. Then, 
he would speak comfort and courage into my life. He would tell me, "I'm with you. Even if you think 
you're alone, you're not. I'm with you in this. God is with you in this." He would pray for me, and he 
would just sit there with me. We would close that place down. We'd spend hours together. I'll never 
forget how he made a place for me at his table. 

It's a funny thing about tables. You can tell a lot about a person by who they invite and make a place for 
at their table. You almost always know if you're welcome or not. Anybody who's been to middle school 
knows the reality of this. I remember when I was in junior high and I'd walk into the cafeteria. It was like 
there was an unwritten code of which table you're allowed to sit in and if there was a place made for 
you at that table. There were consequences if you violated that code, which I found out one day when I 
tried to sit at a table I wasn't welcome at. The therapy's been very helpful. This, by the way, is one of the 
things that the Apostle Paul calls out in the early church, the church in Corinth. It was a culture that was 
obsessed with reputation and honor and social standing. Whenever there was a meal, you would always 
be seated at the table according to your standing. 

You've heard the saying, "You are what you eat." Well, in Corinth, you are where you eat. Of course, the 
higher the status, the better your place at the table. Apparently, the Corinthian church, they were new 
followers of Jesus. When they began to gather together around this table, they just took that practice 
from their day and brought it into the church. They would sit you in church, and they would invite you to 
the table according to your honor, your reputation, how much money you had, your wealth or your 
social standing. Paul, he sees this going on in the early church, and he writes to them. He says, "You've 
got it all messed up." Here's what he says in 1 Corinthians Chapter 11. He says,  

"In the following directives, I have no praise for you." 

 That's always a great way to start a conversation,  

"Everything I'm about to say from this point on is going to be negative."  

Awesome. 

Here's what he goes on to say. Verse 17,  

"For your meetings, your worship gatherings do more harm than good. In the first place, I hear that 
when you come together as a church, there are divisions among you. To some extent, I believe it." 

 Then, down to verse 22. He says, 

 "Do you despise the church of God by humiliating those who have nothing? What shall I say to you? 
Shall I praise you? Certainly not in this matter."  



This is Paul, the bad cop. He says, "What you're doing when you think you're coming to the Lord's table, 
it's not even the Lord's table because if it was, if this was Jesus' table, then everyone would be welcome, 
and the ground would be level. There would be no status seeking and no prioritizing one person over 
another because when we come to this table, we're all coming as beggars. We just need forgiveness." 
This morning, we're all invited to come. 

Doesn't matter what you've done or haven't done, how long it's been since you've been in a church or 
how good your kids behave or anything like that. Everyone is welcome at this table. Maybe you feel like 
the Prodigal son who, for the longest time, has just run in the opposite direction of the Father. Do you 
know that you are welcome and you are invited? Jesus is inviting you. That's why every time we gather 
around this table, for everyone here, if you're a member of this church or not, this is not a Presbyterian 
table. It's not a table for perfect people. If you trust Jesus as the forgiver of your sins and you want him 
to be the leader in your life, even if you're saying yes to that for the first time today, which you can do, 
then you are welcome to come and receive the grace and the presence that God has for you. 
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