
 

 

 
 
“From Visions of a World Hungry” by Thomas G. Pettepiece  
 
Today is Resurrection Sunday. My first Easter in prison. Surely the regime 
can’t continue to keep almost 10,000 political prisoners in its gaols! In here, it 
is much easier to understand how the men in the Bible felt, stripping 
themselves of everything that was superfluous. Many of the prisoners have 
already heard that they have lost their homes, their furniture, and everything 
they owned. Our families are broken up. Many of our children are wandering 
the streets, their father in one prison, their mother in another. 
 
There is not a single cup. But a score of Christian prisoners experienced the 
joy of celebrating communion – without bread or wine. The communion of 
empty hands. The non-Christians said: “We will help you; we will talk quietly 
so that you can meet.” Too dense a silence would have drawn the guards’ 
attention as surely as the lone voice of the preacher. “We have no bread, nor 
water to use instead of wine,” I told them, “but we will act as though we had.” 
 
“This meal in which we take part,” I said, “reminds us of the prison, the 
torture, the death and final victory of the resurrection of Jesus Christ. The 
bread is the body which he gave for humanity. The fact that we have none 
represents very well the lack of bread in the hunger of so many millions of 
human beings. The wine, which we don’t have today, is his blood and 
represents our dream of a united humanity, of a just society, without 
difference of race or class.” 
 
I held out my empty hand to the first person on my right, and placed it over his 
open hand, and the same with the others: “Take eat, this is my body which is 
given for you; do this in remembrance of me.” Afterward, all of us raised our 
hands to our mouths, receiving the body of Christ in silence. “Take, drink, this 
is the blood of Christ which was shed to seal the new covenant of God with 
men. Let us give thanks, sure that Christ is here with us, strengthening us.” 
 
We gave thanks to God, and finally stood up and embraced each other. A while 
later, another non-Christian prisoner said to me: “You people have something 
special, which I would like to have.” The father of a dead girl came up to me 
and said: “Pastor, this was a real experience! I believe that today I discovered 
what faith is. Now, I believe that I am on the road.”  
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