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We are gathered here on a communion Sunday for the first time in a long time. Today is a day of many
emotions. Today is a day of joy as some of us gather together for communion for the first time in over a
year. Today is a day of sorrow as we recognize that not everyone is ready or able to join us today. We
have lost friends over the past year, gained anxieties, and have each likely had moments where we
have had to ask “Will it ever be the same again?”

What a uniquely appropriate place to be as we celebrate communion for the first time after Easter. Do
you feel confusion as to how God could have let this happen? The disciples clearly were confused that
first Easter evening. Do you want to believe everything will be okay but realize that everything is still far
from okay? I think we can assume the disciples wanted to believe everything would be okay, but could
just as easily look outside the locked doors to see a city that had crucified their friend and teacher. I
think it is fair to say that some of us might empathize with the disciples in our reading today.

I know that I can empathize with the disciples. Since I last served communion, I have had moments of
anxiousness and fear. There have been moments when I have been pushed to my breaking point and
moments when God had to knit my broken heart back together again. There have been moments
where one more thing would have caused me to snap.

Yes, I can understand the fear of the disciples. When they are startled and terrified, I see the behavior
of people who are all too normal. They are shocked even as they face the risen Christ. The text tells us
that even as they begin to believe, they still question what their eyes are seeing. They are slow to
believe, slow to trust, and I frankly do not blame them. Afterall, when was the last time you saw
someone rise from the grave?

They have their fears and they have their doubts, but let’s be clear about one thing: Jesus is there.
During that dark day between Good Friday and Easter Sunday each must have wondered about what
had happened and what they could or should have done. Some of the people had run away, some of
the people had betrayed Christ, and one of the twelve had not only betrayed Christ but then proceeded
to kill himself. The events are traumatic, but Christ is there in their midst. Christ is there for them.

There’s something deeply compassionate in Christ taking the time in the midst of everything to do
something as completely mundane and simple as eating a piece of fish. It does not seem like much, but
Jesus takes a piece of fish and does something normal. Yes, Christ is alive. Christ is walking, talking,
and even doing something as normal as eating. The past few days may have been frightening and
disorienting, but Christ is present there in this simple meal of fish.

It does not take a Doctorate in theology to make the simple jump between Christ being present in a
meal of simple fish long ago and Christ being present to us in a meal of bread and cup today. Jesus has
promised to be with us in our everyday moments of sharing bread and cup. It has been a while, but we
proclaim again an old truth: Christ has died, Christ is risen, and Christ will come again.



I don’t know where you have each been over the past year. I grew up in a church that had a great
tradition of saying that everything was okay. We would walk into church and there would be an almost
religious exchange. While many churches say “The Lord be with you” and respond “And also with you,”
my church was expert at saying “Hi, how are you?” and respond “Fine! How are you?” There were
moments when it seemed like they could roll you into church in a full body cast and you would still say
“I’m fine! How are you?”

As I grew into my faith, I started to feel almost allergic to that expectation of saying everything is fine.
Everything is not always fine and I have come to believe that church is one of the few places in the
world where we should be allowed to say “Things are not fine.” I especially began to feel that the
communion table is the one place where we should be able to be fully honest with ourselves and God.

I do not know where you have been over the past year and I do not know what burdens you might bring
to the communion table today. Are there things in your life that seem unforgivable? Are there places
where you have had so much doubt that you do not believe God can accept you? Are you broken? Are
you wounded? Friends, I want to be absolutely clear about something. This is God’s table and God
accepts people even in their doubts, fear, and brokenness. We may see ourselves as unworthy at
times, but Christ is full of grace for us, no matter what our path has been.

Every time I share communion, I take a moment to emphasize something. As this is really the first time
I have shared communion in Trumansburg, I will point it out and explain why I point it out every single
time.

In the United Methodist Church we serve the unfermented fruit of the vine. We do not share a cup of
alcoholic wine but a cup of grape juice. There’s a reason that we share grape juice and that reason
strikes close to my heart.

As a child, I remember watching my mother struggle with alcohol. She was a woman who fought hard
against her demons, but she both smoked and drank heavily. When those vices connected with her use
of diet pills, her body was devastated by the combination.

As a child, I hated alcohol, especially after my mother died. As a result, I never drank as a teenager and
had my first drink the day before I turned 21 so that my friends wouldn’t be able to catch me off guard
the next night. I never really drank in college and drank far more diet coke than anything else.

Ironically, the first time I really was exposed to drinking was in the church. I had friends in the Ordination
process who went to seminary together, so I would go to the bar with them at the end of a retreat before
going home. I had colleagues who would want to talk through the events of the day at our Annual
Conference, so I would join them at a bar for cocktails after our day of meeting. A long journey began
that I should have never begun.

A few years later, I would prefer to be honest with you rather than beat around the bush. I can’t drink. I
can’t drink at all, because I have too much of my mom in me. It doesn’t take much, even a glass of
wine, to get my system to take off and want more, so I can’t even drink a cup of wine with you if you
invite me over for dinner. I emphasize the fact that we serve the non-alcoholic cup for the very reason
that there are people who cannot drink like I cannot drink. There are people like me who will never be
able to pick up a glass of wine again and I emphasize how they feel because I am the same way. I want



them to know from the very beginning that they can both take communion with us and that we are
intentionally sharing juice because they are as welcome at God’s table as they are at a bar. They
belong here with us, not down the street drinking their sorrows.

Why do I tell you all of this? Well, to be honest, I have never actually been this blunt about my struggles
before, but I am doing so today for several reasons.

First, as a pastor, I believe that we all need to be a little more open about the nature of alcoholism at
the moment. The past year has revealed many problems in our culture and one of them is the massive
uptick in alcoholism and alcoholistic tendencies. I am being honest because one of you may need to
talk about the fact you may be afraid you have been drinking too much or that someone you love is
struggling with alcoholism. I want to let you know that it is okay to talk about this very private and
difficult disease and that I will talk with you without judgment.

Second, I want to be open because my struggle is not the only struggle. We live in a world where there
are dark things out in the shadows. People face situations of abuse that can be physical, emotional,
sexual, spiritual, or a combination of the above. People wake up facing horrible amounts of depression,
anxiety, and fear. Friends, there are so many things that can cause you to come to the table with a
sense of shame or fear.

Romans 3:10 tells us that there is nobody who is righteous. Nobody in the world lives a life that is
perfect and proper. Each of us is broken. I find great hope in this verse because of the simple truth it
shares with us. The love we find at this table was never a love that we earned. The love at this table
was offered by Jesus Christ as a gift without price.

You may look at the table and believe that you could never be worthy of God’s love. Friends, it was
never about being worthy. None of us are worthy, but God still meets us here. Trust me when I say that
I could look in the mirror and see someone who sometimes seems unlovable, but I am still here. I want
you to understand that welcome and to come with me to God’s table.

As a person with a bad history with alcohol, when I come to the table, I come with honest repentance in
my heart and with the faith that God loves me dearly. When that bread touches my tongue, I taste the
bread and recognize that God’s love really is there for me. When the juice enters my throat, I feel the
way that it really is there in me. When I take communion, I believe that God’s love is right there with me.

Friends, I really do not know where all of you have been since we last ate at this table. I do want you to
know that Jesus Christ accepts and loves everyone. If you come to this table with a repentant heart,
there is a way to begin the journey of forgiveness. If you come with a fearful heart, there is a God who
will be patient with you in the midst of your fears. If you come to this table with an open heart, God will
meet you wherever you have been. Let us pray...


