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Series: Sacramental Gifts
Sermon: Take and Eat

Matthew 2:9-11
After they had heard the king, they went on their way, and the star they had seen when it rose went ahead of
them until it stopped over the place where the child was. 10 When they saw the star, they were overjoyed. 11 On
coming to the house, they saw the child with his mother Mary, and they bowed down and worshiped him. Then
they opened their treasures and presented him with gifts of gold, frankincense and myrrh.

I Corinthians 11:23-26
For I received from the Lord what I also passed on to you: The Lord Jesus, on the night he was betrayed, took
bread, 24 and when he had given thanks, he broke it and said, “This is my body, which is for you; do this in
remembrance of me.” 25 In the same way, after supper he took the cup, saying, “This cup is the new covenant in
my blood; do this, whenever you drink it, in remembrance of me.” 26 For whenever you eat this bread and drink
this cup, you proclaim the Lord’s death until he comes.

Sermon
New law this year.  Bikes don’t have to stop at stop signs - if there is no one coming.  They are to be considered
yield signs.  No longer a command to stop, just a suggestion.  On your way here this morning, I’m sure that you
saw plenty of road signs to direct you where to go, or not to go, where to turn, or where not to turn.  They are
very useful.   They give us commands that we must obey, or there are stiff penalties, if we choose not to
obey...not that I would know or anything.  Green light go.  Red light stop.   And from what I can tell here in
Oregon, yellow means go really fast.  It actually means caution - Caution look out for idiots.   I was on the
interstate the other day and saw a sign that said “watch for wind on overpass”.  I didn’t even know that you
could see wind.  I looked and looked...it was hard because my car was being whipped around.  There was a sign
a mile from that one that read “Bridges may be icy” (pronounce it icky).  Or maybe that was icy...I guess that
would make more sense.  I still don’t know why they call them rest areas...usually I’m driving 90 miles an hour
just to get to one and when I finally do pull into one, I’m usually running to the small building.  I never rest at a
rest area.  The purpose of a rest area is to get some exercise.  Some people think that speed limit signs are just a
suggestion.  Years ago now, Stephanie and I were in Montana when they didn’t have daytime speed-limits for
the interstate.  Just for fun, we thought we’d see how fast we could go for one mile.  Once we were on a nice
open stretch of road, we floored it.  We did a mile in 31 seconds.  That’s about 117 miles an hour.  We got
scared, slowed down and I had to look for a rest stop.  Road signs are commands.  We are to follow them.  We
are to obey them.  Our message this morning is about a command.  Is about an action that we are to obey.  Its
about a directive from God that helps us to remember God’s love for us.  It’s about communion.

Two thousand years ago, a relatively unknown teacher from the hills of Galilee, in an obscure part of the world,
was having dinner with a small group of friends.  He took a loaf of bread, gave thanks to God and broke the
bread and said “take and eat.  This is my body which is broken for you.  Do this, in remembrance of me.” 
Likewise he took the cup and said “Take and drink, all of you.  This is my blood, which is shed for you.  Do
this, in remembrance of me.”  He asked about a dozen people to do this.  A strange ritual Jesus asked only a
handful of people to partake in this, and I ask you: Was ever a command so obeyed?  Was ever a command so
obeyed?  For year after year, century after century, spreading slowly but surely, to every country, nation and to
every continent on the face of this earth, this small command has been carried out.  From infancy to old age, in
every conceivable human circumstance, for every conceivable human need, the Lord’s Supper has been given. 
To all races, to all cultures, to all regardless of race, to both genders, to all classes.  The Lord’s Supper is present



with Kings at their coronation, with Presidents being sworn in, after great military battles and at the end of a
victorious war.  It was on the moon with Buzz Alderan - he took up bread and wine already consecrated.  The
Lord’s Supper is present with prisoners as they walk to their scaffolds, with refugees sitting in their burned out
home, with those who are sick, afraid to die, with those in prison camps afraid of the future.  Communion is fit
for relishing in their great blessings and thankful hearts, and is fit for those in desperate situations surrounded by
despair and ruin.  One could write a hundred books about why humankind has done this, and not tell one
hundredth of the story.  Week after week, month after month, for a hundred thousand successive Sundays,
faithfully, unfailingly, all across the parishes of Christendom, religious leaders have given this sacrament to
make the holy community of God’s people.  Was ever a command so obeyed?  I don’t believe so.  From the
mighty mouths of any leader of any age, has a command been obeyed like the Lord’s Supper?  Do this in
remembrance of me.

Communion, or the Lord’s Supper, or Eucharist, they all mean the same thing, has quite a history.  It has caused
divisions in theological thought, divided churches, and has been in the middle of controversial dogmatics for
centuries.  For some traditions, the bread and wine actually become the body and blood of Christ.  The million
dollar word for this belief is transubstantiation. One of the religions that uphold this view is the Roman Catholic
church.  In those traditions, the Lord’s Supper is the focal point of the worship service.  Here’s a bit of trivia for
you.  In the past, priests were required to fast (not eat) after midnight the previous evening before they
performed communion.  They didn’t want Jesus mixed with last night’s meatloaf.  Still today, they may not eat
or drink 1 hour before receiving communion elements.  After the morning mass is completed, they can finally
eat.  That morning meal broke the fast of the priests.  It broke the fast and hence, it was called the breakfast
meal, and that is where we get the word breakfast.  Generally, only those in that particular religion are allowed
to partake of the elements - not outsiders.  There are exceptions of course, but generally.

Other traditions believe that the bread and the wine are only symbols of Christ’s suffering, they are
representations of the body and blood of Christ.  We United Methodists are more in line with this mode of
thinking, although it is much more than just a symbol.  We are one of the only traditions that use a substance
other than wine for our cup.  As you know, we use grape juice.  We do this because of our church’s standpoint
on alcohol and out of respect for recovering alcoholics.  Could you imagine being a recovering alcoholic, trying
to stay dry and go to church and being told that in order to receive salvation, you had to drink wine!  Alright,
one more piece of trivia.  Some Native American religious services call for the use of peyote, a hallucinatory
drug during the course of their worship.  Of course, peyote is illegal to use in any case, religious or not.  But at
the beginning of the past century, when prohibition was a Constitutional amendment, which made any use of
alcohol illegal, the only exception was made for the Roman Catholic Church for use in the Lord’s Supper.  The
church was allowed to use wine for religious purposes even when a Constitutional amendment made alcohol
illegal.   I’m not saying that peyote should be legal for religious worship, but those in public office get to make
the rules and the exceptions.

Another unique tradition in United Methodist folklore is our rule of frequency.  According to our Discipline, the
ruling book that dictates the church and pastors, we are to serve communion at least four times a year.  We can
serve it more if we like, but we have to offer communion at least every three months.  The founder of the
Methodist Church, John Wesley, desired for us to have constant communion, which means as often as we
realistically can.  Wesley was thinking every other day or at least once a week.  In the 1800's, however, saw the
rise of the circuit riding ministers, who traveled from place to place, day after day, and could only make it back
to the same church after several months of traveling.  Only ministers could serve the sacrament, and hence, the
churches received communion only when the pastor could ride back into town, generally in three months time. 
It is from this tradition of circuit riding pastors that we serve communion quarterly.  Times have changed.  Many
pastors now stay at one church for years, but the tradition of having communion every three months has stayed
with many congregations.  We, however, are an every month kind of congregation.  We still hold the command
that Jesus gave us.



Of course, the real power and purpose behind communion is the love and care of God.  It is a means of Grace. 
A conveyer of grace, or God’s loving action in the world.  A way that we can recognize, appreciate, and tune
into the love of God.  Do the elements actually become the body and blood of Christ?  Or do the bread and cup
stay the same and their properties and identity stay just bread and wine?  What is the identity of the bread and
wine?  It might sound like a strange archaic question, but one that I think will help us in understanding the
importance and role of the Lord’s supper in Christian worship.  To identify an object and to give it a name, we
look at what that object does.  I believe that an object is known by what it does.  Are you following me?  For
example:  Here I have an object.  If I had to guess what this object was, I would probably guess that it is a key. 
And you are probably thinking “Duh Mike, that is a key...you get a gold star for the day”.  What if I told you that
this is not a key.  You would probably say that I am nuts and have lost all sense of reality.  I am going to tell you
anyway.  This is not a key.  By definition, a key is a tool used to open a locked object.  By that definition, this
piece of metal in my hand is not a key.  It does not open anything.  Because it does not open anything, it cannot
be a key.  It looks like a key, it has the shape of a key, but it does not participate in the properties that we hold to
be true for keys.  If I put this object on my head, I can honestly say that it is a hat because it participates in the
properties that we define as hat, an object that is worn on the head.  If I put it on top of this piece of paper, I can
honestly say that it is a paperweight, because it participates in the properties that we define as a paper weight.  If
I put it under my arm, we could not call it deodorant, because I would still smell as badly as before...you get the
point.  An object is defined and labeled by the action it does.  This is not a key because it does not open any
lock.  We had this particular lock changed a while back and now this former key is only a piece of scrap metal. 
What does have to do with communion?  Everything!  Just like this key...what identity does the bread and wine
have for you?  Is the bread and cup just that, bread and cup?  Yes, it nourishes us and gives our body substance. 
Is the bread and wine the body and blood of Christ?  Yes.  Because communion allows us to see and to
participate with God..hence the name: Communion.  We are communing with God when we take the bread and
the cup.  In that sense, the identity and the properties that the bread and wine have are in fact, the body and
blood of Christ.  When we take communion, we remember the life, death, and resurrection of Jesus.  When we
take communion, we remember who are called to be as children of God.  When we take communion, we
remember our promised future of a life filled with loving relationships, filled with purpose, filled with hope,
filled with the love of God.  With all of that, is it just bread and a drink?  No.  It is much more than just a snack
at church, but a revival of the Spirit within us to seek all that is holy.  It’s not just a ritual that we have to endure
every month, but a chance for us to commune with God and to be reminded of what we and the church are
called to be.  It’s not just something that we do so we have to stay at church longer and let the Baptists beat us to
Biscuits,  but it is a chance for us to envision what the world could and would be like if we all loved each other
and treated everyone with respect and dignity.  What a world of peace would look like.  Was ever a command so
obeyed?  With benefits like that, you can see why billions of people have taken communion for two millennia. 
Was ever a command so obeyed?  No way.

(Go down to the altar and reveal the elements.)  Today we told the story of the wise men.  And the gifts they
brought.  Here’s a fun little fact: You can only give away what you have.  Seems obvious, doesn’t it?  You can
only give away something that you possess.  Gold, Frankincense and Myrrh.  They gave the gifts they had.  At
communion, God gives us the gifts that he has to give.  Let me tell it like this:  There was a little boy at summer
camp last year.  He was having fun at camp, but sometimes he missed his friends at home, he missed his dog, he
missed his family.  I think he missed his dog more than his family, to be honest.  He got letters from home and
that was nice.  One day, he received a small box of cookies that his mother had baked and sent to her little boy
at camp.  He opened up the package, and could smell the aroma of freshly baked cookies enter his nose.  He
took a cookie in his hand, and could feel that it had stayed soft and was still moist with delicious flavor.  He
looked at the cookie and saw all of the  lumps of chocolate chips that were within his grasp.  He raised the
cookie to his lips and took a bite.  To you and to me, all he had was a cookie.  But to him, he tasted love.  That
gift of cookies was not just cookies to that little boy.  He knew with each bite, that somebody loved him.  And
so it is with communion.  We know that somebody loves us.  Take and eat.  Do this in Remembrance of Me. 
And the family of God said, AMEN.


