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“Banquets and Belonging” 
Communion Meditation by Rev. David D. Colby 

Isaiah 25:6, Mark 2:13-17, Luke 22:14-20 

A U G U S T  2 6 ,  2 0 1 8  

 

A celestial banquet.i  That is the title 
of the opening prelude piece this morning, 
and the image that gets used over and over 
in the Bible.  A banquet - luscious food, 
multiple courses throughout the meal.  
Flavors and scents and textures and taste.  
So many human aspects coming together 
with a more eternal, more lasting, broader 
love that is at the heartbeat of the universe.  
It is a lovely image for the realm of God. 

 Yet I remember a sense of discomfort 
with one of the first banquets I attended as a 
young adult.  A wedding banquet for which I 
did not know any of the other attendees 
except for the wedding couple.  And as I 
entered the banquet hall it felt a bit 
overwhelming.  So many people.  So many 
tables.  And then, once at my place at the 
table . . . Seven forks set out in descending 
order.  Five glasses in front of me.  And I 
kind of froze trying to remember the rules of 
etiquette.  Elbows off the table.  Which one is 
the salad fork?  But is this the salad or more 
like some kind of fancy appetizer?  I felt out 
of my element, out of my league; I wanted to 
bolt.  I was at a banquet, but I did not have 

a sense of belonging.  Until someone 
engaged me in a story and made me feel 
welcome.  And suddenly it was not just about 
good manners and making sure to be 
proper.  The food mingled with the people 
and created this sense of being human and 
happy and content. 

 Meals are central in the Bible, and 
the food is sometimes simple.  Bread and 
fish for breakfast.  A fig on a dusty road.  But 
sometimes it is elaborate, like in this brief 
but imaginative passage from Isaiah, with 
rich food, and expensive drink. 

Barry Jones is a preacher in Texas, 
and he wrote an article that I found inspiring 
as we were preparing for this series.ii  So I 
want to share a few of his thoughts. 

I’m becoming increasingly convinced that food is one of 
God’s love languages. Think about it. The average 
human has about 10,000 taste buds. And the only 
explanation I can conceive for why that would be is 
that God loves us. Really loves us. After all, it didn’t 
have to be that way. God did not have to make us 
capable of experiencing such delight. He could have 
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made us the sort of creatures for whom food is merely 
fuel. Our 10,000 taste buds are a display of grace, an 
expression of his love. 

The table is a place to remember the blessing of God. 
One ancient prayer of the church (based on an even 
more ancient Hebrew prayer) says, “Blessed are you, 
O Lord God, King of the Universe, for you give us 
food to sustain our lives and make our hearts glad.” 
We need to recover the importance of gathering with 
people around our tables for the purpose of enjoying a 
meal as both a gift and means of grace. Such 
gatherings need not involve lavish spreads. They can, 
in fact, be quite simple. But they are those meals where 
we gather with guests and get a glimpse of the banquet 
of the kingdom to come, those meals where we get a 
little foretaste of the shalom of God. These meals are 
what the Celts called “thin places”—where the veil 
that separates heaven and earth seems exceedingly 
thin. 

 There is an expression that goes, 
"You are what you eat."  Healthy food in, 
healthy body.  But Jesus knew something 
even more important.  You are who you eat 
with.  And his tables exuded a sense of 
welcome, of belonging.  For people who 
had always been on the margins, kept out of 
polite society, Jesus made clear that there 
was another place, a place just for them.  At 
the beginning of the Gospel, Jesus begins to 
summon an unusual group of followers, and 
then sits down with them at the table to eat. 

 And then controversy erupts.  Finger-
pointing.  Angry looks.  Disgust at this so-
called leader who is erasing the lines that 
had served to divide.  “When the scribes 
of the Pharisees saw” what was happening, 
“they said to his disciples, ‘Why does he 
eat with tax-collectors and sinners?’ (Mark 
2:16). 

 Someone more timid might have 
backed off.  Agreed with their prejudicial 
comment.  Laughed at their joke.  Tried to 
have it both ways.  Yet Jesus basically 
agreed with them.  Yup - I eat with tax 
collectors and sinners.  That is who I am 
called to gather into this new community.  
Sinners and saints, that is who we are.  The 
controversy would not go away, and the 
tensions would tighten.  Yet the meals 
continued.  And the community grew 
stronger.  A community that continued to put 
meals at the center of its safe space, tables 
at the center of their sanctuaries.  So much 
so that in some traditions, the communion 
table is called the Welcome Table.   

I love the scenes from the Harry 
Potter books that have each school year 
begin with a feast to open the term at 
Hogwarts.  The students would sit at long 
wooden tables, new students would arrive 
and be sorted and then welcomed to the 
table, and then platters and platters of food 
magically appearing from above. 

 The communion table as a table of 
welcome.  The meals are there at the 
beginning of the Gospels, and they are there 
at the very end.  On the night that he was 
betrayed, the gospels present the story of a 
last supper.  With Jesus and the disciples 
gathered for one final meal, for stories and 
teaching and fellowship and promises.  And 
Jesus breaking bread and passing around a 
cup. 

 Yet even that is not the final meal.  
For the resurrection stories continue to 
happen with meals serving to remind and 
enlighten.  Two disciples walking on a dusty 
road to Emmaus, joined by a stranger that 
we the readers just know is Jesus long before 
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the two do.  Jesus teaches and comforts, but 
it is only when the offer him hospitality, and 
then the stranger suddenly becomes the 
host, taking bread and breaking it and then 
their eyes are opened and they can truly see.  
Another Gospel tells the story of the disciples 
back to their fishing boats, when they see a 
stranger on a beach, and smell a charcoal 
fire and the stranger beckons them and 
breakfast of grilled fish is served, and then 
they recognize who it is that has summoned 
them back. 

 This summer we had a Hunger Task 
Force working to explore the nature of 
hunger around us and what we can do to be 
more helpful to those who are hungry.  We 
knew already that food shelves play an 
important role in helping individuals and 
families get through the month, but one of 
our surprising learnings for our setting in the 
city was the important and growing need for 
mobile food shelves to support those who 
are in high rise buildings.  We learned more 
about the pervasiveness of hunger and food 
insecurity, but we also learned about and 
were inspired by a number of organizations 
working on imaginative solutions. 

 We will be sharing our findings, 
providing volunteer opportunities, offering 

food to the hungry.  That is who we are as 
followers of Jesus.   

I want to quote Barry Jones one last 
time. 

I’m convinced that one of the most important spiritual 
disciplines for us to recover in the kind of world in 
which we live is the discipline of table fellowship. In the 
fast-paced, tech-saturated, attention-deficit-disordered 
culture in which we find ourselves, Christians need to 
recover the art of a slow meal around a table with 
people we care about. “Table fellowship” doesn’t often 
make the list of the classical spiritual disciplines. But 
in the midst of a world that increasingly seems to have 
lost its way with regard to matters of both food and the 
soul, Christian spirituality has something important to 
say about the way that sharing tables nourishes us 
both physically and spiritually. We need a recovery of 
the spiritual significance of what we eat, where we eat, 
and with whom we eat.iii 

 Our summer series comes to an end 
today.  But like most good stories, in the end 
we loop back to the beginning.  Back to 
meals with Jesus, where the good news 
begins.  And an adventure still awaits. 

 May it be so.  Amen.   

 

i By Olivier Messiaen 
ii Barry D. Jones, “The Dinner Table as a Place of Connection, Brokenness, and Blessing,” in the Dallas Theological 
Seminary Voice, 26 October 2015, and archived at https://voice.dts.edu/article/a-place-at-the-table-jones-barry/.  
iii Ibid. 

                                                            


