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Grace and Peace to you this day in the name of our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. 
 
In my mother’s kitchen was a cellophane tape dispenser emblazoned on both sides with a proverb.  This proverb 
was written in such a way as to suggest it was an old German proverb, but I’m not so sure the Germans can lay 
unique claim to this.  The proverb read:  
 “We grow too soon old, 
   and too late schmart.” 
My household has since inherited this tape dispenser.  We grow too soon old and too late smart.  I think we all 
know something of the truth of this proverb. 
 
There have been numerous things in my life to which it might apply.  If only I knew then what I know now.  
Some things, though, I would not like to do over again, even if I could do them differently.  Like adolescence.  
No matter what I might like to do differently, I don’t think I want to go there again.  But there are other things I 
should like to do over again, only this time do them with a knowledge of what I have come to know now.  One 
of these things is family dinners. 
 
I, like so many in our culture today, gave up too easily on a family mealtime.  I too easily scheduled that 5:30 
p.m. meeting because I had another meeting later in the evening.  Or I too easily stayed at work preparing for 
what was to come later that night, rather than go home and spend dinner time with the family.  It was not only 
my schedule, but the rest of my family’s which we allowed to interfere.  When plans were being made, being 
home for dinner was seldom a priority.  Practices for ball teams, rehearsals for performances, shopping and 
study groups – we allowed all these things to come first.  We ate on the run.  We ate in our cars.  We grabbed 
something on the way home and ate by ourselves.  We treated eating as an act of survival, not as a way to 
celebrate community.  We let our personal agendas overshadow the common good.  Yet now I know, the family 
meal is not just about feeding us physically, it is about feeding us spiritually. 
 
When the office is chaotic and the organization is neurotic, when the chore list is suffocating and the house is 
unbearable, when others are disinterested in us or even unkind, there is always the family table where we will 
be wanted and attended to.  Here we are healed of the bad memories of the day.  Here instructions are given and 
stories of life are told.  Here miracles of love happen.  Here the youngest to the oldest gets heard.  Here we learn 
to share.  Here at the family table we see new life and old, the growing process and the aging process.  Here we 
admit our failures and voice our hopes.  Here we learn that all the best work in the world is worth nothing, 
unless we do it for each other.  Mealtime together is not just about feeding our bodies.  It is about feeding our 
souls. 
 
When I have taught classes with young folks preparing for their First Communion, I have talked about the 
various benefits we receive at this table: the forgiveness of sins, the assurance of salvation, the promise of 
everlasting life.  But, every time I began with a new group, I told them the very first thing I wanted them to 
understand about this sacrament, is that this is a meal.  It may not look like much of a meal, this little bit of 
bread, this little sip of wine, but it is, first and foremost, a meal.  This is meant to feed us spiritually, and it is 
meant to feed us, together, spiritually.  This is our family meal, the family we experience as the church, and 
many of the kinds of things we experience around our family meals at home are meant to be experienced in this 
family meal we share at church. 
 



 2 
On the day before he suffered, Jesus took bread, and when he had given thanks he broke and gave it to his 
disciples.  As the three days of our Lord’s passion begins, Jesus sits down with his disciples and they share a 
meal.  Things around Jesus and the disciples have become chaotic, one could even say neurotic.  There is 
betrayal at hand.  There is violence and there is death waiting for them around the corner.  In the midst of all 
this danger and madness, Jesus and his closest friends – Jesus and his chosen family – sit down for a meal.  Yes, 
it is a Passover meal.  It is a religious meal shared for centuries by people of the faith.  But Jesus now makes 
something new of this meal.  Taking the cup of wine, he says, 
 “This is the cup of the new covenant in my blood.” 
 
This meal is about a covenant.  This meal is about a relationship sealed in Jesus’ own death and resurrection.  
This meal is not just about physical nourishment.  This meal is about spiritual nourishment.  This meal is about 
feeding their souls.  It is about feeding their relationship with Jesus, and it is about feeding their relationship 
with each other. 
 
This is the same thing we share now in this meal which is placed before us.  This is about being fed in our 
relationship with God in Christ and about being fed in our relationship with each other.  Every other meal we 
share in this congregation takes its shape from this Eucharist we share in worship.  Here, in our eating together, 
we are healed of the bad memories of the suffering around us.  Here, in what surrounds this meal, instructions 
are given and stories of life are told.  Here, in the sharing of this meal, miracles of love happen.  Here the 
youngest to the oldest are meant to be heard.  Here we learn to share.  Here, as we gather around this table, we 
see new life and old, the growing process and the aging process.  Here we admit to each other our failures and 
voice our hopes.  Here we learn that even the best in us is worth nothing, unless we live our lives for each other.  
Here, in our eating together, we come to know what God is doing for us in these next three days, and we come 
to know what it means to be a community – a family – born of the crucifixion and the resurrection. 


