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Matthew 9:9-13
As Jesus was walking along, he saw a man called Matthew sitting at the tax booth; and 
he said to him, “Follow me.” And he got up and followed him. And as he sat at dinner in 
the house, many tax collectors and sinners came and were sitting with him and his 
disciples. When the Pharisees saw this, they said to his disciples, “Why does your 
teacher eat with tax collectors and sinners?” But when he heard this, he said, “Those 
who are well have no need of a physician, but those who are sick. Go and learn what 
this means, ʻI desire mercy, not sacrifice.ʼ For I have come to call not the righteous but 
sinners.”

Deuteronomy 16:9-15
You shall count seven weeks; begin to count the seven weeks from the time the sickle is 
first put to the standing grain. Then you shall keep the festival of weeks to the Lord your 
God, contributing a freewill offering in proportion to the blessing that you have received 
from the Lord your God. Rejoice before the Lord you God - you and your sons and your 
daughters, your male and female slaves, the Levites resident in your towns, as well as 
the strangers, the orphans, and the widows who are among you - at the place that the 
Lord your God will choose as a dwelling for his name. Remember that you were a slave 
in Egypt, and diligently observe these statutes. 

You shall keep the festival of booths for seven days, when you have gathered in the 
produce from your threshing floor and your wine press. Rejoice during your festival, you 
and your sons and your daughters, your male and female slaves, as well as the Levites, 
the strangers, the orphans, and the widows resident in your towns. Seven days you 
shall keep the festival to the Lord your God at the place that the Lord will choose; for the 
Lord your God will bless you in all your produce and in all your undertakings, and you 
shall surely celebrate.



Sermon

In 2004 my wife and I began a new journey. We moved from central North Carolina, not 
back toward family, but to a whole new place and a whole new experience. That August 
I began seminary in Decatur, Georgia and the two of us moved into the married housing 
on campus, lovingly called “The Village”. Most incoming students started the same way, 
with an eight week intensive course learning the Greek language. Every morning, five 
days a week, we would crowd into one lecture hall and get our lesson for the day. Every 
afternoon we found places to sit in libraries and open classrooms to work out the 
homework and study for tests and quizzes, going through endless notecards and trying 
to figure out the how to conjugate greek verbs. And though the entering class was all 
together, it was like starting from scratch when it came to making friends and growing 
relationships. 

That is when my wife and I had the brilliant idea. We would invite some of the families 
over for dinner. We settled on inviting those in the class that lived in the village or really 
close by, who were young, married, and without kids. In other words, people who were 
in a similar place as we were. And so that first meal included four couples eating in our 
tiny living room of our 1 bedroom apartment. But that night, over dishes of pasta and 
bread and desert, the eight of us laughed and told stories, we shared our lives and 
listened and learned about each other. It was a great party, and a great night.

But isnʼt that the sign of a good party, people enjoying one anotherʼs company, laughing 
and sharing their stories. Good food that helps fill the belly while the fellowship fills the 
soul. This was the way the Israelites were called to feast - to be of good joy, to share 
food and laughter and be filled in body and soul by one anotherʼs gifts of food and heart. 
But did you notice, in the describing of the festival of weeks and booths - to harvest time 
festivals of the Hebrew people - did you notice who was included in the celebration? 

“Rejoice before the Lord you God - you and your sons and your daughters, your male 
and female slaves, the Levites resident in your towns, as well as the strangers, the 
orphans, and the widows who are among you - at the place that the Lord your God will 
choose as a dwelling for his name. Remember that you were a slave in Egypt, and 
diligently observe these statutes.”

Celebrate with your family, but donʼt forget to include those of lesser status - why? Not 
just because they are alone or because they would be left out otherwise, but because 
we are to remember our own history - that once we - our families - were of lesser status 
as well.

There is a video that I came across a few weeks ago. It is from an ad campaign for a 
special day in Canada. And though that day has past, I feel like the content is still 
relevant - take a look. https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vDuA9OPyp6I

Middle-aged mother sees everyone isolated through technology and separate 
apartments in the same hall. She gets her teenage daughter to help bring their table to 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vDuA9OPyp6I
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vDuA9OPyp6I


the hall. Next neighbor off the elevator is invited to come and sit with them. Soon all the 
diverse apartment dwellers come together, adding tables and chairs and food and drink, 
creating a long table where everyone eats together. Even the last guest, an elderly man 
who lives alone on the end, is invited by a little girl and he comes, ready to share. The 
hashtag is #EatTogether

#EatTogether. That is a campaign that Jesus would get behind. Jesus took the 
opportunity to each with so called lesser people as an ordinary occurrence. Tax 
collectors, fishermen, prostitutes, those who were unclean, and those who were 
normally un-welcomed. And though others questioned his practice, we recognize that 
because of Jesus, we too are invited to have a place at the table. 

Today is World Communion Sunday, a day where we remember the Sacrament of the 
Lordʼs Table, not just as members of White Lick, but as members of the universal 
Church, united by Bread and Cup with Christians all over the world, coming to one table 
and encountering the one Lord and savior of us all. At this table, today, we are untied 
with people in every land, in every language, in every community of creation. What does 
it mean to be united, even with Russians and Mexicans, Iranians and North Koreans? 
What does it mean to be united with the Syrian refugee living in a tent camp in Jordan, 
or a Puerto Rican who is still cut off by the waters and debris on the island?

Jesus calls us together by this one sacrament, so that we might be united in celebration 
and in love, in laughter and in food for the body and soul. Jesus calls us together so that 
we might break down the barriers of walls and closed doors, and come together as 
equals in Godʼs kingdom.

Remember those eight friends who came over to our one bedroom apartment. Over the 
last thirteen years a few things have changed. We are now twelves adults and fourteen 
children. We still talk everyday through technology and we still gather for at least one 
week a year. We eat together, an fill our bodies and souls each time we are together. 
That is the power of one meal. That is the power of this table to bring people together in 
a moment and for a life time. Thanks be to God. Amen


