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“You Are What You Eat” 

Text: 1Corinthians 11:23-26 

 

There is an old Celtic prayer and poem that says, 

  

 Be gentle when you touch bread. 

 Let it not lie, uncared for, 

 Unwanted. 

 So often bread is taken for granted. 

 There is such beauty in bread--- 

 Beauty of surf and soil, 

 Beauty of patient toil. 

 Wind and rain have caressed it, 

 Christ often blessed it. 

 Be gentle when you touch bread. 

 

On this World Communion Sunday, let us look closely at this holy meal that is set before us and 

the significance we find around Christ’s table.  Let us pray: 

 

O God, we join our sisters and brothers around the world in remembering Christ’s 

sacrifice for us.  For the opportunity to eat and drink together and for the life we have 

received, we give you thanks and praise.  In the abundance of your many gifts, grant us 

grace to fill one another’s lives with love.  Redeem, restore and remold us until we are 

made new.  Transform our daily bread into the bread of life, and the cup we drink into the 

cup of salvation.  We pray in Jesus’ name.  Amen. 

 (Barbara Dunlap-Berg) 

 

A little girl was well known for not liking to eat her vegetables.  It didn’t matter how her parents 

prepared them, what types they served, she didn’t like them.  And this often led to tense times at 

the dinner table. 

 

But one evening the parents put a scoop of mixed vegetables on her plate, but this time they had 

a plan.  Before the little girl could make a scene, they said to her, “That stewed carrot looks 

something like grandma’s face.”  The little girl looked at the carrot and actually smiled.  Then 

they said, “And would you look at that, the peas remind me of your cousins.”  The girl once 

again smiled.  She began to talk to the peas and carrots on her plate carrying on a delightful 

conversation.  After a while, the parents decided it was time for the next phase.  They said to her, 

“It is fun to talk with our food, but now it is time to enjoy eating it.” 



 

The little girl looked at her plate, got real quiet and then began to cry.  The parents asked why 

she was crying.  She replied, “I can’t eat them.  They’re family!” 

 

This morning I am not asking you to eat family, but to eat with your family.  This morning, all 

around the world, Christians will join together around a common table to share a simple meal.  

The elements are the same and yet slightly different.  There will be bread…rye breads, pita 

breads, baguettes, sour dough and every conceivable variation.  The bread will be broken and 

shared as we participate together in this holy meal.   

 

A second century document called The Didache contains some of the earliest surviving liturgy 

from the early church.  It includes a prayer that would have been spoken during communion 

stating that as the grains of wheat were once spread across the land and were brought together 

into this loaf of bread, so may we as God’s people, diverse and unique in our own ways, be 

brought together as one holy body. 

 

Along with the bread there will be juice.  It may be the grape juice that we have come to know or 

it may be a wine blessed for this particular occasion.  We have a friend who has an extensive 

wine cellar who is responsible for setting up the communion elements at his church.  During the 

summer he asked whether they could switch to a nice chilled Rose during the summer months, 

but his suggestion was nixed.   

 

The menu for this simple meal celebrated around the world is that simple.  A little bit of bread 

and some wine and the meal is complete.  And even as we share these ingredients here together, 

we recognize that we are united with all those who share this meal around the world.  God’s 

table is long and welcoming.  There are folks from Columbus Indiana joined with people from 

South Africa and Indonesia and Guatemala.  And in that simple meal, we are united together as 

one holy family.   

 

So what is it that we are really eating here today?  A few years ago I cut out an advertisement 

that was selling what they called “Genuine Jesus bread.  The authentic ingredients.”  I don’t 

know what it was they were selling, but it made me curious enough that I wish I had made a 

purchase just to see what they would send. 

 

Although the types of bread and juice are as diverse as God’s people, the ingredients are the 

same.  Inside that bread is a bit of love.  When we take a sample of the bread, what we are tasting 

is God’s love for us.   

 

Melissa Pritchard has a short story entitled, “Sweet Feed” which tells the story of a chef who 

prepares the final meal for death row inmates.  The chef, Grady, sits down with each of the 

inmates to ask them what meal they would like and how they would like it prepared.  It is 

important to him to make it just right. 

 

One of his colleagues teases him saying he puts too much work into it.  They are going to die 

anyway, who would they complain to, the friend reasons.  But it is important to Grady.   

 



The inmate asks for wild rabbit with black pepper gravy, buttermilk biscuits and a blackberry pie 

with coffee.  Grady gets to work.  As a trained chef, presentation is important to Grady, so he 

includes a bouquet of flowers with the meal.  Once prepared, the food is delivered by a guard 

meaning that Grady doesn’t get the satisfaction of hearing whether they inmate liked it.  All he 

knows is that at the end of the day, the plate comes back empty.   

 

As he is cleaning the plate he finds a note beneath it.  It is a note of gratitude for the food and the 

flowers with appreciation for the kindness shown.  Grady hadn’t just prepared a meal.  Like 

many meals we have received at the hands of a loved one…a chicken noodle soup when we were 

sick, Mom’s famous Sunday dinner or Grandma’s special occasion meal…they include the 

special ingredient of love.  That is what we experience in the bread that we share at the altar.  It 

is God’s love that is present in that wonderful bread. 

 

This bread also contains the ingredient of forgiveness.  This bread is blessed to contain a bit of 

God’s grace, enabling us to be forgiven but also to forgive one another. 

 

Several years ago I was in San Francisco on a Friday morning.  I had read about the food pantry 

at St. Gregory of Nyssa Episcopal Church and knew that they welcomed walk-in volunteers.  

Before they begin to serve, the volunteers always sit down for a meal together. 

 

In her book “Take This Bread” Sara Miles describes both the pantry and the volunteer meal.  She 

mentioned an early volunteer named Mercedes.  Mercedes was upset that people were sometimes 

rude or ungrateful there at the pantry.  The fellow volunteers helped her see that many of these 

folks lived with scarcity all day.  They were afraid there might not be enough and so sometimes 

they cut in line, sometimes they were worried that someone might take more than their fair share.  

This was her opportunity to show people love and hospitality even when they might not 

reciprocate that.  The other volunteers told her this was her opportunity to learn how to forgive 

people. 

 

Hearing this she responded, “I know I was brought to this pantry for some reason.  What a great 

school God has given us here on earth.” 

 

Around this table we take a bit of bread, not realizing that one of the ingredients is forgiveness.  

It is the opportunity to receive God’s forgiveness for our shortcomings, but also the ability to 

forgive one another.   

 

This bread also contains the ingredient of community.  We often spend many meals eating alone.  

We grab a bite to eat at the fast food restaurant or cafeteria or from a brown bag while sitting at 

our desk.  We might spend the meal with the radio or television or a book, but the meal is 

consumed alone. 

 

This meal is different.  It was meant to be shared.  It was meant to bring us together.   

 

In his classic book about his experiences on Walden Pond, Henry David Thoreau writes that he 

had three chairs around his table.  One chair for solitude, one for friendship, one for society.  It 

seems to me that we have a similar reminder when we come to the Lord’s table. 



There is a chair of solitude reminding us that communion is always a personal encounter.  What  

happens here is between you and God.  It is the place where you can bring your unique hopes 

and hurts, your fears and doubts, your successes and sins.  At this table our brokenness meets 

God’s healing touch.   

 

We also find the chair of friendship.  We are united with one another in the spirit of fellowship 

that a meal provides. We receive these gifts from people we know, people who know us, people 

who are a part of our lives.  The meal brings us closer to God, but also closer to one another. 

 

And finally, there is the chair of society.  When we take the bread here at God’s altar, we are 

united with people around the world sharing in this same meal.  We are eating with Indonesians 

who are mourning the recent earthquake and tsunami and the loss of life.  We are eating with 

Nicaraguans who fear for their safety and pray for peace in their nation.  God’s table is a 

reminder to draw a connection between the spiritual nourishment of the bread and the physical 

nourishment of the bread, to be attentive to the prayers and needs of those who are our brothers 

and sisters around the globe. 

 

So when we say “You are what you eat” today we pay attention to what we receive.  We are 

eating a bit of love, a bit of forgiveness, a morsel of peace, the taste of hope, the bread of life.  

And just as this bread embodies those gifts and more, we embody, give flesh to, make alive, 

those same characteristics for those around us.  As we receive, so we become…loving, forgiving, 

hopeful, compassionate, just.  This is what we eat.  This is who we are. 


