1

Sermon: “Blessed, Broken and Given”

Scripture Reading: Mark 14:22-25                         

While they were eating, he [Jesus] took a loaf of bread, and after blessing it he broke it, gave it to them, and said, "Take; this is my body."  Then he took a cup, and after giving thanks he gave it to them, and all of them drank from it.  He said to them, "This is my blood of the covenant, which is poured out for many.  Truly I tell you, I will never again drink of the fruit of the vine until that day when I drink it new in the kingdom of God."

 Introduction: 
Last evening, Jim and I returned from Houston where we celebrated our 38th anniversary. Our expectation was that things would have changed --a lot--in 38 yrs. (which they had) We were prepared for that. What we didn’t expect was that so very many things had stayed the same!  

For example: the neighborhood I grew up in on Candlelight Lane looked exactly the same. The house I grew up in was the same (but the yard seemed smaller—which isn’t possible).  The driveway was the original one—with all the same cracks that were in it back then. 

And the same was true for my maternal grandparent’s house and neighborhood—almost everything looked the same. Even the porch swing was still there—where I spent many days swinging and singing “rain, rain, go away.”

Even the restaurant where Jim had tried to propose to me was still there--Vargo’s--nothing much had changed there either—the landscaping was the same--hanging bridge & all--white swans gliding gracefully across the pond. 

How wonderful it was to find that some things had stayed the same in our ever—changing world! It still felt like home. When we stop and think about it, we realize that the same is true for the church. I am certain that those who return after being away for a while are pleasantly surprised to discover that though some things have changed over time, other things have remained the same. It still feels like home.  

Actually, there is a word for this experience of feeling of having “come home”—it’s “liturgical homeland”--a word used in the worship courses of mainline denomination seminaries all across the country.

Styles of preaching change from pastor to pastor, as do styles of music and the way we structure our prayer times, but there are some things that never change. The Gospel message is one of those things. Even when the news reports of our world seem to be all bad, we who are Christians know that there is still some “good news.” The Good News is that this world is not all there is. Jesus Christ, Son of God, came to save us. If we believe in Him, and are in relationship with him, our soul will never die--we will live forever!     

The way that we celebrate this is through a sacred act  that we know as The Lord’s Supper, the Eucharist or Holy Communion. Even though the church changes the method from time to time (like using the chalice in place of little cups) the message remains the same. It is a message that cannot be changed—because the actions and words came to us from Jesus himself.

We heard those words in this morning’s Scripture reading—that Scott read to us a few moments ago. We recognized them right away. They are the words that we hear each Communion Sunday as we prepare to partake of the Lord’s Supper. 

Some churches recite them, and some churches sing them--but the words don’t change—at least not for those churches that realize their significance. 

This is part of our “liturgical homeland” and this is good. Not only does it create a sense of continuity. It also unites us with Christians all over the world who also participate in the sacrament—and how awesome it is to know that many are doing so at the exact same moment we are! 

When we stop and take time to think about this, we realize that there is great power in this!  I came to this realization in a profound way this past week while Jim and I were in Houston: Anticipating today’s sermon message on Holy Communion, I was dreaming about my breaking the bread at the Lord’s Table. In my dream, I saw myself repeating the action of breaking the loaf of bread over and over again, representing all the many times I have done so over the years. And it so happened...that while I was sleeping and dreaming a powerful storm was taking place in the city of Houston—over and over again, lightning filled the skies, each one followed by a loud crack of thunder that seemed to shake the entire hotel. 

The most amazing thing happened: Each and every time I broke bread in my dream, lightning cracked and the roar of thunder filled the room. The two coincided over and over again.  

When we have a dream like this, we know that something significant has taken place—that God has given us a very important message.  I believe that this message is very clear.  Let’s take a look…

The Lord’s Supper was initiated by none other than Jesus himself.



This is what makes it a sacrament.

It happened on the night he was betrayed and taken into custody 



by the religious leaders and the Roman soldiers. 

Since it was the last time Jesus and the disciples shared a meal together



it has become known as the Last Supper. 

It had started out like any other Passover meal.

There was lamb on the table alongside the bitter herbs 
and of course, 
unleavened bread and wine. 

Every Passover meal, 
up to this point in time,


included certain words that were spoken




and certain actions that took place.

But unbeknownst to the disciples, this supper was going to be different

…the history of God’s people was about to take a new direction.

And,  the relationship between God and His people was about to change….




drastically.

The old covenant would no longer be in effect
 --in which animals had to be sacrificed on altars for the forgiveness of sins.

On this very night, Jesus would make a new covenant with God’s people.

He was to be the lamb --sacrificed once and for all



for the forgiveness of sin.

And the disciples would witness it soon --though they still didn’t understand 



what was about to take place.

Jesus knew that they would understand someday, though.
And he also knew that when they did they would need a way



to remember it always--so that it to have meaning




not only for them--but for all generations.

It was for this reason that Jesus instituted this sacred act



--this sacrament that we now know as Holy Communion.

As we have seen in this morning’s Scripture 
it began when Jesus took the bread,



and it included three actions:

Jesus blessed the bread,


then he broke it, 



and then he gave it to the disciples.

These actions, in themselves, 
were not be unusual



--for this was done every Passover meal.

But it was what Jesus said that made this meal different. 

The words he spoke that night--as he broke the bread 



and lifted the cup, changed everything.

We know the words well—for we hear them every Communion Sunday:


“This is my body broken (given) for you.



This is my blood poured out for you.”

The bread --which had previously represented the body of the Passover lamb


….and the wine, which had previously represented the blood of that lamb 

--spread on the doorframes of homes 





to save all first born sons of God’s chosen people






would now represent something else

--the body and blood of Jesus Christ—would be given once and for all 

for all God’s children.

The symbolism is profound, ….and once we understand it,


it will change us forever.

Let’s look at those three actions now:
After taking the bread, Jesus blessed it, saying “This is my body.”
This signified that his own body was blessed by God 



before being broken by the world. 

Scripture teaches us that this is true.

And we remember well, that at the moment Jesus came up out of the baptismal waters, 

a voice rang out from heaven-- the voice of his Father, saying, 





“This is my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased.”

And again--on the mount of transfiguration, 

how God’s voice called Jesus the beloved one. 

There is no doubt that Jesus was blessed. 

How else could he endure being broken?


--lest he had first been blessed.

And this is why Jesus blessed the bread 

(as we now do in our own communion services)

before breaking it.

Blessed and then broken.

Broken and then given


--given to the disciples 

so that they could become one with Christ.

The apostle Paul, in his first letter to the Corinthian church,


clarified this for us, explaining:

“Because there is one bread, we who are many are one body, 
for we all partake of the one bread.” 
This means that we, who are one with Christ, are now also bread for the world.

We too have been blessed the Heavenly Father, who also says to us:



“You are my beloved sons and daughters,




in whom I am well pleased.”

How else could we endure being broken by this world?


…lest we too had been blessed first.

For only bread that has been blessed first can be given after being broken.

Blessed, broken, and given.

We are the body of Christ.

In just a few minutes, we will partake of the Lord’s Supper 

--as we do on the first Sunday of every month.

It is my hope that this time will be different for us--in a good way.

I know that I, after having had the dream of the thunder cracking

each time the bread of holy communion was broken,

will imagine that same thing happening


today and every time we gather 

for the Lord’s Supper. 

Scripture tells us that a sound such as this rang out at the exact moment Jesus died on the cross: 

“Jesus cried out again with a loud voice, and yielded up His spirit. Then, behold, the veil of the temple was torn in two from top to bottom; and the earth quaked.”

When the bread of life is broken in Holy Communion, something powerful happens:

On a spiritual level, the earth trembles, 

and the veil that once divided humanity and God is torn in two

--giving us complete access to our Heavenly Father.

And each time we partake of the bread, the body of Christ, 

we become one with the Father, Son and Holy Spirit




so that we too can be





bread for the world





--blessed, broken and given.
Thanks be to God for this Holy Mystery! 

 Amen.

