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Luke 24:36b-48 
24:36b While they were talking about this, Jesus himself stood among them and said to them, 
"Peace be with you." 
 
24:37 They were startled and terrified, and thought that they were seeing a ghost. 
 
24:38 He said to them, "Why are you frightened, and why do doubts arise in your hearts? 
 
24:39 Look at my hands and my feet; see that it is I myself. Touch me and see; for a ghost does 
not have flesh and bones as you see that I have." 
 
24:40 And when he had said this, he showed them his hands and his feet. 
 
24:41 While in their joy they were disbelieving and still wondering, he said to them, "Have you 
anything here to eat?" 
 
24:42 They gave him a piece of broiled fish, 
 
24:43 and he took it and ate in their presence. 
 
24:44 Then he said to them, "These are my words that I spoke to you while I was still with you--
that everything written about me in the law of Moses, the prophets, and the psalms must be 
fulfilled." 
 
24:45 Then he opened their minds to understand the scriptures, 
 
24:46 and he said to them, "Thus it is written, that the Messiah is to suffer and to rise from the 
dead on the third day, 
 
24:47 and that repentance and forgiveness of sins is to be proclaimed in his name to all nations, 
beginning from Jerusalem. 
 
24:48 You are witnesses of these things. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The price of a pure church is a small table. 
Sometimes it needs to get messy – especially when people are invited. 
 
I always remember as a young girl the delight I had in setting the table. I would go outside and 
cut stems of bougainvillea for decoration, I would find creative ways to fold the 
serviettes/napkins.  
 
And then I would get really upset when my Dad and brother would sit down and move things 
around. 
 
I have since learned the difference between entertainment and hospitality. 
 
 
Luke 24 describes a resurrection appearance and offers us some pause for thought. 
 
The risen Christ among his friends, breathes peace.  
And then asks for food. An action if intimacy. Like walking into a friends house you know well 
and opening the fridge. 
 
And he eats fish in their presence. And he offers them the vulnerability of his wounds. 
Moments of intimate communion. 
 
 
Paintings on the walls of the earliest Christian catacombs in Rome, dating from slightly before 
200 A. D., depict male figures, presumably apostles, seated at table, and in place of bread and 
wine; are bread and fish. Everyday food of the common person of the time. 
 
Now whether these pictures were meant simply to commemorate episodes in the gospels, or 
were meant to represent the eucharist is not certain. 
 
However, in an article by Richard H. Hiers, he suggests that the balance of probability seems to 
lie in favor of the conclusion that some early Christians understood the fish in connection with 
the eucharist.  
He also suggests that Christians may have eaten eucharistic meals in the catacombs in the 
presence of these paintings and the remains of their loved ones, looking for 
reunion with them. 
 
An ordinary meal – the food of the poor – bread and fish – with new hope. 
And friends its messy, it’s not pure.  
 
The price of a pure church is a small table. 
 
 



In South Africa, 1857, two hundred years after white settlement, in a church around the 
communion table, apartheid was birthed.  
 
The white families refused to drink from the same cup as the "colored"  families.  
They wanted to keep the table ‘pure’. 
 
This resulted in division in the Dutch Reformed Church.   
And in 1948 the Nationalist Party (of the Dutch Reformed Tradition) began to legalize their 
belief system of apartheid.  
 
And an entire blueprint for dividing the nation was devised.  
Schooling, living arrangements, work were all to be kept separate and in the separation black 
people were discriminated against. Over 600 laws were written that pertained only to black 
people. Whites gained in wealth and power, while the black majority was oppressed; receiving 
only what the white minority did not want.  On many washrooms, water fountains, restaurants 
and beaches one would read the sign: "FOR WHITES ONLY!" 
 
And it began at the altar – a sacred table. 
 
 
There are many ways that we exclude people.  
One of the less obvious ones, is when we make plans to help people and don’t ask them what 
they need. 
 
Today we read a poem from a book called V6A: Writings from Vancouver’s Downtown Eastside 
V6A is the postal code for the DTES – the code allowed for the soring of mail as well as the 
collection of data about inhabitants culled from censuses, studies and other sources.  Assigned 
in 1972. 
The research show: Vancouver’s oldest community, high unemployment, addiction, crime, 
violence, and the survival sex trade, these challenges are note the sum of the place.  
The data collection ignored the intangibles aspects of community that cannot be charted or 
graphed. And the data has reduced the area to the catch phrase: Canada’s poorest postal code.  
 
And this is one perspective. 
 
V6A is another angle of the area. It passes the pen to those who know this area intimately to 
guide our gaze to witness the human condition as they know it.  
 
Poet, Brenda Prince is an Anishinabe mother and grandmother from Winnipeg, Manitoba. She 
lives and works in East Vancouver.  
 
She directs us to a life lived in all its complexity. And she is welcome at our table. 
Or is she? I wonder what invisible barriers exist that diminish her welcome?  



Our gaze, our expectation of appropriate dress, manor, transportation, her fear of being 
judged, the silverware perhaps? 
 
 
“So there is this table. 
It’s a simple table but its well made, because it was made by a carpenter. The guy who made it 
is a poor man, but he’s generous. He offers a place at the table to anyone who wants to sit and 
eat. This is a table that started in one place but now it can stretch down every street, and it can 
go into every home, if people will sit there.  
 
It’s a table for meeting. It’s a table for talking around. It’s a table for laughing. Most of all it’s a 
table for eating. It’s a level table. Maybe it’s not a round table. Maybe it’s a square table, so 
that people can look directly at one another as they sit there. Can look each other in the eye as 
they sit there. Beside the poor man who made it.  
 
But it’s not a high table. You don’t have to qualify to sit there. It’s for anyone. And the poor man 
sits there, and where ever people sit, he sits beside them. You can sit there too, with the poor 
man, and look across the table, at people you like and at people you don’t like, at people who 
agree with you and at people who disagree with you.  
 
Sometimes it’s a table for thumping. Sometimes it’s a table for making peace. Always the poor 
man sits beside you.  
 
Yes most of all it’s a table for eating. You can’t eat alone at this table. You can’t buy a meal at 
this table. You can’t buy a ticket to sit there. Anyone can sit here.” 
 

The Table, Paul Bayes 
 
 
A messy table has lots of room for everyone. 
 
Resources:  
 
Paul Bayes: The Table 
 
Catacombs Art – A messy meal - a poor man’s feast (bread/fish) 
 
South Africa – the story of communion  


