Before there is a cross, there is a table. Before there is sacrifice, there is supper. And before the weight of Good Friday falls on our shoulders, Jesus gathers his closest friends in an upper room and does the most ordinary thing imaginable. He shares a meal.

We sometimes forget that the Lord's Supper did not begin as a ritual. It began as a shared Passover meal in a room full of people who loved Jesus and who were about to fail him in spectacular ways. Judas was at that table. So was Peter, who would deny even knowing Jesus before the night was over. So were the rest of the disciples, who would scatter like leaves when the cost of following became real. Jesus knew all of this. He fed them anyway. He took the bread, broke it, and said, "This is my body, given for you." He lifted the cup and said, "This is my blood, poured out for you." Not for the worthy. Not for those who had it all figured out. For them. For us.

This is the God we worship: a God who does not wait for us to get ourselves together before pulling up a chair. A God who meets us not with conditions but with bread and wine, with his very self. As Will Willimon reminds us, at the end of the journey, Jesus does not hand us a theory or a pamphlet. He gives us himself. The Host becomes the Meal.

This Wednesday evening during Holy Week, we will gather as a congregation for a service of Holy Communion followed by a meal together. I want to invite you to be there, not because attendance matters for its own sake, but because something happens when we come to the table together that cannot happen when we stay apart. When we break bread as a community, we are doing what the church has done since that first night in the upper room. We are remembering. We are receiving. We are being made into one body.

There is something deeply holy about the act of eating together after we have shared in Holy Communion. We move from the Lord's Table to a table set with the ordinary gifts of a congregational meal, and the grace carries over. The conversations we share, the laughter, the presence of one another; these are not separate from worship. They are its overflow. John Wesley believed that communion was a means of grace, one of the primary ways God's love reaches us and reshapes us. We do not earn what is offered at the table. We simply receive it, open-handed, trusting that Christ meets us there.

So as we enter this holiest of weeks, I pray we will not rush past the table on our way to the cross. May we linger there. May we receive what we cannot earn. And may we find, as those disciples on the road to Emmaus found, that Christ is known to us in the breaking of the bread.

