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The first time you lead communion in a church is always a bit of a daunting task.  Churches are 

notorious for their tendency to be particular when it comes to certain practices and programs in 

ministry – but very few of them rise to the level of detail and ritual that congregations so often 

hold in regard to communion.  There is a unique way it is done in each church – and it matters.  

So, as a new Minister, you seek to understand and know the practices of that congregation as 

well as you can, so that you can lead the sacrament without too much interruption to the 

expectations of the church.  But, still, no matter how hard you try – there ends up being 

something that you miss (and now that I have pointed that out, you will all be looking for it when 

we go through communion in a little bit).  For my first communion at the church I served in 

Massachusetts, however, what I missed was something I never would have considered. 

 

I did, there, much the same as I did here earlier this week.  I met with the Deacons, walked 

through the process, scripted my words to fit the practices of that service, and felt pretty good 

about the flow and ritual of communion going into that morning.  The one thing I had not done, 

however, was actually look at the communion-ware.  It never crossed my mind that I would need 

to.  But, there I was, in front of the congregation, uncovering the elements for the first 

communion I would serve in that church, and as I removed the cloth that covered the tray of 

cups, I was stopped in my tracks.  I brought this chalice, from my office, to give you a sense of 

what I was looking at.  Their communion cups were miniature versions of a chalice just like this.  

It was a tiny little base with a 1.5 inch stem that led to the small ‘cup’ portion into which the 

juice was poured. 

 

So, here I am, in front of this congregation, staring at a stack of sterling silver trays, and resting 

precariously on one each of these trays are forty of these top-heavy liquor glasses that seem 

ready to topple all over the floor at any moment.  I was terrified.  I had no idea that, going into 

my first communion with this church, I was going to suddenly need to be some sort of balancing 

artist that could smoothly and gently pass these trays to the Deacons for distribution.  But, I did.  

Moving at what felt like a snail’s pace, and literally shacking with each inch that I moved, I 

slowly passed the trays to the Deacons one by one.  As soon as they had the trays, however, off 
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they go, zipping around the sanctuary like it’s nothing, and I’m in awe of this congregation full 

of circus-performers into which I have suddenly landed.  That is, of course, until the Deacons 

came back forward with the trays, and I saw that, remaining on those trays, were the 2 inch metal 

rods that went up and into the base and stem of each of those cups, ensuring that, indeed, I never 

had anything to worry about in the first place. 

 

So is, my friends, the nature of the unplanned.  Change is hard.  New things scare us.  Transition 

disrupts us and makes us uneasy and disconcerted.  When things go off-kilter, off-plan, or off-

book from what we foresaw or intended we are so often stunned in our tracks as we immediately 

allow our minds to start conjuring up those images of the worst-case scenarios and the tragic 

results that we imagine might stem from that departure from our norms and customs.  All the 

while, however, we are failing to notice, forgetting, or otherwise neglecting the reality of those 

metal rods sticking up into the base of our cups and protecting us from that catastrophic end that 

our feeble minds so readily concoct.  All the while, we are forgetting the promise of our faith and 

the call that God places upon us.  Namely, to trust. 

 

Over the past few years I have been increasingly taken by that passage from the eighth chapter of 

Paul’s letter to the Romans.  “For I am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor 

rulers, nor things present, nor things to come, nor powers, nor height, nor depth, nor anything 

else in all creation, will be able to separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord.”  It 

is a promise, and a truth, as ancient as the very roots of our faith.  I shared that passage from 

Exodus, this morning, because it is one of the earlier passages that reflects God’s promise to be, 

forever and unwaveringly, with His people – with us.  As the Israelites venture out into the dread 

and consternation of their wilderness journey – as they embark upon this endeavor in which there 

is no clear path and no succinct conclusion – the promise they are given (the hope that carries 

them through) is the promise that God will be there in the midst of it all.  If it is light – God will 

be a cloud showing them the way.  If it is dark – God will be a fire to brighten their path.  It will 

be scary, it will be worrisome, it will bring all of those fears and trepidations to mind – but no 

matter where they go, what they face, or when it is, God will be there with them.  It was the 

promise to Abraham, it was the promise to Moses, it was the promise to the Israelites, it was the 

promise to the generations through ancient Judaism, it was the promise fulfilled in Jesus, it was 

the promise recounted by Jesus at his ascension when he proclaimed, “surely I am with you 

always, to the very end of the age.”  And, it is that promise - that assurance of God’s faithful and 

unwavering love and presence – to which Paul speaks when he proclaims that there is nothing, 

nothing, not death, not life, not the world, not our kingdoms, not our current pains nor our future 

worries – nothing can separate us from that promise of God.  In other words – no matter where 

we go, no matter what we face, no matter how scary our circumstances may be – the stem is 

going to be there holding up our cup, and God is not going to let us fall. 

 

I was reading through a devotional, last week, in which the author reminded me that, and I quote, 

‘The evidence of God’s trustworthiness is Christ Jesus.”  In our passage, Paul says the same 

thing with different words, “He who did not withhold his own son, but gave him up for all of us, 

will he not with him also give us everything else?”  Life can get scary.  Things go awry, change 

comes upon us, life doesn’t go as we planned, and we quickly allow our feeble minds to take 

over as we to conjure up the worst of the worst in all we can imagine.  But, the promise of God 

knows no limits.  The love of God that went as far as the table and the cross knows no bounds.  
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So, no matter what we are facing, no matter what may go awry, the rod is in our cups and God is 

keeping us from falling – the simple question is whether or not we will trust in that enough that 

we might know the peace it can provide. 

 

 


