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I found myself in a very interesting online conversation earlier this week.  I was engaged in an 

online forum in which I participate, and while it had absolutely nothing to do with the overall 

topic, a few of us ended up on this tangential dialog about how our various churches were 

handling communion in the face of Covid-19.  The conversation took place between an 

Episcopal priest, a Catholic parishioner, and me.  I began to have seminary flashbacks as the 

dialog turned to theological discussions about the differences between transubstantiation, 

consubstantiation, and symbolic reenactment, but before every eye around here glosses over, I 

will simply say that what it really boiled down to was the difference in which each church was, 

and was not, able to share in communion throughout this Covid crisis. 

 

The Catholic parishioner shared that they had gone quite a while without sharing in the 

sacrament at all.  During the time that they couldn’t be in the church with the priests and 

ministers of the sacrament, there was no ability to share in communion, and that remains the case 

to this day for those who can’t attend worship.  Even now, she explained, it is a slower and more 

arduous process as things have to be distributed by a limited numbers of sacramental ministers, 

who have sanitizing processes in place while serving, etc.   

 

The Episcopal priest shared that they too were unable to share in the sacrament while not 

worshipping in person, and that they continue to be unable to serve wine with communion even 

now.  Their practice is one of using a common cup – where each person drinks the wine from the 

cup, one after the other.  Knowing they can’t do that right now, they’ve had no choice but to stop 

serving it altogether.  It’s against their theology to withhold the cup, but their theological 

perspective left them with little choice. 

 

Meanwhile, as I’m reading the details they are sharing, I’m picturing our little creamer-style 

communion cups, I’m sharing the story of the time that someone forgot to have the elements on-

hand at summer camp and I led communion with milk and pretzels, and I’m thinking back 

Maundy Thursday, just a few weeks into the pandemic, as Julie and I stood up in front that 

iPhone in the sanctuary with those of you at home on your couches and kitchen tables – with 

whatever elements you gathered for yourselves – as we shared communion together as we have 

done, again and again, in the months that have followed. 
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Now, I want to be clear that I am in no way meaning to disparage the traditions and practices of 

those of other faiths.  They are very real and legitimate theological perspectives that drive the 

practices of each tradition.  I also, by no means, want to lift up our communion creamer cups as 

the idyllic form of gathering at the table – it’s not.  But, what I have to say is that what I really 

found myself considering, in the midst of this conversation, was the reminder of how grateful I 

am to be a part of a church, and a faith tradition, that provides us with the practical and 

theological autonomy to respond to the realities of a given place and a given moment in ways 

that not every church can.  For all the blights that are part of our Congregational Way (and they 

are there!), one of our greatest blessings as a tradition is the manner in which each individual 

church has the freedom to connect with the lived realities of our members and the community 

around us.  I was reminded of that blessing this week, but in the process, I was all reminded of a 

book that I read some 20+ years ago. 

 

The book is written by an author named William Diehl, and it’s titled The Monday Connection.  

Now, there are a lot of implications and suggested implementations into which he goes in this 

book, but the heart of his writings can really be summed up in his personal story that he shares in 

the opening pages.  He talks about his journey in early professional life, his marriage, the birth of 

their twins, and their move PA to MI.  And then, he writes this: 

Joining a church seemed to be the right thing to do.  We could make new friends and give our 

children a religious education.  The church we joined in Detroit was, in many ways, better 

than the one we left behind.  People were open and friendly, the worship services were more 

lively, and the pastor had a seep commitment to the faith.  We met other young families and 

developed strong bonds, which still exist some thirty years later and hundreds of miles apart.  

We served God by teaching the high school class, by being youth group advisers, by being on 

the church council.  Judy sang in the choir… Judy and I were frequently praised for our 

dedicated service to the church, and I was even given a special award for being such a 

‘dedicated layperson.’  It was all very nice and cozy – in our church.   

 

But there was a problem, a major problem: My Sunday experience had no connection to my 

Monday world.  The words that come to me from the Bible and the pulpit made no sense to 

me in my weekday world. 

 

Now, I will be the first to admit that a portion of this particular equation lies on those preaching 

and leading worship on Sundays.  The search for relevancy in preaching is something we 

consistently seek but that most certainly evades our capture at times.  There is a fine line between 

being overly-prescriptive in preaching and being excessively theoretical, and those of us who 

enter into the pulpit to preach try to walk that line regularly.  Sometimes we are more successful 

than others.  That’s on us. 

 

There is a second side of that Monday Connection equation, however, that rests on each and 

every one of us who gather for worship.  Our purposes for gathering are many.  We come to 

bring praise to God for his blessings in our lives.  We come to see our spirits comforted in our 

times of struggle.  We come to have those same spirits fed for the week ahead.  We come 

seeking fuller understanding of the heart and truth of Scripture.  We also must come, however, 

with thought, intent and expectation that that which we are going to hear, experience and learn in 
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this place is going to directly, meaningfully, substantively inform the lives we live as we engage 

the world around us. 

 

“Let us love,” John says, “not in word or speech, but in truth and action!”  “Be doers of the 

word,” we hear from James, “not merely hearers who deceive themselves.”  John asks how 

God’s love could abide in anyone who has the capacity to help another and refuses to do so.  

James makes the clear distinction between the hearers who forget and the doers who act – and 

then he puts a face on it:  the words we say… the care we provide…  These are the things, James 

makes clear, that bring truth to the faith we proclaim. 

 

None of that, I think, is particularly new or revelatory.  What fascinated me to consider this 

week, however, is how long this has been an issue in our faith.  What James and John are 

articulating here is really no different than that of which William Diehl wrote nearly 2,000 years 

later, and is no different than the struggle we sometimes confront today.  This tendency towards 

theoretical faithfulness is nothing new.  It’s remarkable to consider that the faith grounded in 

what we know and understand – the faith rooted in those performative acts of piety – was as 

much an issue 2,000 years ago as it continues to be today.  The dedication to faithfully attend 

worship on Sunday morning, as a proclamation of our duty to God, is no different than those of 

whom Jesus spoke who stood in the synagogues and on the street corners to be seen by men.  

What really stood out to me, this week, was this reminder of the fact that this notion of 

theoretical faithfulness is nothing new. 

 

The problem, of course, is that our faith is anything but theoretical.  Our faith is anything but a 

simple system of prescriptive belief.  Our faith is anything but an obligation of conformitive 

worship.   

• ‘Turn the other cheek’ is not theoretical.   

• ‘Pick up your cross and follow me’ is not theoretical.   

• ‘Carry each other’s burdens’ is not theoretical.   

• ‘Give to the one who asks you…’  

• ‘Let your light shine before others…’  

• ‘Love your neighbor as you love yourself…’   

 

I could keep going, and you could add to the list in a hurry, but these are not theoretical 

commands.  Many, if not most, are figurative (and trying to discern their meaning is a big part of 

our shared exploration of Scripture), but these are not theoretical statements of religious belief 

and understanding – these are calls to action.   

 

Beyond the fundamental message of the grace and love of God shown to us in the story of Jesus, 

if there is any theme that is common throughout the New Testament, it is that there is an inherent 

and indistinguishable relationship between hearing and doing the Word.  As I was reminded of 

how grateful I am to be a part of this tradition that has allowed us to be so uniquely nimble and 

responsive to the circumstances around us, and as I considered the challenges that are brought to 

light William Diehl’s narrative of that chasm between his Sunday experience and his Monday 

world, what really grabbed my attention was how long this has been a challenge in our faith.  

From the days of Jesus and the earliest apostles, to the days of Diehl’s experience and up to this 
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very moment, the Christian life has faced that constant challenge of succumbing to the risk of 

being treated as a theoretical faith. 

 

“Let us love, not in word or speech, but in truth and action!”  “Be doers of the word, not merely 

hearers who deceive themselves.”  In so many ways – in so many more than we sometimes 

realize – this thing we call faith matters to that thing we call Tuesday.  Some of that relevance 

will serve to inspire us.  As strength in the face of challenge and comfort in the face of sorrow, 

our Sunday experience will consistently serve as that needed salve in our weekday realities.  

Some of that relevance, however, will challenge us.  With the co-worker in despair…the family 

member in need…the relationship in tatters… from the moment we awaken to the moment our 

eyes close for that night’s rest, our Sunday experience will call us to be so much more than just 

hearers of this Word. 

 

‘Turn the other cheek…’  ‘Pick up your cross and follow me…’  ‘Carry each other’s burdens...’  

‘Give to the one who asks you…’ ‘Let your light shine before others…’ ‘Love your neighbor as 

you love yourself…’  Somewhere, probably in many places, this Wednesday… this Thursday… 

this Friday… we will be called to be doers of those words, of that Word!  There is simply 

nothing theoretical about it.  What grabbed my attention this week is that our faith is one that has 

always struggled with the disconnect between our Sunday experience and our Monday reality.  

The core of our faith, however, is that it is one that is meant to be connected.  In every way, in 

every day, in all that we say, all that we do, and all that we are, this Sunday experience of the 

glory and Grace of God is meant to be the foundational informant for the life we live tomorrow, 

the day after that, and the day after that. 

 

 

“There was a problem,” Diehl writes, “a major problem: My Sunday experience had no 

connection to my Monday world.”  Part of that equation is on the preachers who seek to walk 

that fine line of relevancy every week.  A lot of it, however, is on those of us who listen.  Week 

after week, we hear the Word.  The challenge is that, day after day, we have to do it. 

 

 

 


