“God’s Antidote for Our Forgetfulness”
1 Corinthians 11:23-26

May 27. 2011

Dr. Kipp Wolfe


What is your earliest remembrance of church?  Do you remember sitting on your mother’s lap or your father’s lap?  If your memory is really good, maybe you even remember being in the nursery, a children’s Sunday School class, or a youth group. What is your earliest memory of church?  


This is a weekend we have set aside for remembering.  I had planned on preaching this sermon for weeks. This past week I saw something here in town that reinforced my belief we need to hear these words. I was sitting at a stop sign and noticed the car in front of me. It was a sport utility vehicle that had a bumper sticker on the rear window. The sticker was about 5x8, I guess.  There was a picture of a young soldier. I was close enough to read the words, “PFC Cody Carver.” Some of you might remember that name.  His picture, the picture that was on the bumper sticker, was in our newspaper about three years ago. The rest of the bumper sticker said, 
“PFC Cody Carver
KIA October 30th, 2007”
If you drive around town this weekend you will see flags waving; silent sentinels for those who have fallen in service for our country. 







We need reminders, at least most of us do.  Maybe no one here ever forgets anything, but I will confess to you that from time to time I have trouble remembering. Do you remember a point in you life when you would make a mental note when you needed to do something?  After a few years you discovered those mental notes just weren’t very trustworthy. What I would do is throw a shoe or some other object out in the middle of the floor.    




That reminded me of what I needed to do, until I couldn’t remember what the shoe was to remind me about.  So I would write just maybe one or two letters, kind of a short-hand form, to remind me of the task I needed to do. I would drop the piece of paper out in the middle of the floor where I would see it. Then I couldn’t remember what the letters stood for! Now I have to write out detailed instructions and drop the note in the middle of the floor or somewhere else so I can see it to remind me of what I need to do. 










Even with reminders, however, we can still forget.
I know some husbands and wives who have been married for 40 or 50 years or even longer, but they forget who the person is that they married so long ago. They’ve both changed through the years. Neither is the same person they were when they exchanged those vows, but there is an essence about the person that is still the same.  I know there are some husbands and wives who forget the best in their spouses.  








It can happen even to ourselves. Have you ever looked in the mirror and looked at your self and thought, “The person looks pretty much the same.”  I imagine we are looking only at our eyes. We don’t notice the wrinkles or gray hair or the other things that indicate that that person is not the same looking back at us as the person years ago. There is something that is still the same; that’s the same person we’ve seen all of these years.  



Things can happen in our lives that cause us to forget who we are. We need reminders; we need someone to remind us of who we are. We don’t like to admit that there is a side of ourselves that is less than attractive. We don’t see that in the mirror.  

Recently I heard a man and a woman talking. I didn’t know who they were I was overhearing the conversation. The woman said, “Oh, I can’t keep a grudge.”  Then she smiled.  She went on to tell the story about how she had bought a car 12 years ago and evidently the car was a lemon. She said, “I’ll never get that kind of car again!” 

The scripture from Jeremiah talked about God forgiving our iniquity, but forgetting our sin. There are times when we need to remember, but there are times when we need to forget. We need someone to remind us that we need to forget some unpleasant things in our lives.  

A couple of weeks ago we went over to sit with Suzanne’s mother on the day she was having surgery. We got there several hours ahead of time and were looking at several hours of sitting in the hospital room. I didn’t want to interfere with Suzanne and her mother’s conversation.  That’s another way of saying I didn’t want to be in that hospital room for several hours. I found an excuse to go put some gas in the car or something, and as I was driving around Harrison, Arkansas, our hometown, I noticed a billboard with a picture on it. It was an insurance agent; a classmate of mine from several years ago in high school. He was a year behind me in high school.  




Not too long after that I drove by the place where his insurance office was located. I drove around the block and pulled up in front of the office and went inside. His secretary was there to greet people. I could see his office was upstairs and the receptionist said, “Can I give Roger your name?” I was wearing a golf cap with Titlelist on the front and said, “Tell him Tiger Woods is here to see him.” 



She went up to tell Roger that Tiger Woods had come to see him. He came downstairs and at one glance it was obvious that I wasn’t Tiger Woods.  But he had no idea who I was.  Maybe 40 years ago, and at least that many pounds ago, I looked quite a bit different than I did when we were in High School. We shook hands and I said “Do you know who I am?” Roger said, “I’m sorry, I don’t.” I said, “Roger, I’m Kipp Wolfe.”  A huge grin broke out on his face and he said, “You sure are!”  








Then we had a wonderful visit.  You know, when you’re a year apart in High School sometimes that year can be quite significant when you’re 17 and 18, but when you’re 61 and 62 that year seems insignificant. We visited about families and children and grandchildren. I’ve thought a lot about what Roger said. “You sure are!” Are there times when you need to be reminded of who you are?  

In the church this table is what I call God’s antidote for our forgetfulness.  In the Christian Church Disciples of Christ, we are known as “the people of the table” because of the centrality of communion to our worship service, but also because of the importance of what this table represents in our faith journey.  







What does it mean to be people of the table?  First, I believe it means this: We are open to others even as we believe this table is open all who will come here to receive communion. That’s a part of what it is to be people of the table. We are understanding about the shortcomings of others because we know about our own shortcomings. 


The reason we had “America the Beautiful” on the screen today instead of singing the version that’s printed in the hymnal is because the version that’s printed in the hymnal omits the second verse of the hymn.  It is the verse that includes the words, “God mend thine every flaw,” speaking about the flaws of our nation. We don’t like to admit that our nation has flaws. We don’t like to admit that we have flaws, but the longer we live we become more understanding about the shortcomings of others because we know of our own shortcomings, don’t we?  

This table is about remembering, but it is also about forgetting.  Did you hear the words from Jeremiah that Laurita read?  “A new covenant I will form with you,” the Lord says. “I will forgive their iniquity, and remember their sin no more.” We care less about grudges and getting even and more about forgiveness and reconciliation. 


Because we are people of the table we understand what this table represents.  Being people of the table means that we understand we are in this thing together. The very nature of the word “communion” says that we are communing not only with God but with each other.  

To be people of the table means understanding that we come to the table to be sent. We come not only to receive what is offered but to be equipped and inspired to serve.

Being people of the table means remembering that Christ is present here with us. In a few moments when Carol gives the communion meditation, close your eyes and listen closely. It is not only Carol’s words, it is the words of Christ you are hearing.  As you receive these sacred symbols of faith from the hands of those who serve, it is not only their hands it is the hand of Christ that are serving you. 

This table reminds us that Christ is not only with us but also for us. “This is my body for you.” Earlier I asked you your earliest memory of being in church.  It’s interesting in this scripture from Corinthians about Paul’s earliest memories. If you read those words it sounds as if Paul were present that night at the Last Supper, but he wasn’t. We know he wasn’t.  If you read the words closely, listen to what Paul said, “I received from the Lord what I also delivered to you. That the Lord Jesus in the night that He was betrayed took the bread and the cup.” Being a person of the table means that your earliest memory of church is that night about 2000 ago when Christ was with the disciples even as he is with us today.  

Above all, being a person of the table means this; for that day when you stand in front of the risen Christ and He asks, “Who are you?” you can say to him, “I am a person of the table.”  He will grin from ear to ear and say, “Yes, you are!”  Amen
