The Meaning of Leftovers
Luke 24:30-31

When he was at the table with them, he took bread, gave thanks, broke it and began to give it to them. 31 Then their eyes were opened. 

        In Dorothy Sayer’s play, The King Comes to His Own, the other disciples ask Cleopas how he was sure that his experience of eating with the risen Jesus after his resurrection wasn’t just a ghost or a fancy.  His reply is simply, “The bread was broken.”

         Thanksgiving leftovers are still a tangible reminder of God’s living presence among us.  It was no coincidence that the disciples’ eyes were opened at the breaking of the bread.  Their hearts may have burned within them as the word was preached on the road, but it was through the tangible expression of communal eating that resurrection reality was made manifest. 

       Helen Keller once was asked if there was anything worse than losing one’s sight.  “Oh, yes,” she replied.  “Losing one’s vision.”  The theological preoccupation of the twentieth century has been trying to understanding how a loving God could allow suffering.  But could it be that in this day of eating in front of the television we are missing something important about a God who is with us and our family in our hurts?  Folks still ought to gather around a supper table praying with Edward Shillito, “but to our wounds only God’s wounds can speak, and not a God has wounds but thou alone.”

        The Bible is far more concerned about meals than we sometimes seem to be.  Jesus got in trouble for eating with tax collectors and sinners.  The act of eating with another has a profound religious and social significance.   In the New Testament the Lord’s Supper is joined with a “pitch-in” agape-love feast and was itself celebrated as a full meal.  But the  Lord’s Supper was just the centerpiece of a whole life of communal eating.  This sharing together in meals was so important that Jesus’ invitation for us to come to him in faith is  offered as an invitation to  sit at a table together.  “...if  anyone hears my voice and opens the door, I will come in and eat with him, and he with me.”

      In this age of fast food and frozen pizza  it might do us some good to put the Thanksgiving leftovers on the table and call everyone together for a thanksgiving meal over and again.  It might be there that we truely see.  It might be in inviting friends to a table that we learn how to invite people to Jesus.  It might be there that we truely find comfort.  And there realize that we are not alone. 

