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Come to the table, the feast is set.
The finest wine, the richest food.

Sweet meats and fruit, Rich in their sauces.

Overwhelming in their beauty and scent.

Food for a King, there for all to enjoy.

Come to the table, you who have much.

Come to the table you that have none.

It is the Wedding of the King.

All are welcome, all can feast and dance

Songs of joy, celebrating a new beginning

Songs of hope and promise.

The King has wed, he has taken a Bride

Come to the table, celebrate the future

Begun in the simple kiss sealing the two

Making them one.

Come.  You are welcome.

You who are poor.  You who are reviled.

You, it is you the King calls.

Come to the table, the feast is set

Eat, drink, dance and laugh

It is here for you.  Come to the table.

                  *****

You know, that table, that feast that God has set in heaven, the table we foreshadow when we gather to eat the bread and drink the wine.  That table was set up for you and me.  God knows that we are often hungry for food that the world can’t give us.  Food that satisfies those empty, dark, sad places in our very soul.  God knows we’re starving for love and respect and warmth and peace and most of all love.
So God set a table in heaven to celebrate that great marriage, the marriage of his son and his church.  And there is a chair held open, there, for you.

I think that the worst thing would be to know we’re invited and yet we turn down the invitation.  You see, that invitation was very costly to the King who threw the party.  It cost him his Son.  It cost the Groom his own life on a cross.

Yet even then, as his son hung dying, God inscribed your name and mine on an invitation to sit at this table and feast on God’s never ending love. 

The Gospel passage today holds a lot that seems harsh, violent, unfair, but I don’t think that was Jesus’ main point.  When the expected guests refused to come, the King welcomed those people who could never have expected to enter the palace unless they were there to be judged.

No judgment, no fear, they were simply welcomed. They were there because the chosen few proved ungrateful.  So those who might be grateful for a crumb of bread sat at table after table filled with food they only dreamed of.
I want to sit at that table.  I want to try new foods that I have only experienced in moments, so rare and so short it’s like smelling bacon, yet knowing you will never taste it.  

I want, more than anything, to be at the table with Jesus and all those who have gone before.  I miss my mom.  I miss my dad, my sister ……. They’re sitting there with a empty place setting.  Jesus stands behind it waiting for the time that he can pull it out and slide me next to baby Hope and Fr. Tom.

To be honest, we have to acknowledge that there is plenty to eat in our lives.  The empty stomach of our soul is presented with long buffet tables filled with enticing, inviting, intoxicating foods.  Power.  Beauty.  Wealth.  Escape.  Revenge.  Expediency.  Self-indulging.  Conceit.  Oppression.

These earthly treats look so good.  They smell wonderful.  So often we don’t even fill a plate.  We pull our chair up to the serving-table and shove as much in as our mouths will hold.  When our cravings are sated, we sit back, gravy and grease, whipped cream and egg flecks on our face and down the front of our shirts.  Like a pig eating its slop we try to fill the hole in our hearts with food that does nothing.  Free of all nutrients, we become fat from these foods with empty calories.
The thing about the world’s table is that adds nothing to who we are.  It may change our outward appearance.  It may satisfy us for a time, but it wears off leaving us fatter yet still hungry.  The world simply cannot satisfy the true hunger in our hearts.

That heart-hunger is different for each of us, but it is the common denominator of our human brokenness.  We can hope for that table spread with food that really fills our hearts and souls, but it is not time for that feast.  While we try, so hard, to not be of the world, we are, in fact in the world.

There is a table set for you and me.  Perhaps not as full as either the world’s or the heavenly table.  Yet it provides a taste of what awaits us.  In fact, the table set for us now is the lamb of God, slaughtered and dressed for us.

This table, here, is set with the produce of God’s fields, prepared by human hands and consecrated by the power of the Holy Spirit.  

The Eucharistic Feast has always been important to me.  Preparing and serving it, delivering the love of Christ in His self-offering is what has brought me here.  There are times that I forget what I’m really doing up here.  I forget the responsibility and grace that comes with the vocation I chose.

But them I am reminded, perhaps by a snippet of music, a smile from a child, a memory of kneeling at the rail looking into the eyes of the man serving me.  And when I am reminded, I am fed and I can with renewed integrity and joy, feed you with food prepared by Christ Himself.

However, this table, this meal, this communion is not just about feeding and being fed.  It is certainly an intimate, holy encounter with God, and it is so much more.

You see, this table is endless.  There are chairs and plates and forks for everyone.  When we gather at this table, those at the heavenly table pull up chairs next to us.  The distance between us and God is closed up while we eat a common meal.  And, sitting next to us are all the people who hunger for God.

As we are fed with the Body and Blood of Christ, we must acknowledge those who long to be invited to the feast.  Certainly part of Jesus’ message was to care for those that didn’t have food, the poor and the marginalized.  It also reminds us that there are so many people who starve, as we sometimes do, for the food that only God can provide.

They are hoping for a feast set with love, peace, dignity, respect, welcome, hope.  
My friends, that is exactly what God has placed on this table right here.  The table is set, the feast is ready to begin.  We the invited have accepted the invitation, yet there is still room.  Let us go out into the world and find those who are hungry for the food we have to offer, the very Body and Blood of Christ.  Invite them in, clothe them with welcome, hold out the chair of sincerity and let them feast at the endless supply of God’s graciousness.

The table is set.  The Feast begins.  The Groom and the Bride hold a place for us.

Come to the table, there is room enough for everyone.

