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Prayer: 

Living God, may your word be proclaimed and may we claim it with joy for our lives today. 
Continue to speak to us through my words or in spite of them. Amen. 

 
 

Lamentations 1:1-6 
 
 
I am curious if you all were listening as the scripture was read this morning. Because if you were, 
you’re probably thinking right now, “What in the world is she thinking? Why would she pick that 
scripture?” I mean, Lamentations is not a book of the Bible we read often, certainly not in 
worship. It’s not exactly uplifting. But it is a part of our holy scriptures, and it happens to be one of 
the lectionary texts this week. If you’re not familiar, the lectionary is a three-year cycle of 
scripture readings that churches are encouraged to use in worship. Some denominations follow 
the lectionary exclusively. Others, like the United Methodist Church, don’t require everyone to 
follow the lectionary but it is encouraged. I like the lectionary because it forces us preachers to 
wrestle with texts we might otherwise avoid…. like Lamentations. 
 
The Book of Lamentations is short — it’s only five chapters. But it is really intense. It’s a window 
into the heartbreaking pain and grief felt by survivors of war. This book is actually a collection of 
five poems written by one or more anonymous authors to paint a picture of the devastation felt 
by the Israelites after the Babylonian invasion and destruction of the Temple. It has all of this 
poetic imagery of Jerusalem personified as a woman groaning, weeping, and mourning. I 
encourage you to read the book in its entirety this week. But I’ll warn you: All this lamenting can 
make us twenty-first century readers super-uncomfortable. I’m not sure I’ve ever heard a sermon 
on Lamentations; I’ve certainly never preached one before now. We just don’t like the idea of 
our usually-upbeat and “Good News” focused worship services centering around the more 
dreadful parts of life. 
 
But maybe that’s what we need. These poems of lament were written thousands of years ago in 
a completely different world, but I would suggest to you the words are somewhat timeless. 
Today’s world is still pretty lament-worthy. Just read the paper or listen to the stories of our 
neighbors. You’ll hear about ever-growing income inequality. You’ll hear about the record 
number of evictions in our city. You’ll hear about yet another and another violent shooting. You’ll 
hear about tragic plane crashes. You’ll hear about terminal illness. You’ll hear about assault. 
You’ll hear about crippling depression. You’ll hear grief. 
 
Our world is full of lament, whether we’re talking about it in the church or not. And perhaps 
that’s the gift that Lamentations offers us — a reminder and affirmation of how important it is to 
speak the truth about our feelings of sorrow and despair. What I love about these poems of 
lament tucked into this tiny book in the middle of our Bibles is the honesty. You see, if you cut 
through the flowery words and beautiful, poetic imagery, these laments are really just complaint 



letters. Directed toward God. They don’t even waste their breath on praises to God. It’s like the 
authors of these laments were so traumatized by what they had experienced in war that they 
just didn’t have it in them to offer some token words of praise to God alongside their raging. And 
I get that. Sometimes all we can do is sit in our pain, in our anger. And you know what? I think 
God is big enough to handle that.  
 
This past week, our Monday morning Bible study had some great conversation about how hard it 
is for us to be honest about the hard times in life. Or, to be more precise, how hard it is for us to 
be honest in the church about these hard times. We talked about how that’s not our norm in the 
church, and when we do share our laments, most of us in the church just want to go into “fix it 
mode.” It’s like we can maybe be okay with the laments, as long as we can then move on to 
what follows lamentations. We want to jump to a response, not just sit in the uncomfortable 
space that acknowledges the reality of hard times. But again, this is the gift of Lamentations. It 
encourages us to sit for a while with our pain, with each other’s pains. It’s not easy, but it is holy 
work. 
 
Today is World Communion Sunday. I love this tradition of the Church, the idea that, for this one 
Sunday every October, Christians around the world and across denominations are breaking 
bread together. But, I’ll confess, I did not know much about the history of this day until very 
recently. Growing up, World Communion Sunday always seemed like a multi-cultural celebration 
Sunday. It was the day we pulled out cloths from around the world, baked traditional breads of 
other cultures, maybe even invited people to share in the liturgy in their own, non-English 
languages. It was a day to celebrate the beauty that is the global Church. 
 
But what I learned is that the history of this special day is less about multiculturalism and more 
about the Church (with a capital C) coming together in hard times. You see, in the 1930s, the 
world had some reasons to lament — people were traumatized by the Great Depression. There 
was a growing fear about the rise of militaristic fascism abroad. The world was increasingly 
fragmented by the conflict that would eventually become World War II. Mass poverty, violent 
extremism, and civil unrest were widespread. The 1930s were a time of lament.  
 
And in the midst of it all, a Presbyterian pastor in Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania named Hugh 
Thompson Kerr saw the Table of Communion as the appropriate response. He proposed the idea 
of World Wide Communion Sunday and, eventually, the Presbyterian Church bought into it, then 
other denominations followed suit, and then by 1940 the National Council of Churches endorsed 
this special day. Church historians cite World War II as the event that gave momentum to this 
World Wide Communion Sunday.  As Dr. Kerr’s son noted, that was when “the Spirit caught hold, 
because we were trying to hold the world together.” Dr. Kerr and those other Christians who 
started World Communion Sunday saw the Table as a unique place where our wounds could 
find healing. They had a vision of Christians all around this divided world coming together, in our 
shared brokenness to remember who we are and whose we are, to come to Table and be 
nourished by God’s love, to be reminded that we’re all in this mess together, that we’re not 
alone. And so for more than eight decades, we’ve been meeting at the Table on the first 
Sunday of every October. Because we still live in a world of lament, and we still have wounds 
that need healing. 
 



Not to take anything away from Dr. Kerr’s vision in the 1930s, but I think Jesus may actually have 
been the first one to dream of this World Communion idea 2,000 or so years ago. You see, we 
celebrate communion today because Jesus modeled it for us at the Last Supper. You know how 
that one went, right? He was with his friends, his disciples, gathered around a table. Probably a 
pretty crowded table, since there were at least thirteen of them there. And there came this 
moment when Jesus picked up a very ordinary loaf of bread from the table. And he ripped it 
apart. Then he told his friends that the broken loaf was his body, and they should eat it. Later he 
picked up a cup of wine, told his friends it was his blood, and they should drink it. And you know, 
when I say all that out loud, it sounds a little bit strange…. A little bit like the plot of a vampire or 
zombie movie. But then I stop and think about what was ahead for Jesus, about the literal 
broken body and blood in his future. And it starts to make sense: Jesus was recognizing his own 
brokenness and, perhaps even more so, the brokenness his friends were soon going to be 
feeling. He knew that hard times were ahead, that they would be living lives of lament very 
soon, and he knew they needed something to turn to, something nourishing and healing and 
life-giving. So he gave them — he gave us — the gift of communion. I think when Jesus did this 
strange thing at his last meal with his friends, he was envisioning a worldwide communion, a 
crowded table that crosses all lines of division, a feast that offers healing to all of us with our 
wounds and laments. It makes sense. Even before this Last Supper, Jesus was always gathering 
people to the Table. His life and ministry centered around table fellowship with all sorts of 
people, even some who were not always welcomed by others or whose presence was a little 
scandalous. He knew that it was important to feed each other and build community. He healed 
people’s soul-deep wounds at the Table. 
 
Several years back, I was serving a church in southern Indiana, and one day a church member 
named Ron showed up at my office door with a confession. He was one of those guys who 
usually didn’t say much. I’ll admit I didn’t know him very well. But here he was, agitated, and 
needing to unburden himself. So, I invited him to sit and talk with me. And he proceeded to 
confess that he “stole” communion after church that previous Sunday. I had a lot of questions at 
that point, but eventually the pieces started coming together. Ron was feeling very guilty 
because he went up to the communion table after worship and pocketed some of the bread. 
He did so because he wanted to take it to his mother-in-law. You see, she was homebound and 
going through a rough patch with her health. Life was hard for her, and Ron was pretty sure 
communion was the answer. He didn’t have a very robust theology of communion, but he knew 
that there was something in this sacrament that was nourishing and healing to him, so he 
thought it might be the same for his mother-in-law. When Ron finished his confession, I assured 
him that he did nothing wrong. In fact, he was actually doing a time-honored tradition of the 
Church, something we call “extending the table” (that’s another sermon for another day). I told 
him his instincts were right. We should all seek to share God’s love and grace with others like he 
did. Fast forward a few months and Ron’s journey had continued to where he was heading up a 
newly-formed team of lay ministers who worked diligently every time we celebrated communion 
to take the bread and cup to those who couldn’t be with us in worship, to extend the Table 
even more. Ron experienced the transformation that is made possible at the Table, and he 
didn’t stop there. He lived out the Table. 
 
You see, my friends, we may have started with Lamentations but there is still Good News today: 
We worship a God who is big enough for our laments, even when we can’t bring ourselves to 



couple them with praise. We worship a God who understands and takes on the brokenness of 
the world and then transforms it into nourishment and healing for our souls. We worship a God 
who is always making room for one more person to crowd around the Table or for the Table to 
be brought to them. We worship a God who invites us to live out the Table — to take the 
ordinary and make it extraordinary, to join with those who are different from us and work for 
healing and build community. That is Good News indeed. 
 
The liturgical tradition of Holy Communion is to start with a time of confession. As we move to the 
Table this morning, I want to invite you to instead take a moment and sit with your laments. I 
invite you to be honest with yourselves and with God about the wounds that you are carrying 
today. I invite you to offer your brokenness to God, knowing our God is big enough to handle it 
all. I invite you to be in prayer. 


