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Some people do not like to eat alone. For some of us, eating by ourselves, especially in a 
restaurant, feels isolating and odd. And I understand that. 
 
But for those of us who are introverts by nature, or who spend a good deal of time each 
day with many people, a meal by ourselves can be relaxing. 
 
Wednesday was a busy day here at the parish. So last night at 9:15 PM, I was sitting at an 
Italian restaurant enjoying a wonderful meal. And as often happens at meals like this, I 
was eating delicious food, and reading a magazine about food! 
 
As I ate and read, I ran across an article about food in Ireland. The article praised the new 
developments in Irish cuisine, and made suggestions about where to eat if you ever go 
there. 
 
Go to this place for the best salmon… go to that place for the best soda bread. 
 
And for the best Irish stew, they suggested that you go to a pub in Dublin named Oliver 
St. John Gogarty. 
 
And I put down my fork. And I started to cry. 
 
I cried because I have been to that pub – Oliver St. John Gogarty. And I ate that Irish 
Stew. Frankly, I cannot remember how good it was. 
 
But what I do remember is this: I was there, at that pub, eating that food… with my 
mother. Mom died in 2012. And one of the other people at the pub that night was my 
friend Ken. We buried Ken this past Saturday. 
 
I sat in the corner of that Italian restaurant, reading an American magazine, tearfully 
remembering a meal in Ireland… a meal with people I have loved, and who are no longer 
here. 
 
It is good to remember such meals. 
 
Tonight, our Gospel reading invites us to remember a meal. It was a meal shared by Jesus 
and his friends. 
 
Tonight we recall a particular Passover meal, the meal which took place the night before 
the Angel of Death came to earth again, this time to claim only one firstborn son – 
GOD’s firstborn son.  
 



Tonight we remember that Jesus gathered his friends, blessing bread and wine, saying, 
“Take and eat. This is my body. Take and drink, This is my blood.” 
 
For two millennia, the disciples of Jesus have gathered around the table of the family of 
faith, and we eat and drink in memory of him, proclaiming his death until he comes.  
 
The meal we share in the Eucharist is a mirror for us. It reflects who we are. We are a 
People of the Table. We continue to gather around the table of the Lord, to eat and drink, 
to share his real presence. 
 
Sometimes, we come to this table in joy, and sometimes in sorrow. Sometimes we are 
afraid when we come to this table, carrying our sickness and pain up the aisle, weighed 
down by burdens that are too deep for words.  
 
Sometimes, we come to this table confused, hurt, ready to give it all up or take it all on. 
Sometimes we come here full of dreams, ready to start a new chapter or commitment in 
life. Or we might come to this table enraged, exhausted, expectant…but we come.  
 
We come because here, at this table, we know that we are part of something bigger than 
ourselves – bigger than “me” or “us” or “them.” We are God’s people. We are the People 
called to the table of the Lord. Here we are nourished. We celebrate the sacrifice which 
makes us whole. Here we are fed by the presence of the Risen One. We are the People of 
this Table. 
 
But that’s not all. 
 
We also are something else. We are the People of the Towel. 
 
Peter knew that something was going on when he saw Jesus reach for the pitcher and the 
basin. He probably thought that Jesus was going to give it to him – another little lesson in 
humility. But Peter was appalled when Jesus picked up a towel and wrapped it around his 
own waist.  That was the task of a slave.  
 
Peter could not believe what he was seeing. “Never! Never will you wash me!” For Peter, 
Jesus was master, and the role of the master and the slave was set. Each knew his place. 
But Jesus had something else in mind. There was to be no master or slave here – only an 
equality where everyone could serve each other. 
 
At the heart of washing feet is the gift of friendship. Among friends, every act of 
kindness or service is acceptable. So there is Jesus, the One who invited them to the table, 
now wrapped in a towel, kneeling before them, loving his friends, washing even the feet 
of the one who would betray him, and saying, “What I have done, you also must do…..” 
 
In a short time, the police would come for him armed with clubs and weapons. 
Meanwhile, Jesus was “arming” his disciples with a towel. 
 



He told us to build a kingdom – and the tool he gave us was a towel. 
 
He asked us to fight the good fight against evil – and the arsenal he gave us includes a 
basin of water, and a never ending supply of towels. 
 
Brothers and sisters, we are the people of the table and of the towel. The two can never be 
separated. The table leads to the towel, and the towel leads us back to the table. The meal 
nourishes us for self-giving. In Latin, the Mass concludes with the phrase, “Ite, missa 
est.” Go you are sent: sent into the world to wash feet and transform the earth. The sacred 
banquet fuels us for faith-filled friendship. 
 
To be a Catholic Christian is to come to a night like this and to remember… to remember 
the Last Supper which became the first supper for the Eucharistic community. To be 
Catholic is to remember the sacred meal, shared in a Christian community, which unites 
us in the power of Christ’s spirit. 
 
To be Catholic is to remember all of the times that Christ has said the word, so that we 
might be worthy to approach the altar of sacrifice, no matter what was going on in our 
lives, there to meet the Lord of Love. There are so many meals we have shared at tables 
like this – we Catholics are People of the table. 
 
But we are also people of the Towel. If our devotion to the Eucharist is only about a 
comfortable moment with a comforting Jesus, then we have heard only half of the 
Gospel, and shared only half of the meal. We meet the Lord here, not only to be filled 
with grace, but to be wrapped in the towel of Christian service. Don’t kneel before Jesus 
in the Eucharist unless you are willing to kneel before him in our brothers and sisters who 
bear his image, and who require our help. 
 
Do not say that you celebrate him here unless you are humble enough to recognize him in 
every one of his brothers or sisters who will cross you path today, tomorrow, and the 
next. Do not wrap yourself in the comfort of the Real Presence unless you are willing to 
be wrapped in the discomfort of Real Service. 
 
People of the Table – people of the Towel. When we learn to be both, to do both, to 
balance both, then we become a priestly people, a holy people, God’s chosen people.  
 
Tonight, as we remember that meal with Jesus and his disciples, we pray that Christ our 
God will teach us again how to be nourished, and how to serve. We pray for all those 
who seek to serve the Lord in the vocation to which he has called them. 
 
We pray that every baptized believer will grow in love for Christ, and grow in love for 
Christ’s people. We pray for an increase of vocations to the priesthood and religious life, 
that many more young men and women will hear Jesus’ voice calling to them – what I 
have done, so you also must do. 
 
We pray for all of our loved ones who have died. We shared meals with them in this life 



– may they share the fullness of life at Christ’s banquet in heaven. 
 
We pray for our church, nourished at the table of the Lord, that we will learn anew to be 
his servants in the world. And we pray for one another – that we will learn the lesson of 
the school of the Eucharist: Christ feeds us here, so that we may be bearers of his life and 
his love into a world that is starving for both. 


