“Supper time!”

Elders Michael and Stephen Jones

This story was inspired by three fairly recent comments from members of our church:

Anto.  “My young children were being examined for the Table.  I don’t know quite what happened—I wasn’t there—but it was a bad experience.  I thought to myself, ‘What are we doing to these kids?’  It was unfair to our children to have them baptized in church and yet not let them eat with us.”

Jennifer.  “It just makes sense that, if the children are part of the family, you don’t tell them they can’t eat.  You don’t sit them around the table and say, ‘This isn’t for you.’”

Martha.  Upon learning that she could not eat bread nor drink wine at a church we were visiting, one-and-a-half-year-old Martha cried, “Waah!”

And so, 

“Supper time!”

In the ancient days food was very important—so important that the chosen people were called food-people.  These ancient days are now referred to as the Old Festament.  

Back then, when Momma called “Supper time!” everyone washed his hands so that he would be clean before coming to the table.  Poppa and Momma also made sure there was harmony among those eating together.  Indeed, when squabbling among the children was really bad, a child might have to go to bed without dinner.  

A few good rules about cleansing and family harmony meant that eating together was a great pleasure for everybody, and the people did it every chance they had.  Also, digestion was easy when hands and hearts were clean.  Eating was a pleasure and digestion was easy whether people ate together within their own families or families ate together with the entire, covenantal group.  When the whole nation ate together in covenant, they all gathered at the Restaurant of the Lord-Creator which, at first, was a huge Tent.  Back then, everyone—young and old—ate at the Table.

Such great feasts those ancient people had!  
The eaters were seldom damned by stomach aches and other illnesses caused by dirt or hatred.  The rules were simple, and the people obeyed them.  The feasts were most especially joyful and delicious and digestible when all the families ate together.  Covenant was holy but also fun.  The Lord-Creator was the center of their worship, and the feast was considered to be by Him, and with Him, and also in communion with each other.

In the Old Festament days, the Lord-Creator of this wonderful feasting nation was held up in great awe and love.  In fact, He was so revered that the people didn’t even want to call him by a name.  A rare event was when one brave leader—a little shaky because he was raised by another nation and was a little unsure about his own table manners—asked the Lord-Creator what he wanted to be called.  The Lord-Creator gave this bold leader a name that was more of a verb than a noun.  These ancient people knew exactly what He meant, however, because they knew He was the living Lord. 

During these early days a very sad thing happened.  Just why this awful thing happened is still not terribly clear, but it did…

There was a big SPLIT among the nation of chosen food-people.  Looking back, historically, it is called the FIRST BIG SPLIT, and it is spelled with capital letters.  What happened was that the people began moving either toward eating mostly meat or toward eating mostly vegetables.  People were called Meaties or Veggies.  Please realize that this SPLIT over food preferences was especially destructive for a nation in which food was going beyond mere importance to becoming an idolized king.

 Gradually, the people became unbalanced by too much meat or by too many vegetables.  They also became worn out by trying to keep track of who were the Meaties and who were the Veggies.  This food thing meant that meals were less joyful and less delicious, and everyone was becoming hungry and skinny.  It was no fun.  Indeed, the Lord-Creator was on the way down and out as food moved up and in.   

This worship-turning-to-food, however, meant that the real focus of people’s lives became the FIRST BIG SPLIT itself.  Along with worshipping food, the idea of splitting apart became, in and of itself, very important.  Food and strife went more or less hand in hand.  People didn’t actually say they liked this splitting business, but the anger and worry over the SPLIT consumed all their time, their conversation, and their energy.  For example, people seemed to take pride in being really good at annoying others or, especially, at ruining a meal. 

So on it went.  Their awe and love for the unnamable Lord-Creator lessened drastically and more so each year as this chosen nation focused more and more on their own self-made idols and problems surrounding food.  Finally, people began making up their own, appetitive names for the Lord-Creator.  That’s when the meal-time troubles really began.

The people who tended to be Meaties called their Lord “Chief Beef,” and the Veggies—considered to be the weaker and more effeminate people—called the Lord “Queen Green.”  Worshipping either Chief Beef or Queen Green meant that soon everybody was crippled in one way or another, and the starvation moved rapidly along because of one sort or another.   

To further complicate matters, the youngsters became terribly confused by this naming issue.  In their common befuddlement, the children began calling the Lord-Creator not just Chief Beef but also things like “Chief Grief” or “Chief Thief,” and they called Queen Green things like “Queen Bean” or “Queen Mean”; all this was done respectively, but not respectfully.  The children became not only confused and angry, but also they were seen as blameworthy.  That childish confusion would lead to a real mess during the time of the New Festament.   Children became the enemy.  We’ll soon get to that part of the story.

At the beginning of the Old Festament, people were getting on pretty well among themselves and with their Lord-Creator but, as time went on, their focus on food heightened their ability to SPLIT things.  Dividing things like meat and vegetables grew to astonishing proportions, and soon everything possible seemed to get divided.  Meals became disasters and especially when families joined together in covenant.  A later prophet would tell everybody that “when you come together it is not the Lord-Creator’s supper that you eat.”  In fact, their suppers often would involve throwing hateful words at their Lord-Creator—whatever his or her name: they really didn’t know who He was any more—and throwing food at one another.  They thought it was the best of times when the Meaties threw meat balls and the Veggies threw potato patties.  Great heroes were made as attention shifted from the Lord-Creator to the people themselves.  


Imagine the situation at this point in our story.  His squabbling people were proud but hungry, and the Lord-Creator was fed up.  He decided to send his Son among the people to set things right.  Of course, His Son would have to eat!  That was a necessary part of the plan.  

Well, the Lord-Creator’s Son did a superb job.  By the time the Son was born in a rundown slaughterhouse, there were some six or seven hundred new splits in the land, each one with its corresponding rules.  

What a miracle it was that the Son, who liked nothing better than a good, old-fashioned festival day, was able to re-establish the basic rules of eating.  To feast well, He told the people, there had to be a washing before dinner in order to show love for the Lord-Creator and also the eaters had to get over their personal squabbles before dinner in order to show love for one another.  From the Son’s stove-top perspective it all boiled down to loving the Lord and loving one another.  

The Son went even further.  First, He said that He himself would wash them and that, soon, He soon turn this task over to chosen representatives who are willing to become slaves and wash in His name.  This was to show the Lord Creator's responsibility to provide food for all those who were washed and claimed as His own.  Secondly, no SPLITS were allowed at His table.  Needless to say, all this cleared things up for a while.  Although feasts remained very important, the focus of worship shifted from food back to loving the Lord. 

Just as in the Old Festament days, this early harmony didn’t last very long in what would later be called the New Festament era.  The many angry people who loved splits and their own miserable way of doing things finally rebelled against the Son.  Something unspeakably beautiful became totally mangled.  It was worse than awful.  Horrible things happened to the Son.  Without going into all the gory details, let’s just say the Son was treated like He was the dinner!  In fact, His death would later be referred to as the Great Dinner!  This Son of the Lord-Creator, the Savior who got things back to the happy basics of eating—wash, cease any quarrels, and join the feast—himself became the feast! 

Then a still more amazing thing happened.  Rather than being upset by what they had done to Him, the Son told the people to repeat the dinner by eating His body and drinking His blood.  He was saying to His people, that the sacrifice He had made for them was so important that the people should repeat the meal of “my body” and “my blood” so that the people He so very much loved would remember him over and over again.  In this way His followers could regularly renew their covenant with Him.

Do you see what a turn of events this was?  The Son actually got through His barbarous death in a victorious way: every scratch that killed Him became a reminder that the Lord-Creator was there to bless His people.  The Devil himself was fooled.

When the Son died and rose again (to show that the Lord-Creator wasn’t fooling), the Lord-Creator was so angry at what his Old Festament favorites had done to His Son that within four decades He destroyed their Restaurant and the land around it.  It was called the Great Tribulation.  

That’s the core of what happened in the Old Festament and at the very beginning of the New Festament.

All these events ushered in a new Kingdom of heaven on earth.  Many new people from other nations could enter into this new Kingdom.  The old chosen became the new rejects; or at least they’d have to go to the back of the line and wait their turn again.  Many of the Old Festament favorites moved out of the Kingdom so that the New Festament crowd could be brought in. 

For a long while eating with one another became, once again, a central and glorious pastime.  Although the Restaurant never re-opened, there was a lot of continuity with the way things were done in the old days.  People flocked to one another’s houses and established eating places called Churches to worship the Lord-Creator and his Son.   All over the Kingdom people washed their hands, worked hard at loving one another, and feasted together—young and old alike.

For a while the focus was once again on the Lord-Creator Himself, but then the awful old story of the SPLITS seemed to repeat itself.  
The focus shifted away from the Lord-Creator and His Son and back to the people and their food.  So diminished was their original love and awe for the Lord-Creator that the people worshiped qualities of the creature rather than who the Creator was.  What should have been Trinitarian became Quintetarian.  The new teachings focused on five, not three and on the creature, not the Creator.  And why—?  Because by now everybody knew that there were five basic food groups: Sugars, Meats, Eggs, Vegetables, and Breads.  King Food became a Quintetarian King.  “The five-in-one” he was called—five distinct sorts of foods adding up to one good meal.  It wasn’t long before the Devil, though weakened by the Great Dinner and its aftermath, saw his opportunity.

Even though the Lord Creator had commanded No SPLITS, a new SPLIT got in like a rat getting into the kitchen.  This time the SPLIT had to do with who ate supper and not what they ate.  As you will see, children became the enemy. 

The SPLIT began something like this:

“Supper time!” called Momma.

The children, who were getting along very nicely, came to the dinner table just as their very religious and enterprising Poppa entered the dining room.  Momma saw that Poppa had a different sort of look on his face so she wasn’t totally surprised when he asked the children, “What are the five main food groups?”

The three children, all less than five years old, giggled at the question.

“Well—?” said Poppa.

Momma knew that Poppa was serious.

Soon there was an unusual silence in the room.

Momma then asked the children softly, “What do we all like for desert, children?”

“Sweets—?” ventured the oldest child after some hesitation.

Poppa then asked, “And who do we eat sweets in remembrance of?”

There was another long silence until the tiny and frightened of voice of the youngest child squeaked, “The Baker Man—?”

“No!” roared Poppa.  “The Baker Man is lord of the Bread group!”

Maybe Poppa should not have been surprised at his children’s poor performance, but he was.  He was ashamed that his children didn’t know the five food groups nor there current lords.  They didn’t know the Sugars food group at the top of the list and that Dolly Madison was to be remembered as the lord of Sweets.  They didn’t know that the Meats food group was next on the list and that Ronald MacDonald was the lord to be remembered.  Although everyone was talking about it, the children didn’t have the foggiest notion that George Foreman would soon be replacing Ronald MacDonald as the lord of Meats.

Poppa turned to Momma in exasperation, and asked her, “Momma, who is the memorial person for the Eggs food group?”

Fortunately, Momma knew the answer.

“Farmer Brown,” she said. She felt relieved and blessed that she’d heard Farmer Brown had taken over from Henny Penny only very recently.

For Vegetables no one, including Poppa himself, was able to guess the Jolly Green Giant.  First Poppa said Johnny Appleseed, and then he thought it was Popeye until he looked up the answer in his latest Holy Book Study Guide.

Poppa looked upon his family with his most loving frown and said in his best Sunday voice, “We cannot, in good conscience, eat together until we can examine ourselves and pass the exam.  That’s what the Holy Book tells us.  You children have work to do.  As the Cabbage Patch Kid once told us, ‘He who doesn’t work, shouldn’t eat.’”

The children worked hard to pass their exams.  Poppa eventually would become proud of his children as, one by one, they passed the test and came to supper.  In other words, the washing of the Son's representatives was now no longer adequate. You had to pass a test and show that you were ‘worthy’ to eat.

It was a bad experience. Supper time became very different as Poppa’s idea took hold in the family.  What was the Lord’s became Poppa’s.  What was graceful became an achievement.  Meals weren’t nearly as much fun any more.  Poppa’s efforts brought a sober sense of earning holiness to the Table.  Examinations replaced what had been the Lord Creator's opportunity to feed His children and to assure them that His washing them meant they were precious members of the covenantal family.  

Had Poppa listened, for example, when the Lord Creator’s Son said, “Suffer the little children to come unto me,” he might have found out what a joyful time family meals could be.  Poppa’s ears were elsewhere, however, and by now he was more convinced than ever and even proud of his taking a firm stand on what he thought the Holy Book said.  After all, with garbled ears hearing the word “suffer,” Poppa had, for meal after suffering meal, proudly withstood the unhappy facial expressions of his family which said, “How can we sit at the supper table and be told this isn’t for us?”  Poppa’s suffering through his family’s discontent only confirmed that he was doing the Lord-Creator a great service.  “True leadership isn’t easy,” thought Poppa.  “The Book is right when it says that this is ‘a suffering way’.”  He even preached all of this to others.    

The neighbors heard of what Poppa was doing, and it wasn’t long before they were doing the same thing.  Families were becoming lonely as a man-centered form of righteousness was growing in the land.  Soon the necessity of children being examined before ever eating the Lord-Creator’s Supper spread all over the western half of the new Kingdom.  Though never quite acknowledged, human merit slipped in through the side curtains and took center stage through the examination practices of the leaders.  

Poppas everywhere ceased being like children themselves and basked in the satisfaction of being more in charge than ever before.  Children were learning that faith, though still said to be a gift from the Lord, took a lot of serious study.  Things may not have been as festive at the table, but nations surely were considered to be more righteous! 

With such assurance it was overlooked that many young members of the kingdom, who were no longer feasting with the King, felt rejected and sad.  When they finally were accepted—usually the smarter ones first—they rejoiced in their acceptance but also prided themselves in their own accomplishments.
Although the Eastern half of the Kingdom didn’t buy the Western idea of how to treat children, they were nowhere near as rich and prosperous either.  Many Poppas thought that Western table practices were spawning a more gifted population.  Over many centuries the proof was in the pudding, and the practice of splitting off ignorant children from the Table had its witness in the successes of the West and the failures of the East.  Most of the Western Kingdom went on to become hard and prosperous workers.  Skills, developed through their Table studies, were applied to their worldly endeavors.  But that’s another story.

The main point is that Western leaders now lived with the glorious assurance that what the Son really meant when he said, “Do this in remembrance of me” was “Do this after you have passed the exam so that you can understand what you are remembering.”  
Some children still struggle for answers.

There are voices of protest.

Pastor Rich Lusk writes, “There is simply no good reason to think we are doing God or our children a service by withholding the bread and wine from the youngest members of the covenant community.”

Pastor Paul Slish says, “If we don’t stand up for the children, who will?  A little four-year-old is not going to be able to come up to his Board of Elders and say, ‘You know, I really think I ought to be able to take the Lord’s Supper!’”

And one-and-a-half-year-old Martha Jones cries, “Waah!”

