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Bro. Henry “Digger” Creel
2:42 – They devoted themselves to the apostles’ teaching and to fellowship, to the breaking of
bread, and to prayer. (NIV)
The success of any really good novel, movie, song, short story, or sermon (and especially
a sermon!), is this: that a person finds themselves somewhere in that novel, movie, song, short
story, or sermon (and especially a sermon!). I found myself one day in a novel written by Anne
Tyler. The name of the novel is Dinner at the Homesick Restaurant.
The main character in the novel is Ezra. Ezra works in Mrs. Scarlotti’s Restaurant, for
many years. One day, Mrs. Scarlotti retired and turned the business over to Ezra. Ezra
experimented with various entrees, until one day the idea came to him that he should cook what
people are homesick for: tacos like those from vendors’ carts in California which the Mexicans
are always pining after; vinegary North Carolina barbeque that my friend J.C. Brown always
brings back when he visits his hometown; etc., etc. Thus, the name of the novel, Dinner at the
Homesick Restaurant.
And as I read of the various food items that other people pinned for, I found myself in
the novel when I remembered my first visit to Mary Mac’s Tea Room restaurant in Atlanta,
where the first thing they automatically bring to your table is a serving of pot-licker soup and
corn bread. Then you can order any of the “down home” items you grew up with, such as
collards or turnip greens, fried squash or okra, ‘tater salad, corned beef and cabbage, meatloaf,
pickled beets,…well, you get the idea. And of course, the Southern Fried Chicken is the real
thing, and the sweet potato casserole as well as the sweet tea tastes just like yo Momma’s!! And
the smell emanating from Mary Mac’s kitchen transported me back to my Maw-Maw Creel’s
kitchen where her Sunday table was always filled with those food items I found in Mary Mac’s
Tea Room in Atlanta, Georgia.
That was where I found myself in Anne Tyler’s novel. I found myself homesick for my
Maw-Maw Creel’s kitchen. Then it suddenly dawned on me that I was not actually homesick for
Maw-Maw Creel’s kitchen—but for Maw-Maw Creel herself!
Is there anyone here this morning that can relate to what I am saying? What—or who—
are you homesick for? As we proceed with our message just now, I pray that you will find
yourself somewhere in the scripture text, and somewhere in the message. And then as we
proceed to the Communion Table, I pray that you will discover that it is not the Lord’s Supper
that you are homesick for—but that you, like me, are truly homesick for our Lord Himself.
No sooner had that first wave of nostalgia swept over me, than the second wave began. I
remembered my father moving us to West Virginia when I was in the middle of my sophomore
year at Vigor High School. I (we) discovered to our horror, that the good folk in West Virginia
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did not eat grits with their bacon and eggs. They ate Cream of Wheat or hash brown potatoes.
(Yuk!) And none of the supermarkets carried grits on their shelves.
Can you imagine my utter delight as my father drove us into Elkins, the county seat of
Randolph County, early one Saturday morning, and pulled our old Chevy van into a parking
place right in front of the Courthouse Café, and I read the billboard sign on the sidewalk:
“Bacon, eggs, and grits: $1.99?”
Upon entering that café and smelling the rich aroma of frying bacon, and coffee brewing,
and biscuits browning, I was instantly transported in my mind back to Bates’ Lake, and Aunt
Gladas Hannah serving up hot biscuits and crisply fried thick-sliced bacon, and fried eggs just
the way I like them: sunny side up. And standing in the doorway of that café in Elkins, West
Virginia, I found tears running down my cheeks, because I was suddenly so very, very homesick
to see my Aunt Gladas.
My Daddy suggested to the proprietor that he should rename his café from the
Courthouse Café to the Homesick Café.
Is there anyone here this morning that can relate to what I am saying? What—or I should
say—who are you homesick for?
Have I succeeded by now in getting your taste buds and your memories awakened? You
see, food and memories go together. And the food in these stories is more than just food. The
food that you are homesick for has much more to do with time and place, and the experience of
joy and comfort and love. The food you are homesick for taste like home!
Have you found yourself in my story yet? What kind of food and memory are you homesick
for?
Point One: Has it occurred to you by now that our communion table is sort of like that
Homesick Café? Our communion table is a place where we can find this morning, what—and
who—we are most homesick for. Funny—sometimes we don’t even realize that we are
homesick until we get to the communion table. I really cannot speak for you, but for me, each
and every time I come to the communion table, I find myself terribly homesick.
I’m kind of homesick for a country To which I’ve never been before. No sad goodbyes will there
be spoken For time won’t matter anymore.
Beulah Land, I’m longing for you…
What, or Who are You homesick for this morning?
Our scripture reading this morning tells us what those in the early church found when
they met together around the Lord’s Table. These were things they had hungered for all their
lives. Let’s look again at what they found, for the truth of the matter is that you and I have also
hungered for these very things all of our lives:
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First, they feasted on God’s word: “They devoted themselves to the apostle’s
teaching…” In that crazy, warring, Roman occupied world in which they lived, those early
Christians needed a word from their Lord to help them make it through the day.
In this crazy, war-filled, terrorist-threatening, drive-by shooting, drug addicted, COVID
induced Pandemic, politically polarized nation in which we live, we too, need a word from our
Lord to help us make it through the day.
When Jesus was tempted in the wilderness by Satan to turn rocks into bread and satisfy
his physical hunger, Jesus replied, “Man shall not live by bread alone, but by every word that
proceeds from the mouth of God.”
God’s word is what we are homesick for this morning. And we find that word from God
when we gather with God’s family around God’s table.
And if you search the menu long enough at this “Homesick Café”, you will find that
word from God that you need. Do you see God’s menu there? What is it that you are homesick
for? What do you need from God’s menu? Is it Hope? Grace? Mercy? Forgiveness? A
“Song in the night” for this long night you are in? Do you need Strength this morning?
Patience? Joy? Or do you long for the special desert called Peace? It is all here this morning.
“And the Spirit and the Bride say, ‘Come…’”
We need a word from God this morning. “They devoted themselves to the apostle’s
teaching…”
Jesus said, “My food is to do the will of him who sent me.”
Is this not our deepest hunger, our most poignant homesickness? To know that we are living in
God’s will for our lives? This morning, we find the sweet peace, that this is where God wants us
to be: with His family, around His table.
Point two: Those early Christians were homesick for each other, for community as well as
communion. God’s word says that it is not good for us to be alone. He designed us to live in
deep community and communion with each other. Our text this morning says they also
“devoted themselves to the fellowship…”
The Greek is “koinia”—fellowship. Fellowship—community—does not happen instantly by
itself. You have to be devoted to it!
Does anyone here this morning recognize these lines:
Making your way through the world today takes everything you got.
If you were able to get away, it sure would help a lot.
Sometimes you wanna go where everybody knows your name, and they’re always glad you
came… I was fully expecting those of you who watched the Cheers episodes to all shout in
unison: “NORM!!”
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Our text also says they devoted themselves to “…the breaking of bread and prayer.”
And it says they ate their food “…together with glad and sincere hearts…”
Doesn’t that sound just like Union Baptist Church? Someone told me, “Bro. Digger,
we’ll have food at the drop of a hat!”
What a wonderful picture of the gift of community. That is what we have here at Union
Baptist Church! We eat food together with glad and generous hearts. We sit and eat with people
we love and who love us. Our hearts are filled with gladness and our hearts just want to give,
and give, and give!
So our Lord’s communion table this morning is also a symbol of this sweet fellowship we
share here at Union Baptist Church. Here, we are brought together in Christ. Here is where we
experience the Presence of our risen Lord. And after all He is the one we most hunger for.
Point Three: So then, the communion table this morning is also a symbol of the home that is
ahead of us. Jesus told his disciples in that upper room that he would not partake of that meal
again with them until he ate it with them at the Heavenly Banquet to come. This is what we are
homesick for this morning. That time when we will meet our Lord face to face, and sit at that
banquet table with all of our Maw-Maw’s and Aunt Gladas’. But until then, we have this table
before us: The Lord’s Communion Table in the Homesick Café of the UNION Baptist Church.
Come to the Table…
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