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March 17, 2019 

Exodus 12:1-3, 8-14 

Like 22:7-20   Communion is About Freedom from Slavery 

 

This thing that we do called Communion, it helps us remember who we 

are. And it helps us remember who God is. It helps us remember that we 

are part of a story that is bigger than ourselves. Last Sunday we talked 

about how this story is a story about Hospitality. It’s about God making 

room for us and us making room for one another; and how holy that 

action is. It’s also a story about freedom. Today, at this table, we 

remember that this meal evokes another meal; a meal eaten by Israelites 

slaves in Egypt about to be set free by God. At this Table, we remember 

the Passover of the Exodus when the Israelites ate a meal one evening, 

with their shoes on and their belts fastened. Because God was about to 

bust them loose from Pharaoh’s oppression. At this table we remember 

that Passover meal. 

Today, I want you to imagine what it is like to be a slave. Imagine 

getting up every day knowing your day belongs to someone else. 

Imagine being someone else’s property. Imagine having no rights at all. 

Imagine being treated with contempt and disrespect. Maybe you feel you 
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are treated that way already every day at school or at work or when your 

mom asks you to take out the garbage. But imagine being treated that 

way from the day you are born to the day you die. Imagine never having 

any freedom. Imagine always being someone’s slave; imagine it for your 

parents and your children; always being cheap labor. Always being a 

means to an end. Always belonging to someone else. 

Imagine. Your time doesn’t belong to you. Your work doesn’t belong to 

you. Your story doesn’t belong to you. You are the background to 

someone else’s life. That’s what it was like for the Israelites in Egypt. 

No one ever tries to end up as a slave, it happened to them. Long ago, 

during a famine, the Israelites moved to Egypt; and after a while, the 

Egyptians said, “Look, foreigners. Let’s enslave them and have them do 

all the work we don’t want to do.” And they forced the men into manual 

labor and the women into being wet nurses and housekeepers. And when 

there got to be too many Israelites, well, then Pharaoh ordered that their 

baby boys be thrown into the river because, you know, there needed to 

be some population control. Imagine that. Imagine that that’s your life. 

Imagine you and your people as powerless and oppressed slaves. 
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The people of Israel cried out to God in their terrible situation. They 

prayed again and again: “God, help us. God, if you ARE God, deliver 

us!” And so God sent Moses and Moses went to Pharaoh and told 

Pharaoh in the name of God to let his people go. And Pharaoh, of 

course, said no; because who was this God? And why should HE, the 

Pharaoh, do what this god said? So, God said, Well, I’ll show you why. 

And God sent terrible plagues, one after another. And each time, 

Pharaoh would say the people could go. But then he would change his 

mind. There were plagues of frogs and locusts and boils and gnats and 

darkness. OK, OK, Pharaoh would say. But then every time, he would 

change his mind again. But Moses did not give up. God did not give up. 

You can’t give up when power stands in the way of justice. You can’t 

give up when the people in charge want to keep others down in order to 

hold themselves up. They depend on you giving up and accepting that 

things won’t change. But this is about God’s power. Not theirs. This is 

about God’s justice, not theirs. And God is not going to give up, so we 

can’t either. God keep trying to get to Pharaoh. And finally, God warned 

them that God would send the worst plague yet: As Pharaoh had killed 
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Israel’s children, so the children of Egypt would be killed. Yeah, right, 

said Pharaoh. So be it, said God. And one evening, God told the 

Israelites to prepare a special meal; a final meal before they would make 

a run for freedom in the morning. A meal of lamb and bread and bitter 

herbs. A meal they must eat dressed and ready to go “because this is the 

Passover,” the Lord said. “The angel of death will pass over and smite 

the Egyptians. Get ready, God said. Soon you won’t be slaves any 

more.” 

But first, a meal. It would be a meal they would remember every year, 

for generations to come. During this meal, the people would gather and 

remember. They would remember the bitter slavery of Egypt. They 

would remember the heartless injustice of Pharaoh. They would 

remember the dark night of the exodus when they ate unleavened bread 

and drank wine, and the lamb they killed and the blood they painted over 

their doorposts. They would remember God’s angel of death passing 

over; passing over them to bring terrible judgment to Pharaoh. And how 

that changed the Pharaoh changed his mind and God set them free. They 

would eat this Passover meal and remember. 
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In Jesus’ time, they still celebrated the Passover meal every year. Jews 

would come from everywhere to celebrate Passover in the city of 

Jerusalem. They would sacrifice their lambs at the temple and remember 

that story together in the homes of family and friends. That’s what Jesus 

was doing with his disciples on the night before his arrest. He was eating 

a Passover meal. During this meal, he and his disciples were 

remembering God’s rescue from slavery. They were remembering God’s 

defeat of the great and mighty Pharaoh. They were remembering by the 

same meal, of lamb and unleavened bread and bitter herbs and drinking 

the cups of wine that they lifted to bless the Lord their God. They were 

remembering the story that night together. The Passover story of God 

freeing Israel from captivity.  

Imagine being there at that table with Jesus and his disciples. Imagine 

remembering the captivity and the release  with the powerful Roman 

empire surrounding you; with its brutal swords and soldiers and crosses. 

The Roman emperor was like the Pharaoh. He was like a god. He 

controlled their lives. He demanded taxes and tributes. And had the 

power of life and death over all of them. Oh, how the Jews wished they 
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could be free of the Emperor and of Rome. Imagine what they were 

thinking as they ate this meal with Jesus. Imagine their hopes for 

liberation. Imagine their hopes that Jesus would defeat this new Pharaoh. 

And that this to be a new Passover for God’s people. 

“Remember,” Jesus tells his disciples. “Remember this meal tonight. 

Remember me. Because we are about to make a run for it. You will no 

longer be held captive and enslaved by this world. I will set you free. By 

my death, I will free you from the dark powers and the empires that have 

control. With my own body and my blood, like a Passover lamb, I will 

set you free from all that possesses you. You won’t belong to anyone 

now but God.” It WOULD be a new Passover for them. A new Passover 

to free God’s people from slavery again. But instead of requiring the life 

of an animal or the lives of Egyptian children, Jesus would give his own 

life to break the evil things that have a hold of us. To free us once and 

for all. 

Jesus’ disciples would remember this meal. The church would remember 

this meal anywhere there was slavery and oppression. African American 

slaves would remember this story. They would remember the Passover 
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meal of Jesus and the hope of God’s deliverance. Imagine being a black 

slave in 17th and 18th century America. Imagine being someone else’s 

property; because you were born of a certain race. Imagine having no 

rights at all. Imagine being treated with contempt and disrespect. 

Imagine always being treated like cheap labor. Always being a means to 

someone else’s end. Always being the property of someone else. 

Imagine all the men you know doing manual labor and all the women 

you know being wet nurses or housekeepers or cooks. Your time doesn’t 

belong to you. Your work doesn’t belong to you. Your story doesn’t 

belong to you. You are punished for the smallest thing: like raising your 

voice, or looking someone in the eye. Imagine that your owners punish 

you violently, but they are afraid that YOU might get violent one day. 

In the 17th and 18th centuries, slaveowners encouraged their slaves to be 

Christian. They thought it would make them more manageable and 

docile. They encouraged slaves to remember Jesus’ suffering and his 

obedience to the Father. But they discouraged them from reading certain 

stories of liberation. They warned other slaveowners about the stories of 

God leading the Israelite slaves out of bondage in Egypt. They wouldn’t 
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want the slaves to get any ideas. But our African American brothers and 

sisters got ideas anyway. And they gathered together and remembered 

that this God was their God and this story was their story too. They 

reminded each other that when Jesus delivered his people through death 

and resurrection, he delivered everyone, including them. When he laid 

down his life as a ransom for many, they were part of the many. And the 

slaves would sing songs about broken chains and escape from bondage 

and traveling down that road to a place of freedom. They had hope that 

there would be an end to suffering and oppression; that God would end 

it. And they did not give up. God would save them from their own sin 

AND the sin of one human being owning another. Swing Low, Sweet 

Chariot, coming for to carry me home. Wade in the water, children, 

wade in the water. Go Down Moses, way down to Egypt land; tell ol’ 

Pharaoh: let my people go. 

That story was the story they remembered. They kept it in their hearts 

and in their spirits; God would put an end to oppression and slavery. It 

was their story. It is a story for all the oppressed. And it’s our story too 

here at this table. We remember that this is our Passover meal. And we 
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eat it remembering all those enslaved by the dark powers of this world. 

Those oppressed by the powerful. Those afflicted by injustice. Those 

who have no one to cry out to but God. For all those treated like they are 

nothing more than a cog in the wheel. Nothing more than a means to an 

end. Nothing more than a worker. Or a profit. Or a grade point average. 

Or the background in someone else’s story. This is your Passover meal 

today. Your freedom has been bought and paid for. Your freedom from 

Pharaoh. Your freedom from servitude. Your freedom from your past. 

From your regrets. From your fears. Freedom from your addictions. 

From your devices. From your old habits. From your diagnosis. Freedom 

from your anger and your guilt. Freedom from what others say. Freedom 

from anyone or anything owning you. Freedom from anyone else other 

than God telling you who you are. You are one of God’s people. One of 

God’s own redeemed and this is your story. God in Jesus Christ has set 

you free. 

So come to this table with Jesus and remember. Remember, Jesus, says. 

Remember who you are and who God is. That you are promised 

something more. That you are part of a bigger story. And that God has 
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hatched a daring plan to rescue us. Jesus is about to do whatever it takes 

to ensure our escape from all the powers that enslave us. Eat this bread. 

Drink from this cup. Share this meal one another; with your shoes on 

and your belt fastened. Be ready. God is here to set us free. 


