
1 
 

Faith Perspectives          Rev. Joshua Sawyer 
A Gift of Sikhism: Langar, the Community Meal       First Christian Church 
Hebrews 13:2           (Disciples of Christ) 
September 19, 2021          Omaha, NE 
 
 
  
 
We have come to our final week of the sermon series, Faith Perspectives. Over the last 
three weeks, we’ve learned lessons from our Jewish brothers and sisters, from our 
Muslim brothers and sisters, from our Buddhist brothers and sisters. Today we turn to 
our Sikh brothers and sisters to learn a lesson from them that could deepen our own 
Christian faith.   
 
Our Sikh brothers and sisters are among the youngest of the major world religions. 
Sikhism is a religion that was born in India at the end of the 15th century. The adherents 
of the religion are led by a Guru instead of a priest, a rabbi or an imam. They gather in a 
gurdwara as opposed to a temple or a synagogue, a mosque or a church. They are 
people of a book, just not the Koran or the Bible, the Torah or the Bhagavad Gita. Their 
book is the Guru Granth Sahib.  
 
Today the practice that we are honing in on is called langar. Can you say that? Langar. I 
learned about langar last year when I participated in a Sikh wedding in Des Moines with 
a couple before helping to facilitate a Christian wedding for the same couple the next 
day, here. When I learned about langar my first thought was: what a beautiful ritual. My 
second thought was: what a gift such a practice could be for Christians. Thus was born 
the idea for this sermon series.   
 
Hebrews 13:2 
Do not neglect to show hospitality to strangers, for by doing that some have entertained 
angels without knowing it. 
 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 
  
I walked into the gurdwara, oblivious to the fact that everyone else had taken off their 
shoes to enter the holy space. I walked right in to the large room where everyone else 
was seated on the floor. I walked until I noticed that the eyes of the holy man up front 
with a long beard and a distinguished turban had gotten big, at which point I stopped in 
my tracks. Then I noticed a few others had their hands flailing, urging me to turn around, 
and so I picked my heart up from the floor, turned around and went back out to the 
common space. Upon returning to the common space, I saw all the cubbies and placed 
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my old black Johnston and Murphy’s in amongst the heals and flats, and all the other 
dress shoes.  
 
After removing my shoes, I found my seat amongst the groom’s side of the wedding: 
sitting down on the right, just as I would have in a church. I listened and took in the 
ceremony. I watched as the man read from the holy book, as the parents stood, as the 
couple walked in a circle, stopping at each corner for a recitation. I watched them bow in 
prayer and offer gifts upon an altar. I listened to the holy man’s words, his call for them 
to live and love.  
 
And at the end of the ceremony, after the singing and speaking, the recitations and 
proclamations, the prayers and the offering, someone walked around with a pot of 
traditional Indian spiced food offering a morsel for us to enjoy together. It was langar, a 
ritual of feeding incorporated into the wedding ceremony itself. Langar the community 
meal shared by all who come to the gurdwara. Attendees all sit at an equal level on the 
floor and eat the same food, prepared in the same pots. In this way, langar serves as a 
ritualistic expression of the equality of all humans.i 
  
Langar isn’t just for wedding celebrations. Langar is for anyone who comes to the 
gurdwara. Knock on the door and find a person there and be prepared for the person to 
make you a meal. Come for a service someday and be prepared to sit down afterwards 
to share in a meal. Langar is an act of hospitality, a commitment to feeding the body as 
much as the soul, an acknowledgement that on this level (in our necessity for 
sustenance) we are all in the same predicament, on the same plane of being. Langar is 
the reason why after various disasters in NYC, including the most recent pandemic, the 
mayor has reached out to the Sikh community to help feed the masses who are 
stranded and hungry, in need of kindness and hospitality, preparing some 30,000 meals 
for people stuck in isolation.ii 
 
Don’t get me wrong, feeding folks is not a foreign concept as Christians. As Christians, 
we occasionally have our potlucks with green bean casseroles and Jell-O molds. In fact, 
we routinely offer such meals for those who have lost a loved one. As Christians, some 
of us still gather semi-regularly and others more religiously for Sunday dinners, which 
aren’t dinners at all but meals directly following worship in the home of a family member, 
most often. As Christians many of us have taken up the habit of serving at a soup 
kitchen or helping to distribute food at a place like the Heart Ministry Center. As 
Christians, we are no strangers to offering food. In fact, as Disciples, we celebrate 
weekly the communion meal that takes bread and juice signifying the body and blood of 
Jesus and consume it as a ritualistic act.  
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But as Christians we don’t have a ritualistic call to feed all on the same plane whenever 
they enter our holy space. Perhaps the closest thing I’ve ever seen is when I started 
here we always kept bread, peanut butter and jelly in the fridge because when someone 
came asking for money, at the very least we wanted to offer them a sandwich, or maybe 
the practice of bringing donuts to share after worship in the gathering space. Perhaps 
the closest way our faith has ever gone about sharing in such a ritual is the old agape 
love feast that we hear about in the book of Corinthians that the Apostle Paul 
admonishes some of the folks for starting to eat before others, who had to work, could 
arrive to join them.  
 
What a lesson we could learn from our Sikh brothers and sisters, if we would 
incorporate the practice of langar into our Christian faith. So that when folks came 
knocking on the door, there was always time for a meal to be made and shared. So that 
before we left one another we would always know that our bellies were filled with manna 
from heaven. So that we saw one another on a level that united us, bound us together, 
reminded us of our common plight and our common call.  For it is hard to be full, let 
alone overflowing, when we are running on empty isn’t it? The practice of langar could 
offer us much as Christians. 
 
I mean, just imagine if at some point in the service someone began to walk around with 
some food prepared in advance for you. Imagine what it would be like to pick up some 
tasty morsel, the smell rising to your nose causing your mouth to salivate. Imagine the 
realization that you left without properly filling your belly and this bite offers you some 
sense of offering that takes you off the fumes you’ve been running on this week. 
Imagine the happiness you see as you gaze around you, similar feelings welling up all 
around you. Imagine the first taste.  
 
Maybe learning from other faiths doesn’t have to be so hard to swallow? Maybe it is a 
dish we could serve more often? Maybe just maybe, langar, meditation, hajj and purim 
are gifts that can bless us, enrich us, allow us to be full, or maybe even overflow?  
 
Amen? Amen.  
 

 
i https://pluralism.org/langar-the-communal-meal 
ii https://www.newindianexpress.com/world/2020/mar/24/covid-19-new-york-sikhs-prepare-over-30000-free-
meal-packets-for-americans-in-self-isolation-2120894.html 


