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Proper 14B (Pent +12)      The Rev. Dr. Darcy Williams @ Emmanuel Chestertown  8 August, 2021 

Readings:   2 Samuel 18:5-9, 15, 31-33 Psalm 130  Ephesians 4:25-5:2   John 6:35,41-51 

 

One of my favorite lectionary bloggers is a woman named Debie Thomas, a lay minister of 

Christian Education at St. Mark’s Episcopal Church in Palo Alto, who writes a weekly blog for 

Journey with Jesus. 

 

This week she wrote about the alternative OT lesson from 1st Kings. It is the story of the Prophet 

Elijah alone, terrified, lost and starving in the wilderness after escaping the wrath of Queen 

Jezebel when he vanquished her legion of prophets loyal to the false god Baal proving once 

again that God, the God of the Israelites is the one true God.  But that is not what struck me 

about her blog. What struck me was the story she told about her own youth. 

 

You may be expecting a tale of a child running away from home, or of a child lost at a shopping 

mall, or some other story about being lost and then found. But that is not the story she told. The 

story she told was about food for a journey, remembering her childhood when she and her 

younger brother would plan trips.  

 

Of course, these adventures took them no farther than the end of the block where they lived, and 

often no further than the backyard. But it was the planning for the trip that she remembered best. 

She writes: Before we'd set off on a journey, we would raid the kitchen for snacks.  Grapes, 

apples, graham crackers, popcorn.  We’d fill our water bottles.  And for our “main course,” 

we’d squish soft, white bread into little balls, dip them in strawberry jam, and stick them into 

Ziploc bags. Then we’d take off on a well-provisioned adventure.” 

 

Those journeys with her brother were inspired by family trips – trips when her parents would 

invite aunts and uncles and cousins to join them. The best part of those trips was the food her 

mother and aunts prepared for the journey – special snacks and meals that nourished the body 

and well as the soul. These were snacks that would sustain them on the long trip – and always 

enough food to share with strangers they might meet at a roadside rest area while taking a break 

and admiring the scenery. Memories of her family sharing food for the journey ahead, reminded 

her of the night her grandfather died, when her aunts arrived at her house with dishes of warm 

food for her mother to pack in her bag to sustain her for the long journey back to India for his 

funeral, and extra containers of food for Debie, her brother and her father to sustain them until 

her mother returned. 

 

Her stories reminded me of similar stories I have heard. Each story was told remembering the 

love and care that went into the careful planning and shopping for what they would need for the 

journey, followed by the days and nights of cooking and carefully packaging the food to be sure 

it would last. Finally, when all was ready with everything they would need to sustain them, the 

family set off on their next adventure. These memories were of much-loved family foods 

carefully prepared and packed by a parent – food that was specially made. It was always the food 

that was the best part of the trip – special food that would travel well and sustain them through 

the long hours, always with enough to share with others they met along the way. 

 

These stories remind me of meals with my grandparents and all the leftovers sent home with us 

so we would not get hungry on the way home, even though it was only 45 minutes away. They 
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remind me of care packages I received when I was in college, and care packages of homemade 

cookies I sent to our kids when they went away to school. Food shared is a tangible expression of 

the essence of Jesus’s message when he says he is the Bread of Life. The love that shines 

through when we partake of food lovingly prepared is symbolic of the love God shares with us 

through Jesus and the gift of Holy Eucharist.    

 

When he says, I am the living bread that came down from heaven. Whoever eats of this bread 

will live forever; and the bread that I will give for the life of the world is my flesh.” his listeners 

were scandalized. But we understand Jesus is speaking metaphorically. He is talking about 

allowing his body to be broken and his life to be taken as his final act of love on Good Friday. 

 

By placing Jesus’ “I Am the Bread of Life” statement immediately following the feeding of the 

5,000, the writer of the 4th gospel is foreshadowing the institution of the Eucharist in a way that 

the other gospels don’t. John links it to the care and feeding of those who follow Jesus and back 

to God’s care and feeding of the Israelites in the wilderness with their bread from heaven, the 

manna that God provided each day. Jesus is the bread of life, the living gift from heaven, come 

to earth to teach us the way of love and truth and light.  

 

Matthew, Mark, and Luke all include the institution of the holy meal of the Eucharist as part of 

the Last Supper. But the evangelist John separates it from the Last Supper so that he can focus on 

the importance of the spiritual feeding in our lives that comes from sharing in the sacrament of 

Holy Eucharist. Just as the stories of food lovingly prepared and shared by families to sustain 

themselves and others on their journeys reminds us of our own stories and the ways we have 

been fed physically, emotionally and spiritually by the food shared, these stories in the Gospel of 

John, focus us on how Jesus sustains us in this life. Each week in the sacrament of Holy 

Communion, we come to the table to be fed and strengthened for the journey ahead. May the 

Bread of Life continue to bless and sustain each of you today and everyday. Amen. 


