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Social distancing would have been very hard for Jesus. It seems like a big crowd is 
following him, everywhere he goes.


Even when he tries to get a way for a moment of quiet, or retreat for time of prayer, or 
even just visit the folks back in his hometown. The crowd presses in.


In today’s reading the crowd shows up again, a day or two after Jesus has performed 
one of his largest and most public miracles. 


The crowd was there that day too, hungry, and miles from the nearest town. And so 
Jesus, with everyone watching, passed out five loaves of bread and two fish, and with 
that meager start, the crowd was fed, with abundant leftovers. 


The crowd is so impressed by this that Jesus has to slip away, to the other side of the 
lake, lest the people overtake him in their exuberance. 


He takes a boat to the other side of the lake. 


The next morning the people wake up and see that the boat is gone. They go looking 
for him. Now the Sea of Galilee is not all that big. It’s a little smaller than Lake 
Winnipesaukee, so it took less than a day for the crowd to make the walk around to 
where Jesus was on the other side. 


This is where today’s story begins.


Jesus sees the crowd approaching and they ask him, “when did you come here?” 
although I what the really want to ask is, “why did you leave us?”


“Very truly, I tell you.” Says Jesus. Which is always how he starts out something 
important… “You are looking for me, not because you saw signs, but because you ate 
your fill of the loaves. Do not work for the food that perishes, but for the food that 
endures for eternal life.”


Back when traveling was an option, one of my favorite places to go for a little time 
away was to a farm in Texas owned by a friend’s family. It’s a beautiful little patch of 
land, a world away, where life can slow down, and nature can do it’s healing work on 
my soul.


From the back porch, you can look out into a vast open field of short brush and 
scattered oak trees. The owners of the farm placed a deer-feeder out there. A big barrel 
full of corn that once-a-day, around sunset, spins and scatters the food on the ground 
for wildlife. This isn’t hunting land. It really is just for the show. It is so that we can each 



evening, sit and watch these beautiful animals emerge from the tree line, to eat. Its a 
nice way to end each day, a cold drink and a pair of binoculars.


The last time I was there, I noticed that the deer didn’t seem to be eating. They 
congregated, poked around on the ground a bit, lingered… but no one was eating. I 
asked my friend about it.


The feeder is empty. He told me. There actually hasn’t been anything in it for weeks. 


Nevertheless, when the evening light grew golden, the deer emerged, to that same 
spot. And if the feeder never got refilled (which eventually it did), they would still come, 
and come, and come, again, and again, and again…


I think this is something like what is worrying Jesus. 


That the crowd who has followed him across the lake is there for more bread and fish. 
Don’t hold it against them. They have to eat. But, Jesus knows that he will not be there 
forever to multiply the loaves and fish for their sustenance. 


Jesus is worried that when he is gone, the people will be disappointed, and little by 
little, go back to the way things were. With fond memories of that time when God came 
down from heaven to help. But with no sense that anything about the world or their 
lives had really changed. 


Or they might fall into the hands of the next charismatic person to come along 
promising quick solutions to all their problems. 


Jesus is afraid that they will see him as merely the messenger of God’s love, rather 
than the embodiment of it. 


As the one who brought them the gifts, not the very gift itself.


As the one who brings them with bread, rather than himself the nourishment for weary 
souls.


“I am the bread of life.” He tells them.


“I am the bread.”


“Whoever comes to me will never be hungry, and whoever believes in me will never be 
thirsty.” 


“I am the bread.”




Jesus is challenging us to see that there are things in our lives that are perishables. 
And there are things that are non-perishables. Things that fade away. And things that 
endure. 


We know what it feels like to build our lives around perishables. Returning day, after 
day, after day, to the place where we found what it took to get us through yesterday.


Gathering around leaders who can offer a quick fix, or give us the cheep thrill of 
hearing exactly what we wanted to hear.


Seeking overly simple explanations in the face of life’s complexity.


Or returning to the comfort of an old addiction. Or the path worn well with habits that 
never led us anywhere good. 


And I think we also know what the non-perishable things in life are.


The relationships that sustain us, not because of what we get out of them but because 
the love they hold us in can become the foundation of our whole life.


The habits of prayer, generosity, service, and solitude that help us experience ourselves 
as part of something larger than ourselves, that enlivens our own sense of humanity.


The presence of God in our lives, the companionship of Christ, whose love is food for 
our souls. 


I wonder if one gift we might find amidst the pain and tragedy of this pandemic would 
be a renewed ability to tell the perishables and the non-perishables apart.


What are you thankful for? That was the question we all answered at my family’s table 
on Thanksgiving growing up. 

 
What are you thankful for? I expect you can think of something. Even in this year when 
so much of what we hold most dear has been taken from us. Even in this year awash 
with anxiety, anger, and fear. 


You can think of something, something you are thankful for. 


Whatever it is, might be one of your non-perishables. The kind of source of love and 
grace that nothing could take away. 


What would your life look like if you organized it around your non-perishables? If 
instead of pouring the best of yourself into things that never quite satisfy, you shifted 
your life toward the enduring and sustaining things?




And what would it feel like to turn anew in the same way to Jesus? To see him not just 
as the one bringing you what you need, but as the very thing you need? 


I think often we are like that crowd, following Jesus around, waiting to pick up the 
message that will guide us that week, the morsel that will sustain us until tomorrow. 


But Jesus is not just the messenger, he is the very substance of our hope. 


What if you took one step closer. Risked journeying a little deeper. 


To find in him that source of life and love that truly cannot perish. That will nourish our 
spirits so they will never hunger, and slake our hearts so they will never thirst.


That is what he is offering. 


And it’s definitely one of the things I am thankful for this year.


