
Grace and peace to you from our Bread of Life--God, our Creator, the Son Most High, 
and the Holy Spirit come down.  
 

The story of Jesus feeding a huge crowd with only a few fish and a little bread.  This 
story is familiar to us; we’ve heard it before.  But did you know that, of the 4 Gospels we 
have in Scripture, there are actually 6 accounts of Jesus feeding crowds in this way? 
For a few of our Gospel writers to include this story as alternative versions more than 
once in their writing means it meant an awful lot to them.  The Gospel writers knew that 
beautiful things happen when strangers sit down to eat with each other.     
 

This story kicks off several weeks of us talking about eating, drinking, communing, 
gathering, and miracles of all things.  Miracles being something we surely need more of 
on the daily.  Every story about bread we’ll hear is underscored with the affirmation that 
God in Christ Jesus is the Bread of Life.  Explaining Jesus as bread is rather difficult to 
do.  We describe people with adjectives all the time, but we don’t usually describe 
people as inanimate objects or food.  In fact, it’s so strange, there are records of people 
actually thinking early Christians were cannibals because of the way they talked about 
eating this Jesus guy. So rather than trying to explain things metaphorically, I’m going to 
share with you a few experiences throughout my year in Argentina that helped me 
understand the concept of God as bread in ways that changed my life. 
 

I went to Argentina as a volunteer for the ELCA Young Adults in Global Missions 
program in 2007.  I was roommates with seven other girls in a student housing facility 
owned by La Iglesia Luterana de San Timoteo, (St. Timothy Lutheran Church).  This is 
the Lutheran church in which I worked while assisting a now-pastor-friend of mine, 
Andrea.  I lived on the top floor of the housing facility and below us lived five boys.  The 
students were all very close, having lived in this arrangement long before I got there.  
 

In our living room was a table.  I’m not sure how old this table was but after inspecting it 
one day, I could tell it’d been painted numerous times.  At the time it was dark blue, and 
after seeing some recent pictures, it’s now been repainted lime green.  But I could tell it 
was at one time red, then purple, and also orange.  Under the ledge were a series of 
drawers, three on each side.  And written inside of these drawers were sayings and 
jokes, and different markings--years of students’ handiwork who had lived in these 
apartments before, but had graduated and moved on with their lives. 
 

Almost every day my roommates and the boys from downstairs would gather for at least 
one meal, all huddled together laughing and making fun of each other.  A few students 
would take on the cooking, we’d eat, and socialize, and talk about our day, and then 
we’d draw names out of a bowl to see who was left to do all the dishes.  Sometimes 
they had friends over too--so just imagine 20 or so people somewhat vying for a spot 
around a table. That made for a lot of dishes and the drawing was always a big 
ordeal.      
 

I’m not sure the students really thought about that table very much—the table was a 
table, is a table.  But for me, that little table became a very sacred piece of furniture in 



my mind, and it always pops into my thoughts when I think of my year in Argentina.  Its 
scratches, chipped paint, and indented surfaces stood as a testament to the role it’s 
played in the lives of hundreds of students—a centerpiece for gathering, communing 
with, and getting to know friends.  Beyond supporting heavy books and tired students’ 
heads, it symbolized my place in my community that year.  Even when I first arrived as 
a stranger, I had a place at that table.  When I got there, I hardly knew a lick of 
Castellano, that being their dialect of Spanish in Argentina, and so I always felt so very 
vulnerable—like I had to rely on at least someone to get me through my day.  But I 
always felt myself again when welcomed to sit and eat at that table to the point that I still 
feel like a part of my spirit resides in that table’s crevesses, along with the spirits of all 
those fortunate enough to have pulled up a chair over the years.  This is a taste of what 
Jesus being the Bread of Life meant for me.   
 

Outside on the cement apartment wall, immediately next to the church in which I 
worked, was also a mural.  It was a painting of Jesus breaking bread while standing on 
top of one huge hand--what I presumed to be God’s hand.  Surrounding him were 
persons of different ethnic and cultural backgrounds, families with babies, and persons 
in wheelchairs or on crutches.  There were blue silhouetted persons in the background 
representing los desaparecidos or ‘the disappeared’—men and women that went 
missing during the Dirty War in the seventies when a military coup took over the 
government, kidnapping and killing free thinkers and artists presumed as a threat to 
their rise in power.  The blue silhouettes still pop in my mind every time I hear of people 
being persecuted today, whether it’s Christians being killed in Kenya or the Middle East, 
or Muslims, Jews, Asians, and people of varying orientations, cultures. and identities 
facing discrimination right here in the United States.  
 

In this mural Jesus was seated at a table as well, with bread gently resting in his palm--
his outstretched hand was offering it to passersby on the street.  “Will you come and join 
us?” He silently beckoned.  “Come sit at my table, taste and believe that what I have to 
offer is nourishing and good.” 
 

Whenever I think of Jesus being the Bread of Life, I think of the table and the mural in 
Argentina and how they continue to represent a lot of what life and love mean for me in 
Christ.  I love to connect these two images with the many times we encounter table 
fellowship in Scripture.  Jesus invited everyone to dine with him.  As it still is today, food 
was used to welcome the stranger in Jesus’ day.  It was a sign of hospitality—the table 
being a place for the hungry to be nourished, the rejected to find inclusion, and the 
weary to find rest.   
 

This couldn’t be better articulated than the “Road to Emmaus Story,” which ended up 
being a theme Bible story for me throughout my year as well.  It’s now one of my 
favorite stories—a story about two of Jesus' disciples walking to Emmaus after Jesus’ 
death with someone they presumed to be a complete stranger.   The stranger turned 
out to be Jesus resurrected but his disciples didn’t recognize him at first.  
 



I love this passage because it’s about their limitations, and our own limitations, to 
understand and realize what’s right under our nose all the time--that being God’s love 
for us in Christ.  They were (or we are) too blinded by what we think is reality to believe 
in this love, or miracles, or God as bread.   Along the road, Jesus explained why God’s 
son had to live and die.  He even explained things going all the way back to Moses, 
saying how God’s son turned out to be the fulfillment of all that the prophets had spoken 
about years ago.  The men listened and they, of course, seemed to take a liking to 
Jesus—persuading him to take rest in their home instead of continuing on his 
journey.  They said, “Come, stay with us, because it is almost evening and the day is 
now nearly over.”  And Jesus does.  He follows them to their home where they sit down 
around the table for a meal, their bellies rumbling after their long walk.  They anticipate 
food, one of life’s basic necessities, to satisfy this rumbling, their hunger, and their need 
for sustenance.  And then, Jesus breaks bread. 
 

In this very moment, they finally recognized Jesus for who he really was.  It is in this 
moment of needing, and sharing, and consuming—of sitting at the same eye-level 
around a table on equal footing—that Christ was and is made visible.  Our scripture 
says, “When he was at the table with them, he took bread, blessed and broke it, and 
gave it to them. 31Then their eyes were opened, and they recognized him.” 
 

Jesus knew that it is while sitting around a table that our eyes are opened to bigger 
things.  It’s in the gathering and the breaking of bread in community that we truly 
recognize each other.  It is around the table that we truly begin to recognize Christ so 
the inmost healing of our souls can take place.   
.    
According to Christ, to dine with our neighbors, with sinners, and the outcast is a God-
filled act.  To take time to know a person is to know God and recognize 
Christ.  “Breaking bread is the God-filled action of mutual nourishing.  The fruit of loving 
labors, the life-giving product of time, earth, and human hands, that becomes the 
reason for gathering family and friends.”  Often, “meals transform into a love affair—a 
time of intimacy, a celebration of life.  When we have nourished our souls as well as our 
bodies, we know that we have been made whole again.  Strangers around the table 
become friends…hospitality is offered and received.  Life is enlarged and 
enhanced.  God is present in the ordinary sacrament of a meal.”  
 

Yet, even today, people hesitate to come to the table.  I know the feeling of being 
vulnerable in a foreign land, and I can tell you: pulling up to a table, chair in hand, is 
never easy when you’re not completely sure if you’re really welcome there.  So how can 
we then make space at our table?  Who is missing when we look around and who is in 
need of nourishment and the bread of life?   
 

We Lutherans are pretty good at eating, but how can we make our table fellowship more 
reflective of the kingdom of God?  Think about this throughout your week and as we 
move into more lessons about bread.  There is  always room to go that extra step and 
as our feeding of large crowd stories assure us, there’s always enough to go around.  
 



When we partake in Holy Communion, we believe Christ is present in the bread.  We 
believe this because we acknowledge our need for his nourishment—we need the very 
fibers of his being to mesh with our own.  Did you know we can take a piece of hair, put 
it under a microscope, and literally figure out what we had to eat for breakfast the day 
before?  This is how we should think of Christ—we need to picture Christ dissolving into 
our bloodstream, and making his way throughout our entire being.  And we need to 
remember that everyone is welcome at Christ’s table.  Christ is living water and holy 
bread.  He is recognizable, as long as we notice that we are all hungry at different 
points in our life.  He is recognizable when we break bread together.  Amen.    
 


