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This past spring, I had the joy of praying at the commencement services at my alma mater, 

Adrian College. That moment brought back a lot of fond memories of my time there. It also 

brought back some memories for me of commencement celebrations in kindergarten, junior high 

school, high school, and even seminary. 

 

Almost 21 years ago, I found myself at the baccalaureate service on commencement day at 

seminary. The baccalaureate service was held in the chapel while our commencements were held 

in a local church later that afternoon. While commencements are more a celebration of 

academics, the baccalaureate service was more of a worship celebration with several of my 

colleagues who would be graduating preaching and leading worship that morning. 

 

I had been asked to participate in the service by serving at one of the communion stations. I was 

given a part of a loaf of bread as we participated in communion by intinction. It seems like ages 

ago since the pandemic began when we were last doing this. In any case, my role was to make 

sure that we tore the bread and served the people. There was only one small problem. Whoever 

planned for communion that day didn’t provide enough bread for everyone that came for 

worship. 

 

As several of us watched our supply of bread dwindle down, the congregation kept coming up 

for communion. Seeing the long lines, I began breaking off smaller and smaller pieces to make it 

last for my line, but my line didn’t seem to be getting any smaller. People kept coming up, one 

after another. By the time I got to the last of my loaf, I was breaking off crumbs that people 

could not dip into the chalice. 

 

I looked at the stewards who were supposed to restock our supply and they just shook their 

heads. There wasn’t enough bread. When we didn’t have any more left, some people came up 

and tried to grab the chalice from the hands of the cupbearers. That was fun as they tried to 

wrestle it back as if we could just offer some sort of spiritual blessing for the gathered crowds. I 

left that day wondering who failed their liturgical theology class. I had never known not having 
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enough  elements for communion. I always saw leftovers at the churches I served. What did it 

say about us if we didn’t have enough communion elements at a seminary baccalaureate service? 

 

I guess that it’s not only a seminarian’s worst nightmare to not have enough at the Lord’s table, 

but it’s also the nightmare of most hosts or hostesses as well, right? In one family that I know, 

whenever they had guests at the table, the mother used to say to her teens, “FHB,” which meant 

“Family Hold Back.” In other words, make sure the guests get some and then you can have your 

seconds after everyone has had some. 

 

On the other hand, I can also remember Dawn’s sister hosting Thanksgiving for the first year and 

calling her mom to ask what to do with all the leftover mashed potatoes. Dawn’s mom said, “I 

don’t know. Your brother always took care of those for me. They were never left over.” 

 

Having just enough, like when you order “Hello Fresh” or “Blue Apron” meals, having leftovers 

like after Thanksgiving, or not having enough all seem to pose their own issues for us, don’t 

they? But perhaps it is the fear of not having enough that stops us the most. Scarcity, the fear of 

not having enough of something, stops most of us from time to time, doesn’t it? 

 

The other day, Dawn had brought our three-year-old niece, Andi, to meet me at a nearby park for 

lunch. After lunch, Andi was playing on the playground while Dawn and I sat at the picnic table.  

I heard a young mom nearby encouraging her young children to share something that they both 

wanted at the time. I think they were arguing over a toy. I wasn’t paying much attention until I 

heard Andi yell out towards them, “Sharing is caring.” And the young mom said to her own 

children, “That’s right! Did you hear her?” 

 

I’m not quite sure where Andi learned that because she’s not one to do that so well when it 

comes to her older sister, but I did realize I had something to use with her later should I need it. 

 

The scripture lesson this morning almost sounds familiar to our ears. It’s actually the second time 

that Jesus is seen feeding the multitudes in Matthew’s gospel. Rather than 5,000 men, not 

including women and children, however, this time it is 4,000 men, not including the women and 

children present. Rather than five loaves of bread and two fish, there’s seven loaves and a few 

fish. Rather than twelve baskets of leftovers, there are only seven baskets leftover. The story is 

familiar, but with some twists to it. 

 

Yet, perhaps the biggest twist in the story, though, is exactly where it takes place. In the previous 

story, Jesus was gathered with the crowds on the Jewish side of the Sea of Galilee. Here, 

however, Jesus is in Gentile territory. 

 

When he arrived in the area, so many people had heard about what he could do that everyone 

was bringing their loved ones to be healed by him. There’s only one problem: these were not 

faithful Hebrews. They were Gentiles. They were outside of the covenant in the minds of many.  

As Jesus healed the people, however, we’re told that they began to “praise the God of Israel.”  

These Gentiles who worshipped other gods came to praise the God of Israel because Jesus was 

there. 
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At the end of the day, Matthew tells us that Jesus has compassion on them and tells his disciples 

that he doesn’t want to send them away hungry because they’ve been with him for three days and 

they are starving. If they went away hungry, they’d faint on their way home. 

 

The disciples look around and they can’t see anything. They are standing in the middle of the 

desert. Where are they going to get enough bread out in the middle of nowhere to feed this 

crowd? It’s almost as if they have forgotten what they’ve seen Jesus do before. 

 

Do you ever struggle like the disciples when it comes to matters of faith? You can really give 

God the praise when you’ve seen your prayer answered and the multitudes fed, but the next time 

you find yourself standing in the desert, you can’t see the potential in a loaf of bread because the 

sand is blowing too heavily upon your eyes. Have you been there, Church? I have! 

 

So Jesus asks them, “What do you have?” 

 

Scarcity says, “We don’t have enough! We are not enough! The desert is around us and there’s 

not enough for everyone, so let’s hold on to what we’ve got!” On the other hand, compassion 

begins and faith steps in when we’re brave enough to ask the question, “Well, what do we 

have?” 

 

How many of us say grace at our family tables? We might give thanks for the day, for our 

families, our friends, and the blessing of food. Some of you sing it, don’t you? 

 

Oh, the Lord’s been good to me 

And so I thank the Lord 

For giving me, the things I need 

The sun and the rain and the appleseed! 

The Lord’s been good to me! (Amen.) 

 

Others of you might pray that prayer that your Catholic grandmother taught you: “Bless us, O 

Lord, and these thy gifts, which we are about to receive from your bounty, through Christ, our 

Lord.  Amen.” 

 

And some of you try to get right to the food, saying, “Good potato. Good meat. Good God. Let’s 

eat!” 

 

But when Jesus blessed the bread and broke it that day, he gave it to the disciples and told them 

to give it to the crowd. “Good potato! Good meat! Good God! You give them something to eat!”  

You see, grace becomes alive when we share what we have; for others, but for us, as well.  

Thanksgiving is not simply saying “Thanks” but living it, that the world discovers God’s 

abundance again. 

 

Rev. Dr. David E. Leininger recounts a story by the great preaching professor, Fred Craddock. It 

seems that Fred was stuck in Winnipeg, Canada and in the midst of an early October snow storm 

which paralyzed the city. Everything was shut down and his host could not even make it to 

Fred's hotel to pick him up for breakfast. 
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So, for breakfast, Fred found himself at a crowded bus depot café about two blocks from his 

hotel. As he entered, somebody scooted over and let him get in a booth. A big man with a greasy 

apron came over to the table and asked him what he wanted. Not knowing what the café served, 

Fred asked to see a menu. 

 

“What’d ya want with a menu?” the man asked. “We have soup.” 

 

“Then I'll have soup,” he said. Just what he wanted—soup for breakfast. 

 

The man brought the soup and Craddock says it was unusual looking. It was grey, the color of a 

mouse. He did not know what was in it, but he took this spoon and tasted it. Awful! “I can’t eat 

this,” he said. So he sat in that crowded café warming his hands around the bowl, railing against 

the world, stuck in Winnipeg. 

 

Then, the door opened and someone yelled, “Close the door,” and she did. A woman came in. 

She was middle-aged, had on a coat, but no covering for her head. Someone scooted over and let 

her in a booth. The big man with the greasy apron came over and the whole café heard this 

conversation: 

 

“What’d ya want?” 

 

“Bring me a glass of water,” she said. 

 

The man brought the water, took out his tablet and repeated the question. “What’d ya want?” 

 

“Just the water.” 

 

“Lady, you gotta order something.” 

 

“Just the water.” 

 

The man's voice started rising: “Lady, I’ve got paying customers here waiting for a place, now 

order!” 

 

“Just the water.” 

 

“You order something or you get out!” 

 

“Can I stay and get warm?” 

 

“Order or get out.” 

 

So, she got up. The people at the table where she was seated got up, people around got up, the 

folks that let Fred sit at the table got up, Fred got up, and they all started moving towards the 

door. 
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“Ok,” the big man with the greasy apron said, “She can stay.” And everybody sat down. He even 

brought her a bowl of that soup. 

 

Fred asked the man sitting next to him, “Who is she?” 

 

“I never saw her before,” he said, “but if she ain’t welcome, ain’t nobody welcome.” 

 

Then, Craddock said, all you could hear was the sound of people eating that soup. “Well, if they 

can eat it, I can eat it,” he said. He picked up his spoon and started eating the soup.1 

 

“It was good soup. I ate all of that soup. It was strange soup. I don’t remember ever having it. As 

I left I remembered eating something that tasted like that before. That soup that day tasted like 

bread and wine. I wished that had happened in a church,” he said. “But sometimes it does. 

Maybe here, maybe this church, maybe...” 

 

 

 

                                                 
1 http://leiningers.com/eatalone.html 

 


