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“All Ate & Were Filled:  Matthew 14: 13-22” 

Reading and sermon preached by Reverend Carolyn Patierno 

May 22, 2016 

 

Matthew 14: 13 – 22 

When Jesus heard this, he withdrew from there in a boat to a deserted 

place by himself.  But when the crowds heard it, they followed him on foot 

from the towns.  When he went ashore, he saw a great crowd; and he 

had compassion for them and cured their sick.  When it was evening, the 

disciples came to him and said, “This is a deserted place, and the hour is 

now late; send the crowds away so that they may go into the villages and 

buy food for themselves.”  Jesus said to them, “They need not go away; 

you give them something to eat.”  They replied, “We have nothing here 

but five loaves and two fish.”  And he said, “Bring them here to me.”  Then 

he ordered the crowds to sit down on the grass.  Taking the five loaves 

and the two fish, he looked up to heaven, and blessed and broke the 

loaves, and gave them to the disciples, and the disciples gave them to 

the crowds.  And all ate and were filled; and they took up what was left 

over of the broken pieces, twelve baskets full.  And those who ate were 

about five thousand. 

 

Immediately he made the disciples get into the boat and go on ahead to 

the other side, while he dismissed the crowds.  And after he had dismissed 

the crowds he went up the mountain by himself to pray.   

 

 

 

Let’s get some context. 

 

The story that immediately precedes that of the miracle of the loaves and 

fish is that of John the Baptist’s death.  You’ll remember that Salomé asks 

for his head.  On a platter.  And the gruesome act is so ordered.   

 

When Jesus is told about the death of his beloved; he withdraws and sails 

away in a boat to a deserted place by himself.   

 

Jesus is nothing if not reasonable.  He is authentic in satisfying his need for 

solitude in moments such as this one.  When he is ready, he returns to a 

crowd.  Regardless, he offers healing to those who are broken in body 

and spirit.  In other words, he puts out a whole lot of energy. 

 

It gets late; everyone is tired and getting hungry.  His friends are 

concerned and suggest that the crowd be sent away in time to get some 
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food in nearby villages.  But Jesus says that they need not be sent away.  

“You give them something to eat”, he says with that bewildering 

confidence of his that must have been just a little bit annoying.   If his 

friends were anything like you or me, we can imagine their response. 

“What is it about this situation that you’re not getting?  We hadn’t 

planned to feed the 5000 unless you happened to have called the 

caterer and forgot to mention it to the rest of us.”  

 

Jesus had not called the caterer.  Instead he relied on his own infinite 

wisdom and confidence in the human spirit. 

 

Let me share a different interpretation of the ancient story.  It is a Midrash-

like interpretation imagined by Sophia Lyon Fahs, the pioneering Unitarian 

Universalist religious educator whose career spanned the early to mid-20th 

century.  This is what Lyon Fahs imagined: 

 

Two of his disciples stepped quietly up to Jesus and said: "Send the crowd 

away so that they can go into town before it is too late and buy food for 

themselves." 

 

But Jesus answered: "Is there need for them to go away? Can we not give 

them food?" 

 

Philip answered in amazement: "Shall we go and buy two hundred 

shillings' worth of bread and give them to eat?" 

 

"How many loaves are there here among us?" asked Jesus. 

 

A lad, overhearing Jesus' question, stepped forward. "I have five loaves 

and two fishes. You may divide them." 

 

Jesus smiled and, beckoning the boy to come nearer, he stood with 

uplifted arms and in a strong voice spoke a prayer of thankfulness to God. 

 

For a few moments afterwards, there was complete silence. Men and 

women looked wonderingly at each other as if to say: "What are these 

few loaves and fishes among so many people?" 

 

But presently others in the crowd brought out baskets and bags. All who 

had shared generously with those who had not. Before long, everyone 

had eaten heartily and still there was bread untouched. The crowd 

seemed refreshed and lighter in spirits as their friendliness grew.   From 

Jesus, The Carpenter's Son by Sophia Lyon Fahs 
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Therein lies the miracle: When those who had shared with those who had 

not, everyone had enough. Further, there were 12 baskets of bread that 

were left over!   

 

We stand in the crowd, a little tired.  A little hungry.  We hold our bread 

close, not trusting that we will get to the village before the store closes.  

You know the story.  You’ve run with this crowd before:  enthusiastic.  Well-

meaning.  But … not too efficient in the planning department.  And sure 

enough, the day passes quickly, the hour is late and after all the good 

works, we don’t want to risk our good feeling on a grumbling stomach.  

But what’s this?  We see some young kid up front passing what looks like a 

couple of fish and a few loaves of bread up to Jesus who promptly gives 

thanks for the offering. 

 

You feel a little uncomfortable.  That bread in your pocket suddenly feels 

like a lump of guilt – guilt that comes when we withhold a simple kindness.   

 

You take a look around.  Your little piece of bread added to a few fish 

and a few loaves certainly isn’t going to feed the crowd.   

 

As as you look around you see others doing the same.  What are YOU 

going to do?  What morsel of food are YOU hiding from others who want?   

 

But there’s the woman who brought her two children along.  And the 

hipster who came to check out this Jesus guy.  There’s the old man for 

whom this gathering was a long journey but the last time he heard Jesus 

speak was so amazing, he packed light and went on his way.   

 

Like a crowd of Dead Heads following the band, they gathered and you 

are among them.  And you are one of them.  And in others’ hesitation, 

you see your own.  But someone has to make the first move – someone 

other than this young kid who gave up his bread and fish as though there 

was nothing to lose.   

 

You take a deep breath and you take out your bread.  “You were only 

waiting for this moment to arise.”  (McCartney)  And then the hipster takes 

out his little bag of granola.  The Mom has a few juice boxes.  The old man 

a small jar of dried fruit.   

 

“All ate and were filled.” 

 

“All ate and were filled.” 

 

 “All ate and were filled.” 
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If those words sound like a prayer let the congregation say, “Amen”.   

 

All ate and were filled and so the you and the crowd begins to disperse.  

And you catch sight of Jesus.  His disciples – those friends who are closest 

to the man – are huddled around him.  He seems to be pointing to the 

same boat he had sailed in on.  They take their leave but he remains for 

awhile. 

 

You watch closely.   He must be exhausted.  As well, word had been 

spreading through the crowd about John the Baptist’s death although the 

details are sketchy.   

 

Jesus takes his leave and begins to walk toward the mountain.  And you, 

with food enough in your belly to fuel your journey head home. 

 

Jesus does, indeed, go to the mountain.  Alone.  And he prays.  Let’s pay 

attention, Friends.  As the story begins, so it ends:  Jesus in solitude, in 

prayer.  He has expended much.  He harbors his own grief.  He has dealt 

with the disciples’ lack of faith or creative imagination.  He has healed 

and listened and preached and blessed.  

 

Out of fuel and overwhelmed, does he get on the boat with the others?  

No. 

 

Does he fill his wine cask and drink the tension back? 

No. 

 

Does he eat the remaining 12 baskets of beautiful bread? 

No. 

 

Alone, he climbs the mountain and he prays.  

 

It takes a lot of discipline and a lot of faith – a tough faith - to hold our best 

selves steady.    

 

It takes the miraculous power of generosity and human agency to feed 

our Souls.   

 

We are one with the crowd that is the human family.  Let’s remember that 

moment for which we waited to arise … to be free … that moment when 

we opened our hand to reveal all that we had to share.   

 

“All ate and were filled.”     Amen.  


