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Living God, may your word be proclaimed and may we claim it with joy for our lives today. 
Continue to speak to us through my words or in spite of them. Amen. 
 
 
Loving Like Jesus 
Ephesians 5:1-2; John 6:35,41-51 
 
“Jesus said to them, ‘I am the bread of life. Whoever comes to me will never be hungry, and 
whoever believes in me will never be thirsty.’ 
 
“Then the Jews began to complain about him because he said, ‘I am the bread that came 
down from heaven.’ They were saying, ‘Is not this Jesus, the son of Joseph, whose father 
and mother we know? How can he now say, “I have come down from heaven”?’ Jesus 
answered them, ‘Do not complain among yourselves. No one can come to me unless drawn 
by the Father who sent me; and I will raise that person up on the last day. It is written in the 
prophets, “And they shall all be taught by God.” Everyone who has heard and learned from 
the Father comes to me. Not that anyone has seen the Father except the one who is from 
God; he has seen the Father. Very truly, I tell you, whoever believes has eternal life. I am 
the bread of life. Your ancestors ate the manna in the wilderness, and they died. This is the 
bread that comes down from heaven, so that one may eat of it and not die. 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.’” 
 
 
A number of years ago, in one of my early appointments, I was hanging out in my office one day 
when a church member unexpectedly stopped by. We’ll just call him “R” today. R was a man of 
few words. Admittedly, I didn’t know him very well. I saw him at church plenty since he was a 
faithful worshipper, but he wasn’t one for chatting after the services or getting involved in the 
church community much beyond Sunday morning. Given his quasi-reclusiveness, I was 
surprised to see him at my door that day. He’d clearly gone out of his way to come by the church 
and see me, so my curiosity was piqued. 
 
I soon realized R was here because he had something he needed to say. He jumps right in, 
saying, “I need to make a confession.” Well, now I’m even more intrigued. Given that 
confessional booths aren’t exactly a thing in the Methodist tradition, I’m wondering what could 
have possibly compelled this otherwise taciturn man to seek me out that day to unburden his 
soul. I invite him to continue, and he says, “I stole some bread on Sunday.”  
 



Now, I’m rather confused. You see, we celebrated communion in worship a few days prior, and 
— since this was pre-covid times — we’d had a loaf of homemade bread and chalices of grape 
juice on the Table. I definitely didn’t recall anything going missing, so I’m really not sure what 
he’s talking about. But R was visibly upset, so I listened.  
 
He goes on to tell me that as soon as the service was over, while I was busy greeting folks who 
joined us that morning, he’d (in his words) snuck up to the table, ripped off some of the bread 
remaining on the demolished leftover loaf, and pocketed it. And now, he was pretty sure he’d 
done something really wrong.  
 
The whole scene was a bit funny to me, but I refrained from laughing, given R’s very serious 
facial expressions. Instead, I asked him to tell me more about why he did that. Turns out, he 
didn’t pocket the bread for himself. Rather, it was for his mother-in-law. She was homebound at 
the time, and he thought it might mean something to her to have some of that communion bread. 
So he grabbed it, got in his truck, and drove over to her place where he offered her the bread. 
And then he felt guilty… 
 
After it all came out, I smiled at R and assured him he did nothing wrong. In fact, I told him he 
actually did everything very, very right. What he was doing in that moment was our Christian 
tradition of “extending the table” — sharing communion, the bread and cup, with those who are 
unable to join us in person when we celebrate the sacrament. I suggested to him that it’s never 
wrong to want to share God’s grace with others, and that’s what he did with his mother-in-law.  
 
Although he was skeptical at first, eventually R seemed to believe me, that he had no need to ask 
forgiveness for his supposed-trespass. I then pointed out that our church didn’t have a ministry of 
“extending the table” but we probably should. Since he was obviously called to this kind of 
work, I asked R if he might consider heading up such a team, if I helped him put it together. It 
took a few weeks of further conversation as he had to wrestle with his own feelings of 
inadequacy and unworthiness for such a ministry, but eventually he agreed to give it a shot. A 
couple of months later, we had a whole team of folks recruited, led by R, who faithfully extended 
the table to those who were sick or shut-in, every time we celebrated communion — and it was 
all above-board. No bread-stealing necessary. 
 
Although he would bristle at the characterization, I found R to be a rather provocative, practical 
theologian. He didn’t necessarily have the most well-developed, critical sacramental theology, 
but he recognized something important in that bread, something life-giving, something he needed 
and that he was pretty sure others needed too. You see, R didn’t just see bread on the Table in 
our sanctuary. He saw the miracle of life in Christ, and he knew it needed to be shared.  
 



“I am the bread of life. Whoever comes to me will never be hungry…” Such strange words Jesus 
utters. Claiming to be bread, of all things? And not just any bread — some sort of super-bread 
that meets our deepest of hungers, forever. 
 
Jesus doesn’t stop there. Later, after reiterating this nonsensical idea by referring to himself as 
“living bread,” Jesus takes it a step further and says, “Whoever eats of this bread [meaning 
himself] will live forever; and the bread that I will give for the life of the world is my flesh.” No 
wonder the folks gathered around him that day were muttering among themselves. He’s not 
making any sense. In fact, it sounds creepy, even a little macabre. 
 
I’m comfortable with the Jesus who tells me to listen, to learn from him, to believe in him, and 
even follow him. But then he goes and calls himself bread and tells me to eat him. Eat him, and 
never be hungry again. I’m pretty sure he’s not suggesting some sort of Christological 
cannibalism, but even still… it’s startling, graphic, and disturbingly intimate, isn’t it? 
 
In her book Wearing God: Clothing, Laughter, Fire, and Other Overlooked Ways of Meeting 
God, Lauren Winner writes about this idea: 

“In calling Himself ‘the bread of life’ — and not, say, crème caramel or caviar —Jesus is 
identifying with basic food, with sustenance, with the food that, for centuries afterward, 
would figure in the protest efforts of poor and marginalized people. No one holds caviar 
riots; people riot for bread. So, to speak of God as bread is to speak of God’s most 
elemental provision for us.”1 

 
People riot for bread. By claiming the name “Bread of Life,” Christ is coming to us as the most 
basic of our needs, that which sustains us and gives us life.  
 
Granted, our relationship with food is perhaps a little different than that of these original first 
century hearers. Most of us have never been in a position to riot for bread. I’d venture to guess 
that most of us have never really known hunger. So perhaps, for some of us, the metaphor might 
need to shift a little to resonant more fully. I gave it some thought this week and came up with 
my own translation of Jesus’ words that get at this idea. For me, to tap into my most basic of 
needs, I might read this passage as: "I am that first cup of beautiful, black, hot coffee in the 
morning…. whoever drinks of me will be given new life and changed forever.” Now that Jesus is 
one I just might riot over. 
 
In all seriousness, Jesus comes to us as the Bread of Life because the embodied God is about 
caring for us, loving us so much that our deepest of hungers are filled. When Jesus says, “I am 
the living bread…” he is inviting the folks gathered around him to notice their hunger — all of 
those hunger pangs they feel. Yes, they and we feel literal, physical hunger, and Jesus cares 

 
1 https://imagejournal.org/article/bread/ 



about that! This is the Christ who multiplied the loaves and fishes to feed the crowds of 
thousands. This is the Christ who saved the day when the wine ran out at the wedding in Cana. 
This is the Christ who, over and over again, invited the most questionable of people to join him 
at the table for a meal. Jesus has always cared about tending to our bodily needs first, without 
hesitation or discrimination. And also: Christ invites us to notice the deeper hungers we carry, 
those hungers not of the stomach but of the soul. These are the hungers that can only be satisfied 
by the bread of life come from heaven. 
 
It begs the question: For what are we hungry? What are those gnawing pangs of emptiness we 
feel deep inside? Is it a hunger for healing, perhaps of long-tolerated wounds, or restoration to 
wholeness? Or for meaningful connection and love? Perhaps it’s a hunger for joy and delight that 
might lift us out of the despair in which we’ve been languishing for far too long. Or a hunger for 
that elusive peace. Maybe we are hungering for purpose and meaning. For what are you hungry? 
The invitation today is to pay attention, to notice our hungers, and then to trust that Jesus actually 
is here to satisfy them fully.  
 
That’s a lot easier said than done. We say we believe in the God who fills the hungry heart, but 
the minute we leave this place we so easily fall back into our patterns of seeking sustenance in all 
the wrong places. Perhaps we seek to fill the emptiness with busy schedules that leave us no time 
to think about our hungers. Or the temporary satisfaction of engaging with social media, 
providing us with a semblance of connection. Or maybe it’s entertainment that distracts for a 
time — movies, books, concerts. Or the 24-hour news cycle that is so good at riling us up and 
helping us pretend we have a purpose in our anger and frustration. Perhaps it's diet and exercise 
and all that which offers us the temporary illusion of control over our bodies.  
 
In all of that, are we ever turning to Christ with our hungers? Or are we too busy eating of that 
which will never fully satisfy us? 
 
“I am the bread of life. Whoever comes to me will never be hungry…” Jesus is inviting us to 
come and feast on the goodness of God’s love and grace — and to come with our whole selves, 
even the parts we’d rather hide from the world. Jesus says, “Are you hungry for food? Come and 
eat. Are you hungry for love? Come and eat. Are you hungry for forgiveness? Come and eat. Are 
you hungry for peace and reconciliation? Come and eat. Are you hungry for something more in 
this life? Come and eat.” 
 
Most of this summer, we’ve been exploring variations on the theme of “Love matters more.” 
We’ve talked about all of the different folks we’re called to love, and today we’re invited to 
consider how we love, what it means to love like Jesus loves. I’m struck by those words read 
earlier from the Letter to the Ephesians: ““Therefore be imitators of God… and live in love, as 
Christ loved us…”2 

 
2 Ephesians 5:1-2 



 
We’re called to love as Christ loved, and in this moment we see a Christ who loves us enough to 
show up as that which we most desperately need. This isn’t a love confined to sermons on a 
hillside or teaching moments in the town square. This isn’t a love concerned only with right 
belief and spiritual enlightenment. No, this is a real-life, embodied love that sees our hunger — 
all of our hunger — and says, “I’m here for you. Take and eat until you are full.” The love of 
Christ is a love that prioritizes our needs and shows up ready to sate our hunger. 
 
And so, friends, we are called to love like that. What does that look like in our day-to-day lives? 
To be clear, I’m not suggesting you should go around telling people to eat you. You will get 
strange looks and make people very uncomfortable if you do that! But I am suggesting that 
loving like Jesus requires us to give of ourselves in ways that meet the very real needs of those 
around us, not just what we think are their needs. 
 
In recent weeks, I’ve been learning more and more about issues of food access in our city. It’s 
something I don’t have to confront in my everyday life, since I can just walk up the street to 
Safeway any time I need some groceries. Food is always just steps from my door. Yet, that is not 
the lived reality of many in our city. 
 
I shared with you all recently about the work I’ve been involved with in reimagining one of our 
closed church spaces near downtown. These past few months, I’ve gotten to know the Bates-
Hendricks neighborhood pretty well, driving around and walking its streets. One of the things I 
noticed after a while is that there are no grocery stores there. Residents tell me they run into the 
convenience store when they’re desperate. Otherwise, groceries require a car or navigating our 
bus system since there are no options within walking distance.  
 
We have the data. You can pull up maps of our city that show the “food deserts” — defined as 
low-income neighborhoods (at least 20% poverty rate or median household income significantly 
lower than the region’s) with low access to grocery stores and supermarkets (at least 200 people 
in a blockgroup or 1/3 of the population further than one mile from a grocery store). Sure 
enough, when I pull up this neighborhood, it’s all shaded in as one big food desert. It’s not just 
that neighborhood. You can see swaths of food deserts all over our city — not here of course, but 
on the southside, the eastside, even pockets of this northside. Perhaps Jesus’ bread metaphor is 
more relevant today than I initially thought. 
 
I’m now keenly aware that this is the lived reality of many of our neighbors, and I can’t help but 
wonder: As the Church, how can we expect to preach about the Bread of Life when there’s no 
physical bread to be had? Loving like Jesus means seeing this hunger and showing up in ways 
that truly say, “Take and eat.” Perhaps loving like Jesus in twenty-first century Indianapolis 
means transforming otherwise-underused church buildings into food markets and grocery stores, 
so that all of the hungers in this city — the literal, physical hungers and the many other hungers 
of the soul — might be satisfied.  



 
“I am the bread of life. Whoever comes to me will never be hungry…” For what are you 
hungering? Are you willing to name those hungers with openness and vulnerability? Are you 
willing to turn away from that which only offers temporary satisfaction and instead to the One 
who invites us to eat and be filled forever — to take Christ into ourselves day after day after day, 
as the food that sustains our lives. 
 
We are invited to feast on this life-giving bread, to desire it above all else. And then, we are 
invited to share it, to become like Christ, to be the only flesh-and-blood body Christ has, and to 
be life-giving bread for the world. Jesus invites us to be fed but not to hoard the food. Loving 
like Jesus requires us to notice the hunger all around and to show up, ready to give of ourselves, 
so that all might be filled. The good news is it’s not all on us. Christ is already here doing the 
work, saying “Take, eat, be filled, and never be hungry again.” 
 
This is Good News indeed, for us and for the world. Thanks be to God! 


