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“Pack Your Lunch”
Matthew 14:13-21 August 18, 2019

I want to tell you the story of an experience I had nearly 
two decades ago that still crosses my mind every time I read 
this morning’s scripture. It took place the summer after I 
graduated from high school. I had the opportunity to travel 
to Iquitos, a small city in the northern part of Peru, on a 
mission trip with a group from our church in Greensboro, 
North Carolina. The goals of the trip were to complete the 
construction of a new primary school building and offer 
a weeklong Bible school for the students. Some members 
of the group brought tool belts, hammers, tape measures, 
and lots of practical expertise in construction. Others were 
loaded down with crayons, notebooks, craft supplies, and 
wisdom in educational practice. My plan was somewhat 
different. I was there to play soccer with the kids. I brought 
shorts and old tennis shoes for this project. You see, even 
at seventeen I had abandoned the possibility of developing 
my construction skills and I’m really no good with scissors 
and glue sticks, so I devoted myself to something I knew I 
could do well. Each of us contributed what we had to offer, 
but I’d be willing to bet that I had the best time.

 We would work, teach, or play all morning and then, 
around noon, lunch was delivered to our mission team. 
Each member was given two small sandwiches and a glass 
bottle of Coke, and we would take a break long enough to 
catch our breath, enjoy the meal, and check-in with each 
other. During this time, the scores of children who were my 
teammates and opponents on the field would sit patiently 
and wait for me to finish. On the third day of work, a 
couple of group members, looking at the sandwiches and 
at the children, had an idea. I wonder if there are enough 
sandwiches among us for each of the children to get half 
of one. The kids lined up and we started handing out the 
sandwiches. Dozens of children passed through the line. 
And then they ran to their homes and returned with sisters 
and brothers. I got nervous. Would there be enough? 
What if we ran out? How would we organize this process? 
Meanwhile, children kept coming, offering polite thanks, 
and taking a half-sandwich, until all had been fed, with 
sandwiches left over. I remember the feeling that came over 
me that afternoon. I would call it a sense of wonder. 

What makes something a miracle? We often use the 
word in casual and unthinking ways: “it was a miracle that 
I finished the project on time”, “my grandmother’s apple 
pie is miraculous” or “we need a miracle to win this game.” 
(as a longsuffering fan of Duke football, I am familiar with 
that phrase as we approach another season). I’ve heard the 
term miraculous used to describe everything from the latest 
iPhone operating system to a game-winning home run. 

Scripture is filled with miraculous events, from the parting 
of the Red Sea to the falling of the walls of Jericho, healings of 
all kinds, even stories of life restored by God’s power. 

Then there is this story recounted in each of the four 
gospels of the multiplying of loaves of bread and a fish to 
feed thousands of hungry people. It is perhaps the most 
memorable of Jesus’ miracles in the New Testament, taught 
to children of all ages, appreciated for its astounding 
extravagance and vivid use of all our senses. We can picture 
thousands gathered on a hillside, straining to hear Jesus 
preach, we can feel the hunger that overtook the crowd 
and the anxiety of the disciples as they approach Jesus to 
describe the problem. 

Jesus is a master teacher, and here he seizes the 
opportunity to offer a powerful lesson. The disciples have 
the first word. They look at Jesus, look at the crowd of 
hungry people, and they come to a conclusion. “This is a 
deserted place (literally, in the original text, a desert), and it 
is getting late.” They then suggest that Jesus send the crowd 
away to buy their own dinner. Everyone on their own for 
this meal. 

Jesus speaks next—only one sentence, with no 
elaboration or explanation. “They need not go away; you 
give them something to eat.” You know how the story goes 
from there. The disciples produce a meager portion of food, 
Jesus asks them to bring it to him, and that tiny amount of 
food proves enough to feed the whole crowd.

But there is one detail in the passage that even you careful 
and attentive listeners may have missed this morning. The 

 Rev. Christopher A. Henry
Senior Pastor



7700 North Meridian Street •  Indianapolis, Indiana 46260 • SecondChurch.org • 317-253-6461

gospel writer says that Jesus ordered the crowds to sit down. 
Where? On the green grass. The disciples said, “this is a 
desert.” Jesus says, “have them sit on that grass over there.” 
And the hillside suddenly becomes classroom and cafeteria. 
The lesson is all about wonder and vision. It is all about 
what is possible when disciples suspend their disbelief and 
bring what they have to Jesus.

I have a friend who says that the greatest distance in 
the world is the twelve inches between our heads and our 
hearts. With the eyes in their heads, the disciples see way 
too many people and not nearly enough food. But Jesus 
asks them to look deeper.  

And so perhaps the disciples begin to look in their 
pockets and their bags. And others in the crowd do the same, 
coming up with small portions of food that can be shared 
with others. And by God’s power, the meal is multiplied. A 
miracle for sure. A sign. A wonder. When you see a verdant 
field and not a barren desert, when you believe that what 
you have can be used by God, it will change your life. It will 
bring renewed purpose and meaning. It begins in wonder…
the capacity to be amazed. 

And, here is the miracle: when we look with the eyes of 
our heart, when we cultivate wonder, we will find the gifts 
and time and commitment and energy and enthusiasm and 
passion and power is multiplied. You have something I will 
never have, each of us has a gift to add. The miracle, it turns 
out, takes every one of us.

If you’ve been living in the desert; if you’ve been told 
by someone else or have convinced yourself that what you 
have to offer is not enough or somehow less important or 
impressive; if you have been holding back out of a fear of 
scarcity or judgment or embarrassment, here is the gospel 
message for you—what you have, by God’s grace, is enough 
to bless someone else. If five loaves and two fish can feed five 
thousand hungry people, then God can surely use our gifts 
to accomplish great and meaningful things. No matter what 
you have in your lunchbox, God can use it if you choose to 
offer it. They need not go away—you give them something 
to eat. Feeding hungry people—no matter whether that 
hunger is physical or spiritual—is not optional work for 
those who follow Jesus. It is a call placed on us by the one to 
whom we have given our lives.

I want to confess this morning that, with the eyes 
attached to my head it is hard to see many signs of hope. 

What we have doesn’t seem like enough to overcome all the 
hatred and division that is swirling in the air these days. It 
can feel like a desert; what we do can feel like drops in the 
ocean. Not nearly enough. 

But then, when my energy is depleted and my faith 
is fading, I remember to look again, with the eyes of my 
heart. Here is what I see: I see a dedicated group of church 
members committed to helping a refugee family make a 
fresh start in this city. I see shelves filled with food, some 
grown right here at Second, to offer our neighbors. I see 
you—members of this faith community serving and 
leading in our city and around the world, volunteering your 
time, using your gifts, sharing your resources so that others 
have enough. I see diverse communities coming together 
to proclaim with one voice that hatred will have no home 
among us. I hear kind words spoken and forgiveness offered. 
I watch as friends embrace and as strangers become friends. 
I witness the faith that so many of you put into action each 
day—seemingly small acts, certainly not a miracle…right? 
Look again. Each and every one of a patch of grass in the 
middle of the desert. And then I remember that miracles 
still happen. I remember that abundance is the truth and 
scarcity is a lie meant to divide and destroy us. 

Beloved, please hear this. I know of nothing more 
urgently true. Among us, there is enough love and hope and 
grace to extinguish the fires of hatred and to sow seeds of 
hope. If we are bold enough to offer what we have, I believe 
we can expect miracles.

It has been said that when Jesus arrived in heaven 
after his ascension, he hurried to the throne to report on 
his experience on earth—the lessons taught and miracles 
performed and love shared. All the angels and archangels 
gathered around and listened intently. When Jesus got to 
the part about entrusting the work of the kingdom to his 
followers, there were gasps of surprise and murmurings of 
doubt. Finally, one of the archangels asked in horror, “Oh 
my Lord! What if they don’t do it? What if they fail?” Jesus 
answered, “I have no other plan.”  Amen.


