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Down the street from the Presbyterian Church I grew up in and around the corner from the  First National Bank where my dad 
worked when I was a kid, sat a large wholesale bakery that used to supply fresh bread to a number of the little grocery stores in town 
a n d a rou n d th e cou n ty…ba ck in th e da ys before s u perm a rkets a n d p repa cka ged b rea d a r r ived on th e s cen e, of cou rs e.  Th a t wa s 
also back in the days when the local dairy still had a milk route, the local laundry still had a laundry route.    

Now I know that it’s hard for some of you to believe I’m old enough to actually REMEMBER such a time.  But despite what you 
may think, my memories go back nearly 60 years now and, believe it or not, I CAN still remember when you could get your milk, your 
la u n dry a n d you r b rea d a ll delivered to you r h om e…AND wh en you cou ld s t ill get th e doctor  to m a ke  a h ou s e ca ll wh en you were 
sick!  

Well, a n ywa y, wh en ever I wou ld peda l by th e ba kery on m y b ike or r ide by in th e ca r with th e win dows rolled down , th e s m ell 
of fres h ly ba ked b rea d com in g from th e ba kery wou ld m a ke m y m ou th wa ter .  I ca n rem em ber s a vor in g th e a rom a with a grea t b ig 
deep breath that I would try to hold on to for as long as I could.  And I can also remember how HUNGRY that aroma would make me.  
I m a y h a ve ju s t ea ten a n d n ot be h u n gry a t a ll…UNTIL I pa s s ed th e ba kery, th a t is .  An d th en I wa s h u n gry a ll over a ga in .  Prob lem 
wa s , h owever , th ou gh th ey pu t ou t th e bes t a rom a in th e wor ld wh en th e b rea d wa s ba k in g, you cou ldn ’t bu y b rea d th ere.  It wa s n ’t 
open to the public.  

“I am the bread of life ,” Jesus said.  “W hoever com es to m e w ill NEVER be hungry….”  
Som et im es wh en I h ea r th os e words , I ca n ’t h elp bu t th in k a bou t th e ba kery down on Ch u rch Street .   An d I ca n ’t h elp bu t 

th in k th a t if th a t ba kery HAD been open to th e pu b lic, th e t ra ffic wou ld h a ve been ba cked u p for MILES!  Wh ich is PRECISELY wh a t 
h a ppen ed wh en th e Brea d of Hea ven ca m e down a n d offered h im s elf to th e wor ld .  Peop le ca m e from MILES AROUND, lin in g u p a n d 
hoping for some small crust of something good that might fall their way.  

But then, after his death and resurrection, Jesus returned to heaven.   In his absence, however, he made sure the world would 
not go hungry.  

He left h is recipe for life in th e Scr ip tu res .  An d h e left h is Sp ir it to b len d th os e s cr ip tu res in to th e lives of h is followers …ju s t 
a s a ba ker b len ds th e in gred ien ts in to b rea d .   From th ere, J es u s kn ew th a t th e circu m s ta n ce of h is followers lives wou ld kn ea d th e 
dough…and that their very lives themselves would be the ovens in which the bread of life would be baked.  And he also knew that, in 
time, the aroma of freshly baked bread would once again fill the earth. 

Now th e d ifferen ce between th e inscriptured Word of God a n d th e incarnate Word of God is th e d ifferen ce between th e recipe 
a n d th e b rea d .  As es s en t ia l a s th e recipe is , it is n ot a RECIPE th a t a t t ra cts m os t peop le.  It is th e SMELL OF FRESHLY BAKED 
BREAD that attracts people!  In smelling that aroma, the soul instinctively salivates and is reminded of the hunger it has for the taste 
of b rea d .  It is th e SMELL th a t en t ices th e s ou l to ta s te a n d th e TASTE th a t en t ices it to ea t .  All too often ,  h owever , in s tea d of givin g 
ou t BREAD to th os e wh o a re h u n gry, we in th e ch u rch …we wh o ca ll ou rs elves FOLLOWERS of h im wh o wa s a n d IS th e Brea d of 
Life…give out only the RECIPE.    



-2 -   

Th e recipe, of cou rs e, com es in a ll k in ds of d ifferen t form s -- from Bib les to bu m per s t ickers .  From s elf-h elp books to 
m ot iva t ion a l cd ’s a n d dvd’s .  From s erm on s to s m idgen s of a dvice.  An d a ll of th em com e fu ll of WORDS.  GOOD WORDS, m a n y of 
th em .  WELL-INTENTIONED WORDS, cer ta in ly.  Bu t words th a t h a ve n ot been m a de FLESH.  Words th a t h a ve n ot DWELT AMONG 
US. Words that do not FEED people with the bread of life.    

I won der wh a t wou ld h a ppen if on e da y a ll of th e WORDS we Ch r is t ia n s u s e ju s t wen t a wa y.  Wh a t if on e da y th e en t ire body 
of Ch r is t…th e Ch u rch …were s t ru ck du m b?   Cou ldn ’t WRITE a word .  Cou ldn ’t SPEAK a word .  Cou ldn ’t even m ove ou r lip s to 
MOUTH a word.  What then?  What would be left?  

Well, what would be left are our LIVES!  
An d wh a t wou ld ou r lives SAY?  Wh a t wou ld th ey s a y a bou t wh o WE a re a n d wh o ou r GOD is ?  Wh a t wou ld ou r lives s a y 

a bou t wh a t we BELIEVE?  If we were to ta ke a wa y th e WORDS, h ow m u ch of th e gos pel wou ld s t ill get p rea ch ed?   An d h ow m u ch 
would the world get fed with the Bread of Life if we only had our LIVES with which to feed people, rather than our WORDS?    

“Preach the gos pel,” Sa in t Fra n cis s a id , “an d w hen neces s ary , u s e w ord s .”  An d h e s a id th a t , I th in k , beca u s e h e rea lized th a t 
th e m os t im por ta n t words we ever s pea k a re th os e th a t a re INCARNATE in ou r lives .  Words th a t h a ve been MADE FLESH AND 
DWELL AMONG US.  

Wh en a s ked wh y h e wa n ted to go to Afr ica to work a m on g th e n a t ives in th e ea r ly pa r t of th e la s t cen tu ry, th e grea t Swis s 
doctor a n d th eologia n , Alber t Sch weitzer , s a id it wa s beca u s e h e wa n ted h is life to be h is s erm on .  He wa n ted th e da ys of h is week to 
be a Sunday text so clear and so compelling that little else needed to be said.  And as it turned out, little else needed be said.  His life 
itself was heard by millions and he shared the Bread of Life.  

Th ere is a s tory of a n oth er m is s ion a ry wh os e life wa s n ot h ea rd by m illion s .  He wa s a n En glis h m is s ion a ry in In d ia wh os e 
m is s ion boa rd requ ired h im to keep deta iled fin a n cia l records for wh ich h e h a d to be qu ite s k illed a t a ccou n t in g…wh ich h e wa s n ’t .  
He h a d n o ba ckgrou n d in a ccou n t in g or bu s in es s .  He on ly h a d a ca llin g…to be a m is s ion a ry a n d s p rea d th e Word of God .  Bu t h is 
ledger books were a lwa ys off, a n d th e s epa ra te a ccou n ts h e wa s s u ppos ed to keep were a lwa ys get t in g co-m in gled .  An d s o th e 
m is s ion boa rd fired h im …told h im h e cou ld n o lon ger be a m is s ion a ry.  Unfit for the m is s ion field , wa s th eir a s s es s m en t , wh en in 
truth, he was only unfit for bookkeeping.  And so he left without incident.  And nobody ever knew where he went.  

Years la ter , a n oth er m is s ion a ry vis ited a rem ote ju n gle villa ge to in t rodu ce th e n a t ives to J es u s .  He told th em of J es u s 
k in dn es s a n d h is love for th e poor…h ow h e wen t in to th e peop le’s h om es to ea t with th em a n d h ow h e vis ited th em wh en th ey were 
s ick .  He told th em h ow J es u s fed th e h u n gry, h ea led th e s ick , bou n d u p th e wou n ds of th e b roken h ea r ted a n d p rea ch ed Good News 
to the poor.  And how children loved to follow him.  

Th e eyes of th e n a t ives lit u p , th eir fa ces bea m ed , a n d on e of th em excla im ed :  “Oh S ah ib!  W e k now th is Jes us w ell!  He h as 
been living here for years!”  

Wh en th ey took th e pu zzled m is s ion a ry to s ee h im , it wa s th e fir s t m is s ion a ry wh o yea rs ea r lier h a d been d is m is s ed by th e 
m is s ion boa rd .  He h a d s et t led th ere to do h is work , fa r rem oved from th e tyra n n y of dou b le-en try bookkeep in g.  Wh en ever a n yon e 
wa s s ick , h e vis ited th em a n d wa ited u p a ll n igh t ou ts ide th eir h u t if n eces s a ry, ch eck in g on th em a n d ten d in g to th eir n eeds .  Wh en 
th ey were h u r t , h e n u rs ed th eir wou n ds .  For th e old a n d th e in firm ed , h e b rou gh t food a n d wa ter .  Wh en ch olera b roke ou t in th e 
villa ge, h e wen t from h u t to h u t , doin g wh a t h e cou ld to h elp .  Th e Word m a de fles h a n d dwellin g a m on g th em .  Th e Brea d of Life for 
the people of God.   

I won der .  If s om eon e were to com e to ou r villa ge…ou r n eigh borh ood…ou r ch u rch …ou r h om es …ou r p la ce of work…a n d th a t 
person began to describe Jesus, would anybody hearing the description say, “W e k now h im w ell!  He h as been liv ing here for y ears !” 

Well, th a t old down town ba kery in m y h om etown wa s even tu a lly s old to on e of th os e gia n t , p repa cka ged b rea d com pa n ies wh o 
m a rket th eir ra th er b la n d , ta s teles s b rea d in color fu l p la s t ic ba gs with red a n d yellow a n d b lu e dots on it th a t s h ows u p in a ll th e 
major grocery store chains.  And from that day on, the wonderful aroma of freshly baked bread could no longer be smelled in my little 
town…sad to say.    
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I won der if th a t is a PARABLE of wh a t ca n h a ppen to th e ch u rch …wh a t IS h a ppen in g to th e ch u rch …wh en we get s o ca u gh t 
up in everything the church is so often caught up in and forget what it is we are SUPPOSED to be about…which is  allowing people to 
experience the wonderful aroma…and taste the unbelievably good taste that can ONLY come from the Bread of Life?    

What was it that the prophet Isaiah said God wanted from us:   

“W h at I w an t from y ou is th is ,” s ay s the Lord .  
Rem ove the ch ain s of oppres s ion and the y ok e of in ju s tice and le t th e oppres s ed go free.  
S h are y our bread w ith the hungry an d open y our hom es to the hom eles s poor.  
Give clothes to thos e w h o h ave noth ing to w ear an d d o not refus e to help thos e w ho are in need .”   Isaiah 58:6-7  

Th a t is h ow th e Word of God dwelt a m on g u s , is it n ot?  An d it is h ow He dwells a m on g u s s t ill.  Excep t th a t n ow, it is OUR 
FLESH h e s lips in to.  Wh a t els e cou ld it m ea n for u s to be ca lled th e BODY OF CHRIST if it is n ot His feet we a re becom in g…a n d His 
hands. If it is not going where His feet went and doing what His hands did…then what IS it? 

Whose eyes will brim with compassion for the multitudes, if not ours?  
Whose arms will embrace the prodigals, if not ours?  
Whose hands will touch the modern day lepers, if not ours?  
An y of you wh o h a ve ever worked a t Din n er @ th e Prez even in g m ea l p rogra m kn ow th e odd a s s or tm en t of ch a ra cters . wh o 

frequ en t th a t p la ce.  From th e d ir ty, s n ot ty-n os ed lit t le k ids to th e h obb led u p n ea r cr ipp les wh o ca n ba rely m a ke th eir wa y in th e 
door .  From th e m oth er with fa r too m a n y ch ild ren …to th e welfa re recip ien ts on th e pu b lic dole… from th e ra rely-s h a ven , s cru ffy old 
m en to th e you n g pu n ks wh o a ct like th ey a re rea dy to ta ke on th e wor ld….th ere a re ALL KINDS of folks wh o com e to Din n er @ th e 
Prez – s om e beca u s e th ey rea lly NEED it a n d oth ers it rea lly n eeds THEM.  Bu t th ey ALL com e beca u s e th ey h a ve on e th in g in 
common – th ey a re HUNGRY for s om eth in g in life…wh eth er it is b rea d or fr ien ds h ip or com pa n ion s h ip or s o th ey ca n free u p th eir 
m on ey to do oth er th in gs with …or beca u s e th ey a re h u n gry for s om eth in g th ey don ’t even KNOW th ey a re h u n gry for…bu t God’s 
know…GOD KNOWS!  

Th ere is on e pa r t icu la r l la dy I rem em ber we u s ed to s ee a ll th e t im e bu t I h a ven ’t s een for a lon g t im e n ow.  I ca n ’t even 
rem em ber h er n a m e, bu t s h e wa s a n older wom a n with gra yin g h a ir a n d s or t of h a rs h fea tu res th a t told m e h er life h a dn ’t been th e 
ea s ies t in th e wor ld .  I rem em ber s h e wou ld a lwa ys to com e ea r ly a n d s it a n d rea d th e n ews pa per wh ile s h e wa s wa it in g for th e 
s ervin g to begin .  Sh e a lwa ys WALKED h ere a n d wou ld a lwa ys pu ll a lit t le two wh eeled ca r t in wh ich s h e kep t h er belon gin gs  An d I 
rem em ber s h e wou ld a lwa ys s it by h ers elf a n d ra rely wou ld s h e ever ta lk with peop le a rou n d h er .  Sh e h a d a h ea vy s peech 
im ped im en t th a t m a de h er d ifficu lt to u n ders ta n d a n d I th in k s h e a lwa ys felt s elf-con s ciou s a bou t it…s o s h e m os t ly ju s t s tu ck to 
herself.   She was a sad sort of person that always seemed to tug at the strings of my heart.  

Bu t th en on e t im e wh en m y da u gh ter An n ie wa s a lot you n ger a n d wa s h ere h elp in g to s erve d in n er , I s a w th a t wom a n in a 
n ew ligh t .  Ma ybe it wa s s eein g th a t An n ie s ervin g th a t old wom a n …or m a ybe it wa s th e ra re s m ile I s a w cros s th e old wom a n ’s fa ce 
a n d th e lit t le ch u ck le th a t ca m e ou t of h er m ou th .  Bu t s u dden ly it s t ru ck m e th a t s h e, like An n ie, h a d on ce been a lit t le gir l too.  A 
lit t le gir l wh o wen t to s ch ool a n d looked forwa rd to reces s .  A lit t le gir l wh o s k ipped rope a n d h opped h er wa y th rou gh h ops cotch .  A 
young girl who played ring-around-the-ros ie a n d m a ybe, wh en s h e wa s older , giggled with h er fr ien ds over a s ch oolgir l cru s h .  Su rely 
s h e looked forwa rd to h er b ir th da y a n d s pa rk ly fireworks on th e Fou r th of J u ly.  Ma ybe s h e  h a d a pet of s om e k in d…a pu ppy 
m a ybe…or a k it ten …s om eth in g s h e ca red for a n d th a t ca red for h er .  At lea s t , I h ope s h e d id .  Cer ta in ly s h e h u n g u p a n em pty 
s tock in g on Ch r is tm a s Eve.  Cou ldn ’t get to s leep for a ll th e excitem en t t in glin g in s ide h er .  An d d rea m ed th rou gh h er dolls a n d 
dress-up clothes what her life might someday be like.     
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Bu t h er s om eda y life h a d n ow becom e a s h opp in g ca r t a n d a ta b le by h ers elf a t a free-m ea l p rogra m .  An d th ere were n o dolls 
to go ba ck to…a t lea s t n on e th a t I cou ld s ee…n or a n y d rea m s to look forwa rd to.  For even a fter ea t in g h er fill a t Din n er @ th e 
Prez…she was still hungry for the aroma and taste of something more satisfying than just what filled her belly.  

My poin t in tellin g you th is s tory is th a t th e very lea s t we s h ou ld do is LOOK a t th os e we en cou n ter in life.  If we tu rn ou r eyes 
a wa y, ou r h ea r ts will go with th em .  Bu t if we look , m a ybe wh a t we s ee th ere will in s om e wa y d ra w u s in to th e p ictu re.  If we look 
with the right eyes, what we’ll see will cause us to dig into our pockets of our humanity for something more than a little loose change.  
A sympathetic feeling, maybe.  Or a heartfelt prayer.  A kind word.  A gentle touch.  An understanding smile.  Perhaps a listening ear.  
A h ot m ea l, if on ly for a da y.  A s h elter from th e s torm , if on ly for a n even in g. A ta s te of b rea d…th e b rea d of life…th e a rom a of wh ich 
comes from the very essence of OUR lives.  

Bu t WHY?  WHY s h ou ld we s top?  WHY s h ou ld we look?  WHY s h ou ld we ta ke th e t im e to en ter in to th e p ictu re of a n oth er 
person’s life?  

Beca u s e th a t is wh a t J ESUS d id .  An d wh a t h e WOULD do if h e were h ere.  It is to PEOPLE th a t h e ca m e.  An d to PEOPLE  
that he wants to come AGAIN.  But he is in HEAVEN.  And if he is to come to people at all these days, it must be through US.  

With PEOPLE, s om eth in g is requ ired of u s .  An d it is u p to US to lis ten a n d fin d ou t wh a t th a t s om eth in g IS .  An d it is u p to 
US to RESPOND  to th a t s om eth in g with ou r LIVES.   No, we ca n ’t do EVERYTHING.  Bu t we CAN do SOMETHING!  An d if it is don e 
in J es u s ’ n a m e, even if it ’s a very lit t le th in g, it is s om eth in g  bea u t ifu l…a n d a rom a t ic…a n d deliciou s …like th e s m ell a n d ta s te of 
fresh baked bread.  

Vincent van Gogh, the great artist and painter, is quoted as having once said, “The m ore I th ink it over, the m ore I feel th a t there 
is nothing more truly Christ-like than to love people.”  

Th e m ore I th in k it over , s o do I.  For it is THEN th a t th e Word becom es fles h a n d dwells a m on g u s …on ce a ga in fu ll of gra ce 
and truth.    And it is then…THEN that the wonderful aroma of bread…the Bread of Life…will once again fill the earth.   

May God make it so!  May God make it so…THROUGH US!               

Drawn and adapted from “Windows of Humanity,” pp.180-189, Windows of the Soul, Ken Gire.              
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