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13 In the evening quails came up and covered the camp; and in the morning there was a 
layer of dew around the camp. 14 When the layer of dew lifted, there on the surface of the 
wilderness was a fine flaky substance, as fine as frost on the ground. 15 When the Israelites 
saw it, they said to one another, “What is it?” For they did not know what it was. Moses 
said to them, “It is the bread that the Lord has given you to eat. 16 This is what the Lord 
has commanded: ‘Gather as much of it as each of you needs, an omer to a person 
according to the number of persons, all providing for those in their own tents.’” 17 The 
Israelites did so, some gathering more, some less. 18 But when they measured it with an 
omer, those who gathered much had nothing over, and those who gathered little had no 
shortage; they gathered as much as each of them needed. 19 And Moses said to them, “Let 
no one leave any of it over until morning.” 20 But they did not listen to Moses; some left 
part of it until morning, and it bred worms and became foul. And Moses was angry with 
them. 21 Morning by morning they gathered it, as much as each needed; but when the sun 
grew hot, it melted.  (Ex. 16:13-21 NRSV) 
 
13 Now 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. 14 When 
he went ashore, he saw a great crowd; and he had compassion for them and cured their 
sick. 15 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.” 16 Jesus said to them, “They need not go away; you give them 
something to eat.” 17 They replied, “We have nothing here but five loaves and two fish.” 
18 And he said, “Bring them here to me.” 19 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. 20 And all ate and were filled; and they took up what was left over of the broken 
pieces, twelve baskets full. 21 And those who ate were about five thousand men, besides 
women and children.  (Mt. 14:13-21 NRSV) 
 

1 
 What are we to think and say in response to events that took place in Charlottesville 
this past weekend?  I am at a loss to find words that adequately express my sadness and 
dismay…over what happened and over the fact that we don't seem to be able to move 
beyond this as a nation, as a people.   
 There was a time when I wondered what the biblical writer meant when he said the 
sins of the parents are visited upon their sons and daughters to the third and the fourth 
generation.1  I think I have a pretty good idea because no child is born to hate.  Racism, 
bigotry, intolerance are taught and passed down from generation to generation.  What I do 
not understand is what motivates someone to bequeath to their children and grand 
children racial hatred and fear.  Wouldn't a far better legacy be goodness and kindness 
and gratitude and trust and faith.  Or what about passing along to our children what it 
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looks like to trust in the grace of the Lord Jesus Christ, the love of God, and the 
communion of the Holy Spirit?  
 As I said in a sermon a month ago, I am well aware "the line separating good and 
evil passes not through states, nor between classes, nor between political parties either, but 
right through every human heart."2  None of us is free of sin.  We have planks in our own 
eye that need removing before attending to the twigs in the eyes of others.  We are all in 
need of God's forgiving and redeeming grace…every one of us.   
 That said, I am absolutely certain hatred, racial hatred, hatred of any kind grieves 
our Lord…that it is not "of God"…that our Lord calls us to die to that within us that keeps 
us from loving God and our neighbor with our whole heart, mind, body, and soul.  Jesus 
does not intend for us to be hateful or to bequeath hatred to the next generation.   

2 
 As we reflect upon our lives it is not hart to name some awful events we wish we 
could delete.  Thank goodness, as we reflect upon our lives, it does not take long to recall 
acts of kindness or gratitude from people we have known well…and people whose names 
we cannot even remember.   
 If I've heard it once, I've heard it many times.  You are in a distant city and someone 
notices you need help…maybe help finding a good place for lunch or a specific address or 
a trustworthy car mechanic or which train to catch.  A perfect stranger notices your 
consternation and asks what you are looking for.  You tell them…and he doesn't just give 
you verbal directions.  He says, "Follow me; I'll show you."  She says, "You need to get on 
this bus, tell the driver where you want to get off, and she will make sure you get where 
you are going."  He says, "You look like you could use a friend."  She says, "You are 
bleeding; let me sit with you until a medic arrives." 
 While our world was rocked by the sort of cruelty, bigotry, and contempt displayed 
this past weekend in Charlottesville…it is acts of kindness or gratitude that define the life 
God intends and the journey we call our lives.       

3 
 Manna.  That's what acts of kindness and gratitude are.  Gifts of God for the people 
of God.  Isn't it funny, odd funny…the word "manna" means "What is it?"  But when you 
think about it, don't we often look at a gift of God and all we can think is, "What is it?"  Or 
perhaps more often than not we don't even see whatever it is as gift. 
 The first morning the people of Israel woke to discover that fine flaky substance on 
the ground they were thrilled.  It was clear to everyone this was a precious gift.  But day 
after day after day for decades, manna for breakfast.  It is not hard to imagine them 
waking up of a morning and saying, "What!  Manna again!  What I wouldn't give for a 
fried egg and maybe a peach."  And yet, without this gift of God, without daily manna, 
surely they would have perished.   
 The gift of manna each morning was an object lesson…a way to teach the people 
something they needed to learn in order to not only thrive in the Promised Land but to be 
God's people in the Promised Land.  It taught them what it looked like to trust in God to 
supply their needs for today.  And then to do the same the next day and the next…until 
trusting in God became their habit, their daily worship. 
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 I have to confess I have to work hard at entrusting my worries and fears and 
insecurities to God.  What about you?  My inclination is to do everything in my power not 
to have to wonder what tomorrow will bring.  In my head and heart I really do believe 
that no matter what happens to me or around me, God is sovereign.  I believe that what 
Julian of Norwich (1342–1416 AD) said is true…that because God is God, ultimately "All 
will be well, and all manner of things will be well."  I believe this…but I know I have more 
work to do in order to trust God provides what I need most. 
 The story of the feeding of the 5000 has always captured my imagination.  What 
was it like to have been among that crowd…5000 men, not counting the women and 
children.  It must have been more like the feeding of the 10,000. 
 What did the fish and bread taste like…just ordinary fish and bread…or was there 
something about it that gave them to know this was special.  If we only had eyes to see we 
would realize fish and bread are never ordinary, are they?  They are always an expression 
of God's over-the-top goodness. 
 Did those people seated on the side of that mountain know where their supper 
came from?  Only John's gospel account tells us the two fish and five loaves of bread came 
from a little boy in the crowd.3  Had the crowd seen Jesus take that modest supper and 
multiply it again and again until it fed thousands of people leaving plenty of leftovers?  
Did they marvel at the miracle…or did they just eat up?   
 How do you react to daily manna?  Do you marvel and give thanks…or do you just 
eat up? 

4 
 The Rev. John H. Boyle served as an American soldier in the later part of World 
War II.  In a sermon he delivered many years later at 4th Presbyterian in Chicago, he 
shared the following story. 
 

 "I saw him out of the corner of my eye, walking toward me on that cold day in 
April 1945 as I stood before the boxcars piled high with the corpses of the inmates 
of the infamous Nazi concentration camp in Dachau, Germany, shortly after we 
had liberated it. They had been machine-gunned to death in a last-gasp frenzy on 
the part of the guards when they heard that American forces were coming. I stared 
in horror and disbelief at the carloads of carnage, the inhumanity of it all, 
confirming beyond the shadow of a doubt the rumors we had heard about such 
places of detention and death.  
 
 "Instinctively, I reached for the .45 caliber pistol on my hip as he approached 
me, just in case. Then I noticed his tear-stained face as, in a combination of 
German and broken English, he began to speak. 'Danke, danke,' he said. 'Thank 
you, thank you.' He was trying in the only way he could to express his joy and 
gratitude for what he thought would never happen to him: to be freed, to be 
spared, to be saved. 
 
 "Then this Lithuanian Jew, who had been a prisoner at Dachau for more than 
three years, reached into the pocket of his threadbare shirt. Once again, like 
Pavlov's dog, I automatically let my hand drift toward the holster on my hip. (The 



 4 

Army had trained me well.) Out of his pocket he slowly brought forth a dirty-
looking crust of bread and held it out to me. I took it, and he told me that on the 
day before, his friend gave it to him as the friend was being led off to be executed. 
The friend had realized that he would no longer need it, and since bread was a 
coveted item among the prisoners, he wanted him to have it. Now this man was 
giving me what had been given him, so as to show his gratitude. 
 
 "I thanked him and put the crust of bread in the pocket of my field jacket, 
where it stayed for several weeks. From time to time I would finger it, as though it 
were a talisman of some sort. It soon was reduced to crumbs. Then one day, as I 
sat on a bench before the cathedral in Salzburg, Austria, the site of our divisional 
headquarters after the war had ended, I emptied the crumbs into my hand, stared 
at them for a minute, and then fed them to the pigeons gathered round my feet. 
 
 "Over the course of nearly 60 years in ministry, I have officiated at and 
participated in and partaken of the Sacrament of the Lord's Supper more times 
that I can remember. What I do remember is that whenever I have done so, I 
remember that survivor of the Holocaust, that Lithuanian Jewish man, and a dirty-
looking crust of bread. It was not much, but it was all he had to give and with 
which to give thanks. I have been feeding on the twelve baskets full of the 
leftovers ever since.4 

 
 If you have been paying attention through the years you, like John Boyle, 
understand that acts of kindness and gratitude were and are expressions of God's 
provision…God's abundant feast…manna from heaven…signs of God's promise…God 
taking two fish and five loaves and feeding you for a lifetime.   
 One of our favorite hymns is an affirmation of faith…and evidence we have eyes to 
see.  Because of God's faithfulness, "Morning by morning, new mercies I see."5   
 This is the affirmation you want to be your legacy…not hatred, fear, racism, 
bigotry, and intolerance.  You want to be people who, morning by morning, look for God's 
new mercies.  You want to be people from whom your children and children's children 
inherit goodness and kindness and gratitude and trust and faith.   
 Not only are God's blessings new every morning…opportunities for us to be God's 
blessing to others are new every morning…and sure as the sunrise.  And so as we come to 
the table this morning, let's eat up…because we need strength for this journey.  Amen. 
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Endnotes: 
                                                        
1 See Exodus 34:7. 
2 See Solzhenitsyn's 1973 book The Gulag Archipelago 1918-1956. 
3 Compare Matthew 14:13-21, Mark 6:30-44, Luke 9:10-17, and John 6:1-14. 
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4 Marty, Martin E.  2009. Context.  February issue, Part B.  Chicago: Claretian Pub., 3-4.  Sermon was delivered at 
4th Presbyterian Church in Chicago on 8/3/08. 
5 See the hymn, Great Is Thy Faithfulness 


