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 What a ‘mouth’ Jesus seems to have on him this 

morning!  Maybe it’s because he’s so tired: he’d been 

trying to get away: “to a deserted place by himself” – 

needing a little “R&R:” too much pressure…too many 

expectations. He need a breather!  So, he stashed a pair 

of swim trunks, a change of clothes and some clean 

underwear: he never forgot what mother Mary had told 

him about that - in his backpack – jumped in the 

company’s cigarette boat - turned the switch, set the 

gear and sped off.  

 It was a gorgeous mid-summer’s day out on the 

lake: the sun – filtered by wispy clouds just enough…the 

breeze: brushing his face – just enough...the water was 

calm – except for his wake…and he had the lake to 

himself.   

 Or, so he thought…  

 He first spotted it on the far shore: a sliver of 

color moving behind the tree line…then another, and 

another:  it was people! hundreds of them – maybe even 

thousands: heading the same way he was…and over 

there: another huge crowd a few hundred yards ahead.  

He looked to his left – out on the point: even more 

people: all of them waving and shouting – at him! The 

crowds had heard about his vacation, and started 

following him – on foot: they just wouldn’t “let him be.”   

 Surprisingly, Jesus seemed to be OK with that – 

never once does he seem to think about trying to avoid 

them. He just “went ashore:” not “eventually when he 

gave in and went ashore” or even “reluctantly, when he 

went ashore…” just that he saw the people and went to 

meet them. 

 Well, like when I watched Arnie Palmer putt: I 

realized that’s why he’s Arnold Palmer – and I’m not: 

today’s story is yet another way I am reminded that he is 

Jesus and I’m not: no hesitation; evidently no 

disappointment – just ministry:  that’s Jesus – not me. 

 In my first parish in 1993, trying to get used to 

working at least half of every weekend, Ronda wasn’t –

most Thursday evenings in the summer, we’d pack up the 

kids and head off for the family’s condo at Myrtle Beach.  

We seldom – very seldom – ever made it because – 

without fail: before we even got to Marshville, North 

Carolina – home of Randy Travis, I might add – the bag 

phone: kids: that’s how your mini-micro cell phones of 

today started – the bag phone on the console would ring,  

and there’d been yet another death in the congregation.  

one after another after another – to the point where, 

eventually Ashley – probably about 3rd or 4th grade at the 

time – got mad. And so did her dad. I wasn’t mad at the 

saint who’d died. I was mad at the timing – they never 

seemed to die during the week: always on the weekend. 

and, as the pastor, I needed to be there. 

   It got so bad the second summer that one of the 

members actually turned it into a joke: “Pastor, there’s a 

moral to this story,” he said: “If you want to have a 

congregation left, you need to stop trying to go to the 

beach!” 

 We did. Unwillingly…vexed, annoyed and 

aggravated – but, we did.  

 I’m not ‘proud’ of my attitude at the time; but, 

then again:  it’s another way – as if you don’t have 

enough already – to distinguish “Cam, the pastor” from 

“Jesus, the Messiah.” There wasn’t even a hint of 

irritation as Jesus pulled back the throttle and glided into 

shore…not even a flash of disappointment at this turn of 

events in his vacation plans…he just did what he had to 

do. 

 Having had a vaguely similar experience – 

several of them –  I really admire Jesus for doing what he 

did and responding so “pastorally.” But, whenever I read 

this story, I still look for something – anything – that 

might make this guy a little less like ‘Jesus’ and a little 

more like ‘Cam.’  But, there just ain’t much there to make 

such a rationalization - except when the disciples 

confront him: “It’s late – almost dinner time. We’re out 

here in the middle of nowhere, and the people seem to 

be getting hungry – tell ‘em to go home so they can get 

something to eat.” 

 That’s when Jesus –if you want to see it that way 

- cops the ‘mouth’ I mentioned earlier. Depends on the 
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nuance of his tone and the expression on his face, of 

course, but: if he was really tired and even just a little bit 

irritated – maybe he sorta’ sneered at ‘em and said:  

“Why don’t you feed them – you seem to have all the 

answers - maybe you ought to give it a shot…” 

 Being “cam” and not Jesus – and trying to find 

validation for my behavior -  that’s how I’d like to think 

Jesus responded. but, I know that’s not how it was. 

 Somebody’s always trying to ‘explain away’ the 

‘miracle’ of this story: Thomas Jefferson, in his version of 

the Bible doesn’t include any of the Jesus miracles – 

some say that the people took out their own food, or that 

the story’s really more about ‘spiritual’ than bodily 

hunger, and that everybody only tore off a minuscule 

symbolic fragment – like as to the parable of ‘faith as 

small as the ‘mustard seed’… 

 But, you know, all that says more about us than 

it does Jesus.  The point of today’s story isn’t to prove 

that miracles happen, but more – I think - illuminates the 

verse: Philippians 4:13 – “I can do all things through him 

who strengthens me” – with the emphasis on the “I” and 

on the “through.” It’s about us taking the initiative to be 

resourceful and perform our own miracles for others – 

with Jesus’ help:  like somehow – miraculously – filling a 

hundred packing boxes with food at the holidays to share 

with the community…piling so much into that little red 

wagon drive we have every year that no baby in Frederick 

county ought to ever have another poopy diaper… 

building and paying off our awesome new building that’s 

now used by a community chorus, the history museum,  

girl scouts – a bunch of community groups…miracles: all 

of them – done thru him who strengthens us. 

 Tony Campolo – author and ordained American 

Baptist pastor – was to give the keynote address at an 

international church women's conference once where 

they were being challenged to raise a bunch of money for 

a mission project. Just before he spoke, the chairperson 

asked Campolo if he’d pray for God's blessing as those 

gathered considered their individual responses. 

 Graciously he responded – to the absolute shock 

of all - “No, I won’t. And here’s why:  "you already have 

all the resources necessary to make this happen right 

here, right now. It would be inappropriate to ask for  

God's blessing when -  in fact - God has already blessed 

you with the means.  As soon as we take the offering and 

meet the goal, we’ll thank God for freeing us to be the 

generous, responsible and accountable stewards that 

we're called to be.” They made their goal – plus some.  

 Like the pastor who told his people at budget 

time: “I’ve got good news, and I’ve got bad news!”   

 Somebody yelled from the back: ‘What’s the 

good news, preacher?” 

 He smiled and joyfully reported: “We have all the 

money we need to erase the giving deficit for this year, 

and to fully meet the budget for next!” There were 

cheers and applause.   

 “Well, what’s the bad news, pastor,” asked the 

oldest curmudgeon in the congregation.   

 “The bad news is,” the pastor said: “you all’re 

still sitting on it.”  

 “You feed them,” Jesus says to us today.  

 “But, we only have 5 loaves of bread and 2 

measly fish,” we whine.  

 “Give ‘em to me,” Jesus responds “and, together, 

watch what we can do!”   

 Amen. 

 


