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And those who were fed numbered five thousand men, plus women and children. 

Five thousand men, plus women and children. 

I’m going to go conservative here and say ten thousand people total. 

Ten thousand people were fed to satisfaction with five loaves and two fish. And there were twelve baskets full of left overs when they were all done.

What we have witnessed, my friends, is a biblical story about a funeral pot luck. 

Wait a minute? A funeral pot luck? What are you talking about? 

You see, the reason Jesus needed a moment to himself was because he had just heard of the beheading of his friend, colleague, and cousin, John the Baptist. What a blow that must have been. His partner in ministry, the one who prepared the way for him, dead.

So, while it was not unusual for Jesus to go off by himself to pray or have a moment alone, this time, it’s different. This time, Jesus takes off in the boat, by himself, to have to time to process the news he had received about someone he loved. To mourn and be angry and to feel all of those things that we feel when someone whom we love dies. 

The other interesting thing is, instead of going up a mountain, which was Jesus’ usual thing, he goes to a deserted place…and I wonder if that wasn’t just a description of where Jesus was, but also of Jesus’ mindset. I wonder if, spiritually and emotionally, Jesus, the human being, was in a deserted place. Filled with grief. Knowing his turn to meet that fate wouldn’t be all that far off. 

And then the five thousand men, plus women and children show up. 

People who would have also heard the news that John the Baptist had been killed at the whim of King Herod’s wife. 

People who would have known the relationship that was there between Jesus and John. 

People who would also have been grieving.

People who would have wanted to comfort Jesus in his grief. 

Matthew tells us that Jesus had compassion on them and cured their sick. But why? What was it about the five thousand men plus women and children that caused Jesus to have compassion on them. If I had wanted to be alone and ten thousand people decided for me that I wasn’t going to get that time, I know I would probably be feeling the opposite of compassion. 
I have an image in my head, however, of the women from the surrounding villages each deciding, upon hearing John’s fate and Jesus’ retreat, that Jesus is going to need something to eat to make him feel better. 

That he is going to need some company out there in the deserted place. 

So they pull what little they have from their pantries, scrape together the best dish that they could with those meager portions, round up their families and head out to meet Jesus. They don’t have much to bring, but it is something and it comes from the heart. This is one of the things that humans to best when death comes to call, we feed each other both with food and with love. 
When Jesus steps ashore in the deserted place, he finds that from the deserted place springs compassion and abundance

And Jesus, seeing their care and concern for him finds himself with an emotional basket no longer empty, but filled to the brim and overflowing. 
To have one friend seek you out in the midst of an emotional desert is one thing, to have ten thousand of them is quite another. 

And, in having his emotional basket filled to overflowing, he sees that the people who came to him were also mourning…and they were afraid, for they had followed John and would Herod come for them, too?…and they were hungry, for one of the reasons John died was because he stood up to a man who was cruel and failed to look out for his people. 

And upon seeing Jesus, the people saw that from the deserted place springs compassion and abundance. 

He starts by curing their sick, in fact, he spends all day curing their sick. He gets so carried away in caring for the crowds that the disciples have to stop him and urge him to send the folks away so they can eat. And that is the part we all remember, Jesus takes the 5 loaves and 2 fish the disciples give him, he blesses and breaks them, gives them back to the disciples and everyone eats and is satisfied and there are copious leftovers. And the miracle is that, in seeing the generosity of Jesus and his disciples, the people share what little they had brought with them. Generosity breeds generosity, after all, and from those meager portions came a pot luck of epic proportions. 
And everyone saw that day that from the deserted place springs compassion and abundance. 

Have you ever been to the deserted place? 

Jesus has

Every time one of us goes to the deserted place, Jesus goes with us. 

Jesus is no stranger to the deserted place. 

The deserted place is where we go when we are mourning or are feeling burned out and need a moment alone. The deserted place is where we go when we feel isolated and ignored and unloved. The deserted place is where we go when we it seems as if the whole world is falling about around us so why even bother anymore? The deserted place is where we go when we are ready to give up because we have hit all the road blocks and taken the wrong turn time and time again and it doesn’t feel like a break is ever coming.  It is possible that at points in the past five months, the deserted place has been quite crowded with folks grieving or feeling lonely or that things are completely out of control. 
The deserted place often feels like hell. And Jesus knows it well, because he’s been there and back for our sakes. But he loves us so much he is willing to keep going back to show is that from the deserted place, there can still spring compassion and abundance. 
And when we find ourselves in the deserted place, Jesus meets us with the same compassion with which he met the crowds. And he binds up our broken places, assures us that, because we are his children, we are loved, we are valued, and we are enough, feeds us a meal that fills our hungry hearts, and then sends us on our way, baskets filled to the brim and overflowing and challenges us to meet each other in the deserted place, nourishing each other with love and compassion and the abundance of God’s grace. 

In many ways, the kingdom of heaven is like a pot luck. Everyone brings what they can, even if all you can manage to scrape together is yourself, everyone eats their fill, and, even if the potato salad runs out, it’s ok, because, at the end of the day, there are always left overs.  

