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See the family gathered around the table, heads bowed.  Mother, Father, two kids?  Two
dads, four kids?  Doesn’t matter.  Food on the table, heads bowed, hands linked.  Hear the kid’s
voice:  “God is great, God is good, and we thank God for our food.  Amen.”  And then they dig in. 
Now hear another voice – a set of voices, really.  “What are we going to eat?  You just brought us
out here to die in the wilderness, not even a single cell-phone tower for miles.  You should have left
us back in Egypt.  At least we had three squares a day there – bread and pots full of meat.  Well,
maybe not so full of meat.  Alright, no pots, either.  And maybe only two meals a day.  Okay, one
and a half – but that still beats what we have now.  What are we going to eat?  I’m looking, and I
don’t see any golden arches.”  Two different kinds of voices, both talking about food.  And between
them lies a long, long journey.  Care to take a jaunt?

Well, what does God do when the people just gripe, gripe, gripe?  Throw up the divine hands
and walk off in search of a more grateful tribe?  Fling down fire from heaven at these ingrates?  Oh,
no.  God heard their complaints.  No “la-la-la, I’m not listening” from God.  Did you catch it in
today’s scripture?  “I have heard their complaint” — over and over.  And not just listened, like some
empathetic counselor, but acted.  Responded, to take care of the problem.  And what is the solution
God dreams up?  Manna!  There you go.  End of sermon.  Problem solved.  Next.  Manna. 
Ummm . . . manna?  What’s that?  Exactly!  I’m sorry?  Manna – “what’s that.”  Could you run that
by me just one more time?  The word “manna” comes from the Hebrew, “man hu” – which means,
“what’s that?”(1)  Get it?  A lovely divine inside joke!  Okay, okay, enough with the peculiar Bible-
humor nonsense.  But whatever manna was, it did the job, it was enough.  Appearing with dawn’s
glistening dew every day.  Kind of flaky, you could pound it into flour, mix it with water, form it into
dough.  You could shake it, you could bake it, you could grill it on a stick.  If you walked through
camp, after a few weeks, you’d hear scattered voices, “Here, try my manna snickerdoodles, manna
biscuits and gravy, cream of manna soup, manna and quail meatloaf, manna chips with manna dip,
manna sourdough bread, manna surprise, creamed chipped quail over manna toast (a lunchroom
favorite), manna pizza, stir-fry manna, manna and quail tacos, and, of course, that elegant dish,
manna flambé . . . .  Now, you can guess that, after forty years, manna became kind of like leftover
turkey a week after Thanksgiving.  But . . . what was manna, really?  A gift from God.  God’s
response to the threat of hunger – plain old ordinary hunger.  The need to eat.  We may soar with our
spirits in lofty realms, but we remain tied to bodies that need to eat.  In fact, we were created as
embodied spirits, hand-formed from the earth with tender care, and then inflated with God’s personal
breath, like blown glass.  Beautiful material from the earth.  Earth-lings.  Who need to eat.  God also
hears the growling of empty bellies, and does not reply, “Get over it!”  God sent a free gift, no
charge.  Manna.  Out in the very middle of a wilderness, surrounded by lots of nothing, God plopped
down the goodies.  In the very midst of a crisis.  You don’t have to worry anymore about what you
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are going to eat.  It’ll be there, every morning.  Just gather up a sackful.  Grace is like that – God just
drops it on us.  What’s that?  Manna.  Edible love.

Notice, though, that God did not drop the stuff directly into their pots.  They didn’t round the
bend and discover a grand banquet spread before them, elegant candelabras on white linen, to be
repeated daily.  No, they had to go collect the stuff.  Figure out how to fix it into food.  Swap recipes. 
God’s providence is like that, too, more often than not.  God provides, sure enough, but then we have
to decide what to do with it.  “Don’t save it up,” cautioned God, “it won’t keep.”  But some scraped
the leftovers into tupperware for later anyway, and yes indeed, it turned rotten.  And like a parent,
God said, “Now what did I tell you?  Didn’t I tell you that would happen?”  You see, God provides,
true enough – but the tough part is that we must decide whether or not we will trust God to do it all
over again tomorrow.  Now, some will take the good gifts of God and hoard them, pile them up. 
Take the gifts intended for others and sock them away, too.  And if you want to talk about food, you
don’t have to drive very far from this very spot to find hungry folks.  Within a mile’s radius of this
very room, bellies are rumbling with hunger right now.  I’m not talking about missing a meal now
and then, either, I’m talking about a deep hunger that threatens health, cripples brain development
in toddlers, and steals life.  A recent study showed that the Phoenix metro area had 43 “food deserts”
– impoverished areas where you have to travel miles to buy food that is nutritious.  Maybe change
buses a couple of times.  Kind of makes it hard to carry a lot of groceries home.  Or you can just buy
junk food from a nearby Circle K.(2)  Three of those food deserts are right here in Tempe.(3)  When
you turn food itself into a commodity, something filled with ingredients you can’t pronounce,
measured by shelf-space at the grocery store, you send it to locations that will make an easier profit. 
You hoard it, keeping it away from the poor.  You design hoarding into your business plan, to make
more profit.  Yes, some folks hoard the manna.  Food, transportation, funds.  Some folks grab it up. 
There is enough production in the world to feed every man, woman, and child.  There is enough. 
The problem is in the distribution.  Some have more than they need.  They hoard the manna.

But there is another way.  God is generous.  Manna, manna, everywhere for the Israelites. 
And God is also generous in a deeper way.  By putting the food on the ground, by forcing the people
to gather it up, God also forces a choice.  What kind of person will I be?  What kind of God do I
believe in – really?  God honors us by giving us the privilege of sharing the goodies!  Of being a
pipeline for grace.  “You can go ahead and hoard it,” says God, “or . . . you can join Me in sharing
it around.  You can have the joy of participating in salvation.”   Some of us do that every day, sharing
the sack lunches with our unhoused friends.  Or we drop off boxes of tuna salad and crackers, bottles
of Gatorade.  But even every meal we eat can become a revelation.  Every bite we eat connects us
to a living web of humans.  Not just truck drivers, grocery shelf stockers, but farmers in hock up to
their eyebrows, threatened by agribusiness that holds patents on their GMO seed.  Connected to
migrant farm workers who live bent over, move with the harvest, always keeping an eye out for INS
agents.  Connected to DACA recipients living precarious yes/no lives in the only country they’ve
ever known.  Connected to ordinary folks trying to keep their jobs during this pandemic emergency. 
Every bite connects us to their stories.  And every bite feeds not just our body, but our soul.  At Paz
de Cristo last month, in walked a mom, dad, and three kids.  The oldest couldn’t have been over ten. 
We served them, and this homeless Hispanic family bowed their heads and prayed over their
styrofoam plates.  And there’s the last connection.  As we eat, you see, we take in the Bread of Life,
and He will change every cell of our body.  To dare trust that God’s supply will never run out.  And
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then the Bread of Life recruits us for the insurgency going on in this world, composed of anxious,
nervous folks, just like us, who simply choose to be generous.  And by that act, they declare which
God they believe in.  Think of generosity not so much as being nice, but more as a faith-protest
against the machineries of greed.  A declaration that we are greater when we share with each other,
than when we grab from each other.   In this world that seems to lurch from one crisis to the next,
let me suggest, friends, that even the smallest act of giving food is a magnificent declaration of faith
in God’s continuing care, a faith which shouts, “there will always be enough, there will always be
more tomorrow.”  I don’t know how, I don’t know where it will come from.  But God will provide. 
And God invites us in on the fun of spreading it around.  Whenever God’s colossal generosity finally
sinks in, we will be brought to our knees.  Generous!  Manna, manna, everywhere!

Friends, with the Delta variant surging all over the world, with evictions throwing families
out onto the streets . . . what shall we do with our edible grace?  Manna is falling all around us, you
know.  Every moment of every day.  Food, yes, but more, so much more.  Every scrap of it a dare
that whispers, “Come on, sign up.  Be part of God’s generosity insurgency.  In every threatening
wilderness.  Be the good news for someone else.  Share the goodies that will never stop coming.” 
So that others, too, can make that journey from grumbling to astonished praise:  “God is great, God
is good, and we thank God for our food.”  Amen.
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