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Sometimes the world simply feels too large. 

Too many headlines. Too many losses. Too many needs 

that stretch beyond what any one person can hold. 

The disciples knew that feeling. 

Jesus had just learned that his cousin John the Baptist had 

been executed. Not died peacefully. Not after a long life. 

Executed because power feared truth.  

Matthew tells us that when Jesus heard the news, he 

withdrew by boat to a deserted place. It is one of the most 

human moments in all the gospels.  

He wanted alone time. He wanted silence. Space. Perhaps 

he wanted to grieve where no one would ask anything of 

him. 

Have you ever wanted that? 

Just one afternoon when nobody needed you. No phone 

calls. No emails. No decisions. Just enough room to let 

your heart catch up with your life. 

But the crowds found him. 

Of course they did. 



Need has a way of finding compassion. 

And when Jesus stepped ashore, Matthew says something 

remarkable. He does not sigh. He does not resent the 

interruption. He does not tell them to come back 

tomorrow. 

"He had compassion for them." 

The Greek word is one of those impossible words that 

reaches deeper than English can manage. It is the ache you 

feel in your very centre when another person's suffering 

becomes your own. 

Not pity. 

Not obligation. 

Compassion. 

I sometimes wonder if compassion is not about having 

enough strength to solve another person's problems. 

Perhaps compassion begins much earlier. Perhaps it 

begins simply by refusing to look away. 

The disciples, however, are practical people. 

Evening is coming. 

The shops are closing. 

There are thousands of people. 



"This is a deserted place," they tell Jesus. "Send the crowds 

away." 

It is not an unreasonable suggestion. They were just being 

realistic. 

You can almost hear them making the calculations. Five 

thousand men, not counting women and children. Five 

loaves. Two fish. The math isn’t mathing, as the kids say. 

That’s why I love this story so much. Because it begins 

exactly where most of us live. 

There is never enough. 

Never enough money. 

Never enough time. 

Never enough volunteers. 

Never enough energy. 

Never enough certainty. 

And, if we are honest, sometimes we quietly wonder 

whether we ourselves are enough. There is a voice inside 

many of us that keeps careful accounts. 

It counts our failures. It counts our disappointments. It 

counts what has been lost. It counts the years. It counts 

the opportunities we imagine have passed us by. It counts 

until abundance becomes almost impossible to imagine. 



But Jesus seems uninterested in the mathematics of 

scarcity. 

Instead, he asks for what they already have. 

"Bring them here to me." 

Not what they wish they had. Not what someone else has. 

Not what might arrive next week. 

Bring what is already in your hands. 

God rarely begins with abundance. God begins with 

honesty. 

Five loaves. Two fish. A tired community. A grieving 

teacher. An uncertain future. 

That is enough to begin. 

The great Irish theologian and poet Pádraig Ó Tuama once 

wrote that belonging is discovered not because we arrive 

complete, but because we dare to arrive at all.  

I think something similar is happening here. The miracle 

begins not when the bread multiplies, but when someone 

is willing to place what little they have into open hands. 

The offering comes before the abundance. 

I think of the elderly woman who apologized for not being 

able to do much anymore. 



"I only write cards now," she told me. 

Only. 

Then I visited someone in the hospital who pulled one of 

those cards from his table beside the bed. 

"I've read this every day," he said. 

Only. 

I think of a congregation convinced it has become too 

small to matter. 

Until someone walks through the doors carrying grief they 

can no longer carry alone. 

And discovers that ten people praying together can feel 

larger than a thousand strangers passing by. 

Only. 

I think of friendships restored by a single sentence. 

"I've been thinking about you." 

Only. 

We are forever underestimating what grace can do with 

small things. 

Then comes my favourite part of the story. 

Jesus tells everyone to sit down on the grass. 



On the surface it sounds like crowd control. But Matthew 

could simply have said they sat down. Instead he tells us 

they sat on the grass. 

Grass. 

The detail feels unnecessary until we remember Psalm 23. 

"The Lord makes me lie down in green pastures." 

Suddenly the wilderness begins to look less like scarcity 

and more like shepherding. The place that seemed empty 

becomes a place of rest. 

The place they feared would not sustain them becomes the 

place where they discover they have enough. 

Sometimes the landscape does not change. 

Only our way of seeing it does. 

Then Jesus takes the bread. 

He blesses it. 

He breaks it. 

He gives it. 

Those four verbs echo through the whole gospel. They will 

return in the upper room before the cross. They will return 

again in Emmaus after the resurrection. 

Take. 



Bless. 

Break. 

Give. 

Perhaps that is also the shape of a faithful life. We are 

taken from ordinary places. Blessed beyond our deserving. 

Broken by grief, disappointment, love, and time. Given 

back for the life of the world. 

Not despite our brokenness. Through it. 

The bread is broken because only broken bread can be 

shared.  

And everyone eats. 

Not most. 

Not the important people. 

Everyone. 

Matthew adds one final detail. 

Twelve baskets of leftovers. 

Not because Jesus enjoys excess. But because the kingdom 

of God is never merely sufficient. Grace always leaves 

room for tomorrow. 



There are days when we stand before the needs of our 

families, our churches, our communities, even our own 

hearts, and quietly whisper, "It isn't enough." 

Perhaps we are right. 

Perhaps it isn't enough. 

Not by itself. 

But the Gospel has never asked us to create miracles. 

Only to bring what we have. 

The smallest kindness. The quiet prayer. The loaf. The fish. 

The listening ear. The trembling hope. 

And then to trust that somewhere beyond our calculations, 

Christ is still blessing, still breaking, still giving. 

Sometimes the world feels too large. 

Too many headlines. 

Too many losses. 

Too many hungers. 

Yet every Sunday we gather with empty hands. We place 

upon this table ordinary bread. We receive it back as grace. 

And once again we are reminded that the deepest math of 

the gospel has never added up to scarcity. 



It has always equalled love. 

Love that refuses to count only what is missing. Love that 

sees possibility hidden inside ordinary gifts. Love that 

keeps discovering, again and again, that in the hands of 

Christ, there is enough for this moment. 

And perhaps that is all faith has ever needed to know. 

Thanks be to God. Amen. 
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