August 5, 2007

Luke 12:13-21
Sermon: “When Daily Bread Is Not Enough” Rev. Bob Jack
Textt“ So it i1 s with those who store
are not rich toward God."”

Six years ago | preached what has now become my infamous
sermon on heaven, in which | admitted that I had finally figured it
all out: Forget the pearly gates and streets of gold. Never mind the
crystal seas and the alabaster cities. Heaven will be two things, |
said: Krispy Kremedoughnuts, and D u n k i nmutscoff2e

And in that sermon | admitted that, since I moved south, I’ve
discovered that there’s nothing like one or two or more of those
glazed little beauties, warm and fresh out of the cooker, popped
into my mouth and allowed to melt on my tongue. They do, don’t
they? Krispy Kreme literally melt in your mouth when they’re
fresh! Mmmmm....

Problem is, the coffee there stinks. I’d much rather have my
large mug of coffee from D u n k Donutsto go with my Krispy
Kremes.Because actually, I’'m not a big fan of the doughnuts at

Dun ki n D whch tkisd of sounds like an existential



dilemma. And I think the reason that I’'m not very fond of the
doughnuts, there, is because | ate so many of them as a kid
growing up in Boston. | mean, | went to high school just one block
from the first, the original D u n k i n ’ stoi® thahwad started by
William Rosenberg in 1948. I'm told there are about 6,000
franchise stores around the world, now. (Pick up Steve from work
— eat a dozen each — you’re young, athletic, eat a dozen and it
never showed! — not until you’re 50-ish and not so athletic
anymore).

So, 1imagine my delight when they opened up “a little piece

of heaven” just a mile or so from whereIlive—Dun ki n’onDonut ¢

South Tryon Street! As far as I’'m concerned, you can keep your

Starbicks just give me my goodole’ Dun ki n'’ [Oobfae.g hnut s
Yes sir! That’s what heaven will be like: Krispy Kreme

doughnuts and Du n ki n’ coffee. Mhatt wvas my infamous

sermon on heaven six years ago. This morning, | want to shift that

metaphor, slightly, and apply it to the topic of the Lord’s Prayer.



If you notice, in the Lord’s Prayer we don’t pray for Krispy
Kremedoughnuts (or for any other fantasy food for that matter) but
for “our daily bread.” This serves as a reminder that our lives, like
our bread, are gifts from God — gifts that are renewed each and
every day. Daily we are dependent upon God. Just like the
Hebrews in the wilderness who would have starved if God hadn’t
sent the daily gift of manna. So you and | would perish, were it not
for the daily, mundane, essential gifts of God. That’s why we can
boldly ask God for our daily bread: It’s there when we need it, and
we know we can get it!

Friends, the church teaches us through the LP that our lives
are fragile; that we are dependent creatures who have to rely upon
God’s day to day care over us. God gives us what we need, even
something so utterly basic and essential as bread.

That’s why the basic symbols of our faith are something as
earthy and as mundane as a loaf of bread and a cup of wine, a bowl
of water or a muddy riverbed, where we’re faced with spiritual

realities that are far too deep to be put into words. This faith of



ours, this Christianfaith, is best expressed in the nitty-gritty of life
rather than in the high and lofty realms of noble ideas and elegant
philosophies. “Give us this day our daily (what?) ... idea® (no) ...
philosophie8 (no) ... bread” Just plain, old bread.

On that first Easter day, long ago, two disciples walked
despairingly toward the little village of Emmaus. Their hopes and
dreams were shattered because their leader had just met with a
gruesome death on the cross. A stranger joined them on that road,
and asked them why they looked so depressed. And they said to
him: “Are you the only one in Jerusalem who hasn’t heard about
the things that have taken place this weekend?”” Then they told him
about the crucifixion of Jesus.

The Bible tells us: As they came near the village to which
they were going, héhat is, the stranger) walked ahead as if he
were goingon. Butitey wurged him strongl vy, ¢
becausee t i s al most evening and the
he went in to stay with them.

When he was at table with them, he took bread, blessed and

broke it, and gave it to them. Then their eyes wgrened, and
they recognized him."”



Friends, when you and I want to meet God, we don’t have to
go away to some private, mountain resort, or gaze transfixed upon
our belly-buttons, or strain our psyches for previously unexplored
regions of depth. We don’t need to whip ourselves into a fevered
frenzy or hum a certain musical pitch until our vocal cords ache.

When we want to meet God, we gather and break bread in
Jesus’ name. That’s where he wants to meet us; that’s where our
eyes are opened; and that’s where we recognize him. We pray
“give us this day our daily bread,” not just as a survival technique,
because no matter how much bread we get, we are not ultimately
going to survive this life. We are mortal. We die. In praying for our
daily bread we are really praying for the daily presenceof God
among us.

And please note that we pray only for our daily bread. A
more accurate translation of the word “daily” (epiousio¥ might be
“sufficient” or “enough.” To pray for more than we need for the
day would tempt us to try to live as if we were self-sufficient, and

not in need of God’s daily provenance. Remember when manna



was given in the wilderness? The Hebrews were allowed to gather
in just enough to last a single day. Any more, and it would spoil.

Daily you and I reach out to God who daily reaches out to us.
Daily we awaken to the knowledge that we live each day only
because it is another gift from the gracious God who cares for our
every need, and numbers the hairs on our heads, and marks the fall
of every single sparrow.

Let me pause right here for an act of confession. Most of us
(myself especially) don’t give SO much as a second thought to our
daily bread, do we? That’s because, well, we have plenty of it. In
fact, as Americans, we have too much of it: Whether it’s Krispy
KremesorDu n k i n’ or Paaenasot V8onder BreadWe have
more than we ever need of the stuff!

| discovered several years ago, much to my dismay, that I’m
a “carbohydrate junky.” Translation: I simply can’t resist eating
bread. In any form. My absolute undoing is at those restaurants
where they bring a basket of bread, and then refill it when it’s

empty. Yeast rolls, sticky buns, corn biscuits, toasted sliced garlic



bread, and (Lord help me!) those sweetened mini-loafs they serve
up at the local steak houses. I’'m hooked on carbs.

So are many Americans. It has become a national epidemic
as serious, if not moreso, than tobacco and alcohol. More and more
of us are becoming overweight and obese and do not exercise to
compensate for our eating addictions. This in turn contributes to
increasing levels of heart disease, circulatory ailments, diabetes,
and so on. We are literally dying from eating too much. Most of us
perish from too muchbread rather than from too little, filling that
gnawing emptiness within by our ceaseless consumption. Our
obesity and over-consumption belie a deeper, spiritual problem:
For many of us, our lives are empty but we don’t want to admit it,
so we fill the hours eating until we’re stuffed to the gills.

“Give us this day our daily bread...” How does this speak
to your spiritual predicament?

You know, some of the most contented people I’ve ever met
in my entire life were a group of Guatemalan Christians who came

to The Montreat Conference Center a number of years ago. | was



representing Charlotte Presbytery, chairing the Global Mission
Committee, and we were entering into a covenant of understanding
with them on behalf of the Presbyterian Church of Guatemala. The
idea was to begin a relationship in which each of our presbyteries
would be enriched through cultural and spiritual exchanges and
mutual cooperation.

Many of the Guatemalans had nothing to speak of in the way
of earthly possessions, but they had a joy in the Holy Spirit that
way surpassed anything | noticed among us American Christians.
They were living in poverty and politically persecuted back home,
but they spoke of their love for Jesus and for each other as if it
were the only thing that mattered — and it is!

And while the rest of us were “pigging out” in the Assembly
Hall, eating those homemade deep dish pies for which Montreat is
legendary, the Guatemalans were outside, making their flour
tortillas, pounding them out on stone trays. That was their daily

bread!



When you and | pray “give us this day our daily bread” in

this culture of over-consumption, we ought to be thinking “Lord,
give us the grace to know when enough is enough! Lord, help us to
say ‘no’ when the world entices us with to0 much.” This section of
the Lord’s Prayer is a basic lesson that should teach us to desire
what we really need, rather than demand what we do not need.
Last Sunday, I talked about praying the LP “in the Spirit.” And we
looked at the importance of the very first words “Our Father, who
art in heaven hallowed be thy name.” Here we pray for “our daily
bread.” We don’t pray for mybread, but for our bread.

Bread making is a very communal undertaking. Have you
ever noticed that? Bread cannot be produced in isolation. The
farmer plants then harvests the grain. The miller threshes then
separates the wheat from the chaff. The baker mixes, then kneads,
then brings the finished product out of the oven. The truck driver
delivers that product to the store. The grocer then sells it to you in

your local store. None of us lives or eats alone, really.



In a sermon preached many hundreds of years ago on the LP,
Basil the Great said that nothing that belongs to us is ours alone,
especially that which we have in excess of “our daily bread.” He
says in that sermon: “The bread that is spoiling in your pantry
belongs to the hungry. The shoes that are mildewing under your
bed (from lack of use) belong to those who have none. The
clothing stored away in your trunk belongs to those who are naked.
The money that depreciates in your (bank account) belongs to the
poor.”

Like the manna from heaven, our bread is not oursto hoard.
It belongs also to our sisters and brothers. Bread is God’s gift. And
like so many gifts we receive without thinking, we tend to pervert
them by our selfishness. Jesus chose bread as the subject of his
prayer because bread — daily bread — is not something we “carn” or
“deserve” or “own.” Daily bread is a gift from God. Grace.

Friends, it’s only a short hop, skip and a jump from *“daily
bread” to “money in the bank.” As bread was for the people of old,

so in our economy today is money in the bank. Can you pray “give

10



us this day our daily allowance?” Is our money any more ours,
truly, than our daily bread. Oh sure, we say we’ve earned it, but
how could we have earned anything without God’s help? It’s like
the TV commercial for one of the large banks says, “If it weren’t
for teachers, where would doctors come from?”

If it weren’t for God, where would our daily bread come
from? Our money in the bank? Christian faith is not just about
spiritual things, my friends. It’s about the spiritual obligations that
you and | have for our material possessions. Ninety percent of
what Jesus preached about was money. To pray about “our” bread
Is to discover that nothing belongs to us, really. Not now; not for

eternity.
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