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1 Kings 19:4-8; Ephesians 4:30 -5:2; John 6:41-51; Psalm 34, O taste and see that God is good!

I would dare anyone here today to say that he or she has never felt like Elijah in our first reading! Poor guy, he no sooner finishes doing a good deed for God than he gets a message from the wicked Queen Jezebel telling him that as a consequence of that good deed, she’s going to kill him. 

Poor Elijah, he can’t win for losing! He thought he was the prophet whose actions would turn Israel away from false gods, and back to Yahweh once again. Instead, he’s a man wanted for mass murder with a bounty on his head. In a panic, Elijah runs off into the desert, just outside the jurisdiction of Queen Jezebel. Tired and scared, Elijah lays down under a tree. And he asks God to take him in his sleep. We might imagine Elijah’s prayer … God, just bring me home! I am so weary of all my good deeds that go nowhere, all my efforts that come to nothing. Please, God, just end my life right here and now. I don’t think l have another day left in me.    As I said earlier, I’d defy anyone here today to say they’ve never felt like Elijah, never felt a desolation and a hopelessness –  especially hopelessness in the face of evil – that made death seem like a prettyviable option.

I don’t think any of us are suiciding any time soon. But I do believe it’s hard sometimes just to be alive, and to maintain the belief that our lives have meaning. It’s hard to live in a world where there seems to be nothing we can do to stop the flow of guns into our communities. Nothing we can do to put mental health services in place for all who need them. Nothing we can do to create enough treatment centers for every addict who needs one. Nothing we can do to stop people disrespecting and yelling at one another. I’ve given us a few examples, but we all know there are a hundred more. Sometimes – no, often – it feels that there is every reason to lie down under a tree and pray for death.

But scripture tells us that God didn’t or wouldn’t take Elijah’s life. Instead, God sent an angel who revived him … a divine messenger  who gave Elijah food and drink, not once but twice, and then sent him on his way. The First Book of Kings tell us that after walking 40 days and 40 nights, Elijah finally made it to the mountain of God where – surprise, surprise! – he was given another mission. Like we didn’t see that coming! The prophet’s life is one of open-endedness to hearing and responding to God’s call daily; there’s no putting that burden down.  At least one scripture scholar (Richard Nelson, First and Second Kings, 1987) puts it this way: God’s therapy for prophetic burnout includes both the assignment of new tasks, as well as the certain promise of a future that transcends the prophet’s own sense of success or 
lack of it.  
In a time of great weariness, Elijah might have thought he was finished. But we know, as I suppose he did as well, that the prophetic vocation – the call to manifest the face of God in our world – will always be fraught with opposition, setbacks, frustration,  and an annoying lack of accomplishment and /or contentment. And yet, darn that God! Every time we’re ready to hang it up, every time we think we don’t have another day left in us, into our lives come angels – messengers of God -- to nourish and sustain us, as Elijah’s angel nourished and sustained him.
Many of these angels are in our faith community gathered here today. Many are in our families and friends. Some might be at work, or they might be our neighbors. They might even be alive in the spirits of those who have gone before us. But they are there, amazingly enough, when we are exhausted, asleep under a tree, and we need them to en-courage us to get up and go on. 
In today’s gospel, Jesus promises us bread for our journeys, sustenance when we feel we cannot go another day. What’s surprising to think about is that we are that bread to one another. We are the five barley loaves and seven fish, multiplied so that as the Body of Christ, we feed and are fed by one another. Whenever one of our sisters or brothers sustains us on our journey, with the psalmist we can say, taste this hearth cake, drink this jug of water, and  remember that God is the goodness that is poured out in those who love us. 

So it’s a tough world we’re in. We all have to figure out for ourselves what to do with pain and suffering and Donald Trump. But we have that letter to the Ephesians that we heard this afternoon, inviting  us to be angels to one another by refraining from bitterness, rage, anger, malice. We have weary Elijah, modeling for us what a prophetic journey looks like. We have Jesus promising us that so long as we share the meal we share today, we will never be without the food and drink of the love we share in him. 

Ram Dass, the Jew-turned-Hindu mystic says that ultimately, we’re all just walking each other home … or maybe we’re all just offering each other water and bread for the journey. Let’s pledge to do that right here, right now. Jo, can you come up here so I can walk you home? And can you invite someone up whom you’ll walk home? (Go through the community this way, then close the circle.)
Now look around you.

We are the Body of Christ. 

We are  the bread come down from heaven.

We are the bread that sustains our brothers and sisters
  other on the journey.

We are the manifestation of God in each other’s lives.
We see each other, and we see the face of God.
We are all walking each other home. 

Please, God’s people, say AMEN!
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