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The Gospel: John 6:35, 41-51 

Jesus said, “I am the bread of life. Whoever comes to me will never be hungry, and whoever 

believes in me will never be thirsty.” 

Then the Jews began to complain about him because he said, “I am the bread that came 

down from heaven.” They were saying, “Is not this Jesus, the son of Joseph, whose father 

and mother we know? How can he now say, ‘I have come down from heaven’?” Jesus 

answered them, “Do not complain among yourselves. No one can come to me unless drawn 

by the Father who sent me; and I will raise that person up on the last day. It is written in the 

prophets, ‘And they shall all be taught by God.’ Everyone who has heard and learned from 

the Father comes to me. Not that anyone has seen the Father except the one who is from 

God; he has seen the Father. Very truly, I tell you, whoever believes has eternal life. I am 

the bread of life. Your ancestors ate the manna in the wilderness, and they died. This is the 

bread that comes down from heaven, so that one may eat of it and not die. I am the living 

bread that came down from heaven. Whoever eats of this bread will live forever; and the 

bread that I will give for the life of the world is my flesh.” 

  

Waffle House Hunger 

This morning, I thought we might talk a little bit about Waffle House. You know the chain of 

diners typically open 24 hours a day? Some of you wouldn’t really go there during daytime hours 

but it’s where you end up early in the morning if you’re having a really good time. Some of you 

think of Waffle House and you have warm memories of an endless cup of coffee and a large 

Belgian waffle or bacon and eggs. When others think of Waffle House—and let’s just be honest 

about this, shall we?—you get a bit grossed out. You wouldn’t be caught dead in a Waffle 

House, much less eating there. 

  



2 

I know this is true because these divisive feelings about Waffle House exist in my own home. 

You can imagine where I land in that argument. Whereas my wife will not eat at a Waffle House, 

there are very few dining establishments that are beneath me. There are many that are above me, 

but there are few beneath me. 

  

I want to tell you a Waffle House story this morning. A few years back I found a couple of days 

to get away into Pisgah National Forest. My grandparents retired to Hendersonville and lived 

here until they died a few years ago and I grew up camping in those woods each summer. On this 

trip, it was cold, in late November or early December, I free-camped in the woods, waking up 

early to a frosted over tent and icicles forming out of the water which seeps through moss-

covered rock faces. I went on a long bike ride that morning, climbing a few thousand feet up a 

fire road. At the very top I pushed my bike up a section of trail that I was sure no one could ride, 

and then I descended down a rooty, rocky, and rutted out trail for what seemed like an eternity of 

exhausting fun. 

  

By the time I finished the ride, I was sweaty and cold, and I was hungry. So, where do you think 

I went for a hot, convenient meal? That’s right. There is a Waffle House just off of Route 276, 

near Brevard, so I went in there and sat down at a booth. There were about 6 or 8 tables and the 

line of bar stools at the counter. The place was basically full but I found a table and ordered a 

small breakfast: bacon, eggs, toast, grits, and a couple of pancakes. 

  

I noticed two fellas sitting at the table next to me, sitting across from each other. I assume it was 

a father and a son. It must have been because you could sort of feel the awkwardness between 

them. I wondered when they had last seen each other. The father looked respectable. They both 

wore blue jeans: the dad’s were bright and crisp, whereas the son’s pants were faded and worn. 

Their hats were removed and placed on the table beside them. The son, I had noticed him when I 

came in, and he looked like he had been through some hard times. He looked pretty tired—like 

life had beaten him up. Their food arrived not long after I ordered. 

  

Before eating, as is the custom all over the South, even in restaurants, the father reached out and 

took his son’s hand to say a prayer, to bless the food. When he began to pray, I could tell this 

was no ordinary formality. Sometimes when we pray, we haven’t any words and other times—

well—other times it’s like water coming out of a fire hose. The father thanked God for the food, 

sure, and for the blessing of his boy, but he also asked God to be with them in a way that 
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expressed a deep longing that he had for his son. He asked that God bring about healing and 

forgiveness between them. And that this son of his might know the incredible love of God and 

the salvation and hope and healing that comes with life in Christ. All of that in a breakfast 

prayer. And I kid you not, by the time he stopped praying, the entire Waffle House said “Amen!” 

  

My food arrived about that time and there I was looking down at the breakfast of my dreams, and 

I thought to myself, “I’m hungry from a long bike ride, but this guy, this guy, is longing for 

something deeper, for something beyond breakfast pancakes. His soul longs for the Lord like 

watchmen for the morning. And the words of Jesus in the Beatitudes came to mind: “Blessed are 

those who hunger and thirst for righteousness, for they will be filled.” 

  

The Gospel lessons we have heard the last few weeks are all about hunger and food, but we need 

to understand the kind of food they’re about. 

  

We heard the story of the feeding of the 5000. The people were hungry. Jesus asked what food 

they had to give them. Only five loaves and two fish. Jesus took the bread, and when he had 

given thanks, he gave it to them and they ate their fill, as much as they wanted, the text says, 

even leaving a basket for each disciple to share with a hungry world. The people are hungry. The 

first thing to do is to share your bread, but we have to understand, it’s not just about the bread. 

  

I am not here to dismiss the reality of physical hunger in our world. We see Jesus respond to that 

kind of hunger again and again. But today we find the Scriptures holding up a mirror to us so we 

might see ourselves more clearly. And what that includes is first the question implied in the text 

today and last Sunday and the Sunday before that, and that question from Jesus is, “Have you 

ever been hungry before? Have you ever been hungry for something that food cannot fill?” 

  

We try to fill that deep emptiness inside of us with so many things, so many things, and much of 

it is quite understandable. 

  

Have you ever been hungry for relationship, for long, deep, and loving relationship? 
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Have you ever been hungry for just a little bit of respect? For some dignity? How about some 

gratitude? Doesn’t my spouse, don’t my kids realize, doesn’t society know everything I have 

done for it? How about a little bit of gratitude? 

  

Have you longed for sobriety? To give up addiction to substances or to habits that seem to never 

go away? 

  

Have you craved stability, financial or emotional stability? 

  

If you’re a young person, have you ever hungered to be accepted for who you are? To just fit in 

without all of the pressure to be this or that and for people to see all of the beauty and giftedness 

that is who you are? 

  

Have you ever longed for a community that you could journey through life with? A place where 

you could ask questions, be vulnerable, raise kids, and grow old together? 

  

The thing about these longings that we have is that not one of them is bad in itself. They are 

actually quite good, quite understandable, but the ways we fill them will not ultimately satisfy us. 

  

We are longing for relationship and for community so we turn to social media to find other 

people but that won’t fill us. 

  

We long to let go of habits that consume us so we think we just have to try harder and harder and 

when we fail we blame ourselves and feel deeply ashamed and worthless. 

  

We crave stability and so we cut off those who think differently from us to live in an echo 

chamber of our fears. 
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So, we hear Jesus finally getting to the point and saying, “Look, I know you’re hungry. I know 

you’re longing to fill that deep emptiness that exists inside of you. I know you’ve tried to fill it 

with many things. That’s why I’m here,” Jesus says, “because I am the bread of life. Whoever 

comes to me will not hunger, and whoever believes in me will not thirst.” 

  

In case you haven’t noticed, this all so very Eucharistic, isn’t it? Let’s talk more about that next 

week. For now, just know that whether or not I will ever see you there, I wanted to share with 

you what I learned at Waffle House that day when I was looking for food. I didn’t even realize 

what I was hungry for. Have you ever been really hungry? Well, you have come to the right 

place. It’s Christ who is the feast. It’s the bread of life that we’re longing for. He is the bread of 

life that will fill us. In Christ, there is a banquet of redemption. 

 


