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9th after Pentecost - Year B- July 25,2021 - John 6:1-21 

In today’s Gospel reading, we heard the story of the feeding of the more than 

5,000 (there were 5000 men that were counted but the story includes women 

and children). This is one of the few stories that appears in all four Gospels. In 

actual fact, this story is so important that Matthew and Mark tells it twice!    So 

this mass garden party was very important to the early church.   And if you 

remember to last week’s gospel, Mark tells this story directly on the heels of the 

disciples returning from their mission.  This happens when the disciples are 

overwhelmed and frazzled and a little broken. So, what is it that’s happening here 

that’s so important that all the Gospel writers were sure to include it?  

 

In reading this familiar story, I was struck by Jesus’ instructions to his disciples to 

“Gather up the fragments left over, so that nothing may be lost.” 

 

John and I are big baseball fans, I’m picturing what the Rogers Centre will look like 

after the Jays start playing again at home this Friday, or even what your house 

might look like after a particularly boisterous party - empty cans and bottles 

strewn everywhere; the ground littered with pizza boxes, crumpled napkins, and 

paper plates with hints of the feast they carried - a bit of hot dog bun, a few 

pulverized chips. 

 

Someone has to clean that all up, probably shoveling it into garbage bags without 

a second look. But can you imagine, instead, twelve people roaming through the 

mess, picking up every last scrap and placing it carefully in a basket? What kind of 

host would be so meticulous about even the fragments left over from the feast? 
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In the Gospel story, the abundance of the food, is miraculous. Five barley loaves 

and two fish from some kid’s lunch become in Jesus’ hands enough for a crowd of 

thousands. And barley loaves were the bread of the poor who could not afford 

wheat bread.  

 

When people were hungry, Jesus’ response wasn’t “Too bad, you should have 

planned ahead.” Instead, Jesus took the loaves, and when he had given thanks, he 

distributed them along with the fish to those who were seated. Everyone ate until 

they were satisfied. 

 

When the disciples gathered up the fragments, left by those who had eaten, they 

filled twelves baskets. The leftovers point to the abundance that is characteristic 

of God, while Jesus’ instructions to gather them up reminds us that nothing is too 

insignificant or worthless when it comes to God. 

Jesus’ care and attention for the fragments and leftovers of the five barley loaves 

speaks a word of good news to those of us who are feeling fragmented, and those 

of us who are feeling like leftovers, cast aside and forgotten. 

 

Perhaps, like the bread, you feel fragmented, torn apart, broken. You feel 

fragmented by too many commitments, or too many demands on your time and 

energy. Perhaps you feel fragmented by illness, pain, depression, addiction, or 

anxiety. Or, if not fragmented then maybe you feel cast aside and forgotten.  

Perhaps you feel cast aside and forgotten in your grief, as the world places limits 

on how long and in what ways you can live with loss and sadness. Perhaps you 
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feel cast aside and forgotten because your body is failing you and you can no 

longer contribute in the ways you are used to. Perhaps you feel cast aside and 

forgotten in your relationships – friends who have left you behind, children who 

never call or visit. Perhaps you feel cast aside and forgotten because you’re no 

longer working during these pandemic times. OR just maybe you feel cast aside 

and forgotten because of who you are – your age, ability, sexual orientation, 

gender identity, race or ethnicity. 

 

Hear the good news: God gathers the fragments and binds us together. In the 

Body of Christ, we are made one. No longer fragmented or cut off, we are 

gathered in by love, for love. No one is too broken, too fragmented, too far from 

God’s embrace. All are gathered in.  God always seeks after the ones who feel 

lost, forgotten, and cast aside, and lovingly draws us into relationship. 

 

This work that Jesus does to gather us in is also the work of the Church. Like Jesus 

instructed the disciples to gather up the fragments so that nothing may be lost, 

we too do the work of gathering up. 

 

As Jesus’ hands and feet in the world, we are the voices that call to the scattered, 

the eyes that seek out the lost, the hands that tenderly gather up the fragmented 

and cast aside. And we lovingly hold them together without judgment.  This is our 

call, as the church.  

 

One of my favourite writers and artists is a United Methodist minister by the 

name of Jan Richardson.  Upon the death of her husband, and in reflection of this 
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Gospel reading, she wrote: “It is part of the miracle: how Jesus, with such 

intention, cares for the fragments following the feast. He sees the abundance that 

persists, the feast that remains within the fragments.  

Call it the persistence of wonder, or the stubbornness of the miraculous:  

how Christ casts his circle around the fragments, and will not loose his hold on what 

is broken and in pieces. How he gathers them up: a sign of the wholeness he can 

see; a foretaste of the banquet to come.”   And she offers this prayer with which I 

will end: 

Blessing the Fragments (Invite people to cup their hands) 

Cup your hands together, 
and you will see the shape 
this blessing wants to take. 
Basket, bowl, vessel: 
it cannot help but 
hold itself open 
to welcome 
what comes. 

This blessing 
knows the secret 
of the fragments 
that find their way 
into its keeping, 
the wholeness 
that may hide 
in what has been 

left behind, 
the persistence of plenty 
where there seemed 
only lack. 

Look into the hollows 
of your hands 
and ask 
what wants to be 
gathered there, 
what abundance waits 
among the scraps 
that come to you, 
what feast 
will offer itself 
from the fragments 
that remain.

 


