
August 02, 2020 Sermon 
Mathew 14:13-21 
 
Our gospel lesson starts out today with these words: “Now when Jesus heard this, 
he withdrew from there in a boat to a deserted place by himself.” 
 
Jesus was going through a rough patch in his life. What he had heard was the 
news that John the Baptist had been murdered at the hands of Herod, Herodias 
and her daughter. Jesus wasn’t notified of this until after the disciples had buried 
John. Shortly before John’s murder, Jesus had been rejected by his very own 
people in his very own hometown, so things were not going well for Jesus at this 
point. 
 
All Jesus wanted to do was head to a quiet spot, most likely that he may grieve, 
meditate and pray in his own way…alone, without a crowd of people around him. 
 
Well, this was not to be. Those who had heard Jesus preaching, teaching and 
healing, and those who had heard ABOUT Jesus preaching, teaching and healing 
wanted to know more, to see more, to hear more and to maybe receive some of 
that healing for which Jesus was so famous.  
 
Those crowds of people followed him on foot from the surrounding towns. Word 
had spread far and wide about this unique individual, and by golly, they were 
going to get a chance to see and hear him. 
 
“When Jesus went ashore, he saw a great crowd; and he had compassion for 
them and cured their sick.”  
 
Now, the Greek word used for compassion is defined as a type of compassion that 
is felt deep down in your belly. It’s a twisting, turning, deeply felt emotion. This is 
the kind of emotion that moves you toward an action. One feels so deeply for 
another that something must be done to help, to show love, to comfort or 
whatever else needs to be done, but it’s a feeling that must be acted upon. The 
Greek word for compassion is actually a verb, so it makes sense that one would 
act upon it. 
 
 



 
I’ve shared the following story before, but it fits so well with the lesson for today. 
My children were raised, for the most part, in a small town that had been hit with 
economic hardships. Our cherished Lutheran church was within walking distance, 
as were most of the schools. We knew our neighbors. We knew the friends of our 
children, and we all kept an eye on the neighborhood kids as they rollerbladed 
down the streets or played football in nearby alleys.  
 
Economic hardships are not usually discussed among children, but occasionally, 
one of the neighbor kids would follow our children home from school and stay for 
supper. Everyone was welcome, and most of them knew this. What we didn’t 
know was just how hard it was for some of the kids in our neighborhood. 
 
While visiting the school one day in mid-February (this was Ohio, so it was cold), a 
small child came into the office, wearing ill-fitting hand-me-downs, and patent 
leather shoes without socks, and a light, spring jacket. She was asked by the 
secretary if she would be eating at the school or if she had brought her lunch.  
 
The child replied that there was no food in their house to pack a lunch, so she 
would be eating there. The secretary proceeded in a kind manner, to question her 
about her mom and dad and what they were up to, and it was clear there was not 
much supervision for this child. Needless to say, when she left the office, I was 
moved to tears. 
 
Following that exchange, I had a talk with the principal who explained that there 
were more cases of extreme poverty in this school district than most people 
knew, and there was a real need in the community for food, but also a great need 
for clothing. 
 
I shared with my children’s Sunday school teacher, and they started a project 
called Kids Helping Kids. It started with a peanut butter jar placed on the table of 
the Sunday school classroom. Students would bring in any loose change that was 
found during the week, but that small peanut butter jar was simply a seed to 
something that grew bigger than anyone could have imagined. 
 
 



Last week, our gospel lesson showed us how Jesus takes the smallest of things 
and turns them into something wonderful; something bigger than ourselves; and 
the kingdom of God grows and grows. In this case, the smallest of things were 
children, showing compassion for others through their Sunday school teacher on 
Sunday mornings. 
 
This whole Kids Helping Kids thing started, by serving the elementary school in 
our neighborhood, but grew to serve all four elementary schools, the middle 
school and the local Head Start program. Soon there were bins placed in churches 
to collect warm clothing, gloves, hats, socks and underwear. These were not 
hand-me-downs, but newly purchased items. Compassion for others is a 
wonderful thing. 
 
“When it was evening, the disciples came to him and said, ‘This is a deserted 
place, and the hour is now late; send the crowds away so that they may go into 
the villages and buy food for themselves.’ Jesus said to them, ‘They need not go 
away; you give them something to eat.’ They replied, ‘We have nothing here but 
five loaves and two fish.’ And Jesus said, ‘Bring them here to me.’” 
 
Jesus then ordered the crowds of people to sit down on the grass. After being 
seated, Jesus took those five loaves and two fish, looked up to heaven, blessed 
and broke the loaves. He handed them to his disciples for distribution to the 
crowds. Surely, they were filled with wonder at how this was going to work. 
Surely, not everyone would be fed. 
 
After everyone had eaten their fill, the disciples went around to collect the 
leftovers, and found themselves with twelve baskets full of leftovers. We are told 
there were about five thousand men…and that didn’t include women and 
children. 
 
Can you imagine that many people needing to eat? I’m sure they were not only 
hungry, but also tired and thirsty. If you listen with your heart, I’m sure you can 
hear the children complaining, and doing that whole “I’m tired” kind of whine, as 
the mothers rocked them in their arms, all the time trying to shush them. There 
was most likely a sense of anxiousness in the air, and yet the group stayed where 
they were, not wanting to miss a beat with Jesus.  



And Jesus was in no hurry for them to leave. In fact, he knew it would be a 
hardship for most of them to go out and find food at such a late hour. They were, 
as the disciples noted, in a deserted place. But notice that Jesus says to the 
disciples, YOU give them something to eat. Don’t send them away, but find a way 
to feed them. Show compassion. Jesus gave a simple blessing…a blessing of 
thankfulness for what they DID have to share. 
 
ALL ate and were filled. There were no lines drawn as to who was going to get to 
eat and who wasn’t. We never read about separating people into different 
groups, or mentioning that those who have should stand over here and those 
who have not will stand over there, and then we’ll see who gets fed and who 
doesn’t. Nope. Jesus. Shows. Compassion. Just as the wheat and the weeds get 
the same amount of rain and sunshine, this group of over five thousand people 
were ALL fed.  
 
Just as the small amount of yeast created a huge bowl of dough, these five loaves 
and two fish were turned into enough food for more than five thousand people. 
We didn’t hear of anyone complaining that there wasn’t enough. We didn’t have 
people crawling over one another to get to the loaves and fish. Somehow, this 
group knew they would be fed. After all, hadn’t they already witnessed healing 
and listened to the teachings of this man? There was no need to doubt when it 
was time to eat that there would be enough to go around. 
 
Jesus saw a great crowd before him as he made it to shore and he had 
compassion for them. God made flesh, had compassion for them. And he has 
compassion for us, and invites us to share in that compassion. He invites us to 
take part in that verb…that action word…and be a part of growing the kingdom. 
 
Did you know that, according to the World Food Program, 795 million people do 
not have enough food to lead a healthy, active life? That’s a lot of people. That’s a 
lot of peanut butter jars to fill with change. That’s a lot of peanut butter. Period. 
 
Most of us do not understand what it’s like to wake up in the morning and 
wonder where our next meal will come from. Most of us do not wake up in the 
morning and put on the same clothes we’ve worn for the last five days without 
being able to wash them in between times. (although we ARE in a pandemic, so I 
don’t know what y’all are really doing) 



 
God in Christ takes the smallest of things, blesses them and turns them into 
unimaginable greatness. He does that through us. His compassion for us spills 
over onto us with such greatness that there is compassion for US to share, to 
make the world a better place…to make the kingdom here on earth, a place of 
love and kindness.  
 
We may think there isn’t much we can do to help in God’s kingdom, but from 
what I’ve been reading, it doesn’t take much. It takes compassion, love, prayer, 
and faith. God takes care of the rest. If we didn’t learn anything from today’s 
gospel lesson, surely, we can learn about reaching out to others from a few kids in 
a Sunday school class with a compassionate teacher and an empty peanut butter 
jar.  
 
God’s blessings are yours, this day and always. Amen. 
 
 


