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On Beverly Lofland’s headstone, five words are carved into stone:
“She Made the Best Meatloaf.”

Beverly, born in 1932 in Texas, was remembered for her laughter, her love, and her gift of feeding people. Of all the possible things her family could have chosen to inscribe for eternity, they chose meatloaf. Not her resume, not her accolades—meatloaf. Because when you read those words, you know what she gave her family: a steady love, a sustaining presence— practical nourishment that went beyond the body to reach the soul.

Rosie Grant, in her cookbook To Die For, collected recipes engraved on gravestones across North America. Julia Child’s epitaph?   “Fat Gives Things Flavor.” LA Times food editor Jonathan Gold’s  is “Tacos Forever.” Rosie herself hopes to be remembered not just for a dish, but for the togetherness that food creates: her signature recipe is clam linguini, but she insists it must be cooked with others. Because food, she says, is just the excuse to gather in community.

Meals are never just food. They are memory. They are sacrament and survival.  They are love made edible.

Jesus understood this better than anyone. His ministry unfolded at tables, along roadsides, in kitchens, in fields where thousands sat down together. He accepted invitations from Pharisees and tax collectors alike. He feds strangers on a hillside. He shared wine at weddings and bread with the grieving.

His critics mocked him: “a glutton and a drunkard, a friend of tax collectors and sinners” (Matt. 11:19). The insult speaks volumes. Jesus ate with the wrong people. He ate too much. He enjoyed himself too thoroughly. He welcomed too widely. He acted as if every table was God’s table.
If Jesus had an epitaph, I think it it would read:

“He Ate Well with Others.”
For Jesus, eating with others was not side work—it was the work. It was his revolution. Around food, he created a community where outsiders became insiders, where hierarchy collapsed, where kinship was born.  Around the table, people became human to one another—beloved, seen, cherished.

And so, today’s gospel text is stunning in its ordinariness. After death and resurrection, after locked rooms and frightened disciples, here is Jesus on a beach at dawn. He is not teaching, not preaching, not laying out a  strategy of social action. He is cooking.

This is the only time in the gospels Jesus himself is cooking for the dinner party, (or brunch in this instance.)  When the disciples arrive on the beach, empty-handed from a failed night of fishing, he greets them with the simplest words of all:
“Come and have breakfast.”

There is nothing deep in this invitation—nothing theological or profound.  There is no greeting of “fear not” or “peace be with you.”  Not even a story, which Jesus was famous for.   Just breakfast.  It seems that Jesus knew that what the disciples needed most was not more words—it was food.

Imagine that long night on the water. The air damp, the nets heavy in their emptiness, the men restless and defeated. Perhaps they snapped at each other: “You’re not casting it right.” “This is pointless.” “We should never have left Jerusalem.” Imagine the silence in between their words, each one lost in thought, remembering the horror of crucifixion, the strangeness of resurrection appearances, the confusion of being told, 
“As God sent me, so I send you.”
I can just hear them wondering, “Sent where? To do what? With what courage? And why us, of all people?”

After all of this, Peter says, “I am going fishing.”  The others join him.  They fish because it is the only thing they know. And even that fails them.
By dawn, they are bone-tired, hungry, disheartened.  From across the water, they hear a voice from the beach: “Try the other side.”
With nothing to lose, they What do they cast once more—and the nets nearly split with abundance. Only then do they realize: the voice belongs to their teacher, Jesus.

Peter dives into the sea, heart first, body second. He cannot wait another second to reach him. And when the others come along in the boat, dragging the catch, they find Jesus with breakfast waiting, saying: “Come, eat.”

This is what I love:  very meal in the gospels begins with hunger. Hunger for bread. Hunger for belonging. Hunger for healing.
And every time, Jesus feeds it. Sometimes miraculously, sometimes simply. But always with more than enough.

I don’t think the disciples even realized how hungry they were until he gave them food. Hunger can be sneaky like that. Sometimes it hides under grief. Sometimes it hides under busyness. Sometimes it hides under despair.

But Love knows. Love always knows when hunger is present.

I am hungry these days. 

My heart, my soul, my mind—they are all famished.
I am hungry for justice to roll down like waters and righteousness like a mighty stream, as Amos declared. Hungry for our immigrant siblings to be safe, for our trans kids to be embraced, for our unhoused neighbors to be sheltered. Hungry for leaders to come to their senses to do their jobs so that families don’t lose their food assistance, their healthcare, their hope.

I am hungry for truth that is not distorted. For compassion that is not politicized. For love that is not rationed.

Maybe you are hungry too. Hungry for mercy.   Hungry for respite from the shouting struggles of daily life, the doubts and questions that plague you in the middle of the night. 
Hungry for joy that lasts longer than a news cycle.
Know this: hunger is not a weakness. It is our truest human condition. To be hungry is to be alive. To be hungry is to know we cannot sustain ourselves alone.

The disciples’ hunger that morning was not so different. They had lost their teacher, their direction, their courage. And Jesus met them not with an abstract answer but with fish and bread, warmth and presence. Because he knew hunger can’t be preached away. It must be fed.

The poet Mark Nepo refers to  “Mysterious Whole of Life” —which to me is another way to refer to the Divine.  This Mysterious Whole of Life longs for us to gather around firelight and tables, to eat and remember that life is sustained by the simplest acts: bread broken, stories told, hands held.

This is why Beverly Lofland’s meatloaf matters. Why Rosie Grant’s clam linguini matters. Why my grandmother’s piroshkies and Dee Jensens sunflower zucchini bread, EVERYONE’s homemade chicken soup, a gallon of sweet tea, bottles of good wine, and hawaiian fruit punch all matter.

These are not just meals. They are sacraments. They are how we taste God’s love. They remind us that abundance is real, even when scarcity surrounds us.

Because, at every table where love is served, we are saying:
There is enough.
We belong to one another.
We will not go hungry alone.

So hear it again. Jesus’ words, not only to disciples on the shore of Galilee, but to us in our own hunger, our own grief, our own longing:
“Come and have breakfast.”
Come, you who are weary.
Come, you who are uncertain.
Come, you who are afraid.

Come, you who are hungry for justice and aching for peace.
Bring your fish. Bring your bread. Bring your life. 
If you can’t do that, simply 
bring whatever you can, however you can. 

Then, sit down. 
Sit down at the fire.
Sit down at the table.
Sit down where the holy mystery of God becomes as simple and as profound as a shared meal.

And be fed—by Love, by the community that gathers, by the grace that refuses to run out.

And then, when you are nourished, you will rise again. 
You will face what comes next. But first—just this:
Bread.
Fish.
Love enough to fill the emptiness.

Amen.




