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Near where I live there is a small, family-owned convenience store which stocks all kinds of things I appreciate, 
from snacks to newspapers to bottled water.  I have occasion to walk past that place at least a few times a week, 
and the same friendly woman is always there inside the window at the cash register, often engaged in 
conversation with a customer or two.  It’s a pleasant place where the regulars seem to enjoy stopping in, but I 
have not gone into that store now for at least a couple of years.  And the reason is very simple: that cashier is far 
too interested in me and my activities, much too friendly for my taste.  That’s not about me; she’s that way with 
all her customers and she really doesn’t much know who I am.  Which is the way I prefer it to be when I go 
shopping.  And I know that if I were now to enter that store she would remember me and ask me where I’ve 
been and why I haven’t been in for so long.  And then I’d have to engage in a conversation when all I really 
would want is to get my merchandise and get out of there.   I don’t want to make new friends at the checkout 
line.  But she does—which is really a lovely instinct in her, and it shows that she obviously does her work as a 
way to serve human beings, not just to swap money for stock items.  She really seems to care about the people 
she meets; they are more than customers of the things on her shelves.  They are her friends—or at least she’d 
like them to be.  I know it sounds selfish but I don’t want to have become a friend in order to get the stuff I want 
from that place. 

It also sounds selfish when the followers of Jesus seem to behave in exactly the same way in today’s gospel of 
John.  If you recall last week’s story, Jesus succeeded in giving a couple hundred very hungry people all the bread 
and fish that they wanted, with leftovers to boot.  All that from just a meagre offering that a boy happened to be 
carrying with him that day.  And the crowd was very pleased to be well fed.  So much so that when they realized 
Jesus had departed they hurried quickly after him.  But when they found him again and asked him how long he 
had been there, Jesus was quick to point out that it wasn’t he that they were interested in: Rather it was all that 
great food.  Many in that crowd must have been quite poor because they were willing to travel great distances 
just for a chance at getting more to eat.  The cupboards at home must not have been very well stocked.  So 
Jesus pointed out that chasing after something perishable all the time was only going to leave them exhausted 
and constantly in need of finding more.  No matter how full you may feel after a big meal, the body’s clock never 
stops, never ceases to burn up energy, and can’t remain satisfied for very long:  The hunger always comes back.  
But Jesus went on to tell them that there was one thing that could satisfy them all and that would never run out.  
But they were going to have to become friends with him in order to get it.  Just like that lady at the convenience 
store, people can’t get what they are looking for without having to welcome a person into their lives.  But in the 
case of Jesus, the requirement is not only to open oneself up to a new friend; it is to put that new friend at the 
very center of one’s life, to make that friend the most important thing in the world.  If all that people are looking 
for is passing pleasure or an immediate fix to some discomfort or anxiety, then there are other places and other 
ways to find those solutions.  But like hunger itself, it’s never satisfied for very long.  It keeps coming back with 
greater and greater urgency, like an addiction.   

There is, in the end, only one source of lasting peace and hope, and it’s NOT bread or fish or any other 
perishable commodity.  But you have to become friends with God in order to find it.  “I am the bread of life,” 
Jesus announces.  I long to be your most treasured friend, so that you can get off the treadmill chase after false 
attractions and temporary relief.   

But of course, friendship is hard work when it’s for real, and not nearly everybody is interested in pursuing new 
and deeper friendships for just that reason. It requires a lot of time to nurture and grow.  It involves vulnerability 
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and openness to challenge and even correction.  It demands a willingness to be known entirely and honestly.  
And it involves willingly stepping into the story of a life other than your own.  It’s all the things I am unwilling to 
do with the woman at the convenience store.  In that case I am merely being a little self-centered.  But if I were 
to behave the same way with Jesus Christ it would be deadly self-destruction.   I can find a bag of chips or a can 
of soda in lots of places where nobody knows or cares who I am.  But it doesn’t work that way with God:  you 
can’t get the goods without getting to know the Giver, because in this case the two are the same thing.  Let our 
prayer be for courage to open ourselves up enough to be embraced by the Lord who wants nothing more than 
to be let in to our hearts and our community.  We do that more and more every time we come willingly to this 
table of Eucharist, where the bread is the Lord, the wine is our Savior, and the giver is the Gift. 


