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You may recall that “Yahweh”, God’s name first 
told to Moses means “I am”. To the Jews, this name 
is so holy they won’t even say it. When they are 
reading the Bible aloud and they come to the name 
they will say “Adonai” meaning “Lord” instead. 

This name is more important today than it has 
ever been before. 

First, “I am” asserts that, yes, God exists and 
that God is the source of all being. We stand before 
evil and say, “God exists”; we stand before 
indifference to the poor and say, “God cares”; we 
stand before a world filled with violence and say, 
“God is peace”. 

To live in our times and assert that God is…is 
radical!! But Christians take it a step further. We 
believe this Jesus when he comes and says 
something even more world changing, bold, 
ridiculous even – “There is a path back to the I AM 
and it goes through me”!  

Throughout the gospel of John, Jesus refers to 
himself as “I am”, a direct reference to Yahweh’s 
name but then he takes is a step further. I am… the 
good shepherd; I am… the vine; I am… light; I am… 
the way. Throughout the month of July, your 
pastors will explore these “I am” sayings to help us 
delve deeper into the nature of God and, at the 
same time, to discover how very practical these “I 
am” sayings are for our life. Today we will explore 
what it means for us when Jesus says “I am…. 
Bread”.  

Every morning while I was in middle and high 
school, I awoke bleary eyed at 5am to deliver two 
hundred and thirty newspapers. It was the 
Washington Post, with multiple inserts every day. I 
had a shoulder pack with a bag in the front and 
back. At the beginning of the route it was so heavy 
that I rested the bag on the support bar of the 
bicycle as I peddled bowlegged for the first half of 

the route. There were mornings of torrential 
downpours, of being chased by rabid dogs, of ice 
storms so slick I was stranded in the middle of the 
sidewalk running in place like some real-life 
cartoon. It was absolutely exhausting. But, in a way 
that made me feel invigorated; like I had 
accomplished something. 

These days it seems like the whole world is tired 
all the time. And it’s not actually mostly physical. 
The sleepless nights and groggy eyes are more a 
product of a different type of exhaustion. One that 
can go right past being bone weary all the way to 
the soul.  

This is what I hear people saying about being 
tired: 

I am tired of pursuing a career that I don’t care 
about…  

I am tired of the news which tells the worst of 
humanity and pornographically puts 
people’s broken lives on display… 

I am tired of my boss at work not recognizing 
my accomplishments and not getting that 
promotion… 

I am tired of not having the will or energy to 
accomplish my goals… 

I am tired of being treated like an object, as if I 
had no brain… 

I am tired of trying to be something I am not…  
I am tired of trying to prove myself to my 

parents and my spouse… 
I am tired of my parents fighting all the time…  
I am tired from long days and endless nights… 

I AM…TIRED… of being tired!! The modern 
world has ground down the human spirit to the 
nub, sucking out purpose, community, and 
abundant life. For many, life has become a terrible 
chore just to make it to the next day. 
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To make it through my paper route, I needed a 
lot of energy. Thank God for Mom! Every morning 
she would wake up and fix me a real breakfast. One 
that sticks to your ribs with sausage, biscuits, eggs, 
orange juice, and fruit. It was healthy, tasty, and life 
giving. But pineapple and scrambled eggs won’t fix 
the modern world’s exhaustion. 

God knew life was going to be hard. And when 
you’re tired or face steep obstacles you need to be 
strong and energized. I remember a friend in high 
school who was a sprinter. Before every track meet 
he would engorge himself on a special mix of honey 
and nutrients. Superfood for a super-difficult task.  

As nourishment for our exhaustion God gives us 
Jesus… Superfood for the soul. Jesus himself tells us 
as much when he declares “I am…bread, the bread 
of life.” We were made with vital and boundless 
energy; Jesus’ bread restores it. 

Our world is increasingly filled with things that 
pretend to be. There is fake TV known as reality TV, 
and fake news that has become a scourge, and fake 
food that leaves us hungry and bloated at the same 
time. Think about it. After eating a bag of chips, 
chocolate, and fried meat, I feel full but in an oozy, 
twitchy fashion. But after a delicious, well-balanced 
meal I feel stronger, cleaner, more vibrant. 

Unlike that breakfast my mom used to make, 
much of the overly salted and processed food today 
fails to give us the energy we need. Think about the 
cheap carbs that leads you oddly empty after you 
eat. Ambrosia was the food of the gods in ancient 
myths that gave them their godlike strength - like 
Popeye and spinach. Jesus is that superfood for the 
soul. 

When we are so tired by life’s challenges is 
when we fall into the temptation to feed ourselves 
with junk food for the soul. Too often we feed 
ourselves on mindless TV, gossipy talk, unhealthy 
sexual outlets; these are the attempts to feed a part 
of us that is hungry; a part of us only meant to be 
fed by the bread of life; and when we eat other 
things, it clogs not our arteries but our soul power; 
that which makes our soul strong and powerful. 

Jesus’ bread nourishes and strengthens; it fills 
your soul to the brim; it makes it feel healthy and 
clean and, once you taste it, you have discovered 
you will never be lacking; it satisfies in a way that 
nothing else has. Life saps us; makes us tired and 
worn. As a young father, I was always tired; walking 
bleary eyed through life. I have more energy now 
as a 50-year-old than I did at 30 and I think it is 
because I have grown better at turning to the Bread 
of Life for my sustenance.  

I have always believed in God ever since I can 
remember. Perhaps the same is true for you; 
perhaps not. This faith began with me as a simple, 
trusting embrace. Like the love of my parents, God’s 
love has always been real. Especially during Easter 
and Christmas, God’s presence was like a jolt of 
electricity that lit up the marrow of my bones. God’s 
being touched me in a deep place that nothing else 
in life did. It gave me energy and electric joy! 

But there was a time in my life, I don't think it 
was a specific event but a gradual awareness, that 
purged the nature of that simple faith. Perhaps it 
was the death of my grandfather when I was 26. I 
think another piece of it was taken during my 
seminary years, when I learned so many shocking 
and horrific truths about the church. And maybe a 
piece of it was taken when my parents divorced 
when I was only 8 years old. 

In some ways, my life since then has been a 
process of building back that simple faith with the 
added complexities of awareness of the modern 
world: its science, its horrors, and its vast diversity 
of thought. 

The faith of my adulthood has always been 
filled with the mind. I treasure this gift and I always 
seek to be faithful with it in all that I do. I use it to 
read the Bible, to craft sermons, to make 
considered decisions on matters of faith. I use it in 
prayer to seek God’s will and listen for guidance.  

My faith has also been filled with the body. I seek 
to use this body to serve God whether it is coming to 
church, to use my voice to speak his truth, or travel 
to Haiti to lend a hand building a house.  
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But God made us body, mind, and spirit. And 
perhaps this was a weakest part of my faith. I don't 
mean my emotions. I love God with my heart, with 
my feelings. But the Spirit is a deeper place than that. 

As I look back at those times in life when I was 
bone weary, weary of the world, weary of church 
politics, weary of the daily challenges of life, I now 
see my Spirit wasn’t being fed. It was empty. I can 
even see this soul-weariness in the pictures from 
the hard times on my face. Drawn, tired, and dazed. 
I wasn’t feeding on the Bread of Life, the blessed 
love and sacrifice of Jesus’ love for me. Jesus gives 
us himself to nourish the marrow of our bones, to 
make us feel loved and known in the deepest places 
of our being. 

The mystics have described the experience of 
receiving this bread as a sheer gift. It is the very 
core of Grace. Like being assumed into a sapphire 
light. I have found there is nothing better to feed 
your soul than to hear the words from the Master 
himself, to receive them as a gift. 

Take a moment, if you will, to close your eyes. 
Let go of whatever worries you have for the 
moment. Listen to these words of our savior: 

Come to me all you that are tired. 
Tired of life, tired of toil, tired of hatred, tired 

of emptiness. 
Bone soul sucking…tired. 
Come to me for I am bread.  
Eat this bread and you will never be hungry… 
Never, never ever. 
I am the bread of life. 
Abundant life. Overflowing life. Everlasting, 

never ending, true life. 
This bread gives life, to the world! 

And all of us cried back to him, cried out in our 
souls, 

“Give us this bread always!” 
Come to me, take me, take my life. I give it to 

you. I give my flesh for you.  
Amen. 

 

 

 

  


