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Hot Bread 

 

Some of you may remember my Easter sermon this year when I waxed 

lyrical about the wonders of chocolate.  If so, you will be surprised to learn 

that there is one thing I like even better than chocolate:  Bread. 

 

Have you noticed that for the whole of the past month the gospel readings 

have all been from John chapter 6--also known as the ‘bread chapter’?  Over 

and over again (repetition is one of the characteristics of John’s gospel)--

here Jesus is quoted as explaining the meaning of the ‘bread of life’ and of 

his own identity as ‘bread for the world.’  It is a ‘delicious’ part of Christian 

scripture. 

 

I remember that when I first came to Australia (nearly 25 years ago) one of 

the best things about life here was the wonderful availability of Hot Bread 

shops.  In fact the first morning I stepped outside of the Presbyterian manse 

in East Maitland NSW, I immediately smelled bread baking--and soon 

discovered that I lived only one block away from one of those bread shops.  

I thought I had been sent to Paradise!   

 

How it grieves me now that most of these lovely shops have gone--replaced 

instead by the American style of bakery (where there are lots of sweet things 

but not much bread)--or worse, by the equally American style of 

supermarket shelves full of not-freshly-baked bread.  Hot bread shops were 

so much more inviting--full of fresh still-warm-from-the-oven bread (and 

many different kinds of bread).  My mouth waters at the thought!  Is it any 

wonder that one of my favourite places in Canberra is the “Knead” bakery in 

the Belconnen Fresh Food markets?  Just walking in there and breathing 

deeply is pure joy. 

 

My love for bread goes way back, of course.  When I was a little girl, my 

very favourite food was my maternal grandmother’s fresh-baked bread--and, 

of course, I was also very fond of this grandmother.  She was an 

extraordinary person of deep Christian faith, a faith that endured many 

hardships and tragedies and yet persevered in optimism and confidence.  

Many of my memories of her are of baking days.  She always sang, always 

smiled her dimpled smile.  And the best thing was that, if I was with her on 



 

 

baking days (which I often was because both my parents worked and 

Grandma cared for me, particularly in my pre-school years), she would 

always give me a special taste of the first best slice of her home-made bread.  

She called me her ‘bread and butter girl’ because I never wanted anything on 

the bread except a little butter; I liked it pure and plain. 

 

Later on it became a family joke that I’m a ‘bread and butter’ kind of person 

--concerned with basics, very practical, a planner not a dreamer, not very 

adventurous.  One could think that going off to Australia was pretty 

adventurous, but remember that I wasn’t out riding camels in the desert--I 

had a good job in a nice suburb and lived in a very comfortable house, just 

as I do now.  So, throughout my life, one part of my own self-identity 

remains connected to the image of bread. 

 

And for someone who loves bread as much as I do, when Jesus says of 

himself “I am the bread of life,” that is a very powerful statement indeed--

even more so when we consider this statement in the whole theological 

context of John’s gospel.  The central theology of this gospel is about the 

relationship of Christian disciples to Christ:  we are called to be one with 

Christ. 

 

In fact whenever Jesus makes self-identifying statements (“I am…this; I 

am…that”) he is also always saying something about who and what we are 

expected to be.  This is especially true in the gospel of John, where the 

writer makes the pint repeatedly that we are very intimately related to Jesus-

-and using Jesus’ own words to describe this intimacy: 

 “because I live, you will live also” [John 14.9] 

 “I am in my Father, and you are in me, and I in you” [John 14.20] 

 “Abide in me, and I in you” [John 15.4] 

These are just a few examples of this way of describing our inter-relatedness 

with Christ.  The 19
th

 century biblical scholar, Barnabas Lindars, wrote 

about this aspect of John’s gospel:  “The essential point is that the Christian 

is that the Christian is in a vital relationship with the risen Christ; that there 

is a mutual indwelling.” (emphasis mine) 

 

“How lovely is your dwelling place,” an ancient psalmist wrote of the 

Temple of Solomon.  This was not one of David’s psalms, of course, written 

some years after his death and possibly part of the liturgy for the dedication 

of that Temple.   

 “How lovely is your dwelling place, O Lord of hosts.   



 

 

 My soul longs, indeed it faints, for the courts of the Lord.” 

      [Psalm 84.1-2a] 

 

Such was the passionate affection for the ‘dwelling place’ of God.  Solomon 

prayed at its dedication that it would be a truly holy place, a place of prayer, 

and particularly a place open and welcoming to all who ever desired to pray 

there.  And we’ve been ready to take up that prayer as applying to the 

Church as well to the spiritual predecessor of the Temple.  But we have not 

been so quick to acknowledge and affirm that, through Christ, the ‘dwelling 

place of God’ has very little to do with buildings and institutions but rather 

with individuals and the community of faith we make together.  Nor have we 

been very good about understanding that, just as the Temple never really 

became the open and welcoming place for which Solomon prayed, we have 

also fallen short of that potential in our own lives and in the community of 

the church as well.  How different would our individual and corporate 

experience of faith be if we really understood ourselves to be the “lovely 

dwelling place of God”? 

 

If we are one with Christ--he in us and us in him (and I think we are just 

that), then we are Christ’s body in the world.  We are all the world really 

knows of Christ. We are the living bread made to feed a world that is 

starving to death on a constantly unhealthy diet of suspicion, fear, hatred and 

war.  The world needs more than just the smell of the warm fresh bread of 

Christ; its survival depends on receiving the nourishing taste of it as well. 

 

We are bread raised up in the life of Christ to give life in our time, and the 

yeast that causes us to rise up to our full potential is Wisdom. 

 

Wisdom is not merely intelligence, nor even just compassion; nor is it a 

dedication to justice, nor a discerning heart.  It is all of these and more; it is 

the ability to determine good from evil and the will to do good.  This what 

the Jews described in John’s gospel did not understand.  They completely 

missed Jesus’ true meaning.  They got lost in all their questions about what 

he literally said.  They missed the poetry, the metaphor, the challenge.  Will 

we miss it too? 

 

We are bread raised up in the life of Christ to give life in our time.  We have 

one maker, one purpose, one destiny. 

But we do not have one taste, on texture, one outward appearance.  No, just 

as there are many kinds of bread in a good Hot Bread shop, so are there 



 

 

many kinds of Christians in the living bread Body of Christ: 

 

 Some are white, some are brown, some are multi-grain. 

 Some are packed full of sweet cinnamon spice. 

 Some are enriched and well-preserved. 

 Some come with extra fibre; some with added protein. 

 There are all different shapes too: 

  some quite round, others thin and long, some rather flat. 

 Some are crisp; some are soft. 

 Some are, frankly, rather seedy. 

 Some are very crusty. 

 Some are even made of sour dough! 

 But all have the potential to be good-- 

  wonderfully, delightfully good! 

 

Insofar as we fulfil that potential, the world is blessed and nourished.  When 

we fail, the world dies of hunger.  What kind of bread will we be? 

 

Ah, the smell and taste of fresh-baked bread, the loving caress of the baker’s 

hands--again memories of my grandmother come to mind.  Perhaps God is 

like a baker woman.  Can we trust our doughy selves into those hands? 

Oh, may we each and all, here and now, offer ourselves to be remade in the 

strong, tender, grandmotherly hands of God:  that we may be life-giving, 

life-enriching, life-sustaining people--in all our selves, in all our 

relationships, in all our endeavours, in all our communities, in all our 

ministries. 

 

God make us good hot bread!  How lovely! 

 

 

 


