
September 14, 2014 

God Rains Down Bread from Heaven 

Exodus 16:2-15 

 

      We were travelling last Friday to a wedding in Bruce county.  If you were looking for fresh sweet corn you 

knew you were in the right place.  Every quarter mile for miles and miles there was a sign saying Fresh Sweet 

Corn Available Here.  It was like Corn was raining down from heaven.   It wasn’t bread but it was corn galore. 

 

      I wish I could tell you a story about how I was down to my last dollar, on my knees before God  

and I got a phone call that my rich uncle had died and left me 1000’s, or about the time I was traveling in a far 

off land and was robbed but as I turned my eyes heavenward, I bumped into a local priest who took me in and 

took care of me, or how the church I was serving was about to close but someone was so touched by my 

ministry, that she set up an endowment that revitalized the church and the people started to flock in to hear my 

sermons.  But those things have never happened to me.  My uncles were not wealthy so what I have, I have 

because I have worked and saved.  The churches I have served have never been on death’s door, but then 

people have never flocked to hear my sermons either and each year I have had to wonder if the budget will be 

met.   

  

So I don’t have those kind of miraculous and inspiring “God raining down bread from heaven” stories.  

 A colleague, Rev. Don Collett left a senior ministerial position at a United Church in an upper class 

neighbourhood of Vancouver and committed himself to a counseling ministry in the downtown eastside.  He 

didn’t know how he or the ministry would be funded. Shortly after he started working, an estate lawyer from 

his former congregation walked into his office with a six figure cheque.  One of his clients had left part of his 

estate for “worthy causes.” Don says, “ever since then, the thing has just fallen into my lap.”  

 

      Maybe I have always been too weak in my faith to put God to the test.  I haven’t let myself get into a 

situation where I really relied on God to give me the next piece of bread.  

 

Sometimes, I wonder if God does provide.  Three years ago, a friend of mine died suddenly in her 

sleep at age 55.  She was a wonderful, wonderful Christian woman.  Her minister read the passage from 1 

Corinthians 13.  You know the one.  Love is patient and kind, never jealous or boastful or rude.  That was her.  

She went to bed perfectly healthy and didn’t wake up.   

 

She left her husband (unemployed at the time) to cope with their severely disabled child.  We began the 

service with the hymn, “Great is thy faithfulness” and as I sang I thought, “Really God.  This is how you show 

your faithfulness?”   

 

      The minister made some sensitive comments about how shocked we all were and how grief is much harder 

to bear when it is so unexpected.  The women in the kitchen afterwards were much more blunt in their 

assessment of God’s wisdom and compassion at that moment.  Sometimes is seems that God is not there, that 

God won’t provide and we are left to struggle on as best we can.  God doesn’t seem to be providing much for 

the people of Syria or Palestine or the Ebola victims in Africa.  

 

      The Exodus story tells us that the people had fled Egypt.  Today we would call them political refugees.  

They had been wandering for a month and a half, looking for refuge and they came to the wilderness of Sin.  

“We were better off as slaves, Moses,” they complained, “You should have left us to die in Egypt.  At least 

there we had bread.   

 

      What good is freedom if you end up dying of hunger and thirst?”  This was not an idle complaint but a life 

and death cry for help.   



After wandering in the desert for a month and a half they might not have been in much better shape than the 

Iraqis or Syrians who are struggling into the refugee camps today.  

 

      We can hardly blame them for wishing themselves back into Egypt.  It is human nature to look back and 

remember the past fondly.  We in the church wish for the days when the sanctuary was full and there were 

100’s of children in the Sunday School.  But really, were those days so good?  If we were doing such a good 

job with all those children in Sunday School, where are they now?   

 

We reminisce about the days when there were several units of the UCW, but how many women want to 

go back to the days when they were all home with their children because economic or societal pressures meant 

they could not work outside the home.  I don’t imagine that the Hebrew slaves in Egypt really, “sat by pots 

full of meat and ate their fill of bread.”  Slavery doesn’t work like that.  

 

      It is easy to romanticize the past, to remember the better parts of it.  Maybe it was better, maybe not so 

much.  Whatever the past was, at least we know what it was.  We can understand it and we know we got 

through it, we can see that God did provide.  How the present and the future will work out is still unknown. 

When things are difficult and complicated, it is hard to have faith, hard to believe that God will provide.  

  

       Moses actions and teaching told the people that God is not a God of the past, but of the future.   

God is always out there, in the fire and in the cloud, leading us out of our Egypts, through our wildernesses, 

and into promised lands.  We in the church often cling stubbornly to the past,  

unwilling to traverse the desert, even if that is the only way forward.  We have a hard time believing that God 

will provide for us in the desert.   

 

     Things in to the future will likely be different.  The husband of my friend that died three years ago is doing 

ok.  Things are certainly different.  He decided having someone else in to look after his daughter was not 

going to work out.  He was the best one to look after her.  Their home had been especially built to 

accommodate her needs.  Doug decided instead of returning to his former work, he would market their home 

as a bed and breakfast establishment.  He would offer the possibility of corporate retreats for small and 

medium size businesses to gather at his home out in the country.  He and his daughter certainly miss his wife, 

her mother, but they are living on. 

 

      A church not far away from here took the bold step of establishing an outreach ministry in the needy 

Ardglen neighbourhood early in 2014.  In the beginning, there would be no paid staff, just volunteers to run 

homework sessions and people to listen to the concerns of neighbourhood adults over a cup of coffee.  But 

enough people at that United Church knew the importance of a ‘hands on’ mission and they began to walk 

with people whose journey was often different than their own. 

 

      In June of this past year, around the corner from that neighbourhood centre, there was a horrendous fire 

and the death of 10 year old, Nicholas Gabriel.  Eighteen households had to relocate and many had to start 

over without insurance coverage.  I never thought that signing cheques could be so exciting.  I’m on the Board 

of Regeneration Outreach which operates out of this building, under the direction of the Rev. Ted Brown.  

One of my tasks is to be one of the people who can sign cheques.  And so before I sign those cheques I ask 

Ted what the money is going toward, because Regeneration agreed to be the administrator for the monies 

raised to assist those 18 families. 

 

     Now here is a miraculous and inspiring story.  First off, Ted thought there would just be enough money to 

give a decent funeral, to provide for a family in profound grief and need.  Ted never thought there would be 

more than perhaps $40,000 raised from the Brampton community.  Perhaps $1000 each could go to each of 

the displaced households. 



      You will have heard about the many different ways people in Brampton raised funds for this cause.  There 

were lemonade stands and bake sales, comedians who dedicated whole evenings, venues given at no cost, 

schools who gave away monies already set aside for sports equipment, and children who broke in to their 

piggy banks to help out.  No one knew the generosity of spirit that could arise out of the wilderness of this 

world we live in which can seem so impersonal at times and fiercely independent.  As of last week, not only 

$40k , $60k, or $100k was raised and distributed, but so far $370k was raised from people as far away as 

Nunavut and all the way from the state of Washington. 

 

      Those 18 households have been relocated and many provided first and last months rent if they didn’t have 

insurance.  Many were able to replace much of what they lost.  At least one used that rent money towards a 

down payment on a place they hope to own someday.  And some of the large sums have been returned to the 

givers and they have been asked if that money could go toward a full time staff person at the journey for the 

next two years. 

 

     This all happened when a church took a risk to begin something in this impersonal world which would 

counteract that reality and instead help build community.  It took a risk to leave the familiar and launch into 

something that will bring life not only to others, but actually to themselves.  And there have been people join 

the fellowship of that United Church because they saw that it was changing hearts and changing lives and 

living out its faith in what it does with its tithes and offerings.  The churches that are growing in these days are 

those very ones that are working out their faith but changing lives and attitudes despite the wilderness of this 

world.  Thanks be to God who provides an abundance!  Amen. 

 

With notes from Roberta Hestenes of the Presbyterian Church and Geoff McElroy in

 Desert Scribblings 


