
“A Piece of Broiled Fish” 

Text: Luke 24:36-48 

 

I have days when I was not my best self – my body aches and my mind is tired. When I find 

myself stressed, or when I am simply not feeling well, there is always one constant that can 

make life just a little bit better for me: good, yummy, comfort food.  I would call my mom and 

ask her if she’s cooking that yummy chicken porridge or her famous mung bean soup that I 

always enjoy. There is nothing like my mother’s homemade meatloaf, or her delicious to-die-

for custard cake to reduce anxiety and provide relief from stress. Sure, the “food fix” is a 

temporary one, but it just makes life worth living for! I’m sure you have days like that, too. We 

humans hunger for physical comfort and security. The traditional comfort foods of our 

childhood both fill our bellies and hug our hearts. 

I suppose that’s how Jesus might have felt when he rose from the dead according to Luke! Jesus 

was famished – he was so hungry to share a meal!  And a meal is not just about food. It is also 

about good conversations or keeping in touch – it is about companionship and a good card game 

like last night. Jesus missed his friends and the meals they have shared! The gospel reading 

today revolves around a table instead of a tomb. Luke emphasizes a risen Christ of the table – 

where life is celebrated not a Christ in the tomb, forever dead. The Christ of the table celebrates 

an Easter Christ not a Good Friday Christ of the tomb. Gathering around a meal is familiar 

territory for Jesus. He is famous for feeding crowds of thousands, notorious for eating with tax 

collectors and sinners. His hospitality reveals his desire to nourish people both physically and 

spiritually. At a table, he eats with a Pharisee and forgives a sinful woman. He ate with his 

friends before he was arrested. In the gospel of John, the post resurrection Jesus prepared a fish 

breakfast for his disciples along the beach. Jesus offers a welcoming table and instructs his 

followers in the nature of hospitality with these words, “when you give a banquet, invite the 

poor, the crippled, the lame, and the blind”. 

That Easter night, according to Luke, Jesus showed up to his disciples, providing words of 

comfort and assurance, “Peace be with you”, followed by these questions– “why are you so 

afraid? Why are you freaking out? Are those questions I read all over your hearts?” The 

disciples first couldn’t believe they were experiencing the risen, living Jesus because they 



thought they were seeing a ghost.  When Jesus showed them his wounds on his hands and feet, 

they finally opened their eyes.  The thought that he is risen is so joyful and amazing, yet still 

they can’t believe it.  Too scary.  Too wonderful.  Either way, it’s hard to accept. Then to his 

disciples’ amazement – Jesus asked “what’s for dinner? Do you have anything to eat?” He was 

served not just plain fish but “broiled” – perhaps just like the way Jesus would like his fish 

cooked. I didn’t know Jesus was a big fan of BBQ! And Jesus ate it in their presence. Jesus was 

home at last! This is where his heart lives.  

Luke’s account portrayed the risen Christ not as a ghost. Not as a spirit. Not as a vision. Not a 

hallucination but the “real one” with flesh and blood. For Luke, the physician, the physicality of 

Jesus is very important and relevant to his community. Unlike Paul who emphasizes the 

spiritual body of the Risen Christ, Luke seeks to stress the identity of the Risen One with the 

earthly Jesus by emphasizing the physical reality of his resurrection body. He shows them his 

hands and his feet. He eats with them, a detail in keeping with a well-attested tradition of Jesus 

eating with his disciples after the resurrection. Luke was telling his community of believers: 

“You can’t reach out and touch a hallucination. Visions don’t eat broiled fish.” Jesus has been 

made new, somehow, but Jesus has a body. His body may be mistaken for someone else at first, 

but you can touch him. You can eat with him. And, he can pass through walls and vanish in a 

flash. But, nonetheless, he’s real. Everything is the same. And everything is different at the 

same time. This is what Luke and his community believes. This risen Jesus is hungry: hungry to 

share a meal and celebrate life; hungry to gather again with his friends; hungry for them to trust 

the life-giving power of God; hungry for them to become a new community of faithful 

courageous living; hungry for them to break bread together with strangers everywhere until 

strangers are strange no more.  

Along the stretch of Rogers Avenue in Crown Heights, Brooklyn, is an eating place called The 

Food Sermon. Standing on a corner with its windows shining and its name in letters as yellow 

as the noon sun, the restaurant may be mistaken at first for a modern place of worship. Perhaps 

that’s no mistake, if you consider food a matter urgent for the soul. And Rawlston Williams, the 

chef here, will make you believe it is. According to a review, Williams who grew up in the 

Carribean Islands of St. Vincent and the Grenadines was a theology-school dropout who found 



salvation in the kitchen. He never intended the Food Sermon to be a restaurant, just a catering 

kitchen with a few dishes for standing-room-only customers. But the neighbors came crowding 

in. An old electric meter board with the exhortation “We believe in you!” painted across them 

was posted on the wall. Mr. Williams put it there to honour friends who supported him along 

the way. Now he sees it as a contract with his customers: By coming in, they show their faith in 

his cooking. He wants to live up to that. “As soon as you open a place in a community, it’s not 

yours anymore,” he said. “It’s theirs.” 

As soon as you open a table fellowship, it’s not yours anymore – it becomes a community table. 

This may be the reason our faith community specializes in sumptuous potluck meals and 

fundraising suppers. I can’t remember ever going to a church potluck and not finding a 

smorgasbord of eclectic tastes and calorie-laden sugary goodness spread like a crazy quilt of 

love and hope. Yes, I do believe that faithful people know how to fuel the body and include 

love as the central ingredient in almost any dish that is being served. When we lack words to 

embrace others, we offer comfort food. When we wish to dispense support and care, it often 

comes in the form of casseroles and hot dishes, freshly baked bread or sinful double chocolate 

chip cookies, all seasoned with the spirit of love and garnished with a dash of good wishes. 

Table fellowships like these restore balance to the soul.  Lives are shared, stories are revealed, 

concealed fears become insights.  Burdens are lifted, questions asked, reality checked, evasions 

give way to revelations.  Then hearts heal, ideas flow, plans are made, compassion is rekindled, 

harmony is restored and change is possible.  That is how it goes on a table fellowship with good 

friends.  I don’t need research to tell me table fellowship is the great antidote to all fear, anxiety 

and burdens.  It is just so. 

 

It is precisely this reality that makes the post-resurrection appearances of Jesus so appealing to 

me. Wherever there is food, you’ll find God’s presence. Eating is not simply about the filling of 

a stomach. It is also how we develop into particular kinds of people capable of Godly 

sensitivities, affections, responsibilities, and delights. We partake food - where God’s presence 

is felt in prayers, conversations and while we are joyfully chewing each bite. Jesus breaks the 

bread after walking the Emmaus Road, and Jesus shares a shore-side fish broil with his still 

dazed and confused disciples. He shares fuel for the body and gives fuel for the faith. Both 



hunger of body and soul are satisfied in the presence of the risen One. Jesus provides both 

comfort food and true soul food—a plate of plenty for the hungry, aching heart. 

Indeed, the fearful but faithful disciples were empowered and equipped for ministry and 

mission through word and meal on Easter supper long ago, and we know from story, scripture, 

and tradition that they took the faith and ran with it. They spread it far and wide, boldly and 

sometimes at great cost. We today are recipients of that same faith and the Spirit-filled results of 

those early meals with Jesus. 

Not surprisingly, we are also empowered and equipped for ministry and mission through word 

and meal. We gather around Christ’s table for bread and wine—comfort food and soul food that 

has no need of “super-sizing” to satisfy our hungry spirits. A crust of bread and a sip of wine 

shared in community are core ingredients of the discipleship diet. The sacrament of communion 

is a mysterious combination of spiritual health food and comfort food that is low in fat and very 

high in grace and mercy. 

The resurrected Jesus is a hungry Jesus.  He comes to feed us with bread of life and wine for the 

journey, his home- broiled fish with hot chipotle sauce, his living, loving presence.  And then, 

he feeds us with his hunger, until we are hungry for the same things:  companionship, meals 

shared in community, a gathering of strangers and friends where everyone is fed and is so 

overjoyed they can hardly believe it, but so overjoyed – all they can do is enjoy the meal 

fellowship with him. So on this Earth Day, come and share the Risen Christ’s table. Come as 

you are. Come hungry, come with your doubts and questions, come with your affirmations, 

come with your weaknesses, come hopeful. Eat and live to go and tell. We are his witnesses. 

Whether bold or fearful, let us be full and faithful in our going and telling and inviting. There is 

room for all and plenty of comfort food to share. Amen. 
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