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What does love taste like? 

That might seem like an odd or unexpected question this morning. We 
might not be used to connecting love to something like taste. We might be more 
likely to think of what love looks like, or sounds like, or feels like. But taste? Can 
love have a taste? 

 This morning I would like to suggest love can and does have a taste. For me, 
it tastes like homemade chicken noodle soup. And this is why. 

 Several years ago, before I was married, I was serving as the rector of a 
small parish in Sussex, Wisconsin. One day I was at a diocesan meeting in another 
town several miles away when a big storm blew in. Really big. Lots of rain. Lots of 
wind. So much rain fell we were told to leave the church building because the 
roads were flooding. So I ran out into a downpour, got soaked in just the few feet 
I had to go to get to my car, and drove back to Sussex in a storm I had not seen 
the likes of before. All along the freeway cars were stalling because of the water 
coming into them from above and from the spray from the other cars on the road. 
I saw semis swamp smaller cars. No one could drive more than 30 miles an hour, 
even on the freeway, because we couldn’t see very far in front of us. It was a 
pretty stressful drive back to my apartment in Sussex. 

 As I approached the exit for Sussex, the sun came out. And I felt pretty 
good. My car, my Dodge Charger, which as only a few months old, had handled 
the storm well, I was safe, and the clouds were rolling away. Things looked good. 
Until I got to the entrance to my apartment complex. I couldn’t get in because of 
all the emergency vehicles parked in the street. So I drove to the parish, which 
was only a few blocks away, parked in the church parking lot and walked back to 
the apartment complex. There I encountered quite a sight. The entire complex 
had flooded. Including the underground parking for my building. A lot of folks lost 
their vehicles that day. The water was so deep outside that people were wading 
through water that was so deep in some spots it was up to their chests. Shortly 
after I arrived home, I was told the management had decided to evacuate 
everyone in the building I lived in because of fear of a gas leak.  



 As the rain began to pour once again, I called for a ride to get myself and 
my two cats to my car. Help came, and I got soaked again (to say nothing of what 
happened to the poor cats in their carriers) getting to my friend’s car. At the 
church, my worries were not over. I discovered water was pouring into the church 
basement, so I called the sexton, who wasn’t able to do anything about the 3 feet 
of water that was rising, because the water was coming in so fast and forceful it 
took out a basement wall. It seemed everywhere I looked water was coming in 
from above and below. I had to leave my home, with two pets, and wondered 
where to go at what was now 8:00pm, after being soaked for the third time. I 
decided to make the 2 hour drive to my parents’ house, and called and told them 
my cats and I were wet, we were evacuated, and we were coming. 

 When I pulled into my parents’ driveway, my mom and dad were there. 
They helped me unload my cats and the few things I had taken with me. And once 
I got out of my still damp clothes, they fed me homemade chicken noodle soup. 
To me that wasn’t any ordinary soup. After all I had been through, that soup was 
something more. As I tasted that soup, it signaled to me that I was safe. I was 
loved. And that somehow everything really was going to be okay.  

 Although I had been to numerous family dinners before, and countless 
church potlucks, and even shared meals with good friends, that was the very first 
time that I realized love actually can be tasted, because that was the first time I 
had tasted love.  Which made that moment more than just nourishment, more 
than just mindless eating, more than just a comfort, more than just a bit of rest, it 
made that soup and that moment, what some would call a sacrament. 

 That might also sound surprising to some of you, and it did to me, too. Until 
I thought about it. If we were to open our Book of Common Prayer (which is our 
main source for information about our denomination just as much as it contains 
our worship services) to pages 858 and 860 we would see listed the most 
common things we think of when we think of sacraments: Baptism, Holy 
Eucharist, confirmation, which we will experience here next Saturday, ordination, 
which our seminarian A.J. will experience in just a few months, holy matrimony, 
reconciliation, and unction, a churchy word for healing, which includes spiritual as 
well as physical, emotional, and mental healing.   

  

 



 

But if we were to go back to page 857 in the Book of Common Prayer we would 
see that any sacrament is, “the outward and visible signs of an inward and 
spiritual grace, given by Christ as sure and certain means by which we receive that 
grace.” In other words, a sacrament is something that we see or experience 
outwardly that points us to God’s grace happening inside of us. Grace, let’s 
remember is a free gift from God that is how God forgives us, and inspires, 
strengthens, and encourages us through our hearts, minds, and souls.  

 So while we have formal sacraments, like Holy Communion, which Christ 
started in the Last Supper, it seems our prayer book leaves open the possibility 
that there might be other sacramental moments that Christ started that exist 
today for us to receive God’s loving grace. Which is what brings us to this 
morning’s Gospel lesson. 

 Today we are in a different Gospel than we have been the last two weeks. 
Instead of John’s version, today we are heard Luke’s account of how the disciples 
responded when the Risen Christ stood among them. Notice this version didn’t 
have the disciples any more prepared or ready to accept Jesus’ resurrection than 
John’s version. Today we heard they were just as frightened, just as confused, just 
as doubtful. In every Gospel it is the same: the disciples’ first response to the 
resurrected Jesus is fear, doubt, disbelief, confusion. Until something happens to 
get them to shift from what they thought they knew to what was in their mist.  

In John’s Gospel it was two things: for Mary Magdalene it was when Jesus 
called her by name, for the disciples it was when Jesus showed them his wounds. 
For Luke, the something that go the disciples to shift from what they thought they 
knew to seeing the something new God was up to was when Jesus ate food. 

 That was the moment when the disciples were able to get past their mix of 
joy and disbelief and see and listen to the risen Jesus, and begin to move into 
living that new life, that resurrection life Jesus was starting. Which, could, in a 
way, mean that sometimes, the simple and necessary act of eating can be a 
sacrament, when that eating is a means by which we receive God’s grace of 
forgiveness and inspiration to do God’s will. 

  

 



In the few months I’ve been your priest-in-charge, I’ve noticed this parish 
does a lot of eating and feeding. Our celebration of Easter Sunday included not 
just one meal, breakfast which you came together to plan, prepare, serve, and 
share, it also included a brunch after Holy Eucharist. That is a lot of eating, and I 
remarked a few times what such eating might do to my waistline. But it wasn’t 
just eating. It wasn’t just food, as wonderfully delicious as that food was. It wasn’t 
just fellowship. What I saw was an outward and visible sign of God’s grace: 
forgiveness that welcomed all to the table, and inspiration to do God’s will. That 
might make us look a little differently at our 2nd Sunday brunches and Wednesday 
lunches too. It might inspire us to ponder what ways God’s grace might be at 
work in those times of eating something as simple and ordinary as food. 

 The day after the flood in Sussex, I got up and drove back to Sussex and all 
the damage from the flood. I didn’t stay where it was safe, because I didn’t feel 
overwhelmed any more. I felt fed, I felt strengthened and encouraged not just 
physically, but spiritually and knew that now I could be of more help because I 
had received the sacrament of God’s grace. Which was needed, because the 
clean-up was long and draining, and turned out to entail a lot more than just 
cleaning and restoring property. 

 We may not have a brunch or breakfast here every Sunday, but we do have 
the sacrament of Holy Communion, where we all eat the outward and visible sign 
of bread and drink the outward and visible sign of wine in order to receive the 
inward and spiritual sign of God’s grace so that we can keep up the sacramental 
work of feeding our community. We might be feeding people with food, but we 
might also be feeding people with God’s grace when we show joy, listen without 
judgment, encourage hope, acknowledge someone, however and whenever we 
show God’s love in Christ. 

 Today, when we come forward to receive Holy Communion, perhaps we 
might notice that seems both ordinary and special in that moment and keep our 
eyes open for other ways the seemingly ordinary can in fact be a venue for the 
Risen Christ to enter into our hearts, minds, souls, and being. For that is just one 
way we can live into the wondrous new life the Resurrected Christ is leading us 
into, even when it is through something as simple as what God’s love might taste 
like. 


