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Fed Up? Feed! 

Reading from the Gospels:  Matthew 14:13-21 

I. Up. It. Had. Here. Have. You. To. With. People.  Ten seemingly 

innocuous everyday words. And yet, when ordered in a singular fashion, 

like with the old Soul Train Scramble game, these simple ten words can 

give rise to quite the brouhaha.   

“I have had it up to here with you people!” An objective reading of 

the sentence doesn’t make any sense.  Had it up to here! What does 

that even mean? What could it be? And how could you obtain, much less 

measure, it up to here! What does that even look like? However, spoken 

with just the right amount of ire and amplification, depending on the 

setting, everyone knows exactly what it means.  In fact, just for grins, 

who among us has observed this noxious declaration fly forth from your 

lips? I say observed because, by the time you get this mad, you are 

probably having an out-of-body experience.  “Who is this strange raging 

imbecile using my voice?” 

 “I’ve had it up to here with you people!” Moms and dads have 

shouted it from the front seats of yesterday’s Country Squire wagon and 

today’s Odyssey minivan. Teachers have shrieked it on those 
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insufferable days before winter break and end of school. Coaches have 

howled it, well, at least 10 times a day, every day. Preachers have 

hollered it from the pulpit on what they had not intended to be their 

last Sunday.   

“I’ve had it up to here with you people!” You’ve heard it directed 

toward you. You’ve observed it directed toward others. You’ve said it 

when the alarm has sounded on your last nerve. Even God has said it 

now and then when the people are being, well, people. Isn’t that the 

message God sends the people in Amos?  “For I know how many are 

your transgressions, and how great are your sins— you who afflict the 

righteous, who take a bribe, and push aside the needy in the gate … I 

hate, I despise your festivals, and I take no delight in your solemn 

assemblies … Take away from me the noise of your songs; I will not 

listen to the melody of your harps.”   

We hear this same frustration from the Lord in the book of Micah, 

“O my people, what have I done to you? In what have I wearied you? 

Answer me! … Can I tolerate wicked scales and a bag of dishonest 

weights? Your wealthy are full of violence; your inhabitants speak lies, 

with tongues of deceit in their mouths.” 
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“I’ve had it up to here with you people!”  Is it a bad day? A run of 

bad luck? An unruly crowd? A consequence of not being heard? A result 

of unmet expectations? Is it an irritating hangnail or an intestinal 

traffic jam? Is it a wounded heart or a punctured ego or just a case of 

plain old exhaustion?  

“I’ve had it up to here with you people!”  Whatever the root of the 

crescendoing annoyance and no matter if it is a slow burn or a sudden 

eruption, there is often that tipping point that prompts either rage or 

retreat. “I’ve had it up to here with you people!” You are either shouting 

it at someone or storming off while saying it under your breath. 

Jesus, it seems, did both. On one unforgettable occasion, Jesus 

had what some might call a hissy fit in the Jerusalem temple, turning 

tables over, scaring the droppings and dung right out of the doves, 

lambs, and goats as he chased them, along with their entrepreneuring 

sales staff, right out of Zion; hopefully not taking his own name in vain 

but surely making it abundantly clear to all present – “I’ve had it up to 

here with you people!” 
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Even so, there was another less publicized occasion when Jesus, 

while surely disheartened, frustrated, and generally cheesed, sneaks 

away for some refuge from the chaos in order to think, to pray, and to 

actually catch his breath.  

It had been a fairly rough patch for Jesus, having taken a couple 

of major blows. First, the Jesus tour arrived for a much anticipated 

appearance in Jesus’ hometown.  

Anyone here ever had to make an appearance, offer a performance 

or deliver a speech to the hometown crowd?  Talk about sweating 

bullets; that’s a nuclear assault on your deodorant. These people knew 

you when you were a kid, they watched you get kicked out of the pool 

for running (With Jesus, it was probably across the water). They knew 

about you burping the alphabet for the school talent show. And now 

they are supposed to view you as an authority, as someone they should 

listen to and learn from? That’s a tough gig, and Jesus sort of bombed.  

Whatever Jesus was selling, they weren’t buying. In fact, they 

were offended by him.  At least in Matthew’s version they don’t try to 
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throw him off the cliff, but at best, the folks in Nazareth were tepid. 

How could that not be a buzzkill for Jesus?  

And then, about that same time, Jesus is told that his cousin, 

John the Baptist, had been killed by King Herod. Outside of Mary, John 

was the person most tied to the purpose of Jesus. John was family, 

friend, promoter, cheerleader, preparer of the way. Remember that 

early disciples were called people of the Way, Jesus understood himself 

to be the Way, and John fulfilled Isaiah’s call to Prepare the Way. And 

now, John is gone. 

Matthew subtly informs us that at this point, upon hearing the 

news, Jesus “withdrew from there in a boat to a deserted place by 

himself.” Sometimes you just have to get away, away from the chaos, 

the people, the problems, the phone, the calendar, the noise.  Like a 

musician at the end of a tour, a coach at the end of the season, a dog 

after the trauma of the animal hospital, the accountant after tax 

season, the husband or wife after the spouse’s funeral, the preacher 

after Christmas Eve, the leaders and volunteers after Vacation Bible 

School, sometimes you just have to get away. 



 

 

6 

6 

Yet, there are always a few folks, who, no matter how hard they 

try, just cannot get away.  They can’t escape the noise because the noise 

always finds them.  Somebody hints that they might have spied Jesus 

getting into a boat, some fisherman brags to the neighbors about 

ferrying the Lord, the National Enquirer buys a grainy photo of Jesus 

leaning back on a deck chair, and by the time Jesus steps out of the 

boat there’s a crowd waiting like groupies at a stage door. 

So, what’s it going to be Jesus?  If there was ever an I’ve-had-it-

up-to-here-with-you-people opportunity, this would qualify.  Don’t they 

understand that even you, Jesus, firstborn of God, our prophet, priest, 

and king, fully human/fully divine, need a little me time, r&r, a break 

from the constant demands? No one could, though some most likely 

would, blame you, Jesus, for a mini-rant of annoyance for the intrusion. 

So, what’s it going to be, Jesus? 

Matthew reports, “When he went ashore, he saw a great crowd; 

and he had compassion for them and cured their sick.” Saw a great 

crowd — had compassion. Now, we read this and we think, “Sure he had 

compassion … he’s Jesus! What would you expect?”  But if Jesus was 

human, don’t you think he grew tired … overwhelmed/overcome (I mean 
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this is the guy sweating blood in Gethsemane).  Don’t you think he knew 

frustration? Experienced irritation? Became annoyed? Fought anger? At 

least peeked over the cliff of depression? 

“When he went ashore, he saw a great crowd; and he had 

compassion for them and cured their sick.” Jesus would not, could not 

deny his DNA. He could not separate himself from his purpose, for to do 

so would be to deny himself. To turn away from need, from suffering 

would have run counter to his very character.  

Have you heard the story of 4 minutes, 33 seconds? In August of 

1952 at the Maverick Concert Hall near Woodstock, NY, virtuoso 

pianist David Tudor steps on stage to perform the premiere of composer 

John Cage’s newest work. “Tudor starts a stopwatch, sits down in front 

of the piano, closes the lid and begins a performance in which he never 

plays a note. After 30 seconds of silence, Tudor resets the stopwatch and 

times another two minutes, 23 seconds of silence, then another one 

minute, 40 seconds of silence.” (Will Hermes, NPR, 2012)  

Now, there is an artistic rationale for it and one critic called it the 

pivotal composition of the Century, but I just don’t think I’m deep 
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enough to get it. Silent prayer, silent meditation, I get, but piano-

pianist-silence? That only works if I bought the ticket with imaginary 

money. My mother still has a paying gig. She is 85 years old and three 

times a week she dresses to the nines and drives to a high end 

department store where she performs two to three hours of jazz and 

standards on the store’s grand piano as discriminating shoppers peruse 

designer labels, and she loves it. It is who she is. To separate her from 

the instrument would be to deny her, her identity.   

Jesus sees the crowd and has compassion on them. He could only 

see them in that way. As the great hymn says, “Jesus, thou art all 

compassion, Pure unbounded love thou art.”  

The disciples, however, are like those handlers and bodyguards 

girding the celebrity to push him or her through the crowd from the 

jailhouse to the SUV after “the incident.” “Folks, back up. Give him 

some room. Show’s over. Go on home. Jesus, tell ‘em to head home, 

‘cause they didn’t contribute any food to the covered dish and Papa 

John’s hasn’t even been invented yet.” Jesus, instructs the Bojangle’s 

Arena sized crowd to sit down, and invites the disciples to join him in 

the life and work of compassion, taking their meager offerings and 
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transforming them into a heavenly feast in the very same way he 

invites us to his table on this day. They shall come from East and from 

West, from North and from South to sit at table in the kingdom of 

heaven.” 

We often recall the miraculous way five loaves and two fish 

became a feast feeding thousands, just as we might reminisce on the 

fledgling church that started in a school gym and now offers ministry to 

some 1,600 members and children, but the pivotal and revealing 

moment in this text occurs when Jesus steps out of the boat, sees the 

crowds, and has compassion on them. For here Jesus reveals who he is 

and what we can be. 

There’s a disturbing dissonance roiling across the land these days, 

angry voices feeling empowered, through the coarsening of public 

rhetoric and the bullying of the powerful, to degrade and demean all 

that is different – different opinions, different cultures, different faiths, 

different politics, different skin colors, genders, etc. Most disturbing to 

me is a proud mega-sized Christian movement once identified by their 

singular focus on professing Jesus as Lord, that is now justifying and 
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legitimizing attitudes, behaviors, and worldviews that run counter to 

everything Jesus stood for. 

“He saw a great crowd; and he had compassion for them and cured 

their sick.” He could have run away, he could have torn up their visas 

and sent them away, he could have said, “There’s just enough for me 

and mine. Everyone else is on their own. Me first!” He could have 

blamed them for his burdens. Blame, after all is the servant of 

immaturity and the badge of the undependable. He could have excluded 

them, saying they are less than or morally inferior  But, Jesus saw a 

great crowd; and he had compassion for them.  Why? Because to do 

otherwise would be to deny himself. 

To worship and serve this Jesus in a fractious world beset by the 

constant blasts of blame bombing is not an easy task.  It takes work, not 

to earn God’s favor, for that is given without price. Rather, it takes 

dedicated, tireless effort to represent or offer even a dim reflection of 

Christ’s compassion in a world that would rather grasp the rewards of 

doing the opposite. How can we even begin to get our bearings to do this 

work without becoming paralyzed by its scope and our fears of 

exhaustion? 
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Well, surprising as it may be for us as heirs of 16th Century 

Calvinism, we may find some help from one of Calvin’s antagonists, 

Ignatius of Loyola, who proposed the concept of Desolation and 

Consolation as a possible gauge of our spiritual health or our capacity to 

serve and reflect the grace of Jesus Christ.  If you’ll look at the insert in 

today’s bulletin, you’ll see that when we dwell in the state of 

consolation, we tend to direct our focus outside and beyond ourselves, 

bonding ourselves to the larger community, looking for the common 

good. It is here that our hearts are lifted and we are energized to be 

part of the solution rather than the problem. (cf.- Ignatianspirituality.com)  

 Conversely, when we dwell in the state of Desolation, we drift 

more and more toward self-involvement, self-pity, blame, and 

resentment, cutting us off from the community, taking the form of 

prejudice, tribalism, and a willingness to perpetuate injustice and a 

refusal to acknowledge, much less do something about the suffering of 

others.  In consolation, gratitude to God energizes us for service. In 

desolation, we belabor what God and neighbor have not done for us. 

When Jesus came ashore, he could have chosen the way of 

desolation, turning the people away, nestling in a bouquet of wants 
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unheeded and egos unstroked. But instead, Jesus chose the way of 

consolation. He looked upon the crowds and had compassion on them. 

It’s like the lyric of a wonderful hymn that speaks of our response to the 

gracious donor of our days.  “Healing, teaching, and reclaiming, serving 

[God] by loving all.”  

You can’t choose if God will love you. God does, and nothing in all 

creation will separate you from that. But in these groping, grasping, 

clawing, spirit sapping, dissonant, angry days, you can choose what you 

are going to do with God’s love. 

When he went ashore, he saw a great crowd; and he had 

compassion for them. What will you do? Get fed up? Or feed the needs of 

this world? Desolation? Consolation? Heads up! Time to disembark. 

Your boat is arriving at the shore. Amen.         

 

  

    

     


