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They gave it to us every Easter. Our neighbors were twin sisters. They were retired 
nurses. They never married, and had no family in the area. Their names were Alvina and 
Henriette. 
 
They loved to cook for the neighbors. But the problem was – they were not good cooks! 
And every year, at Easter, they made us a lamb cake. The bottom was a sheet cake, 
covered with inedible green icing. On top of that was a cake shaped like a lamb. At least 
it was supposed to look like a lamb! One year, the whole head had broken off, and Alvina 
propped it back up with baking paper and toothpicks. My dad called it the “Lamb of 
Frankenstein.”  
 
We tried to eat the lamb cake, but it tasted like sawdust. Henriette and Alvina both had 
macular degeneration, so they couldn’t see very well. Everything they cooked was 
slightly burned and dry as a California river bed.  
 
We didn’t know what to do with these lamb cakes! But we got an idea. On Easter 
Sunday, my mother’s whole family came to our house for a kite flying contest. So we 
gave the lamb cake to the person whose kite flew the highest. 
 
The first year, my uncle was thrilled to win the cake. But then everyone realized how bad 
the cake was. So the next year, people tried to crash their kites on purpose so they would 
not win the cake. My cousin Tommy tied his kite to a boat anchor so that it would not fly. 
 
The lamb cake became such a family tradition that, after Alvina and Henriette died, my 
mom purchased the Lamb Cake pan at the estate sale. Mom made the lamb cake for years 
– and hers was delicious! People wanted to win the kite flying contest again. 
 
Mom made the cake, and the family enjoyed eating it. 
 
Mom died in 2012. I haven’t thought about the lamb cake since then. But last week, I was 
looking at some photos that my cousin Debbie posted on facebook. They were pictures of 
the family Easter gathering in Pennsylvania. 
 
And there it was… a photo of the lamb cake. It looked delicious. My cousin included a 
little note. It said, “I made this cake with the pan that I got from my aunt Mary Ann 
before she died. It is one of my most treasured possessions. And I am so happy that it is 
now my turn to feed the family on Easter.” 
 
“I am so happy that it is my turn to feed the family….” 
 



I wonder if the disciples of the risen Lord had that same feeling during the encounter 
which we just heard in Luke’s Gospel? This scene happens on the first Easter 
Day, just after two of the disciples encountered the risen Christ on the road to 
Emmaus. They run back to the rest of the disciples. 

 
At that moment, the risen Lord stands in their midst. He greets them with consoling 

words: “peace be with you.” He tells them not to be afraid. He assures them that 
he is truly risen, just as he had promised.  

 
And in the middle of this miraculous scene, Jesus asks a deeply theological question: 

“Hey, you guys have anything to eat around here?” For generations, teenage sons 
have been quoting Jesus without knowing it (!!!), every time they say to their 
moms, “Do we have anything to eat around here?” 
 
Doesn’t that seem odd to you? Why would Jesus need a snack in the midst of a 
resurrection scene? 

 
On one hand, I think Jesus may be trying to prove to the disciples that his 
resurrection is real. Really real. Ghosts don’t eat! But here is Jesus, really 
opresent to them in his resurrected body. Eating, like we do. 
 

In addition, Jesus may be trying to teach his disciples – and us – what my cousin Debbie 
has learned in a different way through a cake pan. Maybe this scene is a rite of 
passage for the first disciples of Jesus, and for our generation of disciples as well. 

 
After all, up to this point in the Gospel of Luke, JESUS is the one who had done the 

feeding. He was the one who multiplied the loaves of bread so that thousands 
could eat. Up to this point, he was the one who did the nurturing. 

 
But now…the risen Christ says to his disciples, “Hey, what do you have to eat?” In other 

words, “hey, how are you going to set the table? How are you going to get to 
work?” 
 
The disciples have been on the receiving end of Christ’s goodness for so long. But 
after the resurrection of Jesus, it becomes OUR job to grow up, to get to work, 
because now it’s our turn to do what Jesus did; to nurture as Jesus nurtured; to 
teach as Jesus taught. Or, as cousin Debbie might say, “It’s our turn to feed the 
family….” 
 
As Jesus waits for the apostles to feed him, he says, “repentance for the 
forgiveness of sins is to be preached to all the nations. And YOU are the 
witnesses to all of these things!” You are the witnesses. You are sent.  
 
Are you ready to go and do what Jesus has done for you? 

 



In the past few weeks, I’ve met many people who are witnesses of Christ – people who 
understand that Jesus is calling them to do the work that he did, and to take their 
place in that long line of Christians who have made a difference in our world.  
 
I met with a couple from the parish. They have given a gift of $125,000 to our 
church this year. At their request, all of that money is going to be used to help the 
church feed the hungry, welcome strangers, provide water for the thirsty in Haiti, 
minister to the sick, protect the unborn. They believe that Christ has blessed them, 
and now they want to help feed the family of God.  
 
Not every household in our parish can make a gift of $125,000. But I would ask 
you to seriously think and pray about all of the ways that the Lord blesses you and 
nurtures you each day. And ask yourself with honesty – could I do more in return? 
Could I give more to the church THIS year than I did last year? Not because Fr. 
Renninger asked for more – but because everything I have ultimately belongs to 
God, and maybe I can offer more back to God, since it is my turn to help feed the 
family of God. 
 
I meet so many people who are witnesses of Christ, not only in the way that they 
share they treasure, but their time and talent as well. I’ve recently met a doctor, 
who volunteers at a clinic for those who have no health care. I’ve met the college 
professor, who goes downtown twice a month to feed the hungry. I’ve met the 
mother, who makes sure that her children are growing up in the practice of the 
faith, so that they understand what it means to be a baptized child of God. I’ve 
met the wife, who is tenderly caring for her husband whose physical and mental 
capacity are rapidly declining. 
 
My cousin Debbie treasures the lamb cake pan, because it reminds her that she 
has reached that point in life when it is now her turn to feed the family and 
prepare the feast. 

 
Jesus asked his disciples, “Hey, what do you have to eat?” Jesus reminds his 
disciples that the world is still very hungry…. our neighbors need to be nourished 
in so many ways. And Jesus asks us today: “What do YOU have to eat? Will you 
share it?” 
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