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Joy: A Seed for Justice

Each day we serve lunch at the food truck, the staff arrives early to open up the kitchen.
There is something about opening that I love – the way it sets the day in order before I’m awake
enough to hold it all.  I unlock the doors, turn the dishwasher on, turn the fans on when it's hot,
and make the coffee.  As we wake ourselves up to the new day, our Kitchen Manager Daniele
and I discuss what needs to be done, and before we know it – volunteers have arrived.

Before we wash our hands and get to work, we pray. Sometimes it’s me, sometimes
Daniele, and sometimes it’s a volunteer.  Whoever it is, we almost always begin with gratitude.
Gratitude for getting us up out of bed. Gratitude for the hands and the hearts present to work,
gratitude for the folks who will come to eat.  Gratitude for the cabbage that came from seed,
nourished in soil, plucked by farmers, delivered by drivers and yet to be turned into something
delicious. Gratitude that sets up our list of tasks as an opportunity for joy in the moment and in
something bigger.

My soul magnifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior.

In Mary’s Song, she seems to be holding a kind of joy that is both like a seed and already
like an entire forest, both heavy and light, both intimate and public, both now and forever.   In
knowing of the tiny child still growing in her womb, known at that moment to only a few
people, she is given a prophecy that will affect the whole world, from generation to generation.
She is given a picture of the future that is now, already, and not yet.  He has already shown the
strength of his arm, he is scattering the thoughts of the proud, he will bring down the powerful.
He has filled the hungry with good things!

Once we’ve prayed, the kitchen crew gets to work. There may be someone chopping a
mountain of veggies, mixing up and portioning out a salad, and yet another baking cookies,
cleaning this and that, and always always someone doing dishes, and more dishes.  Then we fill
up the truck and drive away to one of our beloved community parking spots, set up and open
the window.  Sometimes there is a line already waiting for us as we pull up.  We quickly set up
and start rolling up wrap sandwiches, dishing up the salads and desserts, slicing bread –
whatever each person orders.  We get to know the people, asking their names, slowly learning a
little more about them when they become regulars. Some pay, some do not.  Sometimes we
run out, and sometimes we bring our leftovers to other ministry partners. Then clean up –
always the cleanup and take a break to rest our tired feet.

Sometimes in the rush I look up from whatever is happening, and I get caught in the
picture before me, a still life of the busy kitchen or the food truck, and I feel a seed of joy.  A joy
like Mary felt, like a seed of the tree to come, like a prophecy fulfilled now and not yet.  A joy
that anticipates being too deep, too wide, too overwhelming… to be held in this one moment,
or even by one person.
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And then there are other times that I feel like the meals we serve can’t possibly do any
real good. Are we actually doing the work of justice in our neighborhood? Our city? Our
country? Our world?  There are so many hungry people and too many food deserts to count!

Sometimes the work of justice can be incredibly overwhelming. How can it be that
everyone gets shelter, food, water, safety, respect and love… let alone a life that has capacity
for rest, laughter, joy?  How can it be when we see so many who do not have what they need?
How can we possibly continue to work for the well-being of our whole community when we
continue to see the same problems stagnate and new ones arise?

But, then… Mary - “My soul magnifies the Lord, and my spirit rejoices in God my Savior.”

She paints the stage of her prophecy with seed-planting joy, making way for the action
of justice that follows suit.  A justice that is rooted in the knowledge that the powerful will be
brought down, and the humble will be raised because God has already done so by banishing the
power of death forever.  A justice that feeds the hungry now because God has already provided
real food in fields and kitchens on this earth at this moment and on banquet tables in heaven
that will last forever.  A justice that can be seen in the seed-like smallness of a tiny baby yet to
be born, prophesying the salvation and mercy for all God’s Beloved community, from generation
to generation.

Will all the work we do to make meals at Shobi’s Table do any good?  Oh yes. With God
as the beginning, middle and end of all we do, YES. The cabbage we shred, the beets we chop,
the tomatoes we roast, the chicken we braise, the sweets we bake are all seeds of that feast
planted today to be reaped again and again. Forever.

The small gifts we offer to God in serving another are the seeds of faith that God is
working a joyous justice that cannot be put in motion by only us only now, but by the hands and
hearts of our community, now and forever.  We become the hands through which God is
working. We are invited into a justice that is not known by drudgery or heartless duty, but by joy
and faith that God is working in and through our small seeds that are becoming a forest of the
Kingdom of God.

Joyfully, we come to the table and give thanks.  We give thanks that we are privileged to
sit at the table side-by-side with God’s Beloved, each one righted by God’s judgement that
knocks us out of our pride and lifts us up out of our own shame.  A joyous justice that unites us,
binding us together to celebrate the promises of God now and forever.

There is a musical duo called The Bengsons. Perhaps you’ve heard of them – I highly
recommend their album, My Joy is Heavy.  It is a musical story of learning joy through hard
things, like loss.

It reminds me of the work of justice because there are often so many times we feel like
we’ve lost or will never get anywhere… I leave you with their postlude of the album as
encouragement:

Your love has seeded the world with delight,
And created a joy so heavy
It has to be carried by us all
May you walk together across life,
Death and more life again.
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