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I love the art of telling stories through film. 
When well done, the visual,  the word and often the music combine to overtake one’s 
senses and transform.   
Over the years I have collected movies about food, I love food....love to cook, love to 
eat, love the meal whether at the kitchen table or the Eucharistic table....

I once had a burning bush moment  at the Eucharistic table when I was in seminary...  
I was exhausted with all the theologizing  about the meaning of the Eucharist. I was 
uncomfortable with some of the preciousness surrounding this central act of our 
Christian faith. 
I was standing with my classmates around the altar to receive communion .. “what is 
this really all about I said to myself....”
Then the burning bush: I experienced the presence of Jesus behind me and what I 
heard was....it is a meal simply a meal.   What could possibly be more sacred, more 
basic to life, less overly precious, than the symbol and reality of feeding and being fed?

Anyway about film.....my absolute favorite food film is “Babette’s Feast” .... I return to it 
at least once a year and each time I am   moved to joy and new insight. For me it has 
always been about communion, about the Eucharist.

At the start of the film, Babette is arriving at a small remote village in Denmark...it is set 
in the 19th century.  Babette comes to the door of two elderly pious Christian sisters 
who preside over a dwindling congregation of white-haired believers. The sect was 
founded by the sisters’ father, now dead.The tiny austere group draws no converts. 
They are moribund , eeking out the last of their lives in mindless repetition .. fearfully 
clinging to a past whose meaning they have long forgotten...a lost unredeemed past...
The world of the once beautiful and talented sisters has shrunk to a grey self sacrificing  
joyless routine  where less is less. there is no music or spontaneity in their lives.
The tiny white haired congregation has long since lost the passion that led them to form 
a Christian community. They bicker and tell on each other.... their lives are as joyless as 
the tasteless gruel they eat each day.
Babette, a refugee from counter-revolutionary bloodshed in Paris comes with a letter of 
recommendation as housekeeper, she  is taken in and remains their cook for the next 
14 years. She serves as a modest but benign figure who gradually eases their lives and 
the lives of many in the remote village. Her only link with her former life is a lottery ticket 
that a friend in Paris renews for her every year.

One day she wins the lottery of 10,000 francs. Instead of using the money to return to 
Paris and her lost lifestyle, she decides to spend it preparing a delicious dinner for the 
sisters and their small congregation on the occasion of the founding pastor’s hundredth 
birthday. 



More than just a feast, the meal is an outpouring of Babette’s appreciation, an act of 
self-sacrifice; Babette tells no one she is spending her entire winnings on the meal.
The ingredients are plentiful, sumptuous and exotic.
As the food arrives and the preparations begin the sisters begin to worry that the meal 
will become a sin of sensual luxury. 
They and the congregation agree to eat the meal but to forgo speaking of any pleasure 
in it.
The film till now has been mainly in whites and grays but  more and more colors emerge 
as the meal is created.....
and that is is good word as the meal is a work of art.
The celebrants refuse to comment on the earthy pleasures of this amazing meal but 
Babette’s culinary gifts break down their distrust and superstitions, elevating them 
physically and spiritually. As they partake of this remarkable meal, old wrongs are 
forgotten, ancient loves are rekindles, and a mystical redemption of the human spirit 
settles over the table.
There is more but that is all you get today....if you haven’t seen the film, you must!

Fredrick Buchner in his well known book: Telling the Truth: The Gospel as Tragedy, 
Comedy and Fairy Tale” ... says it is his favorite movie of all time, and given his 
spirituality of joyful playfulness as well as deep faith, that is not surprising.

So what does all this have to do with our two Gospel parables...these lost sheep and 
the missing coin? ......(since that is what we are expected to be about this morning....)

Buchner says these parables are essentially about the outlandishness of God who does 
impossible things with impossible people.

God is the comic shepherd who gets more of a kick out of finding that one lost sheep 
than out of the ninety and nine who had the good sense not to get lost in the first place. 
How preposterous!
God is the relentless woman who lights a lamp, sweeps the house to find the one lost 
coin....

 
In our film the tiny spirit dead congregation who come to the feast prepared by Babette 
are comic figures...impossible people....they have lost something they do not even 
remember they had.

However,, the kindness, the sacrifice, the generosity, of Babette and her wonder filled 
meal, returns these lost folk to the all embracing love of the Divine.  As they partake of 
the feast, they find one another again, they find laughter and joy. Their world expands to 
include generosity of the living God. God with us, God who never gives up on us.
They were lost, and the loving kindness and generosity of a single woman, Babette, 
loves and nourishes them back into the fold.
Babette, sweeps and cleans and lights lamps of awareness and remembrance until the 
lost are found and returned to themselves. 



In our parable the Pharisees and the Scribes did not know they themselves were lost.  
They thought Jesus had lost his way. What was he doing hanging out with tax collectors 
and sinners....?   Grumble grumble.....

Frankly I am grateful for the Divine energy that bothers with impossible people. I am one 
of them.....I need a God that can laugh at my foolishness, forgive my sinfulness, 
transform my pettiness and lead me into love.
I need the surprise of God who seeks me out even when I wish to remain hidden and 
unconscious.

Paul, as we heard in 1 Timothy, saw himself as a proficient sinner in his past...yet he 
experienced forgiveness and mercy.  The patience and overflowing grace in Jesus 
Christ was made known to Paul. 
The lost Paul was thrown off his horse and into a ditch before he was found. 
Don’t mess with God.

Why not embrace a God who with the angels, dances with joy when we are lost and 
return to ourselves.  I much prefer that notion to an angry punishing God of 
vengeance....and so apparently did Jesus.

In case you are tempted to think of these parables as tales of evangelizing, finding the 
so called lost who are not in our particular fold......don’t!
....these parables are about us, the churchy people, the supposed “ in crowd”..... the 
Pharisees and the Scribes among us.  

These Parables are fingers pointing toward the mysterious, unknowable God.
God who does impossible things, waits for us to return or be returned to our deepest 
most wonderful selves and never gives up hope.

So, I suggest, we look inward....it’s not a bad practice, inward accompanies out reach 
and together make a powerful pair......  
When we develop an  awareness of and responsibility for our own behavior and 
attitudes and combine that inner work with a Babette kind of patience, generosity, 
kindness and appropriate sacrifice  ...when we do that, we become the found sheep and 
the recovered coin.  God and the angles dance with joy ..... the colors of the universe 
emerge.
This seems to be the outlandish expectation of Jesus, the story teller, in the tragic, 
comic, fairytale of life.
So seek and find those lost parts of yourself, rejoice with friends and neighbors, light 
lamps and sweep like crazy, invite those angels of joy into your life.....
.....expand your life and world to include the buoyancy of the God of creation and 
recreation.
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