I will make miracles    Susie Morgenstern

Today I woke up and peeked out my eye,

The sun had just started to climb to the sky.

That’s when I realised it just might be fun

To spend every morning waking the sun.

The next thing I’d do,

 I’d heal all the sick

With vanilla milk shakes,

Creamy and thick.

I’d make miracles my mission

And ask people their dreams.

Because life is more,

Much more than it seems.

My giant loaf of bread will cure the world of hunger,

And people who eat it will feel ten years younger!

And then for the child who has nothing to wear,

I’ll sew her a dress.  That will answer her prayer.

I’ll stretch out our days and our nights to feel longer

So everyone has enough time to grow stronger.

I’ll fill up the world with people who share

With people who smile, with people who care.

It might sound like God is who I want to be – 

And maybe its true.  But here is the key:

To change the world from dark to bright,

First I should learn to read and write.

Bones - John 6:1-21 by  William Loader
Dust on her muddy feet, 
still smeared from the wet and now blue with cold, 
hands stretched out in a meaningless pose of begging; 
for UN relief supplies reach the camp only late in the afternoon. 
Drawn faced children with bulging bellies, 
listless, some sleeping, many dying. 
Time.. time to live and time to die. 
Time to think - if only, but too tired, too undernourished, 
time but no strength to be profound, to reflect, to meditate; 
makes the dying easier, the pain less revolutionary. 
So don't ask me to think. 

Why do you want to tell me stories about food? 
Why torment me with your miracles of plenty? 
Where have the bread breakers gone? 
If only there were such multipliers of loaves and fish. 
We'll give them the fish. We'll offer the loaves. 
But these are your fantasies, 
romantic images of antiquity, 
best left to their glint and passed by. 
They never were a model for future followers. 
At most they are remnants of propaganda, 
stunning feats to woo the faithful, 
who crown him king. 
No bread left over for us, 
all the baskets are empty. 
All the bellies are full, bloated with nothingness, 
crimping weak limbs. 

Why are you so hungry? 
Why so insatiable? 
Why so greedy? 
Why so obsessed to munch on stories of plenty, 
meals you will never understand, 
cardboard catering, 
hamburgers and slick chicken served with chips, 
feasts at every corner, 
gorging without the world's consent.


 “Feeding Five Thousand” by Kathy Coffey

I wasn’t counted, but I ate my unofficial fill.

I played my part in seeding this desert,

channeling the silvery cascade of fish.

Who do you think brought the baskets?

The children chewed, smiles crumb-smudged,

unimpressed by murmurings of miracle or gourmet reviews.

They swallowed a lavish memory, extravagance

overflowing the rationed plates of other days.

Another hunger soothed by the reverence in hands


touching loaves as if they were ivory


blessing bread as if an empress dined

lifting us like crystal goblets to each others lips.

Afterward, gummed crusts gathered with care,

Bent grass imprinted with our sheen:

We left plucky as a people dared, feisty, fueled,

yeasty, dangerous.  As if we counted.

