
Friends,

As I was walking across the parking lot the other day, I was approached by a man on a bike that asked, “When do
you feed?” I answered, “Our restaurant opens at 5:30 and I look forward to seeing you then.” 

I’ve been asked “When do you feed” many times before and it always strikes me as odd because of the words that
are used. 

When I hear feeding, I think of farm animals, and I am not a farmer. The people that dine with us are not animals.
They are image bearers of Christ, different than all the animals. In fact the Bible tells us that unlike animals, people
are created not just good but very good. 

None the less, the question “When do you feed?” gives me the mental image of cattle tightly packed into their stalls,
passively and mindlessly receiving hay or grain shoveled at them by a ranch hand or farmer. No exchange of
gratitude. No thoughtful thankfulness. Only beasts crying out, repeating a behavior they've been conditioned to
know that will generate food in their feeding trough. 

Notwithstanding, we should certainly have a genuine appreciation 
for those who labor for us in agriculture (we certainly benefit 
from their hard work), but the way herd animals are tended 
to falls far short of the approach that is necessary when 
caring for those who bear the image of God. 

Image bearers are loved by God and endowed by
Him with dignity and honor. Their natural relationship 
to Him as Creator is beautiful and should command 
our respect and elicit our affections toward one 
another. We shouldn’t think of human beings as 
simply animals that need to be fed. And this is why we 
operate our restaurant nightly providing much more than 
food. We provide a dining experience that provides 
something worthy of our design. 

On the other hand, why do some people ask, “When do you feed?” 
Is it simply a slang term referring  to dinner or is there more to it? I think there is more to it.  

Over the years I have seen many people simply exist on the streets night after night, year after year, at times
hungry, waiting to be fed, and for some it’s only natural to ask, “When do you feed?”  
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GIFTS FROM THE HEART

Thank you for equipping us to restore lives in our community!

The things is, we know that people hunger for more than just food. It’s true that we all have physical needs and
appetites, but we hunger for something more as image bearers. We hunger to be made right.  It is this hunger that
we address every day at the Mission, not just Monday - Friday at 5:30. 

This is what reaching the lost and gathering the reached is all about.  Reaching people that are lost, separated
from God and His people, and we gather them in and connect them to Christ and His church, where they can be
made whole. And we walk with them in our discipleship program where they learn to satisfy their hunger for Christ.

You see, human beings were created to enjoy healthy relationships with God, with ourselves, with others, and with
the rest of creation. And none of us experience these relationships perfectly. We need each other, this is the way
that God designed us to work. 

The men and women that come to the Mission are broken and struggling, and so are you, and so am I.  When we
realize this, we can come to Jesus who is the bread of life and feed on him together!
  


