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REACHING OUT IN HOPE 

LUKE 17:11-19 

 
 As we continue our stewardship campaign, “Anchored In Hope,” we are 
reflecting on the ways in which the theme manifests itself in daily life.   We have 
just had the privilege of hearing Corey Perkins' moving testimony about how the 
Ecumenical Food Cupboard has changed his life and provides hope to hungry 
people living in Bangor. 
 The Outreach of the Cupboard and Hammond Street Church reminds me 
of an article I saw in the Bangor Daily News about a month ago.  Perhaps you 
remember it:  “Redefining Affordable Dining:  at an Alabama restaurant, 
customers pay what they want.” The article spoke about an amazing eating 
establishment, Drexell & Honeybees, in Brewton, Alabama, where no prices are 
listed on the menu.  And this—in part-- is what it said: 
 Some people slip $3 or $5 into the donation box, some pay nothing, and 
some serve food in exchange for their fresh meals.  And sometimes, the owners 
are surprised with checks worth $500—or one time, even $1,000.  People often 
drop home-grown produce, unsolicited, at the door. 
 The owners, a retired married couple, Lisa Thomas-McMillan and her 
husband, Freddie, have as their motto, “We Feed The Need.”  The restaurant is 
staffed with volunteers who come from Brewton, a city of about 3,500 north of the 
Florida Panhandle.  Drexell & Honeybees serves almost 100 people a day.  Most 
of the customers are elderly—people who can't afford to buy food and medicine.  
The McMillans say people mail in donations of $10 or $20 two or three times a 
day. 
 Alabama ranks second in the top ten states for food insecurity.  An 
estimated 12.8 percent of seniors there are considered food insecure by the non-
profit, feeding America.  An aspect of real joy for the McMillans are the notes that 
people leave in the donation box:  a message with a quarter taped to it; a note 
saying that the restaurant helped a family of four eat that day; a remembrance 
from a couple who spent their wedding anniversary there. 
 Drexell & Honeybees, a name that just popped into Lisa's head, is an 
outgrowth of a food bank located inside her church, The Zion Fountain African 
American Episcopal Church.  The McMillans still run the food bank.  Lisa says 
that the work of the food bank and restaurant feels like something “important” 
and joyful.”  She's written a book about it and says this:  “eating and 
fellowshipping with each other...it's the best feeling in the world.”  Hammond 
Streeters would have to say a hearty “Amen!” To that statement! 



 So people continue to come to Drexel and Honeybees for the chicken pot 
pie and the bread pudding.  Folks of all ages and races also come there because 
they feel like family, and because it gives them hope.  Folks don't feel ashamed 
to eat a free meal, because they were sometimes able to pay a little something 
the time before (Kellie B. Gormly, “Redefining Affordable 
 dining:  At Alabama restaurant, customers pay what they want,” Bangor Daily 
News, September 18, 2019).  
 In another community, the good folk from Brewton, Alabama, might feel 
like “The least, The lost and The last.”  Our gospel story from Luke focuses on a 
segment of the population who was regarded as untouchable in Jesus' day.  It's 
the lesson about the ten lepers.  When the lepers begged Jesus to heal them, he 
sent them on their way saying, "Go and show yourselves to the priests."  We 
read that they were cleansed as they went.  One of them, however, turned back, 
filled with emotion, "praising God with a loud voice."  What is more, the scripture 
says, "he fell on his face at Jesus' feet, giving him thanks."  The leper was 
overcome with joy--it could not be contained, it burst forth from him.  He was 
overwhelmed with the goodness of God and had to celebrate that. 
 Little wonder why it was the man healed of leprosy reacted that way.  We 
know that in the time of Jesus there was no disease more terrible than leprosy.  It 
was regarded as a living death.  While many other skin diseases were called 
leprosy, the treatment in the Palestine of Jesus was the same.  In the Jewish 
world, lepers were kept strictly segregated.  Whenever leprosy was diagnosed, 
upon examination by the priest, the leper was banished from human society. 

The book of Leviticus prescribed that all lepers had to go about with torn 
clothes, disheveled hair, with a covering upon the upper lip, crying as they went, 
"unclean, unclean."  A leper could not enter the temple, or go into Jerusalem, or 
any walled city; the penalty for doing so was forty stripes.  Lepers were not 
barred from a village synagogue, though they were the last to come and the first 
to go, and had to be confined to a little isolated chamber, ten feet high and six 
feet wide.  Lepers who so much as put their heads inside a house rendered 
everything in it unclean, even to the beams of the roof.  It was forbidden to greet 
a leper--even in an open space.  No one might stand nearer to a leper than six 
feet away; and if the wind was blowing behind the leper in the direction of 
another person, the leper must stand at least 150 feet away.  A certain Rabbi 
Meir would not even eat an egg bought in a street where a leper had passed by.  
It is easy to see, then, that in the Palestine of Jesus, nothing isolated an 
individual from other people as much as leprosy. 
 And so in the scripture passage from Luke the one leper who was healed 
cannot help expressing his thanks to Jesus.  It is as if he has felt himself dead 
and brought back to life.  But Jesus asks the man, the Samaritan who is healed, 
"were not ten made clean?  But the other nine, Where are they?"  And while 
Jesus did order the men to leave and show themselves to the priests, their 
behavior nevertheless underscores an attitude of ingratitude:  "Was none of them 
found to return and give praise to God except this foreigner?" 



 Years ago Audrey Naese preached on this passage in one of her 
seminary classes.  In her discussion of Luke 17, Audrey included a poem called 
"Nine Out of Ten": 
Nine out of ten hours, 
I am hard at work, 
Chained to my computer, 
Addicted to meetings 
Drowning in expectations - 
Then you show up, 
Interrupting my stress, 
Saying, 'they need us down 
At the soup kitchen--let's go!' 
Nine out of ten minutes 
I am thinking about worries, fears, burdens - 
Then you grab my hand, 
Pull me down to my knees 
Beside you, 
Saying, 'Let's pray for the lost, 
The last, the least, the little.' 
Nine out of ten times 
I am patting myself on the back 
For all I do for you, 
Racking up points 
On Salvation's score card - 
Then you hand me  
A bouquet of grace, 
Whispering, 'Have you stopped? 
And smelled these lately?' 
Pompous, 
Swollen-headed, 
Full of myself, 
I am like nine out of ten people - 
Let this be the one time 
And then the next time 
And the next… 
That I turn to you 
And say 
'Thank you!'  (Thom Shuman) 
 The leper who returned reminds me of what Lisa Thomas-McMillan said 
about her work.  What she experiences at Drexel & Honeybees is “Important” 
and “Joyful.”  So it was for the leper who came back, because he had 
experienced two miracles that day:  Spontaneous healing and permanent hope!  
Never again would the tenth leper forget what had been done for him and the 
power of that moment which would last a lifetime. 
 In his book, Living The Adventure, Keith Miller writes about a small group 
of adults who met together to learn how to pray and live as Christians.  They 



went around the room, as they were getting acquainted, by telling incidents from 
their childhood.  And then it was Alice's turn.  "She spoke to us hesitantly," he 
writes.  Alice said this: 
 “When I was a tiny little girl, I was put in an orphanage. I was not pretty at 
all, and no one wanted me.  But I can recall longing to be adopted and loved by a 
family as far back as I can remember. I thought about it day and night.  But 
everything I did seemed to go wrong.  I tried too hard to please everybody who 
came to look me over, and all I did was drive people away.  Then one day the 
head of the orphanage told me a family was going to take me home with them.  I 
was so excited, I jumped up and down and cried.  The matron reminded me that I 
was on trial and that it might not be a permanent arrangement.  But I just knew it 
would be.  So I went with this family and started to school in their town--a very 
happy little girl. And life began to open up for me, just a little. 
 “But one day, a few months later, I skipped home from school and ran in 
the front door of the big old house where we lived.  No one was at home, but 
there in the middle of the front hall was my battered old suitcase with my little 
coat thrown over it.  As I stood there and looked at that suitcase, it slowly 
dawned on me what it meant…they didn't want me.  And I hadn't even 
suspected.” 
 Alice stopped speaking for a moment, but the members of the group didn't 
notice.  They were standing in that front hall with the high ceiling looking at a 
battered suitcase. Then Alice cleared her throat and said almost matter-of-factly:  
"That happened to me seven times before I was thirteen years old." 
 Keith Miller remembers:  I looked at this tall, 40-year-old woman sitting 
across the room and wept.  I had just met Alice, but I found myself loving her and 
feeling great compassion for her.  She looked up, surprised and touched at what 
had happened to us as we responded to her story.  But she held up her hand and 
shook her head slightly, in a gesture to stop us from feeling sorry for her.  "'Don't,' 
she said, with a genuinely happy smile.  'I needed my past.  You see--it brought 
me to God." 
  That, my friends, is a life that is Anchored In Hope.  And because that is 
true, Keith Miller's new friend was able to reach out to others.  That same hopeful 
principle is what keeps our volunteers coming back to the food cupboard every 
Monday, Wednesday and Friday.  They are serving others, because someone 
first served them.  They have come back to say “Thank you” and help fill bags for 
hungry moms and dads and kids and grandparents and all God's children in 
between.  That is the message of Outreach to ministries in Bangor and beyond. 
 But it begins with hope, believing that tomorrow will be a brighter day, a 
better day. 
Feed The Need!   
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