A Gentleman for Lunch
He caught her eye.  In the mid-morning light his appearance stood out in the tranquil shopping center.  He was a tall older man with unkempt hair and a prominent graying scruffy beard.   His well-worn cargo pants and all-weather jacket looked like the uniform of the homeless.  What made him unusual was the ukulele under his arm and the wisdom in his large bright eyes.
She had time to herself while her elderly mother was at her hair salon appointment.  The sight of the man reminded her of the bag lunch she stored in her backseat.  It was there for just such opportunities.  As she approached him with the brown paper bag she wondered what she should say.  Luckily, he made it easy.  His look was friendly and his eyes were warm.
She found herself explaining that the youth group at her church produces lunches to distribute to the homeless.  He accepted it gratefully and marveled at the artwork on the plain brown paper.  He smiled a warm smile and remarked at the bright colors as his dirty fingernail traced the peace sign and the heart.  He observed with special meaning, “It is an open heart,” and offered that is was unusual to see such imagination and creativity from young teens.  “Most children lose it very early.”  He was impressed that the youngsters cared enough to take the time to decorate the bags.
The clarity of his voice drew her in.  Maybe it was less his clear diction than it was his eloquence, passion and intelligence.  Together they explored the contents of the bag.  The first thing he removed was a short sheet with a list of resources for the homeless.  He asked what church she attended that the youth would support the homeless.  He then explained that had it been a Jewish temple, each bag would have contained a written blessing to the One God.  “Blessings are always nice.”
He expounded on his on-going study of the Old Testament scriptures. He drew corollaries between Holy Scripture and blessings and artwork and charity.  She found his voice captivating and his stories riveting.  Without any reflection she found herself remarking, “You should be a rabbi.”  His sparkling eyes smiled and spoke as fluently as his words.
After time, she had to leave to retrieve her mother.  In a few minutes she returned to his location with a cup of coffee she bought for him.  Surely he would appreciate a cup of coffee she thought.  But during the brief interlude he had vanished.  Looking from one end of the plaza to the other, he was not to be found.

She wondered if he had been real.  Perhaps he had only been a spirit capable of disappearing completely. However, the encounter felt very real.
In fact, he was a spirit.  As the weeks passed she vividly recalled the kind and wise appearance of his bright eyes, remembered the soothing and knowledgeable tenor of his voice, and felt the warm engaging presence of his being.  She was aware of his spirit.  It was the spirit of a tender soul – a truly gentle man with whom she shared a meal - if only one in a paper bag.
It was a simple brown bag of a prepackaged lunch, but it was received as a true grace from open hearts.  Who was he and where did he go?  Perhaps the bigger question is – who received the greater gift?
Proverbs 18:16 “A gift opens doors; it gives access to the great.”
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