
Page 1 of 4 
 

4.1  Creation and Eggplant Parmesan: A Sermon 

 

Introduction 

Behold the humble eggplant! (holding the Eggplant aloft)  What do you see?  A 

pedestrian hunk of vegetable matter?  It certainly is that on one level.   

But with a little more imagination, with the artist’s eye, you can see it as a thing of 

beauty.  Note the deep purple color, almost mahogany in the right light. the smooth waxy skin 

the beautiful contrasting green calyx or sepal.   

Feel the mass the heft of it, sense the very reality of that specific eggplant! 

Now go even deeper in your imagination.  The eggplant is made up of living cells each an 

amazing factory pulsing with life, using the energy of sunlight and chemical reactions to build 

itself and billions of its kind up mostly from carbon dioxide in the air, the water, from the earth 

and a few trace chemicals. 

 

Creation and Eggplant Parmesan: A Sermon 

“I woke up Friday morning dreaming about cooking Eggplant Parmesan.”  

That I would dream about cooking Eggplant Parmesan is remarkable for I had seen 

eggplant in the store, I had eaten Eggplant Parmesan, but I had absolutely no idea how to cook an 

eggplant.  The idea had come from somewhere mysterious and as a result, eggplant parmesan 

was going to dominate the day ahead. 

As I try to do every morning, I began this particular Friday day with prayer.  Lately my 

prayers have focused on the amazing gift of consciousness in a material world. Somehow my 

consciousness is imbedded in an incredible created world.   

I use my morning prayer to try to jolt myself out of complacency.  I don’t want to take 

the gift of this day for granted.  I do want to celebrate just how incredible this world is. 

Somehow, my creator brought the entire universe into being in the event we call  the Big 

Bang… a giant theme park of limitless possibility.  I rejoice every morning that I get to play for 

another day in this amazing theme park. 

After prayer I headed into the kitchen.  Friday is my day off but Janet, my wife, was 

preparing for her day at the office.  I was excited to tell her about my dreams of eggplant 

parmesan.  I had determined that I would use part of this day to cook this delicacy.   

Janet made a passing remark that I could buy a frozen Eggplant parmesan casserole for 

about $6.00 and then use the remaining time to cut the grass and vacuum the carpets … if I 

wanted a second opinion. 

After Janet was off to work, I Googled eggplant parmesan and downloaded a fine recipe.  

The grass and the vacuum cleaner were also a part of God’s theme park, but this day I was 

determined  to play with the fixins of eggplant parmesan… eggplant and mozzarella cheese, 

roasted tomatoes, garlic, fresh thyme and basil.  This was going to be a glorious day in the theme 

park.   



Page 2 of 4 
 

About 2 pm I was in the supermarket picking out the finest of ingredients.  It never 

crossed my mind that I might save a few pennies by shopping for low cost ingredients.  I spent 

four dollars for fresh thyme and basil although the recipe called for a sprig of each.  They won’t 

sell you one sprig of thyme or one sprig of basil.  

I lovingly selected two egg plants, although I had no idea what a good egg plant should 

look like.  They were just beautiful to behold with their dark waxy deep purple skins and bright 

green tops.  I could have bought the jar of grated parmesan cheese but the solid blocks of 

imported smoky white parmesan were speaking to me in a seductive  Italian  accent.    

The grocery order was completed with some frozen sorbet and a nine dollar bottle of 

Chianti wine.  I have the receipt…  Which I would hide from Janet for as long as possible…   

Sixty Three Dollars and Sixty Seven Cents! 

When I got home I pulled out the printed recipe and began the preparation.  My cooking 

would be an act of celebration and an act of faith.  I was already celebrating the amazingly 

beautiful ingredients that God had provided in the theme park.  And now I would demonstrate 

my faith in the laws of nature.  I was certain that if I faithfully followed the instructions in my 

Google recipe my success was guaranteed.  For I trust in the constancy of God’s Laws. 

   I took a few minutes to behold the centerpiece of my project.  Two deep purple waxy 

eggplants, surely among the most beautiful of fruits.  I noticed that the eggplants had two stickers 

on each of them and the stickers were very hard to remove.  They left the messy adhesive on that 

beautiful purple skin.  Surely someone had made a horrible mistake, selecting a sticker that could 

not be easily removed.  Who would want to put a blemish on such a perfect fruit by scraping off 

a sticker?   

Something didn’t seem right, so I went back to Google eggplant and learned to my horror 

that you are supposed to peel, to strip off - that beautiful deep purple skin.  I also learned that you 

are supposed to slice and layer the slices in salt and leave them for an hour to draw out the bitter 

juices.   

I hadn’t planned on this delay and now there was no way that I was going to be able to 

surprise Janet with a completed casserole by the time she arrived.  The laws of nature dictated 

the time required for a good eggplant parmesan and I was bound by those laws. 

I reluctantly peeled then sliced my beautiful eggplants and let the slices sit for the 

required time in salt.  When the hour had passed, I lovingly, dredged them in flour, egg, and the 

best Italian bread crumbs that money can buy.  I placed the breaded slices into virgin olive oil at 

400 degrees Fahrenheit and I was thrilled to see the golden brown color when I turned them over.  

I could hardly wait for them to cool enough to sample, and they did not disappoint… absolutely 

incredibly delicious. 

Time does not permit me to share the joy of preparing the Marinara sauce with garlic, 

onion and roasted tomatoes.  But just as I was finishing the sauce, Janet arrived from work.  I had 

to report that dinner would be late, but I was prepared to mollify her with a fine glass of Chianti.   

I returned to my creation and layered the sauce the eggplant and the cheese into the 

casserole dish and placed it into the oven. 
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While focused on the eggplant project, I had managed to ignore any other commitments 

until now.  Suddenly, I realized that I had forgotten about a meeting that I was required to attend 

at seven PM.  Now, I had to explain to Janet that not only would dinner be late, but that I had 

forgotten my meeting and would have to rush off before the casserole was even cooked.  Janet 

would have to take the casserole out of the oven in 30 minutes and enjoy it without me.  I would 

eat when I got home. 

Despite this disappointment, I drove to my meeting with happy memories of the creation 

of a magnificent casserole.  As I drove along it occurred to me that what had been important to 

me about this day was the act of creation.  When we think of satisfying our needs, we often, too 

often, think of consuming rather than creating.  But the creating always precedes the consuming.   

The creating may be done in a factory totally removed from our perception, as with the 

$6.00 frozen eggplant parmesan.  Or creation can be something we do lovingly with our own 

hands, savoring each step of the process each beautiful and mysterious ingredient.  We are given 

admission to  God’s theme park and we can choose to play with what we find there, or just 

blindly consume what others provide to us. 

  After my meeting I drove home through the darkness.  It was 10:30 PM when I pulled 

into the driveway and entered the quiet house.  Janet had already retired for the night.  I poured 

myself a glass of Chianti and sat down to eat my delicious  eggplant parmesan… alone.  The 

entire project did not come out exactly as intended.  But I had spent the day playing in the theme 

park…  creating a culinary masterpiece,  if I do say so myself.  But, the quiet dinner with my 

wife, with wine and good conversation at the end of the day, was just not to be. 

As I ate eggplant parmesan and sipped Chianti wine I thought about how my day had 

been dominated by an act of creation.  But how, in general our society is dominated by a drive to 

consume.  In our popular culture it no longer matters what you produce, it matters only what you 

consume.  And further, what gives you joy in consumption is not consuming the bounty of our 

created world. We are not taught to enjoy God’s gift of a freshly picked eggplant or a tomato.  

Instead, we are encouraged to consume the products of human factories. 

Our industrial economy demands, and its business leaders are rewarded for, our 

consumption of their products.  There is not much profit in the beautiful eggplant. 

I try to end each day he way I begin it, in prayer, remembering thankfully the joy of being 

alive and conscious in God’s created theme park.  And I rejoice in the wonder of it all.  In God’s 

theme park my options are not limited by the number of rides in the theme park.   

In God’s theme park there are an infinite number of ways to celebrate and demonstrate 

our faith.  The components that we choose to build our day around are so much more 

magnificent than plaster rocks, plastic animals and the simulated experience produced by human 

factories and used in human theme parks. 

Before I went to bed, full of eggplant parmesan and Chianti wine, I said the following 

prayer… 
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  May I rise from sleep tomorrow morning and live the day with the excitement of a child 

in the greatest of all theme parks. May I celebrate my joy in God’s creation taking nothing for 

granted and finding delight in the simplest of pleasures! 

And at the end of that day, may I rest secure in my faith, faith in the beauty that underlies 

all of creation the beauty that is in God’s plan. 

 

May it be so…   Amen 

 

 


