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“Sowing Seeds Of Faith”
In the name of our risen Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, grace to you and peace.

Let me tell you about Josephine. Josephine was only a little girl when her family moved to Ontario.
She was in the third grade and every day the bus would pick her up, like it did all the other kids, and
drop her off. In her case, when the bus came back from school in the afternoon, her brother was
waiting for her by the fence that surrounded the house. He was a year or so older than Josephine but
didn’t go to school.

Some of the other students on the bus used to look for him and when they saw him they would laugh.
They laughed at him because somehow they recognized that he was different. He looked and acted
differently from the other kids. They didn’t know why and the kids on the bus didn’t understand so they
laughed. They would wave to him and sometimes they would call out to him and he in turn would wave
back to them only to make them laugh more.

But when Josephine got off the bus her brother would jump up and run to meet her. And to the other
student’s surprise, Josephine didn’t seem at all embarrassed, though she knew behind her the kids
on the bus were having a great time. She would greet her brother and hug him, and often she would
just drop her books on the ground and throw both arms around her brother. And then, hand in hand,
the two of them would march into the house.

Josephine was only a little girl, of course, but she had learned a very human lesson of love. And it took
time – the rest of the school year, as a matter of fact – for the others to learn, but toward the end the
other students gradually seemed to understand a bit more and their mocking behaviour began to
subside. Obviously some of the students’ parents had heard about this and had spoken to their
children. And then some of the other more perceptive children felt that somehow it was not right to be
mocking this kid, and their example affected some of the others. Therefore, they, too, began to show
a little kindness and compassion.

When anyone would ask Josephine about her brother, Josephine would simply say that her brother
was mentally retarded, that was the term they used then, and would never be like the other kids, but
he was her brother and she loved him. Later on, even a couple of the girls would come over and play
at the house and they got to know Jimmy and would play with him as well. The children on the bus
would still wave at Jimmy but this time it wasn’t in mockery. It was with a little more gentle kindness
and he would wave back.

Josephine rode the bus for many years until finally her family moved away. But the image of those
daily visits of Josephine embracing her brother and the evolving reaction of the kids on the bus
remained in the memories of those students for a long time. The reason I know this is that you would
not have heard this story unless a woman, in our congregation, who is now in her 60's gave me
permission to tell it. She was one of those students on the bus.

So the question now is this. Do you suppose that the remembrance of little Josephine and her brother
Jimmy in any way influenced those school children, now long grown to adulthood, to make them a tad
more sensitive and compassionate? And what have they taught their children?

Let me tell you about Leon Goldberg. Leon was a young man, a lad really, growing up in Poland
during the Second World War. Leon and his family were Jews. One day Leon’s parents, his



grandparents, siblings and friends were killed or captured and hauled off to concentration camps by
the Nazi’s. Leon managed to flee to a nearby farm and hid there, for days. He knew he had to reveal
himself or he would die and so one day he introduced himself to the farmer. The farmer and his wife
were sensitive people, very good Catholics, and they took Leon in and hid him for the duration of the
war. They fed him and clothed him and took care of him even though, had they been caught doing so,
they would have been instantly executed.

After the war and when Leon turned into his 20's, he moved to the United States. He went to school,
was a brilliant student, and become a rabbi. To this day, Leon, now in his 80's, tells the story of his
childhood and the people who saved him and he shares with his Jewish friends his great appreciation
and empathy for all Christians because of those Catholics of long ago were so good and gracious to
him. What happened to him so long ago operated every day of his career as a rabbi in an ongoing
ecumenical merchant to people of different faiths.

Some of you will know of the L’Arche Community, founded by the Canadian Jean Vanier, son of one
of our former Governor-General, the first L’Arche home located just outside of Paris, France. The
L’Arche community is a community of intellectually challenged adults and the people who care for
them and live with them and worship with them. L’Arche has branches all over the world, including
foundations in this city of Stratford, with one of their homes located just down the streets on St. David
St. One of the significant things about L’Arche is how many young people, in the 20's and early 30's,
who could be cutting it big in the financial and corporate world, gave months and years of their lives
to live with these challenged adults to pray with them, live with them, and minister to them. And then
they return to their world with powerful memories.

Several miles away in France, and trust me, there is a reason why I’m sharing all these vignettes with
you today – is the ecumenical community of Taize, founded by a very charismatic man, Brother Roger.
The community is a combination of Catholics, and Protestant and Orthodox Christians, monks and
young lay people, who take the vows of poverty, chastity, and obedience. They open their community
to the world and share the worship and word of God with all who come. The sung prayer response,
we’ll use this morning. “O Lord, Hear My Prayer” comes from the Taize community.

What is amazing, even spectacular about Taize, as told to me by people who’ve been there, is the
tens of thousands of young people who every summer flock with their knapsacks and meagre
belongings to Taize to hear the word of God, find peace, worship, and be drawn to the holiness and
lifestyles of the monks. Young people from countries that hate each other find common ground
listening to the gospel of Jesus and seeing it lived. They are never the same after the visit.

Now dear friends in Christ, why do I mention all these things? I mention them because, as you listened
to the Word of God in the gospel today, you notice it is precisely about these things that Jesus speaks.
What did Jesus say? He said the reign of God, that is, the actions and presence of God, is what? It
is like a seed. You hardly know it’s there. It’s very tiny. It’s imperceptible. But it’s there and it grows
nevertheless.

More than a half a century ago, don’t you think the kids of Josephine’s bus received the tiniest of
seeds? So much so that you have a bus load of adults, now in their 60's, who are compassionate and
sensitive to those who are different. Don’t you think that a life time ago a seed was planted in a little
Jewish boy who became an ecumenically – minded rabbi who loved people of all religions in New
York! Don’t you think that the seeds planted at L’Arche or Taize will sprout into deeds that will make
a difference? That’s what life is about, what the reign of God is about. Friends, the reign of God is like
a seed. That seed is the kindness we do, the worship we share in, the conversation around the dinner
table, the soup to the sick neighbour, the decisions to put the family first. The seed is being sensitive



to people to believe, look, and act differently than you. The seed is stemming the flow of consumerism
to our children’s souls and our own souls. The seed is apologizing to your children when you need to,
having them catch you at prayer. The seed is your being here.

I like the seed symbol, mostly, I guess, because it fits me. I can handle a seed. We seldom have the
opportunity, or even the courage, to do the big things, the really big, heroic things. But every day we
all have the opportunity to do the small ones that display our values and the values of Jesus. Values,
perhaps, small as a seed, but seeds that will bear fruit thirty, forty, fifty years from now. Josephine,
Leon’s be-frienders, Jean Vanier, Brother Roger – all are spiritual Johnny Appleseeds.

This, my brothers and sisters, is what today’s gospel calls us to be. AMEN.


