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When Ginny first asked me if I might say a few words after the readings, I thought this could either be an opportunity to help out; OR it could be an opportunity to get myself into some real trouble depending on how I do.  So I hope it is more like the first option than the second one.  I promised I would think about it and later agreed thinking how ironic it was to be a protestant in a situation like this.  I am humbled and honored to be asked to do this.  
Irony like this seems to be everywhere for me these days.  Last night I got home from Indianapolis where I attended the Voice of the Faithful convocation.  I went there with a great deal of anticipation to meet Sharon Harrington from the church we have become so familiar with called St. Albert the Great in Weymouth, Massachusetts; a parish that just resumed their Mass schedule last weekend after 10 months in vigil.  And when we did meet, one of the first things that she said to me was “Wow!  You all at St. James have been such an inspiration to us at St. Albert!”  Now that was irony if I’ve ever heard it.  I was looking forward to telling her what an inspiration their story has been to us.  I told her about how our vigil was still going, even with some decrease in participation.  And she told me how wonderful that was because that meant that we would probably be able to save our church now, since we could persevere through all that we had been through lately.

As this story and others like it demonstrate, God can give us hope when we least expect it.  And God certainly did that for me this weekend.  And when I hear the Gospel lesson which tells us about the seeds of faith, salvation, and Christ’s saving mystery, I think of this community here today, determined to remain together in order to share in our burden of healing and standing up for what matters most to us.  When the seeds of mission scattered in 1889, they landed on fertile soil here in Kansas.  When the seeds of community were scattered, they once again found fertile soil here at St. James.  And when the seeds of stewardship in caring for our own sick and disabled were sent out, they most certainly found fertile soil right here.  And when the seeds of ecumenical outreach were scattered, again they took deep root here when the St. James Choral Group was born.  God is still helping us plant seeds here in Kansas, and although we have yet to see them bear fruit, we can be assured that they are on good soil here.  God certainly did not allow St. James to thrive as a community, or allow us the success that we have had in organizing our effort to save our faith communities only to tell us that our work is now finished.  If we can continue to nurture and care for those seeds that are still being planted here, I think we will be amazed at what we can accomplish.  By allowing God to work through us, we can share in the awesome experience of turning the impossible into our reality.  And wouldn’t that be a fun story to share?!
