Sermon for Pentecost 4, July 10, 2011

Matthew 13:1-9, 18-23

Good Morning!

Today we have the privilege of welcoming into the Body of Christ, Keirah Turner, and Nate Morehead through the sacrament of Baptism.  This is a joyous time not only for their families, but for our church family, the community of Christ Church.  
I suspect that many of us do not remember our own baptisms.  We were, in most cases, infants or very young children, when our families took that important step of presenting us for baptism.  Some years back, a priest colleague of mine and I were having a conversation, and she mentioned that she had made the decision to remove her ordination certificates from the wall of her office at church, and in their place had posted a framed copy of her baptismal certificate.  She was, in no way, denigrating her diaconal or priestly ordinations.  Rather, she was sending a message to her congregation that she shared with them a general ordination that the Church confers on all her people – the sacrament of baptism.  Ultimately it is baptism that makes us members of the Church, formally ushers us into the Christian life, and makes us ministers of Jesus Christ.

I was deeply moved by colleague’s actions, and I located my baptismal certificate which I framed.  It is a simple piece of paper that tells in the barest of terms that I was baptized at Emmanuel Methodist Church in Louisville, Kentucky on December 9, 1951, by the Rev. John L. Coomer.  I have it here and I have posted it in my office.
But that act of baptism planted seeds of faith within me, and put it into motion a Divine Reality that has shaped and formed me ever since.

And that is what we will be doing shortly with these two very young children.  We will be offering them to God and pledging our support as parents, sponsors, family and friends, and this parish community to do all in our power to support Keirah and Nate in their journey with Christ.  All of us here are making a significant promise to these two young children that we will love and support them that they might grow into the full stature of Christ.  

We are, in effect, planting seeds, or perhaps more accurately, bearing witness that seeds of faith are being planted within the hearts and souls of these two children – and we will do what we can to cultivate and nurture their lives in Christ?
Some years back, I came across a poem written by Penelope Duckworth, a priest of our Church, and at that time, the Episcopal Chaplain at Stanford University.  The poem is printed as the meditation for today and is found in the inside front page of your Sunday bulletin.  You can follow along as I read it.  

“If I could tell you what this meant, this threefold phrase, this fluid touch, this moment sanctified by promise, you in your infant distraction would certainly dismiss it, and I, the priest who dried your head, then lit a candle for remembrance, might realize again some things are taught but others are best lived and learned, as is most discernment.

Still something happened on this day of such simplicity, it might pass by unrecognized.  Clearly there was not birth and death with human severance and pain.  But portals opened that are unseen and forces moved to befriend your soul.  You were enrolled by God.  This may seem a small thing in the surety of youth but trust as those who brought you here:  There is nothing more.”

Penelope Duckworth speaks of unseen portals opening and forces moving to befriend the soul in the simple act of water and the threefold phrase – the Name of the Holy and Undivided Trinity.  One’s enrollment by God and in God comes through this baptismal act.  Seeds of faith are planted and promises are made to nurture and love.  

Our gospel lesson from Matthew – the parable of the Sower of the Seed – can be understood as a meditation on souls that receive the seed of faith.  According to Jesus, some souls receive the divine seed but do not understand it.  Other lives receive the seed of faith but when difficulties arise, turn their backs on this divine overture and drift away.  Still other souls get distracted by the worries and cares, and the materialism of this world and either forgetting about the grace at work in their lives, or dismissing it as something that is impractical to the realities of life, or perhaps see it as absurd, turn their backs upon the seeds of faith planted in their lives.  In each of these cases, the Sower who is God, plants the seed of faith, but the seed bears no fruit or growth.  But, we are told, there is the life that is receptive, nurtured in love and faith, embraces the seed of faith, and consequently produces an abundance of fruit.  

The baptismal life can be easily compared to the soil illustrated in this parable.  Our responsibility is to cultivate the baptismal life in Keirah and Nate, and to nurture our own faith lives as a witness to them of what Christ-shaped lives can be.  It is not magic.  We can’t give to them what we don’t have in ourselves.  Seeds of faith need to be cultivated and nurtured in them and us.  

Seeds of faith are being planted this day.  What fruit will they produce in Nate and Keirah’s lives?  And are we ready to help till the soil, and water the seeds with our prayers and our love?         
