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Exodus 12:1-14 

Psalm 149 

Romans 13:8-14 

Matthew 18:15-20 

 

A few days ago 

Just as I was opening the parish house gate 

A woman walking past 

Stopped and turned towards me, 

Looking eager. 

 

Can you tell me anything about this tree? 

She asked, 

Pointing back at our yarn bombed tree of life.  

 

Yes, I said, 

As a matter of fact I can. 

(Don’t you love it when you can say that?) 

 

That’s our yarn bombed tree of life, I said. 

She looked at me 

As if I were speaking another language. 

And, in fact,  

I guess I was.  

 

So I said,  

Yarn bombing is a movement  

That brings fun and life to all kinds of spaces. 

 

Sometimes it’s a way  

Of bringing life to something sterile, 

Sometimes it’s a way of enhancing something already lovely.  

Sometimes it has a deep message – 

Like when the pink ladies of Wool against Weapons 

Yarn bombed a seven mile fence at a missile base last month – 

Sometimes it’s silly on purpose, 

Like yarn bombing a bicycle to a tree 

Or putting leg warmers on a statue. 

 

Sometimes it happens to you,  

And sometimes you do it for yourself. 

This is our yarn bombed tree, 

And it tells our story.  

We didn’t know that when we did it – 
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But since then we’ve learned from our actions.  

 

Then I continued, 

The vision of this church is 

The tree of life is growing here, 

And the yarn bombing reminds us 

That the vision is real.  

 

What’s the tree of life? 

 

So I took a deep breath and went on, 

The tree of life 

Is an image of the goodness and abundance of God, 

Both now, all around us, 

And in the future, 

When God’s will for healing and wholeness is accomplished, 

When the kingdom comes. 

 

At the end of the Bible, 

The tree of life grows in the center 

Of the city of God, 

Offering shelter and healing and renewal. 

 

Oh, like in Revelation? 

She said. 

 

Yes, but the good part, 

Not the gory parts. 

 

Oh, well, 

She said, 

I’m so glad to know all this. 

I’m a teacher at the new school down the street 

And a lot of us are walking past this tree every day, 

And we’ve wondered what it was all about. 

Now I can tell everyone.  

 

If I were making this story up – 

And you know all my stories are true – 

If I were making this up,  

I wouldn’t change a thing.  

 

Every day, 

Many times a day, 

People stop and gaze at our tree. 

They take their pictures with our tree.  
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It’s become a place of wonder, and delight. 

The tree of life is growing here.  

God’s vision for us is thriving, 

In a simple and lovely lively way. 

 

That vision becomes real in other ways too. 

In our mission – 

Offering sanctuary in the city, 

Growing in God’s love, 

Seeking the renewal of the world.   

 

We are here to live and share 

The good news – 

To be a community of memory and hope. 

 

We are here to offer a place of safety, 

A place of welcome and acceptance. 

 

Think about the first time you walked into this church. 

What did you feel? 

Did it seem like a place of refuge 

Where the rush and worry of the world 

Might pause, 

And a glimpse of something more might peek out? 

A place of warmth and openness, 

Where you could be the self you were born to be? 

A place where every person matters? 

 

If so,  

Then we are living our mission. 

 

We are here to grow and change, 

To reach for the beyond, 

The source of love and goodness 

That we call God. 

 

Think about what has changed for you, 

Since you first came here. 

Has this been a place 

Where you could face the deep questions, 

Think about what really matters, 

Open up to new possibilities? 

  

If so, 

Then we are living our mission.  
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And there is more. 

Think about who we could become. 

 

We are here to hold the vision 

Of a world made new and whole, 

And to dare to work towards that vision, 

Confronting brokenness wherever we find it.  

 

Could we become ever more courageous 

In seeking a world  

Where God’s will for justice is made real? 

 

Then we will be living our mission. 

 

And what else are we here for, 

If not to claim the kingdom of God 

For ourselves and for the world? 

 

What else are we here for, 

If not to claim the presence of Jesus  

Here among us, 

The reconciling, healing, 

Compassionate presence of the holy in our midst? 

 

That reconciling, healing, 

Compassionate presence  

Is with us always – 

even in the words of this morning’s gospel, 

Even though this gospel passage is surely not the authentic voice 

Of the holy one in whose name we gather, 

By whose name we are bound together. 

 

For many of us, 

About this time in the church year, 

This Year A when we read from Matthew’s gospel 

Begins to seem like heavy going.  

 

I know there are some people – 

Including some people here today – 

For whom this is the favorite gospel. 

More than the immediacy of Mark, 

The storytelling of Luke, 

Or the mystical poetry of John, 

Matthew’s gospel, 
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With its teachings, 

Its maxims, 

Its presentation of an orderly church 

That never existed in the time of Jesus – 

If it ever did after – 

This gospel offers meaning and security.  

 

And this year I find it offers me something, 

And perhaps you as well. 

This time around, 

Though I still see the voice of the community 

Overtaking the voice of Jesus, 

This gospel, this year, 

Has helped me wrestle with the question, 

What is the church good for?  

 

What is the church good for? 

Why do we give our hearts to it? 

Why do we offer its gifts 

To a lonely, needy, anxious and angry world? 

 

Why do we yarn bomb the tree of life, 

Stopping people in their tracks 

And changing their days? 

 

We are here to spread the message 

That God can be found and known in the world. 

 

We are here to witness 

That reconciliation is possible 

Between individuals 

Within communities 

And among nations. 

 

We are here to show 

That there is an abundance of good – 

Enough for everyone, no matter what. 

 

We are here to keep hope alive, 

To share the stories of God at work in the world, 

And to hold the promises  

And give our hearts to them 

Until we see them in the world. 

 

We are here to do these things 

Even when we fall short, 



 6 

Mess up, 

And get tired. 

 

We can do this, 

Because God is doing the work through us 

And with us 

And for us. 

 

Our tree of life, 

You may have noticed, 

Is a little frayed. 

And still, 

It stops people in their tracks every day. 

 

The tree of life may need a little mending, 

But God is the mender, 

As well as the maker, 

Of all things.  

 

What are we here for? 

Only this – 

Whenever two or three, 

Or twenty three, 

Or two hundred and three of us gather, 

Then God is here.  

 

And where God is, 

The tree of life is growing.  

 

 
 


