
Today’s gospel is one of those stories that will sort of throw you for a loop because it’s one of those 
stories in which Jesus gets a little testy.  
And it’s not with the Pharisees, not with the rich or the powerful, but with his friends—the disciples. 
The story begins with the disciples approaching Jesus with a pretty reasonable request:  
“Lord, Increase our faith.”  
It’s an understandable request given the sort of things Jesus has been teaching: 
     Love your enemies.
     Bless those who curse you.
     Forgive even when it’s not deserved.
     Give without expecting anything in return.
     Be ready to take up your cross.
 
But Jesus responds to the disciple’s request with a touch of irritation and he tells them that if they had 
faith as small as a mustard seed, they could command a mulberry tree to be uprooted and be planted 
in the sea…and it would obey. 

He then proceeds to ask them whether a servant would be so arrogant as to demand a meal with his 
master, or seek special praise for doing his basic household duties.
 
Now, this may strike us as a little odd because we know Jesus wasn’t in the habit of speaking badly 
about slaves or people of low status. 
Just last week we heard the familiar story of the rich man and Lazarus.  
And we know also that Jesus often compared the kingdom to a banquet in which all are invited,
slave and free, rich and poor alike,
and he often talked about how the least among us would take the high place of honor at that table,, to 
eat with the master.

Jesus was in the business of turning order and power structures on their head, so why does he resort 
to established social standings to make this point to the disciples? 
We have to keep in mind that throughout the gospels Jesus, reserves his harshest criticism for people 
who needed to be brought down a peg. 
From the beginning, Jesus’ ministry was about lifting up the humble and humbling the proud, of 
challenging those in authority and giving voice to the poor, so it’s safe to assume that there must 
have been an element of pride or privilege at work in the disciple’s request to merit this sort of 
response. 
And I wonder if we don’t get a little clue as to what that was in Jesus’ strange—downright 
bizarre—image of a mulberry tree getting planted in the ocean.  
Imagine it: A mulberry tree suddenly uprooting itself, flying through the air, and then replanting itself in 
the sea.  
What an odd expression of faith. 

I wonder if Jesus was playfully poking fun at the disciples’ ongoing obsession with flashy signs and 
wonders as a measure of true faith. 



They’d been asking for an upgrade in supernatural powers, at one point suggesting it sure would be 
nice to be able to call down fire from heaven every time someone turned them away from their home. 
 
But the signs and wonders performed by Jesus and described in the gospels always had a point. 
They were always constructive. 
They… 
     Healed 
     Liberated
     Fed
     Blessed 
     Restored 
     Comforted
They pointed to the mission of Jesus. 

But in todays gospel story there’s nothing more useless than replanting a mulberry tree in the ocean. 
And I wonder if Jesus wasn’t reminding his disciples that faith isn’t revealed in flashy magic tricks, or 
pointless displays of power, or in uprooting, 
but in daily acts of faithfulness—those acts of obedience that grow the kingdom, one carefully tended 
little mustard seed at a time. 

It’s helpful here to compare this bizarre idea of uprooting a mulberry tree with the work of the faithful 
servant,, who faithfully tends sheep, works the land, plants seeds and makes dinner.
  
I wonder if Jesus isn’t telling the disciples that if they have enough faith to be faithful, then that’s 
enough.
 
Faith, after all, is a gift.  
And we don’t have any business telling God we don’t have enough, 
when God always gives enough. 
God always gives us what we need to do something useful and to make it work. 
Maybe the mistake the disciples made, isn’t so much asking for more faith, but in thinking God’s gift 
of faith to them,,, was lacking in some way. 

So if they felt this way about their faith, its no wonder we think we don’t have enough. 
These guys were in the very presence of Jesus and still they wanted more. 

So maybe we are not so different from the disciples?  
How often do we tell ourselves: “If I only had more faith I could do something important,
   I could do something impressive
   I’d never struggle with doubt. 
   I wouldn’t be so scared. 
   I’d be confident in sharing my faith. 
   It would finally all make sense.”
 
I think we all struggle with these thoughts. 



I know I spend way too much time thinking,, “if I only had more faith.” 

But what good is it?  
How useful can this way of thinking really be? 

Could my doubts about how much faith I think I need, keep me from working with the faith I have 
already?  
Have I convinced myself I need more faith,,,when what I really need is more obedience? 

Today (Yesterday) we celebrate (celebrated) the feast day of St. Therese whose famous “little way” 
has inspired generations of Christians to honor God by being faithful in the little things….by living and 
developing our faith one step at a time.  
Therese often talked about the smallness of her own faith. 
But she never questioned the goodness of God in giving her what she had. 
She never demanded more because she knew she had been given enough to be faithful.
 
She’d been given enough to obey.
 
 “God would never inspire me with desires which cannot be realized,” she said, “so in spite of my 
littleness, I can hope to be a saint.”

St. Therese, Peter and Paul, Mary Magdalene, St. Francis, you and I—we all share the same Master. 
 
And that master has given us all the faith we need to be faithful.  

So even if it’s just the size of a mustard seed, it is enough for us all, to make it work. 


