
2nd Sunday of Ordinary Time, Cycle A 

Is 49:3, 5-6 Cor 1:1-3; Jn 1:29-34 

 I often like to use little stories to kick off a homily.  
Sometimes they can be a little corny, but I like them.  And I read 
this one recently that I want to share with you.  Because I think 
it relates to today’s Gospel, and also to the question of why there 
is sin in the world.  And then what does He do about it? 

 There once was a boy who spent many long hours building 
a model sailboat.  He spent so much time on it that it became his 
favorite toy.  And although he placed it in a prime position on 
his dresser and would let it float in the bath tub with him when 
he bathed.  But he knew that it would never really get to be a 
sailboat, unless it floated out on its own, with real wind, and 
currents.  So he took it one day out to a local river and put it in.  
The boat performed marvelously.  It didn’t sink, it withstood the 
waves, and the sails picked up the light winds giving it great 
speed.  However, it eventually sped up too much, and as much 
as the boy tried to chase it, the strong winds and currents carried 
the boat away.  And the boy became sad.  For this wasn’t just 
any other toy; he had created this boat, put his heart and soul 
into it, and now it was lost. 

 A little ways downriver the boat ran aground and a man 
found it.  He took it, dried it off, and sold it to a local toy store in 
town.  One day, as the boy was walking through the town, he 
saw his boat in the toy store window.  He tried to explain the 
situation to the shopkeeper, but he didn’t believe him and said 
that the only way to get the boat back was to buy it.  So the boy 



got a paper route.  He saved up his money and when the time 
was right, when he had gotten enough, he bought back his own 
boat.  And as he placed it back on that spot of honor on his 
dresser he said: “Ah my precious boat, now you’re twice mine.  
I made you and I bought you.” 

 I think that story is a analogy for salvation history and what 
God has done.  In creating us, He knew that we could only 
flourish in the open river.  He knew that unless we were given 
the freedom to run on our own, unless we were allowed to let the 
wind fill our sails, we could never truly be human, never truly be 
able to love.  But with all good things, we can get taken away, 
and that was what happened.  We took our freedom and tried to 
run away with it, ending up in the grasp of a stranger.  But God 
did not abandon us, like the boy, He has claimed us twice.  First 
when he created us, and then He bought us back when we were 
lost.  And He bought us back not with money earned on a paper 
route, but with blood, sacred blood, spilled on Calvary.   

In the Old Testament, it was the blood of the lamb that was 
offered up in payment for the sins of the Israelites, the Hebrews 
of old.  But it wasn’t unique to them, as other ancient pagan 
religions had a similar idea.  They knew that there was 
something special about blood, that blood offerings were 
valuable.  Blood is considered the life-force of living things.  
You cannot live without blood pumping through your veins.  
There is much value there.  Thus when Jesus offers His blood, 
the blood of the Son of God, it is more precious that all the gold 



in Fort Knox (as they say)!  There is nothing greater, no higher 
price that can be paid for our salvation, our true freedom.   

And in the Hebrew tradition, the lamb of sacrifice had to be 
spotless, or without blemish.  We just finished celebrating the 
Christmas season where we rejoice that God was born into the 
world as a small, innocent, helpless little baby.  We honor Mary 
and Joseph for protecting Him, fleeing with Him to safety and 
providing Him with the needs of His human nature, like 
nourishment and education.  But unlike Him who remained 
sinless throughout His life, as we grow up, we lose our 
innocence.  We discover personal sin.  One of my seminary 
professors, when we were talking about when is a child ready 
for first penance, said we need to think about when they have 
started to sin.  Typically the first sin is a lie, he said.  When a 
child realizes that he can lie to his mom or dad and possibly get 
away with it.  He can take an extra cookie, and when Mom asks 
him “Son, did you take an extra cookie?”  He can lie and say 
“no”.  It is from that point forward, once we begin to sin, that we 
are no longer sweet, innocent babes.   

A certain ugliness becomes part of us when sin creeps in.  
Not necessarily a physical ugliness…although my sins of 
gluttony had made me a bit fat over the years!...rather a spiritual 
ugliness.  You can meet the most gorgeous girl or the most 
handsome guy, but then discover that spiritually, they’re quite 
ugly.     

But Jesus never had that.  Jesus never sinned.  He remained 
that innocent babe, even as His physical body grew.  That same 



innocence was even there in that ugly, beaten and battered body 
found on the Cross.  Which is why His sacrifice was so valuable.  
In fact it was the most valuable possible sacrifice that could be 
made on our behalf.  Nothing greater could be offered up.  And 
thus John the Baptist prophesizes that sacrifice when he points 
to Jesus in today’s Gospel and says “Behold the Lamb of God!”  
It is always for me as a priest, one of the most moving parts of 
the Mass, when I elevate the chalice and the host and proclaim 
those same words: “Behold the Lamb of God, behold Him who 
takes away the sins of the world…”  That is not just the priest 
affirming the reality that bread and wine have become body and 
blood.  No.  It is also the priest reminding us all how much God 
loves us.  How much God was willing to pay to win us back.   

As that famous anonymous quote goes: “He came to pay a 
debt He didn’t owe because we owed a debt we couldn’t pay.”  
Let us remember that truth about why Christ entered the world.  
Let us keep that on our hearts not just here at Mass, but as we go 
out about the rest of this long weekend and into next week.  Let 
us have joy in our hearts for knowing that God loves us so much 
that He entered our world, and bled for us.  He offered up not 
just His blood, but His whole life, the most valuable thing He 
could, so that He could buy us back.  So that He could bring us 
back home with Him to the paradise that He created for us.  Let 
us live in that love, and then go out and share it with our 
brothers and sisters who have yet to know it. 


