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Twigs and Seeds 
Ezekiel 17: 22 – 24; Mark 4: 26 – 34 

 
So after all these years of being a priest, I finally get it.  The way to fill a church on 
Sunday morning is to announce that you’re leaving! 
 
Well, it’s been one heck of a two years, hasn’t it?  As I prepare to leave this beloved 
community, I’ve been thinking about the beginnings of our time together.  I remember 
interviewing first with Simon, and when I got home, I told Cherise, “This parish seems 
really wild.  At first glance, the senior warden looks like many others – bald – but guess 
what?  He has a pony tail!”  The next step in the interview process was a dinner with a 
cross section of parishioners at Simon’s house, and I had the amazing experience of 
being so unconditionally welcomed that I felt completely at home.   
 
I remember asking around the table what you were looking for, and the immediate 
response was, “A priest.”  Not a CEO, not a financial wizard, not a church growth 
expert, not another Messiah, but simply a priest – someone to care for you, to focus on 
nourishing your spirits, to sit with you during the tough times, and laugh with you during 
the joyous ones, someone to nudge you into becoming the person God keeps hoping 
you’ll be.  I can’t tell you how rare that is.  Of course, some of you probably were hoping 
for another Savior, but at least you had the grace to not embarrass yourself by saying 
so.   
 
You may remember the famous scene between Billy Crystal and Meg Ryan in the movie 
When Harry met Sally, when Sally is simulating – well, something we just don’t talk 
about in church – and a diner at another table blurts out, “I want whatever she’s having.”  
Well that’s how I felt at the end of that dinner.  As I left, I remember thinking, “There’s a 
very deep and a very rare wisdom in this ragtag group called Trinity.”  
  
As you know, Trinity serves multiple communities – Trumbull and Stratford and 
Bridgeport and Beacon Falls and Milford, among others – and as far as the residents of 
those communities were concerned, my arrival here wasn’t even a blip on their radar.  If 
you were a newspaper reporter, you’d say it was a pretty inauspicious start.  On the 
surface, a pretty ordinary parish called a pretty ordinary, and very temporary priest to 
help them navigate the time when they were busy figuring out the important stuff – like 
how they’d call their real priest.  If you were lucky and it was a slow news day, it might 
have merited a brief paragraph buried at the bottom of page 16, that is, if the 
Connecticut Post even had 16 pages.  You might even compare such a non – event to 
an obscure cedar twig or a grain of mustard seed.  But if you did, of course you’d be 
talking about the day to day human world, and not God’s world. 
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Who knew what would happen here when God, acting through you, “broke off a tender 
sprig from a cedar tree, and planted it…?”  Who knew what would happen when God, 
acting through you, took a handful of the smallest seeds, and scattered them in each of 
our hearts, and said, “Grow?” 
 
The next thing we knew, people from Trumbull and Stratford and Bridgeport and 
Beacon Falls and Milford and beyond were pushing their way into the church to 
participate in our Beatles concerts to fight hunger.  And that made the local papers.    
 
We certainly have grown, and in so many ways, haven’t we?  Because we’ve been 
willing to cast away whatever fears we had at the beginning, and to open our hearts, 
we’ve come to love each other. And it’s that love that’s made it possible to take the risks 
we’ve taken.  You’ve dared to upend decades of tradition and form one unified 
community out of a congregation with two distinct services and identities.  You’ve dared 
to embrace the notion that the good of the community, in the end, was far more 
important than any of our individual preferences.   
 
You’ve challenged the idea that we were just too small to try new things, and instead 
you’ve experimented in so many ways – from Mass on the Grass, to a new acolyte 
program, from young people preaching, to inviting seminarians to join us, from a 
ministry to fight hunger, to building a whole new set of community partnerships, from 
refocusing your world view from inside these familiar walls to God’s actions and desires 
in the broader communities we serve, from changes in worship, to a wonderful new 
music program, and so much more.  
 
You’ve been willing to stretch beyond your comfort zones and deepen your relationships 
with each other, like in the Bible Study group or in the various Book Clubs and parish 
forums, where you’ve shared your lives – your struggles and your joys – with each 
other.   
 
And all of this has served as a kind of boot camp for then going out into the community 
as the Jesus movement, spreading the gospel in new and exciting ways, asking each 
member of the parish to commit to offering their individual gifts to those in need beyond 
our doors – to children and elders and the hungry. 
 
By flexing your spiritual muscles in so many new ways, you’ve moved through this 
transition with such grace, with such a sense of shared purpose, that you’ve now been 
able to call a wonderful new rector.  I know Rev. Alan well, and I assure you, you’re in 
very good hands.  And it’s so exciting to see that you’re coming to love Rev. Alan before 
he’s even arrived.  That’s how it works when you let the Holy Spirit have her way with 
you.   
 
And personally, I have to say thank you, because there is absolutely nothing more 
rewarding for an Interim Rector than seeing their congregation select a permanent 
Rector who will seamlessly build on the changes you have dared to try on during this 
transition. 
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In the end, none of this is at all surprising.  Because, to put it plainly, this is exactly how 
God works, when the rest of us can have the good sense to just get out of the way.   
 
The truth is that, when we consent to God’s presence and action in our lives, we are all 
tender sprigs, young twigs, tiny mustard seeds, just waiting to be planted. So that, 
through God’s grace, we can produce boughs, and bear fruit, and grow into noble 
cedars, and huge shrubs that provide shelter, not just for ourselves, but for all the 
wonderful diversity of God’s creatures, near and far. 
 
There’s so much I could thank you for.  Like the endless parade of great food we serve 
here at Trinity that, after two years, makes me feel just like a huge bough.  Thank you 
for being such an extraordinary source of growth and inspiration to me and to each 
other in these last two years.  Thank you for your trust, your love, your laughter, your 
courage, and your faith.  These are the foundations that God has helped you rebuild, so 
that as you begin the next chapter of your journey together, you have let God make of 
you an entirely new creation.  My beloved friends, with such a foundation, there is 
simply nothing you cannot accomplish together. 

And so I pray, “May God continue to bless you and keep you, may God’s face shine 
upon you and be gracious to you.  May God’s countenance lift you up, and give you 
peace.  Amen.”  

 

 


