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One of the things we often ask young children is, “What do you want to be when you grow up?” 
And their responses are so often shared with great confidence and conviction. Firefighter! 
Astronaut! President! The answers are full of hope and pregnant with possibility. And why not? 
At this stage of life, the potential is limitless. Life and limitations haven’t gotten in the way, and 
who knows? Your six-year-old niece may just become a Jedi Master. 
 
This sense of childlike enthusiasm for the future is usually encouraged and embraced by adults. 
Partly because we want to empower our children and instill in them the idea that they can do 
anything or be anything they want to be. And partly because we don’t want to rain on their 
optimism. Reality will eventually set in, but in the meantime we can wink at their delightful 
naïvety without crushing their spirit. We want them to dream and explore and have adventures, 
before they settle down and become an accountant. 
 
In this morning’s gospel, Jesus says to the disciples, “If you had faith the size of a mustard seed, 
you could say to this mulberry tree, ‘Be uprooted and planted in the sea,’ and it would obey 
you.” It’s tempting to hear Jesus talk about such faith and just chalk it up to hyperbole. I mean, 
this sounds like one of those Jedi Master tricks that your six-year-old niece might be able to pull 
off. But I don’t see anyone praying hard enough or well enough or even using the Force to 
uproot a tree and send it flying into Hingham Harbor.  
 
So Jesus’ words, at best, sound like the naïve enthusiasm of a little leaguer convinced he’ll be the 
next shortstop of the Boston Red Sox. I mean, it could happen, I guess. Though, not to be too 
much of a downer, the last major league baseball player to come out of Hingham was King 
Kelley who played outfield in the mid-19th century for the Boston Beaneaters. True story.  
 
But that’s the thing. Just like those kids whose futures are brimming with potential, maybe we 
haven’t given our faith the chance to truly grow and bloom and blossom. Maybe we’ve let the 
disappointments and realities of life choke the possibilities. Just when we need it the most, 
perhaps we’ve stunted our spiritual growth by our rationalism and apathy and failure to see 
God’s hand at work in the world. The hopeful delight that inspires childhood dreams is a 
precious commodity that, like faith, we don’t fully trust.  
 
But faith isn’t some sort of magic formula where if you get the incantation just right, you’ll 
suddenly be able to launch that tree into the ocean or pull a rabbit out of a hat. Faith isn’t fantasy. 
Nor is it quantifiable. There’s no faith-o-meter where, if you reach a certain threshold, you level 
up. Rather faith is rooted in the intersection of mystery and the hard realities of life. But when we 
treat it as something beyond our grasp or as something we don’t really need, we naturally begin 
to put faith in ourselves rather than in Jesus. We buy into the false narrative that we don’t need a 
savior; that we can simply save ourselves.  
 
I once overheard someone say “Why do I need a savior? I live in Hingham.” Now, it wasn’t 
someone from St. John’s. I was having breakfast at Stars, and it sounded like someone from a 



 

 

more evangelical tradition was trying to convince a friend to go to church. I kept hearing the 
phrase “personal Lord and savior” being tossed around the table, and that’s when I heard those 
words, perhaps uttered in frustration: “Why do I need a savior? I live in Hingham.” 
 
Now these may not be our words, but if we’re honest, we’ve probably had this same thought at 
one time or another; or in one form or another. Moments when our faith felt like a nice add-on to 
our lives, but not its essential core. Times, often when things are going well and there’s no 
medical or financial or family crisis on the horizon, when we’re convinced we’re doing this all 
by ourselves. Why waste time building an ever-deepening relationship with God when there are 
so many other things we’d rather do? Or get done? Prayer and worship and reading Scripture and 
building up the Body of Christ that is the church — it’s all just so time consuming.  
 
So, why do you need a savior? What do you need saving from? In many ways, we mostly need to 
be saved from ourselves. This is the great spiritual danger of living in relative comfort and 
affluence. We start to believe our own hype. We become convinced that we are ultimately in 
control of our lives. When in reality, nothing could be further from the truth. Nobody is self-
made; we are all God-made. And we tend to forget that, at least until life, once again, kicks us in 
the pants.  
 
From a theological perspective, Jesus saves us from sin. That’s what that whole cross thing is all 
about. And there is great freedom in this. We are not in control, we are human, we make 
mistakes, we turn away from God, we inflict harm upon ourselves and others. And God loves us 
anyway. Isn’t that the kicker? That despite our shortcomings and failures, God loves us deeply 
and passionately and with reckless abandon. But if you don’t acknowledge the need for a savior, 
because you live in Hingham or Cohasset or anywhere else, you remain bound by the invisible 
chains of human limitation and sin. 
 
One of the things that’s been particularly compelling about the ongoing relationship we’ve 
formed with our partner churches in South Africa has been the powerful witness of their faith. 
That’s one of the things our teenagers have commented upon after spending time with their 
peers. They really believe this stuff! For them, faith is quite literally an issue of life and death 
that begins with the core conviction that apart from God we have nothing and are nothing. Which 
makes their relationship with God and the church, joyful, hopeful, infectious, and real. This is a 
faith that is truly lived not only with their lips, but in their lives.  
 
And that’s what faith looks like when you believe at the very core of your being that Jesus Christ 
is your savior. But it begins with the recognition that you need one; that you cannot save 
yourself. Otherwise, faith will always be an extracurricular activity rather than the core 
curriculum of your life. And while you can get away with that for awhile, sometimes even an 
entire lifetime, it’s not a solid foundation upon which to live and move and have your being. 
 
Your faith may never allow you to bend spoons with your mind. Just as you may never grow up 
to be a princess. But know that your faith is sufficient. It is enough. And God delights in it. 
 


