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This is the second in a series of Lenten sermons based upon
the parables. And today's parables are the parable of the
mustard seed and the parable of the leaven. And if we really want
to understand what they mean, we first have to look at the
context in which they were presented. They did not just come out
of thin air. Nothing ever really does. Like everything else, they
developed out of a specific situation. And that situation gives
us important clues as to what Jesus was trying to say.

As far as we can reconstruct, these parables were probably
addressed to the disciples at a time when they were beginning to
question the validity of what they were doing. Both in Luke, from
which I read this morning, and in Matthew, where they also
appear, they come in the thirteenth chapter, somewhere in the
middle of Jesus* ministry. And by that time, the disciples may
well have begun to have some doubts.

When Jesus had said, "Come and follow me", they had
willingly, even eagerly, given up everything in order to do so.
They had left their jobs and their families. They had risked the
ridicule of their, friends and neighbors who probably smirked and
called them dreamers or even fanatics. They had done so gladly
because in one way or another they had sensed that here was
someone who was very special. And they were confident that, in
following him, their lives would become special, too. Probably
they were not yet thinking, "This is the Messiah." But, no
doubt, their hopes were high and their expectations great.

But that was in the beginning. Now it was many months later.
And, even if their initial enthusiasm had not actually waned,
they had certainly begun to taste a goodly dose of reality. They
had come to realize, at first with amazement and then with
considerable sadness, that not everyone was as impressed with
this Jesus as they were. Again and again they had seen the crowds
and had thought to themselves, "This is it. Here's where our
cause really takes off. Look at all those people! Surely great
things are going to happen now." But again and again they had
seen those same crowds disappear when their sick had been healed
and the last miracle of the day had been performed.

Time after time they had been jolted back to earth, to the
cold reality that most people just didn't care. That even the
most religious people were either too busy, or too timid, or too
traditional to have more than nominal interest in the cause for
which the disciples had risked everything. And because they were
human, no doubt they were beginning to ask themselves, "Is it
worth it? Does anyone really care? There are so few of us, and








