“Hope Is A Discipline” Sermon, 10.5.25, Chris Olson Bingea

My Dad would come up with the craziest names for our pets! Our dog was named
Bumperino” and our cat was “Pitifisnazkis” - “Pity” for short! So I’ve grown up with animals
most of my life and there is something about them heals us - their unconditional love is more
than just a “cute” distraction.

This morning we bring our beloved animals to church, some right here with us and some held
in our hearts and minds as the creatures that bless US with their presence—dogs and cats,
fish and fowl, and more—into the sanctuary. Their presence is both joyful and unpredictable
and more — even pleasantly and intentionally distracting from a very intense world and that’s
the point: God’s creation is alive and breathing and moving, showing us how much GOD is on
the move.

We also know that creation groans. Fires, floods, war, extinction, the lust for power and the
devastating harm that comes from it, and the ache of loss press on our hearts. In such a
world, “hope” can feel like wishful thinking and maybe its no wonder the disciples blurt out in
Luke’s gospel today: “Increase our faith!” They sense how hard it is to trust God’s vision
when the world looks like it does.

And Jesus doesn’t give them a pep talk or a three-step program. He says: Even “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.” You see, this is one of those clauses in the Bible that |
love. It literally says, “If you have faith the size of a mustard seed...AND YOU DO! You already
do! It is not about having MORE faith, it is that its already there. IT IS ALREADY IN YOU! You
already have enough. Though a mustard seed is so small, it is also alive when planted and it
grows.

So, it’s really not the size of faith that matters. It’s that faith is persistent. It’s something we
practice. And faith, like hope, are not feelings we conjure up. They are practices we keep,
they are disciplines that over time, embed themselves in who we are. The Rev. Cameron
Trimble, talks about this in her remembering of Jane Goodall who died this past week. She
writes...”The world lost one of its most luminous voices of integrity and reverence this past
week. Dr. Jane Goodall, scientist, conservationist, and humanitarian, passed from this life. Her
love for the Earth and all its creatures shaped generations of scientists, activists, and ordinary
people. She believed in the creativity and compassion of the human spirit. She reminded us,
again and again, that we are not above nature; we are a part of it. Her life was itself a long
sacred rhythm: a returning to the sacred web of life, a repairing of what we’ve broken, a
renewing of what we must protect far into the future.”

Theologian and activist Mariame Kaba says, “Hope is a discipline.” Hope is not naive
optimism. It is not a passing emotion. It is a habit, a commitment, a way of choosing again
and again to trust God’s future—even when the evidence seems otherwise.

It is choosing, again and again, to believe that God’s future is more real than the brokenness
we see. Like the Old Testament Lesson from Isaiah, this kind of hope paints that future: “The
wolf shall live with the lamb... and a little child shall lead them... They will not hurt or destroy
on all my holy mountain.” This is not just a sweet bedtime story. It is a prophetic vision of



God’s shalom—God’s peace that includes the whole creation: humans and animals, predators
and prey, earth and heaven reconciled together.

When we bless these animals, we are not just saying “aren’t they cute.” We are practicing the
hope of Isaiah’s vision—acknowledging that every creature belongs to God and every
relationship can be healed and mended.

So, how do we make hope a discipline?

. In prayer and gratitude —naming out loud the signs of God’s kingdom, no matter how
small. For me this is also looking inside myself and what | can do to make repairs to
what is broken rather than casting blame on those around me

+  Caring for creation—advocating for habitats, reducing waste, protecting species -
getting outdoors and feeling the moment in the breezes and the sun and rain

+ Acts of grace and justice —feeding neighbors, welcoming strangers, standing with the
vulnerable.

These practices are like tending a garden: small, steady actions that nurture the mustard seed
of faith because hope is not a mood. It is a way of life rooted in God’s promise. The One who
imagined wolves and lambs living in peace is the same One who raised Jesus from the dead.
That future is already breaking in.

Today we remember St. Francis of Assisi, who lived this vision with radical simplicity and
love for all creatures. Francis saw in birds and beasts not “lesser beings,” but fellow
worshippers of the Creator. He called the sun his brother, the moon his sister, and preached
sermons to the sparrows. For Francis, caring for animals and caring for the poor were not two
different loves but one love—flowing from the God who created all.

Friends, today we bless the animals, but in truth, they bless us. They remind us that faith does
not need to be large; like a mustard seed, it only needs to be alive. They remind us that hope
is a discipline: practiced in daily care, in steadfast love, in daring to imagine Isaiah’s
peaceable kingdom. This is the day to repair what is broken, to renew what is holy, to begin
again.

So when the world feels heavy, remember the wag of a dog’s tail, the purr of a cat, the
resilient sprout of a mustard seed. These are God’s quiet sermons:
Keep hoping. Keep tending. Keep practicing.

Amen.



