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Allen Pruitt

“Increase our faith!”
Give us more!

It’s hard not to say this.
I certainly need more faith,

in a world like this,
with all of the ridiculous,

the mundane,
and even some things that are truly terrifying. 

With anxiety,
worry,
busy-ness,
and an aching tiredness

always lurking nearby.

With all of that,
more faith sounds like a good idea.

And who better to give more faith
than Jesus?

Where better to receive infusions of faith
than the messiah,

the Son of God?

But Jesus will have nothing to do with it.
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The Lord replied,
“If you had faith the size of a mustard seed,

then miracles would be opened up to you.”

All you need is a little bit,
just the smallest fraction of a little bit,
the faint hope that faith might be planted in you,

and it will grow.

It will grow like a seed grows into a tree.

Did you ever eat a pecan or an almond,
just pop them into your mouth

and wonder at how that little thing can grow into a tree?

Apparently that’s what faith is like.
Apparently one day you can hold it in between two fingers,

and then eventually it’s towering over you,
dropping seeds all over the place,
feeding those who gather,
providing shade from the heat of the afternoon.

“Increase our faith!”
And no wonder.

Just before this,
the disciples have heard Jesus say something about forgiveness,

he said, “if there is repentance,
you must forgive.”

He said, “if the same person sins against you
seven times a day,

and turns back to you seven times,
you must forgive!”
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Lord, increase my faith!
I’m going to need more of it

if you’re asking me to forgive.

Forgiveness is hard.
What if I sound permissive?

Worse yet,
what if I turn into a doormat?

Not to mention my pride.

If I forgive you,
and I mean really forgive,

and treat you like you never did it in the first place,
then I can’t secretly hold it over you head,
I can’t secretly feel better about myself.

Increase my faith!

I used to think that I could have more faith
if I just sat down and thought about it real hard.

But it never happened that way for me. 

And then I figured,
Jesus is the only way.

And so I cry out,
“Increase my faith!”

But it doesn’t work that way either.

Faith is not an implant;
it’s not a shot or a jolt of electricity;

faith is something that grows,
something than must be tended,

by our hands
and by the hand of God.

There’s watering and pruning to do.
And there’s a whole lot of waiting.
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My grandmother said to me the other week,
“When you have to pray,

I’d ask you to pray for my friend over in Heflin, Alabama.”

I’ve always loved this way of talking about prayer.
All of her preachers talk this way too.

“When you have to pray.”

Like it’s a burden laid down on top of you;
like it’s something that you won’t be able to help.

You’ll open your mouth,
or maybe just your heart,

and a prayer will be on your lips
and in your soul.

“When you have to pray.”

When you have to pray,
I think that’s faith.

A little seed of faith,
growing into something you could never have predicted.

Not magic beans
sprouting a vine up to heaven,

but something slow,
often hidden,

and it grows into something solid and undeniable.

When you have to pray,
that’s faith.
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There was another time that Jesus’ disciples asked him about faith;
this time they were asking about faithful praying.

And he answered them with this.
“When you pray, say,

‘Father,
hallowed be your name.

Your kingdom come.
Give us each day,

our daily bread.
And forgive us our sins,

for we ourselves forgive everyone indebted to us.
And do not bring us into the time of trial.”

Now THAT, is some kind of faith:
“For we ourselves forgive everyone indebted to us.”

Really?
Do we really?

Am I even allowed to say this prayer,
this prayer that I lead 5, 6, 7 times a week?

Because I do NOT forgive everyone indebted to me.
No, debts are tucked away,

animosities held,
forgiveness grudging.

And, that is my lack of faith.
“Increase my faith!”
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Some kind of faith:
“Give us each day,

our daily bread.”
Feed us,

day by day.
Give us enough to be glad today,

but not tomorrow’s food.
Help us to eat today

and not to be anxious about tomorrow.

Who does that?
Who actually wants that?

I want my menu set for a month!
How can I enjoy today’s food,

worrying about tomorrow’s?
How could I possibly enjoy today’s food,

if I am so worried about tomorrow’s?

Some kind of faith:
“Your kingdom come.”

The hardest thing of all.

The kingdom is all wrong for us,
those of us with little faith.

It’s not clouds
or mansions
or streets of gold.

The kingdom is justice
and mercy,
forgiveness of all those indebted to us.

Who’s got enough faith for that?
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Not me.
Maybe not anybody.

I don’t even have enough faith to trust.
But maybe I’ve got just enough,

just enough faith, to hope.
And I’m gonna hope

that Jesus was telling the truth.

That even if I’ve got faith like a mustard seed,
just the tiniest little bit,

that will be enough for God.


