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In Brazil there is a type of tree called Ipe. It is a tree with a large canopy, growing to a height of 120 feet in
the rainforest. Some specimens grow to 150 feet. Ipe is a very hard wood (two to three times as hard as oak),
very strong and very heavy. It is prized for quality furniture and decorative veneers. Because of its strength
and durability, it is used in boardwalks, tool handles, spools and spindles, industrial flooring, and equipment
for textile mills. Ipe has been exploited for years and is becoming increasingly rare outside of national parks
and reserves. It flourishes in three different colors: white, rose and yellow. But the peculiar characteristic I
would like to highlight is that Ipe flourishes in the winter. While all the other trees are withering and drying,
Ipe is flowering. The color of its flowers is so intense that no eye can keep from looking. There are no leaves,
only flowers. To see a yellow Ipe against the blue sky of Brazil is a moment of deep spirituality, one of those
moments when we are completely captured by such beauty that the only possible expression is a deep silence
within us breathing thank you.

When I read the Gospel for this morning I thought of the Ipes because they are so outside our expectations,
challenging our understandings and knowledge and at the same time speaking so deeply to our souls that they
connect us to the source of all that is.

Jesus says, 'unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth and dies, it remains just a single grain; but if it dies, it
bears much fruit.'

Well, seeds don't die. I have a friend, biologist, professor at the University of Geneva and researcher on seeds,
who says that "seeds contain an embryo of a plant that is in a super-protected state. They might seem dead,
but they are not. A little bit of water is enough to stimulate germination. And there is no death during
germination".

We can quickly gather that Jesus was neither my friend's student nor did he go to Nazareth High School.

Obviously Jesus was not giving a biology lesson, but was speaking symbolically.

'Unless a grain of wheat falls into the earth and dies, it remains just a single grain; but if it dies, it bears much
fruit.'

This text speaks about loneliness and non-loneliness, death and non-death, fruitfulness and non-fruitfulness.
The connection between these words though is quite unusual. Loneliness is related to non-death and to
non-fruitfulness. Death is related to non-loneliness and to fruitfulness. But isn't this connection exactly the
opposite of what for us is the normal and correct order of things? Isn't death the place of the deepest
loneliness, the state of absolute nothingness?

But Jesus says a different thing. He identifies death with life in the sense that death is the place where new life
is generated. There is activity in death. There is a labor towards life. Death doesn't end in itself. There is a
movement evolving in direction of a new beginning.
Would that mean that death and life belong together? That there is an interconnectedness or maybe even an
interdependency between both?

Well, all these considerations don't make death more attractive to us, do they? Of course not. And it should
not. We don't want to die. Most of us are afraid of dying. But more then being afraid, death is not a place
where we want to be because it is too hard; it leaves us nowhere. Besides, life can be good, enjoyable, filled
with love. Is it not good to love life? Do you love your life?
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Perhaps many of us do. But that is not always the case. There are millions of people in deep need and poverty.
Millions living with long-life illnesses. Millions enduring all sorts of displacements, abuse, lack of love,
scorn. Do they love their lives? Do we continue loving our lives when undergoing long periods of deep
suffering? Have you been in the place of suffering for a long time? Did you still love your life?

'Those who love their life, loose it, and those who hate their life in this world will keep it for eternal life.'

Is Jesus trying to persuade us to disdain life? Is he really telling us that unless we hate our lives, we will not
have something called eternal life? People who hate their lives quite often end up doing awful things to other
people or to themselves. But Jesus asks us to look at those hating their lives, those who suffer such deep
suffering that they are not even able to love their lives anymore. Jesus offers them a rainbow, a promise rather
than a judgment. He places himself close to them in all their brokenness and suffering.

I believe Jesus is saying that those who love life while living in a comfortable situation â�� in terms of
economy, emotions, friendship, family, they will loose them if their lives are not re-shaped according to the
discomfort of those who suffer. Our lives need to be re-shaped according to the whole of humanity.

I love life. I love it when I am standing under a flourishing Ipe tree looking up and seeing its hundreds of deep
yellow flowers against the blue sky of Brazil. I love it when little Andrin feels so comfortable in church that
he lies down on the carpet around the altar and almost falls asleep. I love it when I know that someone is
helping somebody else who is in extreme difficulty. I love life when I see people reconciling after a fight, or
when I can deepen a friendship after a struggle. I love life when Fico is laughing.

When do you love life?
(While people say it loud, or make silence, Lus places the beads on baskets)

To name the ways we love life is like carrying a seed in our pockets. The potential of life lies there. It is like
sheltering an embryo full of energy, ready to unfold into a new plant. To name the ways we love life is like
holding a promise that roots us in the depths of God's love. It is embracing death as a friend; it is like seeing a
rainbow after a storm.

At this moment, a few people will pass baskets with beads. These beads are like seeds refracting light into
colors. If you look at them from far, you only see the beads. But if you bring one of them close to your eye
and look at the light, you will see many colors.

As the bead comes to you, take one, hold it close to your eyes, look at the lights and name to yourself the
ways you love life, the ways you love your life. I know some of us are ill, some are struggling with financial
difficulties, with questions of identity, some are unemployed, some feel alone, and it is not easy to see the
good in our lives when we are struggling hard. But it is exactly at these moments that we need to remember
what is lovely about our own life.

As the seeds seem dead, but are holding life within themselves, as the beads seem empty but are full of colors
inside, our lives also hold the potential of being fruitful, enjoyable, and unfolding into renewed life.
While the choir sings, look through the bead to see the colors or your life. What do you love about life? What
do you love about your own life?

Choir

Please, hold your bead in your hand.
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Let us pray:

God of seeds, beads, yellow Ipes, and rainbows,
Revealing to us the beauty and strength which keeps on budding even in the midst of our many deaths,
Produce in us fruits of grace and mercy.
With these beads, we now hold,
show us of all the colors of your love,
your continuous presence in our lives,
the rainbows of promise waiting to be seen,
the joyous moments ready to be remembered.
Surprise us with life when we had thought we hated it,
With the thrill of discovery when we thought all had been lost through Jesus Christ. Amen.
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