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11th Sunday in O.T.-C – 6-13-10 – 9:30 a.m. (children’s homily)

Once upon a time, there was a loving father who had two daughters.  The older sister was named Perfecta; and the younger was called Trysandra, but everybody called her Try for short.

Both of the sisters were beautiful; but the older one was proud and bossy.  She would often say mean things when her little sister forgot to do her chores, or when her little sister made a mistake, usually because Try was small and not very strong.
“I don’t see how you can possibly be my little sister,” Perfecta would say.  “You know how to do everything perfectly, just like I do; I’ve certainly corrected you often enough!  But you just can’t seem to get it right all the time.  I don’t understand how our father can possibly love you and want to keep you around.”

When her big sister said things like that, Try would just smile sadly and say: “Thank you for being such a good sister, Perfecta; you are so kind to show me my mistakes and to try to teach me how to do things right.  I agree with you; I can’t imagine either why our father keeps me around and loves me so much when he has a perfect child like you.  But I am so grateful that he does, and I love him for his patience and kindness.  I will try harder to do things right from now on, dear sister.”

One day while she was doing the laundry, Try was distracted by the birds singing outside the window, and she forgot to check the pockets on her dad’s pants before putting them in the washer.  Into the water they went; and in the pockets were her dad’s keys and handkerchief, and worst of all, his wallet with his paycheck still inside.

An hour later, when Try emptied the washer, she immediately realized what she had done in her carelessness.  She carefully dried off her dad’s keys with a towel, and she put the handkerchief in the dryer; but as she looked at the soggy wallet, she wanted to cry.  The money inside might dry out after a while; but all of her dad’s papers, like his driver’s license, were a mess.  Worst of all, the ink on his paycheck had run; so he wouldn’t be able to cash it.

Perfecta stood watching from the shadows, clucking her tongue and shaking her head.  “Well,” she said to herself, “Try has gone and done it this time.  I would never have made a mistake like that.  Maybe dad will finally send her away, and then we can have a perfect family at last…”

That evening, while Perfecta and her dad were watching TV together, Try came into the living room.  She walked very slowly; her head was down, and tears were running down her face.  She was carrying her piggy bank with her.  She never said a word, but when she reached her dad’s armchair, she quietly placed the piggy bank next to him in the chair.  Then she crawled up into his lap, snuggled her head against his chest, and sat there weeping softly.

Even Perfecta was surprised to see the piggy bank; because she knew how long and hard Try had worked to save up her pennies, nickels, dimes, and quarters.  Perfecta also knew that the bank was nearly full.  For just a second, she felt something like sympathy for her little sister; but she shook it off quickly.  “Dad won’t fall for her tricks,” she thought coldly.  “There isn’t nearly enough money in that piggy bank to replace what was lost from his ruined paycheck!  But why doesn’t he just push her off his lap and push her out the front door!?!?”

As Perfecta was thinking these things, she heard her dad’s voice; and she was surprised to realize that he was speaking, not to Try, but to her.  “Perfecta,” he said gently, “it’s true that you are a wonderful daughter in your way.  You almost never forget your chores, and you hardly ever make mistakes.  But it makes me sad to tell you that you are so proud and bossy and cold.  

“For instance, when you came in to watch TV with me this evening, not only did you fail to come and give me a kiss and a hug – you never even said ‘Hello, dad.’  And I’m afraid that you are also not much of a big sister.  You correct Try constantly, but you say mean things to her, and you never show her kindness…”

“But dad,” Perfecta said.  “If you knew what she did!”  

“I know all about my wallet, Perfecta,” said her dad.  “But look at how sorry Try is, and how much she loves me.  She is even willing to give me all of her savings to try to make up to me for her mistake.  And that is why I love her and forgive her.”

The moral of the story is:  It is more important to Try hard, and to be kind and loving, than to be Perfect(a), but proud and bossy and cold.  And the other moral is: our heavenly Father will always love us – no matter what!
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