
JOURNEY TO GENEROSITY 

 

A Personal Reflection by Reg Henry 
 

When I was a kid, representatives of religious sects would occasionally come to our door to try 

and convert us to their view of Christianity. My mother had a stock answer for these brave souls, 

who were probably Jehovah’s Witnesses. “Sorry, but we have our own religion.” She was firm 

but polite because for her to be rude would have been its own sin. 

  

We did have our own religion back there in Brisbane, Australia. Mum and I and my brother were 

Roman Catholics. Dad, however, was brought up an Anglican, a member of the Church of 

England, the original fount of our Episcopal Church. He would drive us to Mass and park outside 

and read the Sunday paper. 

  

Sixty years later, I am amazed to find that my personal allegiances -- as much as I loved my 

mother -- turned out to be with Dad in the parking lot. I have the same faith he had and the same 

love for newspapers.  The Lord moves in mysterious ways, His wonders to perform. 

  

But something never changed. From my father’s British reserve and my mother’s Irish 

sensitivity, I still regard religion as very personal. It is not something I can speak about easily. So 

rest assured, I will not be coming to knock on your door. We may as Christians be called to 

spread the word but for me actions speak louder than words. 

  

There is reason to spread the word in our troubled nation and God bless those who can speak 

easily of their faith. Their voices are needed as Christianity in America seems to be in retreat. 

  

You may have experienced what I have experienced – more and more friends who are shocked to 

find out that you believe in God. They think it is a fairy tale, something a modern mind should 

not entertain. Indeed, parts of the Christian message are hard to comprehend with our limited 

minds. For me, however, the heart has its own logic. 

  

So how can we promote Christianity more effectively? I say by matching good words with good 

actions. In a cynical age, it’s no wonder that some see Christianity as a sham. Among the biggest 

haters are those cloaking their sins in sanctimony and using religion as a front to acquire wealth 

and power. We were warned: By their fruits ye shall know them. 

  

In refreshing contrast, I believe that the fruits of our little community at Good Shepherd can 

stand the scrutiny of anyone who stops by. Ours is a loving and compassionate church committed 

to walking in the footsteps of Jesus and helping people along the way. 

  

This month we are marking a Journey to Generosity. The longest journeys start with one step, 

perhaps the recognition that the little miracles we aspire to require a generous spirit to provide 

generous means to help the homeless and poor and to maintain our sacred gathering place as a 

beacon to all. Words need actions too if the cynics of the age are to be reached. 
 


