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May the words of my mouth and the meditations of all our hearts be reflections of your word to us 

today, in Jesus’ name we pray. Amen 

 

I love gardening season. It’s amazing to me all the different crops and varieties of things we can grow. 

It’s amazing to me still the particular needs and personalities of each plant. Some seeds are well suited to be 

started in a greenhouse and transplanted. Carrots, on the other hand, will not be moved; after the seed 

germinates, if you disturb the root, it will die, because the whole point of a carrot is the root. Gardens, 

themselves come in different sizes and shapes. Every gardener is faced with the issue of where to walk in 

the garden. Do you put down cardboard to manage the weeds? Black plastic? I visited a friend’s garden 

years ago – she is a painter and the soil was like a canvas. I never knew how she made her way between the 

plants – there wasn’t a straight line or a space in the entire place, but it was if she understood something 

that harmonized it all. I tried doing nothing with my walking paths for a while this year, but the weeds 

became so strong that I had to walk around them . . . which completely misses the point of a path. My 

brilliant spouse suggested long ago that I seed the paths with clover – it’s nice to walk on, gives good 

nutrients back to the soil, and takes up the space where weeds would grow – so I’ve been taking one path at 

a time, digging out the weeds and roots, smoothing the mounds, and sowing clover. James said, over time 

you just keep sowing it until it is firmly established. It’s kind of funny – when I go to tend the garden these 

days, I cut the suckers off of tomatoes, remove brown leaves, make sure everything is well fertilized, but 

because the veggies don’t really need to be watered yet, I throw a little water on the walking paths instead 

to encourage the clover to grow. I notice how carefree I am when sowing – I still aim for the path, but it isn’t 

perfect and the seeds are so beautiful in the sunlight as I scatter them. They land in their own kind of 

pattern; some of them have germinated, some have not; when it’s time, I’ll sow some more. 



         I notice at the beginning of Jesus’ parable how focused the sower is with sowing. There is no 

mention of tending the plants or directing the seeds; the sower is 100% committed to simply dispersing 

seed. It struck me as I read the words that this is just how it works. We sometimes pray fervently that God’s 

word would take root in us and that’s a good prayer to pray, but if we’re realistic, not every particular word 

from God is going to root in everyone in every season, nor can we feasibly get around to them all. For a 

particular word from God, the word will scatter in this way: some on the path, some on rocky ground, 

among weeds, and some will land on good soil . . . there isn’t anything wrong with it . . . nothing needs to be 

done differently.  

I have faith that good soil is not a binary state: instead of thinking of ourselves as soil that is simply 

good or bad, fertile or not, we might instead imagine there is some word from God we are ready for in each 

season, are hungry and thirsty for in each season, or even desperate to hear in each season.  

         Perhaps also there is a word from God that works on us over time. Sometimes it falls on us like 

the path, a complete miss; sometimes it is among the weeds and so on. When the season is right, the seed 

takes root in us.  

God speaks to us of the Kin-dom, putting it in front of us in a million different ways. If one takes root, it 

is a celebration  

What word are you hearing from God in this season? Are you getting enough of what you are hungry 

for? What is helping you make sense of the world or bringing you comfort? 

         There are some hard-fought lessons that are taking root in the world this season, about 

leadership, justice, value of human life . . . and many of us are waking up to new awareness about the world. 

On a global scale, we are in a season of big listening and big learning that God has been working in the 

collective us for a while. God’s word is Kin-dom focused.  

A lot of people don’t like the word Kingdom: Kingdom of God. I finally joined the crowd of people who 

use Kin-dom, focusing our language less on a place that is ruled, and more on the interconnections within 

God’s creation, the kin of the earth. God’s word is Kin-dom focused . . . God speaks to bring us in, to bring us 



life, and to bring us together. We pray that God’s word would take root in us, somehow, and in some new 

way. Thanks be to God. 

          


