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 All my life I have loved gardens, flowers, and admire their beauty.  I 

love to go on the Buffalo Garden Walk and take in the magical atmosphere 

that a beautifully tucked away garden in the midst of the congestion of city 

life represents.  There is definitely something quite spiritual when you are in 

the midst of something that someone or perhaps several people have so 

carefully tended to and now the result of that effort is something to dazzle 

the senses – the eyes, the nose and even the ears when a gentle breeze 

rattles about some leaves on a tree or bush.   

 While I am a great admirer, I’m afraid that is where my abilities with 

things that grow ends.  I have attempted and failed time and time again in 

my life to grow plants and flowers, even vegetables but the only garden I 

seem able to grow successfully is one with lots and lots of weeds.  But 

what I have come to understand throughout my life is that to have a 

beautiful garden, one must tend to it…everyday.  Water, weed, feed, pick, 

pinch, trim…it’s a lot of work.  Now in my life, I don’t have the kind of time 

you need and quite frankly, it’s not my thing.  I am allergic to a lot of plants 

and I usually end up with a rash up my arms, my back aches from bending 

over or lifting heavy bags of mulch and dirt – gardeners – they are tough!  

And they are truly committed to their craft.  So to my gardeners…I salute 

you. 

 The beginning of the Book of Ezekiel, like most of the prophets, starts 

with some pretty crazy visions and hallucinations.  You see wind and fire, 
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four living creatures with four faces and four wings; then a wheel, four 

wheels, tall and awesome, full of eyes, moving when the spirit moves – 

Ezekiel falls on his face at the sight of all of this…the prophet is called by 

God, has another vision concerning a scroll, and is then lifted up by the 

spirit and borne away to Tel-abib where he sits, stunned with the exiles.  

These are the exiles who were carried off into captivity in Babylon after the 

destruction of Jerusalem.  Their suffering was great and their questions 

were many.  Ezekiel’s words were not comforting – he was tough during a 

very tough time.  In the midst of defeat and exile is where we find this 

unusually gentle, uplifting text.  This talk of planting a young sprig and how 

it will become a great cedar…and under it every kind of bird will live in the 

shade of its branches…and we hear clearly of God’s faithfulness…”All the 

trees of the field shall know that I am the Lord.  I bring low the high tree, I 

make high the low tree; I dry up the green tree and make the dry tree 

flourish, I the Lord have spoken; I will accomplish it.”  This idea of 

transformation, of rebuilding what had been lost, to have a dwelling place 

once again.  People in exile welcomed this kind of talk – they had no home, 

they had lost all that they had dreamed of or worked for– they had no 

known future – and here Ezekiel is telling them – that’s ok…God knows 

how to rebuild this. 

 In the Gospel of Mark, we find Jesus in action – to this point, he heals 

Simon’s mother in law, cleanses a leper, heals a paralytic, Calls his 

disciples…but when we come upon the 4th chapter, we meet Jesus the 

teacher, the preacher.  He starts with the parable of the sower, lamp under 

a bushel basket and then we come upon our scripture today, the parable of 

the growing seed and the mustard seed.  I love the opening of this 
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scripture…”The kingdom of God is as if someone would scatter seed on the 

ground and would sleep and rise night and day, and the seed would sprout 

and grow, he does not know how.”  And there explains my knowledge of 

gardening in that sentence.  I do not know how….not really.  I mean, I know 

you have to plant a certain way in certain light, I know you have to water 

and mulch – but truly I do not know how to truly tend to a garden.  In this 

parable, we can imagine Jesus is talking to us about our faith and that if we 

have faith as small as a mustard seed, it will grow into something more 

grand than we can imagine…and unlike tending to earthly gardens…it is 

not through our personal effort that we end up with this grand bush – it is 

through the grace of God.  God’s decision to make it grow  - God’s choice 

as to when, where and how much…but this scripture isn’t really about that 

mustard seed – not really…this scripture and this garden we are sitting 

in…it’s about the soil.  You see, the soil has to be balanced and healthy.  It 

has to be tilled so it can attract earth worms and other little creatures that 

work their magic down there so the plants can breathe, and drink and grow.  

Without good soil, no matter how healthy the plant, no matter how much 

water and sun the plant gets, it can’t flourish in soil that lacks the balance it 

needs to feed and support that plant.   That soil is our relationship, our 

faith, the balance within us that helps us endure what comes and helps us 

create substance in our lives.  Now the mustard seed doesn’t sprout all at 

once – first the seedling emerges, then it grows, little by little until a branch 

sprouts and then the base grows stronger and eventually, over time, it 

grows to its fullest…all the while staying firmly planted in the soil, where it’s 

roots are firmly planted. 
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 In this brief passage in Ezekiel, this brief hopeful passage, we are 

told who is the master gardener don’t we…”I will break off a tender one 

from the topmost of its young twigs; I myself will plant it on a high and lofty 

mountain.  I will plant it, in order that it may produce boughs and bear fruit, 

and become a noble cedar.”  Have you ever been plucked up and planted 

on a lofty mountain?  “All the trees of the field shall know that I am the 

Lord.”  We are the trees…God will pluck us, God will plant us…but we have 

to know the soil…we will fall off that mountain if we are not firmly planted in 

our healthy soil – soil that is continuing to feed and nurture us.   

 During the lockdown phase of this pandemic, we were plucked.  And 

in some ways, left without our soil that keeps us spiritually fed.  We were 

unable to gather, to worship together, to work toward serving our 

neighbors…but not for long.  We found new ways to stay connected, to 

stay together – and as we did, it was clear that our soil continued to give us 

sustenance…we in our own exile, God provided.   

 The lectionary this week also included 2 Corinthians 5…that includes 

this “So we are always confident even though we know that while we are at 

home in the body we are away from the Lord – for we walk by faith, not by 

sight.  From now on, therefore, we regard no one from a human point of 

view, even though we once knew Christ form a human point of view, we 

know him no longer in that way. So if anyone is in Christ, there is a new 

creation; everything old has passed away; see everything has become 

new!”  More gardening tips!  The smart person who owned my home before 

me, planted perennials and every year the plant dies and decomposes into 

the soil – and that decomposition feeds the soil – in the Spring, it sprouts 

from the soil a brand new, young beautiful plant – even though the ground 
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was frozen in the winter and soaked with rain in the Spring – this beautiful 

plant, through no effort of mine, comes forth little by little until it becomes 

again a beautiful plant with color that is so welcome after a long cold winter.  

But first before it can become a new beautiful plant, it first must 

die…transformation is hard – it can be painful when we die to something – 

a dream we had, a significant change in our path – something we didn’t 

expect or hoped we could avoid and we have to let go of what we thought 

we would do, let our lives reformulate – decompose a bit so to speak so 

that we can resprout in a new direction…in that soil – that same healthy 

soil.  In that foundation of our faith – connected and supported by our 

brothers and sisters in faith – serving others, living our ministry both 

personal and as a people. 

 The mustard seed is always there for you and for me – waiting to 

sprout, waiting to come forth at the right time, when the soil is ready.  And 

that time is not up to us, it is up to God.  We just must remain faithful, 

continue to trust and believe that God will indeed pluck us up and plant us 

on the mountain of His choosing so we can become something beautiful 

that will bring joy to our own lives and to those we love.  The old has 

passed away, see – everything has become new! 

 

Amen 


