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“The earth produces of itself”… there is an element of trust involved in kingdom building. The planter 

plants, then sleeps and rises. We, with our breath, are part of the rhythm of life. 

Have you ever had an organic strawberry? 
A real organic strawberry? 
Maybe even one fresh from a garden somewhere? 
I’m not sure when I first ended up buying organic strawberries. 
It might have even been an accident, 
But if you have never had an organic strawberry, 
You need to. 
 
The flavor is surprisingly, intensely more vibrant than the non-organics. 
They are alarmingly redder than the mass-produced, genetically-manipulated-to-be-hardy berries we 
usually buy. 
Sweet and juicy and so so strawberry. 
Glorious. 
 
Now, I’m not here to tell you to go all organic all of a sudden. 
I buy organic when I can – when my budget or schedule permits me to go beyond the local grocery. 
I’m into the earth-friendly thing, you know, 
And it may not be so strikingly different for all foods certified organic, 
But upon eating my first organic strawberry. 
I knew there was something different. And good. 
 
It may be around that time that I started planting my own garden. 
I’ve actually never grown strawberries. 
I’m a really amateur gardener. 
My entire repertoire over the past decade consists of cherry tomatoes  
and an assortment of herbs for cooking. 
By the way, when did they replace all the real cherry tomatoes with those grape tomatoes? 
 
OK, there was one jalapeno plant that produced exactly 2 peppers (delicious). 
 
Some years I plant a lot, others, not so much. 
Some years I have planted from seed, others from starter plants. 
In the dry climate of Colorado, it was all about keeping plants watered. 
Here, it seems like there are so many other variables. 
Mold and fungus and bugs and other critters. 
I stopped trying on the tomatoes last year because they all had bite marks. 
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I am a truly amateur gardener and nobody would be impressed with my garden. 
I know there are some experts here who have techniques to help their gardens grow. 
But to me, it seems like, whatever I do, the result each year is about the same. 
A big basil plant that dies by mid-July and a scattering of empty flower pots. 
 
Maybe it’s all chasing after wind. 
 
Maybe. 
 
But the gardener in today’s scripture, the gardener in Jesus’ parable, 
Sounds like my kind of gardener. 
He scatters seeds. 
He sleeps and rises night and day. 
And the seed sprouts and grows. 
He does not know how. 
 
Any of you gardeners out there identify? 
No matter what new anti-fungal product or pesticide or butterfly or raccoon guard you try, 
The earth produces of itself. 
 
The seed sprouts and grows and he does not know how. 
 
The kingdom of God is like this. 
 
The earth produces of itself. 
 
There is something beautiful about this idea. 
And something totally frustrating. 
 
The beautiful part is that, if we are the planters, the scatterers of seed, 
It is not all in our hands. 
It’s in God’s hands how the garden grows. 
How the Word is planted in the hearts of people, 
In what way it will grow and what kind of growth it will produce. 
 
 And the beautiful part is the plant that grows. 
The faith that takes shape differently in each one of us, 
The glorious garden of seekers and doers of the Word. 
The kingdom of God. 
 
In the kingdom of God, the plants grow, we know not how, 
And we are all luscious and vibrant, powerfully flavorful. 
Organic strawberries. 
 
If we are the gardeners (farmers, planters, sowers of seed) in this parable, 
Then our role is to plant, 
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Then to sleep and rise, day and night. 
To trust that the seed will sprout and grow, gradually, 
First stalk, then head, then full grain. 
Trust. 
It will sprout and grow. 
We know not how. 
It is God’s doing. 
It is mystery, 
But it does grow. 
 
And I wonder a bit, if we are the gardeners, 
If part of our job is not to just marvel at the growth. 
To look for the tiniest sprouts, 
To rejoice at the harvest, 
To celebrate the vibrant and glorious taste of the fruit that has been produced. 
 
So the beautiful part is trust. 
And the harvest is given by God’s grace. 
And we know not how it grows, except by that grace. 
 
But the frustrating part. 
If we are the gardeners in this parable –  
WE DO NOTHING??? 
SLEEP AND RISE? 
THAT IS ALL? 
 
Can’t we tend to the plant? 
Water it and prune it and protect it and play it nice music? 
 
Does the kingdom of God grow, only by mystery, 
And we are helpless to do anything but sleep and rise? 
 
Or is our sleeping and rising the key? 
For in this is our life, isn’t it? 
When I sleep I surrender they day to my breath alone. 
When I rise I enter the world new each day. 
Able only to play my part, 
To do my little thing. 
Sleeping and rising. I am alive. 
Organically, part of the growing of the kingdom, 
Even if I do not know how it works. 
 
With my eyes closed I rest and trust in God’s work. 
With my eyes open I marvel at the seeds that have sprouted. 
And the taste of the organic strawberry. 
 
But are we the gardeners? 
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The planters of the Word? 
Or is God? 
If God is the gardener, then God trusts the kingdom to sprout and grow. 
That is a beautiful part, too. 
 
The good thing, or maybe the frustrating thing, 
About parables, 
Is that they aren’t the whole story. 
And they aren’t limited to one meaning or interpretation. 
They are meant to make us think, 
To explore layers of meaning. 
So we can consider it both ways, and find meaning many ways. 
The parable itself is planted and the seed sprouts and grows, 
We know not how! 
 
But still I think there were lots of planters here this week at VBS. 
God and teachers who taught in the Spirit of God’s love. 
And teenagers who tended to scabbed knees and crying toddlers. 
And volunteers who prepared snacks and crafts and skits and songs, 
All in the Spirit of showing God’s love to all who entered these doors. 
 
These are planters. 
The seed grows of itself.  
Our job is to plant that seed, to rest and to trust that it will grow. 
God’s work is happening, 
All around us. 
God’s kingdom is sprouting, and growing. 
First the stalk, then the head, then the full grain. 
Growing. 
 
Even when we don’t see it.  
It is mysterious.  
It is God’s work.  
 
You know I meet so many people, 
Teens and all ages, 
Who are seeking God’s will for their lives, 
Seeking God’s calling to them, 
Wanting to know what they are supposed to do. 
 
Some are discouraged, feeling unworthy of God’s love and unworthy to share it. 
Some are impatient, wanting a voice booming from the sky to tell them what to do. 
Some are unsatisfied, feeling like they can never do enough to earn God’s love. 
 
And I have been there. 
Mine has been a journey of second-guessing. 
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But what I have learned, 
What so many of us have learned, 
What Jesus is trying to teach us in this parable, 
Is that it unfolds along with our lives. 
 
God’s purpose for us walks along side us and grows we know not how. 
Through the course of our waking and sleeping, 
If we go slowly enough to marvel at a tiny sprout, 
To notice when a seed takes root, 
If we listen closely to the stories, 
If we really and truly trust that God’s love is scattered unsparingly over all the earth, 
(that includes each of us), 
we know that God’s kingdom is at hand. 
 
From discouraging or small beginnings come great and gratifying endings. 
 
I sleep and I rise. 
I live and breathe as part of God’s creation. 
 
With my eyes closed I rest and trust in God’s work. 
With my eyes open I marvel at the seeds that have sprouted. 
And the taste of the organic strawberry. 
 
 
 
 


