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Ezekiel 17:22-24; 2 Corinthians5:6-10;  Mark 4:26-34; Psalm 92, O God, it is good to give you thanks. 

Last year about this time, I planted a large container of maybe fifteen red, white and blue petunias on my back porch, just in time for the 4th of July. They were wild bloomers all summer, even when Myles and I were away on vacation for the whole month of July. And when Fall came, of course they stopped blooming. I didn’t take the time to pull them up once they had died, so they just stayed there all Winter. This Spring, I finally got around to pulling them up. But this year, I bought a pot of dahlias for the back porch, and pushed my petunia planter off to the side to plant again next year.


I wasn’t expecting anything to spring up in that pot, except maybe a few weeds. So you can imagine my surprise when all of a sudden, it seemed, I walked out on the back porch, and I had a whole container of baby petunias growing from last year’s seeds. I didn’t plant them. If anything I couldn’t have been more negligent with that container if I tried. But those annual petunias came back, with absolutely no help from me. And it’s those petunias I was thinking about as I was reflecting on today’s readings.

In today’s Gospel, Jesus gives us some of the most comforting – and  evolutionary – words in the New Testament. He says that the reign – or we might say the presence – of God in our world is not in what we see as lightning, and thunder, and power, and force. Rather, it’s hidden in what we don’t see, like the life inherent in a tiny mustard seed. Some folks listening to Jesus might have questioned why he even talked about planting mustard seeds because at that time, mustard shrubs  were everywhere. Planting them would be the equivalent of our buying then planting dandelion seeds today. We wouldn’t do that, because we know they’re just going to spring up whether we plant them or not. But that was exactly Jesus’ point. Even the very smallest of what we might call an invasive seed contains the presence of God, just waiting to grow and bloom and be a place of safe haven for the birds of the sky to build their nests. As Paul tells us in our reading today, We walk by faith and not by sight. God, Life, Presence is in that mustard seed. 

In the early part of the 12th century, there was an Indian woman – a mystic and a poet --  named Mahade-Viy-Akka who wrote about how she experienced the God she named her White Jasmine Lord. In the year 1130, Mahade-Viy-Akka wrote some simple yet profound words …

A vein of sapphires
hides in the earth,
a sweetness in fruit.
And in plain-looking rock
lies a golden ore
and in seed
the treasure of oil.

Writing in 1130,  Mahade-Viy-Akka  understood the essence of the divine hidden within all creation. Coming forward around 800 years, in 1930, the Swiss psychologist , Jean Piaget  developed what he called his  theory of genetic epistemology that basically said that everything we need to be human is complete and perfectly there within us  from birth. We just need to let it unfold. The mustard seed of a child will unfold exactly as it’s supposed to. We can look at any child, and we too can say as Jesus did more than 2000 years ago,  First the blade, then the ear, and finally the ripe wheat in the ear. We can water and feed and provide the seed with sunshine. But it is God’s very life  that inheres in that child, and it will evolve into the imago Dei, the fullness of the image of God, the reign of God on earth. So a Swedish psychologist saw it in the 20th century, an Indian mystic understood  it in the 12th, and Jesus preached it way before either of them – wherever there is a God-infused seed, it will grow, irrespective of whether the slower knows when or how. 
In our first reading this afternoon, God spoke to the prophet Ezekiel, saying that it’s the mighty power of YHWH that can take a tiny cutting from the top of a cedar on the top of a mountain in Lebanon, transport it to the top of a mountain in Israel, and there make it grow into a splendid tree. God can stunt tall trees and make low trees grow. God can dry up green trees and make dry trees flourish. We know now that this particular reading from Ezekiel  is an allegory for the politics of that time & place, but it’s true for us today as well.  Scripture teaches us that a people can be caught under the heel of a dictator. They can feel there is no way out of all the evil and corruption in their government. They can wonder how children can be ripped away from their parents at the border. They can agonize over whether their country is ever going to be good again, and how long that’s going to take. Yet Ezekiel’s YHWH – the God who can stunt tall trees and make dry trees flourish -- will always plant the mustard seeds of justice for God’s people. 

And God will plant those seeds in and  through us. As we grow in our ability to love as God loves, we will increasingly have eyes that see injustice, hearts that are moved by injustice, and hands that work to do something about it. In his 2013 apostolic letter, Evangelii Gaudium, The Joy of the Gospel, Pope Francis had this to say:

The Gospel has an intrinsic totality, i.e.., it will remain good news until it has been proclaimed to all people; until it has healed and strengthened every aspect of humanity; and until it has brought all women and men together at the table in God’s Kin-dom.   

Each of us is a tiny seed that images God the more we allow God to grow in us. Each of us builds the Kin-dom of God on earth with our  increasing capacity to unfold into the Presence that is the very life within us. Each of us is that mustard seed that can grow into a shrub that welcomes the birds of the air to nest in our branches and the People of God to join us at our table. In the words of a song we will sing in a few minutes, we are seed, scattered and sown … we are wheat, gathered and grown … we are bread, broken and shared as one. In other words, we bring peace, we bring justice, we bring joy and love and compassion and mercy into the world – one tiny mustard or wheat or petunia seed at a time.
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