
 

 

 GOD'S JOB AND OURS 
 A sermon for Proper 6b - June 13, 2021 
 St. Andrew Lutheran Church - Franklin, TN 
 Mark 4:26-34 - Julian Gordy 

 
Like many of you, I have a garden. I tell people that I have a garden 
because I like to have fresh vegetables and fruit. But those of you who 
garden know, there’s a good farmers market here, and it is a lot cheaper 
and less work to buy your produce. I think I like to garden because 
gardening is a mysterious even spiritual experience. I heard on the radio 
news this week that a majority of people in the millennial generation would 
rather spend time in the garden than at a club.  
 
Gardening is a lot of work, but it is also a regular reminder of how little 
control I actually have over things. You can know everything about botany, 
or you can know nothing but how to plant and water and weed, and the 
result is the same. Seeds sprout and grow and reach toward the sun and 
produce on some kind of program locked up in that tiny dry seed. We 
humans can’t make growth happen.  
 
Two summers ago, a pumpkin seed sprouted in our compost and grew into 
a vine over 80 feet long with 36 pumpkins on it by the time the first frost 
came. We didn’t even intentionally plant that one. In fact, we kept cutting it 
back as it tried to take over the patio furniture and the kitchen deck. That 
seed had its own program to carry out.  
 
When daughter Elisabeth was about three, and we lived in East Tennessee, 
we went out to the garden one fine late spring day to plant some sweet 
corn. I punched the holes in the earth with a dibble, and Elisabeth dropped 
in the seeds and covered them with soil. As we worked, we talked about the 
harvest to come, about how good it would be to have fresh sweet corn out 
of the garden.  
 
As I was putting away the tools, I noticed Elisabeth squatting down there 
looking intently at the ground. She stayed that way for a long time, staring at 
the garden bed we had just planted. Finally, she said, “Daddy, nothing's 
happening.” 



 

 

 
So, I explained to her that something indeed was happening, it just wasn’t 
happening very fast. Most of gardening is waiting. We had planted the 
seeds, but growth is not the gardener's job. It is the work of God's good 
earth and sun and rain. The harvest comes in its time when it’s time. We 
witness the results, but the growth remains a mystery.  
 
Like the gardener who plants and waters and weeds, we who would work in 
God’s Garden and be faithful followers of Jesus have our jobs to do. In 
baptism we promise to faithfully attend worship, to hear the word and make 
use of the sacraments, to work for the just and sustainable and peaceful 
world – the world of shalom – that is the Regin of God. We baptized children 
of God are obliged to plant the seed - to  
share the good news of God’s love we’ve encountered in the life, death, and 
resurrection of Jesus. 
 
But making faith grow, bringing the Dominion of God to its fullness is 
ultimately the Spirit’s work, not ours. The kingdom of God comes about at 
God’s bidding in God’s time, not our own. Like the corn or the little mustard 
seed, if it’s planted, it will grow to be what it is intended to be.   
    
Like the gardener, we may hinder or help the process, but we will never 
bring growth about.  
 
I hope that that says something to you in your personal faith journey as well 
as in our congregation's endeavors to grow in faithfulness. There is a lot of 
anxiety around the church and in this congregation these days. We wonder, 
will people come back after COVID? What kind of change will the new 
pastors bring? Will St. Andrew’s community continue to support the ministry 
of the congregation in these unsettling economic times? Will our children 
and grandchildren honor their baptismal vows or will the wander away from 
faith?  
 
This morning let me suggest that we not worry about any of that. Instead, let 
us be faithful gardeners who plant the seed, do a little weeding, and trust 
God to bring a good harvest. Growth is God’s job, not ours, and so is the 
future.  
 



 

 

Several years ago, Morgan and I spent some time studying at Spring Hill 
College, a Jesuit institution in Mobile, Alabama. In an effort to develop a not-
too-well-developed side of my faith, I took a course on centering prayer from 
a Trappist monk named Basil Pennington.   
 
Some of you are familiar with centering prayer. I believe that Pr. Lippard 
used to lead community centering prayer here at St. Andrew. It is an ancient 
practice in which one sits quietly in the presence of God and does nothing - 
not even thinking. Centering prayer was quite an experience for me - a real 
stretch. I’m not good at doing nothing. Truth be told, I’m terrible at it. I have 
had absolutely no experience in doing nothing. I was raised that way. 
 
Fr. Pennington pointed out that many of us are like that. We are more at 
home as human doings than as human beings, he said.  From early 
childhood, we judge ourselves by what we do, what we have and what 
people think of us. If you are not happy, Fr. Pennington said, just look 
closely and you will see it is because you are not satisfied with what you 
have, with what you have done or with what people think of you.  
 
This, he said, is the “false self” that is always there to make us miserable, to 
rob us of joy. And it is to this false self that Jesus tells us we must die. It is 
this false self that St. Paul encourages us to crucify. 
 
Because here is the gospel truth: no matter what you have done, what you 
have or what people think of you, you are infinitely valuable because God 
has created you in God’s own image and loves you deeply and infinitely. 
Until we get that straight, all our doing will be anxious and troubled. And we 
will constantly be discouraged.   
 
And while, as I said, there are certainly things that we who are baptized are 
called to do, we are receivers before we are achievers. 
 
That goes against my grain. I want to make the seed grow. I want to “just do 
it,” to make it happen. But growth is God’s job. Our job, our baptismal duty, 
our sacred obligation is to plant the seeds, to water the sprouts, to hoe the 
fields, to reap the harvest. Our job is to keep the faith, to study and proclaim 
the word, to teach and to learn, to partake of the sacraments, the means of 
grace. Our job is to tell the world of God's love and to show it in our lives 



 

 

through acts of kindness and mercy.  
 
And that’s enough. It is not easy to be a worker tending God’s Garden in a 
world that has no place for God’s values, a world bent on competition and 
success, a world where racism and poverty and violence and prejudice and 
hard-heartedness seem bent on hurting and destroying everything God 
made and loves. Our little part in confronting those ills and in supporting 
those who suffer from them is hard work. And when we see how universal 
and intractable the darkness around us can be, it is easy to be discouraged.  
 
But remember the mystery of the garden. When viable seeds are planted, 
they will grow, and they will always be the kind of plant they are supposed to 
be. Even the smallest seeds can become important plants. The reign of God 
may be hidden, but it is here, growing, slowly doing its work among us.  
 
So, we Christians are not to worry. Our hope for the future - for ourselves, 
for our congregation - does not lie in our own abilities, but in God's good 
will. We have the promise that in God's good time, for you and me, for this 
parish, and for all the world, all will be accomplished. God's reign will come. 
Nothing can stop it.  
 
This morning we baptized Douglas Griffin, a little boy who, in baptism will 
become a part of Christ's church and of this family of faith, a fellow gardener 
with us in God’s Garden. Baptism is a small thing that we do. A seed that 
we plant. Yet in baptism, as in the little mustard seed, there is tremendous 
power, the power of life, a power that we cannot control, a power that will do 
its work in Douglas in its own time. 
 
Douglas’ family and godparents together with the congregation promised to 
nurture him in faith. He will grow, and God's spirit will grow in him. We 
cannot make it so. But we don’t need to. It will happen. Our job is to nurture 
and to teach Douglas. And we have God's promise that in God's good time, 
for Douglas and for all of us, all will be accomplished.  
 
With Douglas and all the baptized, here in God’s Garden, we place our fate 
individually and corporately in the hands of God, trusting in God's power 
and in God's love. That is all we can do. That’s all we need to do. Amen. 
 


