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“Gardening” 
 

Patience has never been my particular virtue. 

 

Waiting for something is painful, even as it is pleasurable.  Even as I savored being pregnant, 

for example, I could hardly wait to meet the wee one living so close to my heart. 

 

Growing up, it was hard to be patient when I knew my grandparents were on the way. 

 

My grandparents on my dad’s side were appreciative of good conversation and the spirited 

ways of their grandchildren.  Whenever they visited it felt like a sustained hug.  They loved us - 

and liked us - and they showed it through teasing and attention. 

 

So, waiting from them to arrive was challenging. 

 

When they visited the cabin, my sister and I came up with a ritual meant to make waiting easier. 

 

About the time we figured they HAD to be coming soon, we would begin to walk along the 

road in the direction we knew they would have to travel. 

 

Back then, the road was gravel and the traffic was light and we would walk along hoping to be 

the first to glimpse their car. 

 

And we would pick ditch flowers for them: 

 

Queen Anne’s lace, golden rod, ditch daisies, honeysuckle.  Anything that had color was 

bouquet material. 

 

We gathered the bouquet with such a deep sense of joy because we wanted to share love with 

people who knew how to love us. 

 

So, when at last they pulled alongside us, my grandparents were greeted with hugs and smiles 

and a sweaty clump of what was surely mostly weeds. 

 

That is love. 

 



In today’s gospel lesson from Matthew, Jesus is teaching to people who were finely attuned to 

the power of seeds and weeds.  Their lives depended upon fruitful harvests.  

 

In the story Jesus tells, rather than tear out the weeds, Jesus tells his listeners to give over being 

so sure they are right and pure and vigilant about what is in the field.  He tells his listeners to let 

go and allow God to grow the harvest - weeds and all - and God will do the sorting. 

 

It turns out, Jesus teaches, that it is not our job to consign anyone or anything to the fires of 

hell.  That’s not our concern.  That’s not our job.  Ours is to protect growth. 

 

It is interesting to hear the story Jesus tells with this information in mind: 

 

Jesus tells this story from the vantage point of one who himself was called a weed. 

 

Jesus, by the definition of the powerful Jewish leaders of his time, was a weed.  He was a 

Galilean - a place whose name, Gelil ha Goeym - meant the district of pagans.   

 

The Jewish elite of his time considered Jesus suspect because of his heritage. 

 

They considered him suspect because he cared more for healing than for ritual purity. 

 

And, Jesus was considered suspect by the Roman authorities of his time because he challenged 

the right of Rome to oppress the Jews. 

 

Jesus was a weed.  And he would not be silenced and he would not be stilled. 

We know what happened to Jesus.  The religious and civic authorities sought to weed him out. 

 

But it could not be done.  Through the life, death, and resurrection of Jesus, we learn so 

powerfully that God’s intention is that love wins.   

 

Every time. 

 

Love wins over the fear-based penchant human people have to cast aside some while 

privileging others. 

 

Love wins. 

 

So, if Jesus teaches us that love wins, why hasn’t it won yet? 

 

Why does Paul have to write about being patient? 

 

Don’t you get almost crazy frustrated waiting for love to triumph in this world we share?   

 



Don’t you sometimes open the paper or take in the news and want to take to the streets or do 

SOMETHING?  

 

 

When will we learn to live love in such a way that pride in our rainbow diversity is an everyday 

living breathing celebrated reality? 

 

When will we live God’s delight in each one and God’s heart beat in each one and God’s 

claiming of each one and all?  

 

When will we shut the violence and the fear and the hatred machines and gleeful weeders 

DOWN?  

 

 

We are, as Paul says, pregnant with God’s vision, around us and within us.  

 

So how do we find deliverance?! 

 

 

We are delivered through gathering together bouquets of people - diverse, glorious, muttly and 

stunning people. 

 

We find deliverance through letting go of our sorting and penchant for judging and weeding and 

instead letting our souls speak, one to the other. 

 

 

We gather people bouquets and share our stories.   

 

Just like the youth going to the Boundary Waters around star-spangled campfires, you and I will 

build God’s vision for shared love through the sharing of our stories. 

 

So, on this day when we celebrate Pride, I want to share the story of a young girl I haven’t seen 

for ten or more years. 

 

Her mother is a friend of mine, a Rabbi who served in Duluth. 

 

See if this story isn’t good for your soul.  It was shared on a site called “The Human Fabric of 

Duluth”.  

 

 

I was born in Duluth but I live in Los Angeles now. I’m 13 years old and have lived there 6 or 7 

years. I love it there. I still come back here because this is home number two. LA is very 

outgoing and is more culturally diverse than Duluth, but the people are more friendly here. If 

you are walking down the road they will say hi and smile and wave, but in Los Angeles there 



are a lot of things happening and people might not notice you. I like that better because if I wore 

my hair different nobody would stare. And that’s how I’ve learned and grown up now, to take 

things as inspiration and not see them as weird. 

 

I’m here with Ima right now. Ima is Hebrew for mom. I have 3 moms. That’s another reason 

why it would be weird living here. When I lived here I had 2 moms and nobody else had 2 

moms that I knew. In LA a lot of my friends have 2 or 3 moms so it’s more comfortable.  

 

My moms parent differently, so if I get in trouble or something they talk and call it The Council 

of Moms. From one of them I’ve learned how to be independent and strong, from another I’ve 

learned responsibility, and from another organization. I like having 3 moms. - Eliana  

 

 

Hear Eliana’s words again: “And that’s how I’ve learned and grown up now, to take things as 

inspiration and not see them as weird.” 

 

 

Worrying about weeds is ripping us apart.   

 

There are bouquets that need gathering. 

Let’s get to it. 

 

Amen 

 

 

 


