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 To what can we compare the kingdom of heaven?  It is like a small, intricate, 

dandelion seed.  Blown and carried on the wind. By birds and stuck to the bottom of 

hiker’s boots.  On the pads of a grizzly bear’s muddy feet.  Trampled down and mingled 

with cow manure.  Plucked by unsuspecting toddlers who spit and sputter and blow and 

giggle when it tickles their nose.  But when it is sown—Look Out!!!  It does not grow into 

the tallest of trees—but undaunted, indestructible—it grows and spreads, yellow and 

cheery in ditches, on hillsides, in fields, on your neighbour’s lawn.  No fence, no boundary 

can keep it out.  Even the driest of coulees in the midst of summer drought are not 

immune—there it is; in amongst grass and weed and tree; every hillside dotted; every field 

and forest floor invaded; until all the earth is filled with the most prolific of weeds.  

Dandelions… 

And it seems after that, we only have a couple of choices.  When life gives you 

dandelions—make gallons and gallons of dandelion tea.  Or get out the Round-up, or like 

my Mom used to do when we were kids—get out the kitchen knife and get down on your 

knees.  Not to pray, but to dig and pry and cut around the roots, in hopes that you will get 

it all.  That once and for all, life will be eradicated of this annoying, useless, overtaking 

weed.  Well, good luck with that.  Oh, and by the way—the kingdom of heaven is just like 

this.  Like an undiscriminating weed, crossing over and messing with established 

boundaries.  Spreading like wildfire.  Getting into everything.  Coloring all of life and the 

most desolate of places.  Crowding out what we have planted.  Resisting any of the ways 

we may try to diminish, manipulate or eradicate or stomp it out.  Scrappy, scruffy, tough, 

adaptable, pervasive.  The kingdom of heaven is exactly like this. i  Is this the kind of 

kingdom you imagine?  The kingdom you hope for?  Let’s pray. 
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"The time is fulfilled, the kingdom of God has come near.”  These, the first words I 

heard Jesus speak, words stuck in my head.  Because kingdom is a strange word.  What 

it looks like can be so different depending on who sits on the throne.  I wanted to know 

what he meant, what is this kingdom of God, what would it look like, what could we hope 

for?  And so I followed, hoping that Jesus would sit us down and explain it.  But he didn’t 

do that; not at first anyway.  He was too busy, in the midst of everything, healing people, 

touching their eyes, their pain, commanding demons; freeing us all from what held us 

bound.  Well, actions speak louder than words they say.  Jesus was showing us what 

God’s kingdom is about, but sometimes even in that you don’t get it. 

So today he us sat down, a bunch of grown men on our knees on the ground—like 

maybe we were going to pray.  And Jesus began to speak.  At least he was going to, but 

then Matthew sneezed.  “Allergies,” he mumbled.  “Stupid mustard!”  It was true.  The 

mustard was in full bloom.  Tiny yellow blossoms, dotting the hillside as far as the eye can 

see.  Sorry.  Back to Jesus. The kingdom of heaven,” he said, “is like this.”  He held up his 

hand, his thumb and finger pinched together.  But I couldn’t see.  Peter’s oversized head 

is in the way.  “Psst!”  “Move over!” I said.  And Jesus paused.  Waiting while I jostled and 

scooched my butt over, my robe getting all caught up and tangled in my knees.  Jesus 

waited, until I had settled once more.  “The kingdom of heaven is like this.”  And we 

leaned in, waiting, anticipating, eager to hear the answer.   

The kingdom of heaven is like a tiny mustard seed that when sown grows into the 

tallest of trees.”  John, one of the Thunder twins had just taken a sip of wine.  He snorted 

and choked, the wine spurting out of his mouth and nose, spraying all over his brother.  
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Andrew laughed out loud at the idea, the ridiculous notion.  And of course, Peter spoke 

up, because well, he always does.  Speak.  Blurt out what the rest of us are thinking.  

“Umm… hello?  Jesus?  Mustard seeds don’t grow into tall trees.  They are well, mustard, 

bushes—annoying, encroaching, scrappy, scruffy, prolific weeds!  Peter motioned his 

hands as if Jesus had not seen what was all around them.  And it was true, when life gives 

you mustard plants; well, I guess you have to make mustard.  Because what else are they 

good for?   

“Jesus, this is not grain, not corn, not a cash crop, not of any value at all.  And 

definitely not a tree.  Who wants this kind of kingdom, one nobody wants, small, constantly 

squished, sat on, trampled down into the ground?  Jesus you just got your plants mixed 

up.  Didn’t you mean to say that the kingdom of heaven is like a cedar tree, tall, lofty, and 

strong?  Jesus you must mean to pick another seed, a real tree.”  But still Jesus 

continues, as undaunted as the mustard all around—“The kingdom of heaven is like a tiny 

mustard seed that when sown grows into the tallest of trees.  “And,” he says, while he 

raises his hand to stop Peter from butting in once more.  “And, when it grows, it will put out 

branches so that all the birds will come and make nests.” 

And that was that.  There was no more explanation.  And then Jesus got up.  “Come 

on,” he said.  And we got up off our knees.  And the mustard that I had sat on already 

started to spring back up from the ground.  We walked the familiar trail down the 

mountain—on either side in amongst grass and tree; the plants that had spread and 

grown from the tiniest of seeds.  And up ahead a rustling, the branches trembled and 

shook as the tiniest of sparrows flitted and chirped and built nests.  And a herd of goats 
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bleated and skipped, and ate—sprigs of green branches and yellow flowers stuck in their 

teeth, while the seed fell, trampled and buried in the manure beneath their feet.  And there 

was a farmer’s field full of grain, but the mustard was there too.  A farmer ranting and 

raving, and down on his knees—not to pray, but trying to eradicate, to dig deep and cut 

out the roots, to eliminate and destroy.  And I said to him, “Good luck with that!”  The seed 

already planted and sown.  In a field, in my mind.  Pervasive,  intruding my every thought.  

Undaunted, indestructible—it grows and spreads, in ditches, on hillsides, in fields, in 

drought and in flood.  No fence, no boundary can keep it out.  There it is; growing in and 

among everything else; until every hillside dotted; until every field and forest floor invaded; 

until all the earth is filled with the most prolific of weeds.  The kingdom of heaven is like 

this.   

And through the streets of the town, in the chaos of hunger, and thirst, and disease.  

Just where Jesus was and had been.  In the midst of them.  In the upheaval of change 

and the ever-encroaching reign of fear and division—a reign that would try to eradicate by 

force and by violence difference of any kind.  Kingdoms that try to be rid of those who will 

not conform to neat and tidy visions of wheat fields planted row upon row, where each 

stalk in conformity looks the same.  Impressive kingdoms; with visions of grandeur and 

dominance rising like strong oaks and lofty cedar trees.  I wonder, what good is mustard 

amongst the kingdoms of these?  What good is a seed buried in the ground of buried, 

forgotten children; in a world where hatred grows; where families are trampled and run 

down, eliminated because they are different; left lying dead in the street?   
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Yet beneath the trampling boots and the mud of stomping feet; I see it—the seed, 

planted and sown.  From the depths of the ground in hushed and silent mystery—it is 

growing.  Through cracked pavement and broken hearts, rising, sprouting, spreading.  

Like a healer in the streets, like an undiscriminating weed, crossing, messing with 

established boundaries of order and class.  Through tidy wheat fields of conformity where 

we leave no space for anyone who looks, dresses, acts, or believes differently.  Spreading 

like wildfire.  Getting into everything.  Coloring all of life and the most desolate places.  

Crowding out what we have planted in seeds of hatred and fear.  Resisting any of the 

ways we may try to diminish, manipulate or eradicate or stomp it out.  Scrappy, scruffy, 

tough, adaptable, pervasive.  The tiniest of seeds.  The tallest of trees.  Branches and 

birds and nests.  Jesus in the streets.  Jesus on the cross.  Places of life, spreading, 

reaching, healing, and feeding, and shelter, and rest.  The kingdom of heaven is like this. 

It is a new and challenging vision Jesus has set before us, a vision I think at times, I 

see.  At times, I think I hope for.  But truthfully, no matter our hope, it is not the kind of 

crop we sow.  It is not a cash crop, not ordered and controlled with measurable and 

predictable outcomes; not based on our vision of row upon row of golden coloured heads, 

lined up neatly and swaying in the direction of whatever the prevailing wind might be.  In 

the midst of the social chaos and the ruins all around—honestly, it seems too haphazard.  

And yet as now the path yields way to the shoreline, even here, in the rocky sand, I see 

the new growth of a mustard seed only just beginning to grow.  And as I turn around; the 

panorama of the path we just traveled. A breath-taking view of a small seed, a common, 

ordinary, and trampled seed that inch by inch; grows and rises in and among whatever 
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else is growing there.  Changing and transforming the entire landscape; rising in and into 

the full diversity and color of life.   

One small seed, transforming an entire world, sowing within us a breath-taking 

diverse hope that things can and will changed.  That we, that our world, that our hearts 

can and will be transformed.  A breath-taking hope, imagination, and vision grounded in 

the Gospel of a buried seed rising.  Buried in our pain and death.  Rising not for 

dominance, but on a cross of life big enough to house the whole of the world.  No place, to 

which this seed can ever be confined.  No person confined, divided, separated from God’s 

grace.  There is no Gospel period, where Jesus remains buried in the ground like a 

dormant seed.  Jesus declares God’s kingdom of grace will not be relegated, controlled, or 

contained.  God’s kingdom of love cannot be diminished or manipulated or stomped out.  

But God’s kingdom of life has claimed and is claiming all aspects of our human existence, 

like a cross rising on one hillside that becomes love’s rising on every hillside; no matter 

what grows there, love rising from the ground, dotting and claiming all life in this world.ii  

Jesus is claiming all life, all people for healing, for feeding, for shelter, for rest, for life.  The 

tiniest of seeds.  Dandelions, weeds, the tallest of trees.  Branches and birds and nests.  

Persistent, insistent, scrappy, pervasive life for the healing of the world.  Thanks be to 

God!  The kingdom of heaven looks exactly like this!  Amen. 

 
i Paragraph based on the interpretation of Matt Skinner, www.workingpreacher.org, June 2018. 
ii Ibid. 

http://www.workingpreacher.org/

