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Help me get started. Finish these sentences with me:  

 

 April showers, bring ___________. (May flowers) 

 Royal Oak in Bloom, the annual flower and garden sale held annually for nearly 25 years, 

is always on the second Sunday of_____ ?  (May, Mothers’ Day) 

 Flower day at Eastern Market in downtown Detroit is always the third Sunday in _____?   

(May). 

 

So, why a sermon about flowers in October? 

 

Braiding Sweetgrass, a wonderful book by Robin Wall Kimmerer, is subtitled Indigenous 

Wisdom, Scientific Knowledge, and the Teaching of Plants. Hear this description of flowers in 

fall from Braiding Sweetgrass:   

 

If a fountain could jet bouquets of chrome yellow in dazzling arches of 

chrysanthemum fireworks, that would be Canada Goldenrod. Each three-foot 

stem is a geyser of tiny gold daisies, ladylike in miniature, exuberant en masse.   

Where the soil is damp enough, they stand side by side with their perfect 

counterpart, New England Asters… The daisy-like fringe of purple petals 

surrounds a disc as bright as the sun at high noon, a golden-orange pool, just a 

tantalizing shade darker than the surrounding goldenrod. Alone, each is a 

botanical superlative.  Together, the visual effect is stunning. Purple and gold, the 

heraldic colors of the king and queen of the meadow, a regal procession in 

complementary colors…1 

 

It sounds a bit like the scripture we just heard in which Jesus says about some flowers, “Yet I tell 

you, even Solomon in all his glory was not clothed like one of these.” 
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Flowers in fall? Yes. Asters and goldenrod.   

 

On my own, as far as I get is mums. Ubiquitous potted fall mums. Sold. Bought. Placed on the 

porch. Discarded after the first hard frost. 

 

Jane Carvell, church member, gardener extraordinaire, and volunteer leader of our Landscape 

Committee, put together a list for me of fall blooming perennials that do well in our planting 

zone. Raise your hand if you are familiar with these, in no particular order: 

 Aster (looks a little mum-like, but many native varieties) 

 Autumn Joy tall sedum (sometimes called Stonecrop) 

 Helenium Autumnale aka Sneezeweed - lots of red, yellow, orange hues 

 Goldenrod (Solidago) - often blamed for allergies, gets mixed up with ragweed 

 Autumn Crocus (colchicum autumnale) - bulb to plant in spring for fall bloom 

 Turtlehead (Chelone lyonii) - pink or white blooms in late summer lasting all the way to 

frost. Loves damp areas. One of my favorites. 

 Montauk Daisy 

 Perennial sunflower (Helianthus) 

 Japanese Anemones  

 

Flowers in fall? Yes. As it turns out, there lots of them. So, why the lesson in horticulture this 

morning?   

 

* * * * * 

 

I think we tend to think of seasons as being one-dimensional: 

 

Fall: Harvest. Letting go. 

Winter: Bleak. Hard. Cold. 

Spring: New life. Flowers.   

Summer: Rest. Renewal. Warmth. 

 

But there is more to each season than this. The first lesson that flowers teach us is that seasons 

are complex. Flowers in spring, yes. And also in summer, fall, and yes, even winter. (This from 

an MSU extension website: “I’m told that at Michigan State University’s Hidden Lake Gardens 

in the Irish Hills, a witch hazel flower in February takes your breath away as its fragrance carried 

across the frozen landscape.”)2   

 

Flowers teach us that seasons are complex, and though a theme may dominate any given season, 

other notes and experiences are also present.  

 

Seasons are complex. Seasons in nature. Seasons in our own lives. As one who is in a season of 

grief, I can tell you that laughter and joy are still possible. And when they come, one need not 

feel guilty for experiencing them. I need not feel guilty for experiencing joy, though at times it 

feels like I should. In this season of my life, grief is real, yet this season for me is not all gray, 

not all sadness. 
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The converse is true as well: In seasons of great joy, times of success, expanding families, 

weddings, new births, new jobs…sadness and depression are still possible. And when they come, 

we need not feel guilty for experiencing them. We need not pretend that what we experience is 

not real.    

 

Flowers can teach us about the complexity of seasons.    

 

Some of the greatest worries many of us encounter is that which comes from our questioning 

whether what we are experiencing is okay. When what we are experiencing seems to run counter 

to what we think we should be feeling, we worry and compound the real challenge we may need 

to address.    

 

Jesus invites us to consider the lilies, to let flowers teach us lessons, and to let go of the worry.   

What we experience, what we feel in any season of our lives is real, it is okay. Seasons in nature, 

in life, are complex. There are flowers in fall. 

 

* * * * * 

 

A few weeks ago, we paused to remember the 20th anniversary of September 11, 2001. In a New 

York Times opinion piece published the week prior, Gail Collins, a Times columnist, shared this 

remembrance: 

 

I was able to go down to the site a few days after the attack. It was nighttime. The 

catastrophic pile of what used to be the World Trade Center was still smoldering. 

And covered with little dotted red lights, which were rescuers still in hopes of 

finding survivors. 

 

Walking around Manhattan in the weeks after, you kept coming across people 

singing and playing music in every park, open space or negotiable sidewalk 

corner. They were from all over the country, and they just wanted to do— 

something—so they brought their songs to New York’s residents. 

 

Those are the two things that stay in my mind. The little red lights and the guitar 

players from Ohio and Vermont and Missouri.3  

 

In a pile of rubble, red lights witnessing to hope. 

In a city stunned and silent, music. 

In seasons of success, sadness. 

In grief, joy.  

In fall, flowers. 

* * * * * 

 

Hear again Jesus’ invitation to us: Consider the lilies of the field...  

 

The root word in the Greek, which is most traditionally translated as “lilies,” most accurately 

means flowers in a generic sense. There is a Greek word for lily, but that’s not what was used.  
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And the only lilies native to the Holy Land are relatively rare. So, lilies, at least in what we think 

of as lilies, are not likely what Jesus had in mind. 

 

There is a consensus among biblical botanists (yes, there are botanists who specialize in plants of 

the Bible) that if Jesus was referring to a specific flower type, then the anemone is most likely.  

Native varieties of anemone are prolific in the Holy Land, including varieties of a scarlet color so 

deep and rich it is often compared to the lavish royal robes of Solomon (as in that phrase, “even 

Solomon, in all his glory, was not arrayed as one of these”).   

 

Consider the anemone…a variety of which flowers in fall. A variety of which is planted in our 

church’s Memorial Garden. And is in bloom, even as I preach in October. You should really go 

look at it…AFTER the service. 

 

Our Tuesday morning men’s group has been reading a book of Dr. Ritter’s sermons  (Ritter, 

2020) in which there is a sermon titled, “Say It With Flowers.”4 It is a sermon on our scripture 

for today, a sermon on flowers, a sermon Dr. Ritter preached in February 1995. It was a 

Valentine’s Day sermon, with lots of poetry (if I’ve counted correctly, seven poems are 

referenced), and, in the end, three points that one might take from considering the anemone: 

 

1. Perspective 

2. Preciousness 

3. Promise 

 

* * * * * 

 

Consider the anemone…for perspective. Perhaps this point is most obvious. Stop. Look around. 

Open your eyes. Breathe deeply. Take in the beauty and wonder of the created order… 

 

For the beauty of the earth, for the glory of the skies, 

For the love that from our birth over and around us lies; 

Lord of all to thee we raise, this our hymn of grateful praise. 

 

For the beauty of each hour, of the day and of the night, 

Hill and vale and tree and flower, sun and moon, and stars of light;  

Lord of all to thee we raise, this our hymn of grateful praise.5 

 

Look at the birds, consider the flowers, Jesus says, and get some perspective on things. There is 

order, wonder, beauty, goodness all around us. There is order, wonder, beauty, goodness for 

which we can give thanks. 

 

A scientific study was done that documented an inverse correlation between time spent in nature 

and stress hormone levels. In the study, researchers asked 36 people to spend 10 minutes or 

longer, three days a week for eight weeks, in an outdoor place where they could interact with 

nature. Levels of cortisol, a stress hormone, were measured before and after nature outings.    

Study subjects who spent 20 minutes or more immersed in a nature setting had statistically 

significant drops in cortisol levels. The study’s conclusion was this: spending time in nature— 
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looking at the birds, considering the flowers—reduces stress, lessens worry, and generally 

improves mental well-being.6  

 

We need to eat and drink and have clothes to wear. And we can get pretty wound up about it 

all—eating, and drinking, and what we wear and, oh, so much more. And we can end up being 

owned by our things and consumed with worry about them. We can end up serving them rather 

than God.  

 

Jesus invites us to pause, to look, to listen. Watch birds. Ponder flowers. In the created order, in 

the goodness which surrounds us, there is enough. More than enough. We don’t have to be slaves 

to what we have, for all that we have belongs to God. Stop. Look. Breathe. Relax. Get some 

perspective. We can trust in the God who created it all, and calls it all—even us—good. 

 

Consider the anemone, for perspective. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Consider the anemone, look at the flowers…and be reminded that life is precious. The grass of 

the field, the flowers that are so spectacular… As our text reminds us, they are here today and 

tomorrow thrown into the fire. Flowers may come in every season, but flowers are for but a 

season.    

 

In a time when talk of mortality makes us uncomfortable (we speak of people being lost rather 

than dying), flowers offer a reminder of mortality. 

 

The book Being Mortal, first published in 2014, continues seven years later to appear on lists of 

best-selling non-fiction books. The author, Atul Gawande, a Harvard physician, proclaims a truth 

of life which many try to deny when he writes, “Death is not a failure. Death is normal. Death 

may be the enemy, but it also is the natural order of things.”7  

 

A sermon about flowers may not need seven poems, but it needs a couple. So consider this poem 

from Percy Shelley: 

 

The flower that smiles to-day 

To-morrow dies; 

All that we wish to stay 

Tempts and then flies. 

What is this world’s delight? 

Lightning that mocks the night, 

Brief even as bright.8 

 

Consider the anemone…for preciousness. A reminder to us to treasure now, today. A reminder to 

treasure what we have in the present, without worrying about tomorrow.  

 

* * * * * 
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Finally, consider the anemone for promise. Flowers are but for a season—precious—and yet they 

hold in them the promise of seasons still to come.  

 

The most important function of flowers is reproduction. For a plant, the flower is essential for 

what is next, for the future, for the season to come. The flower holds the promise of a plant’s 

future.  

 

And so, flowers: at baptisms, a rose; at weddings; and, yes, at funerals. All because flowers 

speak to us of promise. The promise of God’s love for us. The promise of our love for each 

other. The promise of love stronger than death, of the love from which nothing, nothing in this 

life or the life to come can ever separate us.    

 

The resurrected Christ appeared to the women in the garden. Consider the anemone for promise. 

 

* * * * * 

 

Flowers in fall. Yes. A reminder that seasons are complex. That life is complex. That each 

season holds in it more than what we might expect. And that complexity is okay.   

 

Flowers in fall. Yes. Stop and smell them. For perspective. For how precious they are…and you 

are…and those you love are. For promise…the promise of our love for each other, of God’s love 

for us; the promise of the love that will never let us go. 

 

It’s fall. Go find some flowers.  

 

Amen. 
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