
Then God…FAITHFULNESS 
 
When I was growing up in Minnesota, we had a big garden, and a big 

raspberry patch.  The bushes grew high and would fill with raspberries.  

My mom would go, in jeans and a big long sleeve shirt to protect from 

scratches and mosquito bites.  She would fill empty ice cream buckets 

with raspberries.  During the high season, we had fresh raspberries on 

cereal for breakfast, raspberries on cantaloupe with cottage cheese for 

lunch, and a raspberry pie or bars for dessert after dinner.  We also had 

raspberry jam, and the adults had raspberry cordials.  Our chest freezer 

had packages of raspberries. 

   

I loved raspberries, but there would be a time when I became a little 

tired of them.  I also didn’t appreciate the amount we had.  Years later, 

when I was on my own and shopping for groceries, I was shocked to 

discover how much raspberries cost!  I had taken them for granted, these 

delicious wonderful berries, a fruit borne by this great patch. 

   

Fruit borne by plants is a metaphor the apostle Paul uses in his letter to 

the Galatians.  Christians who have been given God’s Spirit are to “bear 

fruit” because of that, fruit which Paul describes in Galatians 5:22-23, 

“the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, patience, kindness, generosity, 

faithfulness, gentleness, and self-control.”  I can’t help but picture 

raspberry bushes, heavy and laden with huge raspberries, and I know 

that is something like the picture Paul wants us to get here.  Bear fruit, 

he says, abundantly! 



 Faithfulness is one fruit of the Spirit.  God is faithful, always.  He 

is steadfast and dependable and true.  Because we are given His Spirit, 

we are to be faithful.  We are to be as much like Him as we can, we are 

to be Christ like in our faithfulness to Him and to others. 

  

This doesn’t come naturally to us as human beings.  It is only by God’s 

Spirit that we can be faithful.  I think of my mother in this regard.  She 

was a woman of faith, and always faithful to God and  her family.  From 

picking raspberries in the summer heat, to teaching us about God, she 

relied on God’s Spirit to be who she was.  I probably took her for 

granted in my young life as well, but as I grew older, I began to 

understand, and I am grateful for God’s faithfulness to me, and my 

mother. 

 

 


