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Getting My Hands Dirty
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“To plant a garden is to believe in tomorrow.” –Audrey Hepburn

You've probably seen some of the recent videos about having to cook so much since the
stay-at-home orders took effect.  One of my favorites is a video of a little girl wailing uncontrollably
as her mother explains that all her favorite restaurants are closed and they are going to have to eat
whatever mommy cooks.  Even for those of us who love to cook, having to plan, shop for, prepare,
and clean up from three meals a day, every day, for weeks on end (and for teenaged boys!) can feel
like an unwelcomed chore.

One such meme on social media recently led to a conversation with a friend about the cultural
and religious traditions around certain foods and reminded me of the book Eat With Joy: Redeeming
God's Gift of Food by Rachel Marie Stone, which the Lakeside study groups read in 2016.  It is a
thoughtful read for anyone wanting to explore the spiritual dimensions of food, stewardship of
resources, questions of equity, our connections to the earth, and God's provision.  What I couldn't
have known at the time was that the book would be life-changing for me.

Though I spent many childhood summer days helping my grandparents tend the backyard
garden and a small farm just outside of town, I mostly resented the time it took away from whatever
book I was devouring.  Whether it was a perceived lack of time or youthful impatience and ignorance
about the rewards of such things, I had never considered trying my hand at gardening until I read this
book.  That first spring after reading it, and mainly because of my interest in cooking, I planted a few
pots of herbs and tomatoes on the deck, and almost immediately, the gardening bug bit hard!

Over the last few years, growing things has become as much spiritual discipline as hobby for
me, but in these days when life has become so confined and when so much about illness and death
is swirling around us, coaxing new life and sustenance for my family out of the dirt has been
especially meaningful and cathartic.  If, in this dark time, you need a reminder of God's goodness,
love of beauty and variety, and even sense of humor, I would encourage you to put your hands in the



dirt.  If you need to slow down to allow yourself space for wonder; if you want a way to connect with
the creation, with family roots, or with your own spirit, put your hands in the dirt.  If you are looking
for a way to set aside time for contemplation and reflection, put your hands in the dirt.  If you want
to discover the reverence and delight of nurturing something beautiful, the satisfaction of growing
good things to share with people you love, a way to learn with and enjoy time with your children
without electronic devices, or simply the peace of watching something bloom and grow, put your
hands in the dirt.  I am learning every day, with awe and gratitude, the mystery of how dirty hands
can be cleansing for the soul.

Mark 4:26-29 - Jesus also said, “The kingdom of God is as if someone would scatter seed on the
ground, and would sleep and rise night and day, and the seed would sprout and grow, he does not
know how.  The earth produces of itself, first the stalk, then the head, then the full grain in the head. 
But when the grain is ripe, at once he goes in with his sickle, because the harvest has come.”

Prayer:
For the fruit of all creation, thanks be to God;
for the gifts of every nation, thanks be to God;
for the ploughing, sowing, reaping, silent growth while we are sleeping,
future needs in earth's safe-keeping, thanks be to God.

For the harvests of the Spirit, thanks be to God;
for the good we all inherit, thanks be to God;
for the wonders that astound us, for the truths that still confound us,
most of all that love has found us, thanks be to God.

–Fred Pratt Green (1970, Hope Publishing)


