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The Urge… To Purge… 
When the farmhands asked… Didn’t you sow good seed in your field? 
Where, then, did these weeds come from?’  
Do you want us to go and gather them?’ 
 
Should we remove the weeds? 
God says… No. 
Because removing the weeds… Would kill the harvest…  
destroy the good… ruin the righteous… 
 
But that is what humans do isn't it. Remove the problems… 
Got a toothache? Pull it out! 
Found a spider in the bathroom? Step on it! 
Find a raisin in your cereal? Get rid of it! 
 
Hey wait just a minute here… 
I like raisins in my cereal. 
And that spider was a pet 
And that cavity could have been filled… 
 
There was a time when we couldn’t throw things out 
When we had to fix them… 
We’ve become a disposable society 
If we don’t like it… Get rid of it! 
 
It’s become the same with people… 
We get mad at somebody…  we unfriend them.  
We block their number. Delete their messages. 
We don’t want them near us 
So, we swipe them out of our lives! 
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Tough to reconcile that with today’s parable 
We’re not supposed to weed God’s garden. That’s God’s job. 
 
Our job to live alongside the weeds… And still bear fruit 
In spite of… or even because of… the weeds that grow in our patch. 
 
To do so… can be devastating 
 
When my grandmother was no longer able to tend her garden 
She hired a man to weed it. 
She cried when she saw the finished work. 
All the flowers were gone. Only the weeds were left. 
 
One afternoon in heaven… God spoke to St. Francis 
 
Francis, you know all about gardens and nature.  
What in the world is going on down there on the planet?  
Where are the dandelions, chickweed, and stuff I started eons ago? 
I had a perfect no-maintenance garden plan. 
Those plants grow in any type of soil, withstand drought and multiply 
with abandon. The nectar from the blossoms attract butterflies, honey 
bees and flocks of songbirds. I expected a vast garden of colors. 
But, all I see are green rectangles. 
 
It's the tribes that settled there, Lord. The Suburbanites… 
They call your flowers 'weeds' and go to great lengths to kill them 
and replace them with grass. 
 
Grass? But, it's so boring. It's not colorful.It doesn't attract butterflies,  
birds and bees; only grubs and sod worms.  
Do these Suburbanites really want all that grass? 
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Apparently so. They go to great pains to grow it and keep it green.  
They begin each spring by fertilizing grass and poisoning any other 
plant that crops up in the lawn. 
 
Should we remove the weeds? 
God says… No. 
 
I’m no horticulturalist, but I pull what I think are weeds… 
But what if I’m wrong? 
What if I pulled an amaryllis or a lily? 
And left skunk vine or Kudzu? 
 
Jesus said… 
the good seeds are the children of the kingdom 
the weeds are the children of the evil one  
 
and immediately… 
The farmhands had an urge to purge 
 
But what if we purge the wrong plants… or worse… the wrong people? 
 
We needed to paint a room in our house 
And our contractor recommended his neighbor 
 
He set down drop-cloths to protect the floor 
And set-up his phone to listen to music 
 
I could not believe what I heard 
Not rock or country or even jazz 
 
I heard the beautiful strains of Vivaldi’s Four Seasons 
a Classical classic published in 1725 
Not what I expected… 
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Growing up in Mexico, he learned about music from his dad. 
His father loved music, especially classical. 
He collected 10,000 record albums 
 
Not what I expected… 
If I hadn’t heard that beautiful music I would have missed  
the essence of this man. 
A 45-year-old single dad, caring for his 12-year-old daughter 
With a kind and gentle heart. 
Not a weed. But grain. 
Not just a painter. A man of God. 
 
The weeds will grow around us 
The grain will grow around us 
But we may not recognize one from the other 
 
So we leave the weeds 
and save the grain 
 
It’s not our job to know who’s in and who’s out 
 
Jesus said… 
The Son of Man will send his angels, and they will collect out of his 
kingdom all causes of sin and all evildoers, and they will throw them  
into the furnace of fire, where there will be weeping and gnashing of 
teeth.  
 
Then the righteous will shine like the sun in the kingdom of their Father.  
Our place in heaven will never be reserved by pulling weeds. 
Our place in is guaranteed by God’s promise of love and mercy 
 
So instead of embracing the urge to purge 
Try loving a weed… It just might bloom… right in your hand. 


