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Rt Revd David Chillingworth



GOOD MORNING

I used to work with a retired clergyman who was a great gardener.  ‘Gardeners will always be optimists,’ he declared, ‘because they always have something to look forward to.’  And when I used to knock on doors in my round of pastoral visiting, I noticed how often there would be a bird bath or sun dial with faith and gardening words.  Most often it was Dorothy Gurney’s words  ‘The kiss of the sun for pardon. The song of the birds for mirth. One is nearer to God's heart in the garden. Than anywhere else on earth.’

I’ve never been much of a gardener myself.  But this year, I am going back to the vegetable growing.  There’s a bit of ‘dig for victory in difficult times’ about it.   But probably also recognition that a life lived in home, office, car, church and internet lacks connection with the deeper rhythms of life.  Out of the past comes the voice of Arthur Fallowfield on the old radio programme ‘Round the Horne’ who believed that the answer to everything lay ‘in the soil’

So what is that God and gardening link?  Obviously about beauty and the wonder of creation.  Probably too about the faithful rhythm of the seasons and the fruitfulness of the earth.

But deepest of all is what it means to be close to the pattern of death and life – an echo of the language of baptism – baptised into the death of Christ that we may walk with him in the newness of his risen life.’

So much of life today lives in the culture of ‘always on’  – the 24/7 tag promises instant availability all the time – like the shop in America I met which said, ‘We opened in 1956 and threw away the key.’

But the deep mysteries of life aren’t like that – can’t be ‘always on’.  That’s certainly not how it feels to be human.  We have rich and fallow periods.  Our energies ebb and flow.  Our relationships go through warm and intense periods and then seem less sure.

And the miracle is the way in which life inexplicably arises out of death, despair grows out of hope and joy is found in the deepest sadness.  Don’t ask – just wonder.

