
GARDENING THE SOUL 

The other day, I decided to tackle an area of the garden that was overgrown with weeds and 
plant some seedlings that I had sown some time ago. My impatience for the seedlings to 

sprout and be ready for planting was more than I could bear! The progress wasn’t helped by 
the fact that we had a rather cold spring, and apart from a small propagation container, the 

seedlings were left to the rigours of the weather.  
 
I’m happy to report that most of the seeds that I sowed did germinate. Some didn’t survive 

for very long, and others that I transplanted became established, though likewise some of 
these succumbed to the poor weather or due to not being properly bedded in. 

 
Even so, in my rush to put the various seedlings into the ground, many of them perished. The 
ground around the front of the house is very sandy and with the cold winds, and poor soil, not 

all of the flowers managed to get a foothold in the soil. 
 

However, the joy of gardening is that even allowing for the occasional loss, the ones that 
survive (and some cling onto survival) eventually flower. I am looking forward to the next few 
weeks to see the fruits of my labour revealed in the bright colours of the flowers that were 

planted in various places around the grounds. 
 

This came to mind when I read the gospel for this Sunday. As it happens we are entering a 
time of the year when what was sown in the Spring is now well advanced and hopefully will 

bring forth a good harvest. The parable of the Sower is a very apt story that Jesus used to 
remind us that even in the best of circumstances, not all seeds sown can bring about a 
harvest. 

 
Various conditions can affect the growth and just like us, we can be receptive or refuse to 

allow ourselves to grow and reveal our full potential. In other circumstances, our experience of 
life can thwart our growth and development, and in some cases, leave a bitter taste in our 
mouths. 

 
The recent pandemic is a case in point. We have all been affected by the swift spread of the 

Corona virus. Like weeds in a barren piece of land, the overtaking of our lives has led to a 
stunting of our plans and forced us to step back just to survive. 
 

Now that the conditions are improving, the effects of the whole experience are gradually 
unfolding.  

 
I take comfort from the fact, that even when held back, many plants have a way of flowering. 
It may not be perfect, but yet they still have the capacity to flower. In a poem I wrote many 

years ago a phrase stuck in my mind: Before a flower’s blooms undone, it pushes out to 
catch the sun’. In other words, the flower’s function is to attract the pollinators to help it to 

set seed for the survival of the plant.  
 
These days, we can still bloom, despite all. That’s the gift of life, that’s the gift of allowing 

ourselves to survive, even when conditions are not ideal. 
 

Hopefully the summer days that we long for will restore our battered spirits. 
 
May God continue to guide you and heal you in these times.  

 
Le gach dea ghuí 

Fr. Liam 


