
I took to weeding yesterday. The weather was finally getting warmer and the threat of rain was no 

longer forecast. So after lunch I put on my gardening clothes, took out my wheel barrow, fork, hoe, 

hand fork, and other useful items to enable me to take on the task of finally getting to grips with the 

colonisation of my flower borders with increasing take over of spreading vegetation! 

I started off in an area that I had managed to keep reasonably clear of weeds since the autumn. As I 

inched along with my hand fork rooting out the solo weeds, I began to feel a sense of 

accomplishment. Using a garden kneeler and stretching out occasionally I felt I was back in the 

seminary or on retreat giving my time to gardening the soul. 

For avid gardeners, being out in the open and tending to the plants is a spiritual experience. But I 

was noticing that certain weeds that I thought I had eliminated last autumn were beginning to re-

emerge. The mare’s tail is insidious, like scutch grass. All it needs is a little piece of root and away it 

goes. It is even coming up through the tarmacadam path, such is its aggressive nature. 

Moving along at a steady pace I reach the patch where the hardy invaders have made a home. I 

move with greater purpose to ‘unearth’ these unwanted bits of nature and discover that they have 

evolved to withstand a cursory halt to their gallop. Unknown to me before, I realised that they had a 

secret weapon: they would spread roots and begin a new colony. Their feathery roots had a lead 

who would propagate another plant and start all over again. Their erect stems with a pretty little 

white flower standing tall like the Spire would send seeds scattering to re-invade or, blown by the 

wind, set up shop somewhere else. 

In these spiritual moments of digging and clearing out, I was drawn to reflect that life presents us 

with much the same. There are times when our lives become so cluttered that we have to stop and 

take time to reassess where we are going and what we are doing. Sometimes we are too busy to 

even think that we can take the time, or are so overwhelmed with just trying to keep going that we 

become exhausted and unable to reflect or take time out. 

If this present crisis has taught us anything it is this: whether it be forced on us or not, we need to 

stop and reflect. The religious calendar has served this purpose over the centuries. Today in our 

more secular world, with economics driving our lives, we are not so alert to the opportunities for 

contemplation. Having our lives suddenly skid to a halt, we are now asking ourselves what is it all 

about? What is this pandemic telling our world? What is essential for my living? 

Getting back to the weeding. I managed to complete more of my task that I had envisaged at the 

start. I am very fortunate that the ground is sandy and therefore not as difficult to break up. My 

container was full with the weeds but there is still more to do…. However, the flowering bulbs of 

daffodils and tulips now stand proudly with their blooms showing off their rich colour. Spring is such 

a wonderful time of year.  

Because there is less traffic the bird song is much stronger these days, especially in the morning. So 

glory is given to God, even in the midst of a serious health emergency. Lent has been such a different 

time for us Christians this year. And Easter will be celebrated, albeit in a restricted way. But the 

lesson of Easter is that after the winter of death, new life awaits. May you find some solace from the 

gift of nature and the loving kindness of our God revealed in the generosity of relatives, neighbours 

and friends. 

Best wishes 

Fr. Liam 



GATHER THE SEED 
 
Gather the seed 
Store it dry 
Time awaits 
For it to die. 
 
Plough the land 
Till the soil 
Time has come 
Time for toil. 
 
Now it falls 
Into the earth 
The seed must die 
Before new birth. 
 
Water, light, 
Sun and rain 
Nourish the shoot 
And ripen the grain. 
 
All our efforts 
Must start so small 
Before it gets 
To grow at all. 
 
Then the grain 
Must die anew 
So it can yield 
Its fruit in due. 
 
Broken, ground, 
Crushed is the grain 
Growing in Faith 
Involves struggle and pain. 
 
Direct this work 
A seed just sown 
Planted with hope 
That Faith may grow. 
 
Liam Lacey 
 
 
EASTER 
 
Cherry blossom hues 
Pastel and Deep, 
Tulips, wallflowers, 
Daisies peep. 



 
Warming sun, 
Lengthening days, 
Spring has come, 
Would that it would stay! 
 
Dawn music, 
Cantors solo, 
Nature celebrates, 
What a chorus! 
 
Be praised, O God, 
The curtains are drawn, 
The buds are bursting, 
The leaves unfurl. 
 
The darkness of winter 
Has now given way, 
To resurrection and life 
This Easter Day! 
 
 
Liam Lacey 
 
 
 
RESURRECTION 
 
The pitiful sight 
A man who might 
Have filled the role 
Of Israelite hope. 
 
His death  
So painful, 
It's hard to  
Imagine. 
 
But God above 
Has shown his love 
In Jesus' 
Resurrection. 
 
 
Liam Lacey 
 


