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Mark 4:26-34 

Jesus 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.” 

He also said, “With what can we compare the kingdom of God, or what parable will we use for 

it? It is like a mustard seed, which, when sown upon the ground, is the smallest of all the seeds 

on earth; yet when it is sown it grows up and becomes the greatest of all shrubs, and puts forth 

large branches, so that the birds of the air can make nests in its shade.” 

With many such parables he spoke the word to them, as they were able to hear it; he did not 

speak to them except in parables, but he explained everything in private to his disciples. 

 

 

Did you know that in Colorado there are 53 14ers in the state?  I don’t know the number 

yet here in Montana.    You know what I’m talking about, right?  During my time in SC that was 

a term that brought questioning looks from many people. Just in case the term 14ers doesn’t ring 

a bell for you, what I mean is that there are 53 mountain peaks that are over 14,000 feet high.  

And for many years, Jane and I looked at one called Pike’s Peak from our back deck. 

Contrary to the general perception outside of the mountain region that everyone in 

Colorado drives a Subaru wagon with a rack on top with skis or a snowboard securely attached, 

Jane and I didn’t head into the mountains much during the ski season.  It was too crowded and 

often too cold.  We did, however, like to hike, and in our younger years, camp, during the 

summer months.  Just like here, the mountains open up to all sorts of possibilities during the 

warmer months.  The goal during the summer, for those who were really into it, would be to 

conquer one 14er after another until you could boast that you had “done” all 53.  For me, when it 

was all said and done, including Pike’s Peak, which I drove up, I only made it to the top of a few.   

Even so, it is interesting how things are at the top.  I can remember once being a few 

hundred feet from the top of one of those 14ers, right where the remaining snowline started, and 

witnessing something amazing.   

Here is what I saw.  It was a relatively mild July day, even at 14,000 feet+, and I looked 

down and I watched as a small piece of snow, right where it met the rocky ground, transform into 
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a drop of water.  Now, I know what you’re thinking.  No big deal, right?  But hang on.  Once on 

the ground it joined a few more drops and they together began to move.  My eyes followed them 

and I observed how they gathered with other similar groups of transformed liquid and became a 

puddle that was beginning to overflow and move downhill.  A trickle became a brook as other 

puddles overflowed and combined.  Soon, just a little further down with the help of a pair of 

binoculars that I had with me, I saw that it was a stream.  It was a stream with apparent intention 

now, moving downhill, expanding, gaining speed, becoming more.   

Then, at that moment, it dawned on me.  I knew what I had just seen and I knew now 

what the end result would be.  Before, I had only seen it at the other end.  I had never seen it at 

the beginning.  I had never seen how it came to life and grew.  I had only heard of it.  People had 

described it to me.  But now I knew.  I had seen the snow turn into liquid and move downhill in 

order to become something. I knew that the drop of melted snow would become, way down, 

beyond my vision, the Colorado River.   

And, from this and many other starting points, it would eventually flow through the SE 

US for 1,450 miles and bring water to Arizona, Nevada, California, and even Mexico.  

Eventually, the main branch would empty into the Pacific Ocean at the Gulf of California.  And 

along the way, it would irrigate farms and bring municipal water to over 40 million people.  

Through its main branch and its many tributaries, it would flow through at least 44 dams;  The 

Parker, The Hoover, The Glen Canyon, The Grand Valley, The Coolidge and the Theodore 

Roosevelt, just to name a few.  It would produce in excess of 13 billion kilowatt hours of energy 

each year.  Energy that would spread into the national power grid in order to serve a nation. 

I looked down again and I saw another beginning.  I saw another drop that was offering 

itself to a great cause; that was beginning a journey with no inkling of all that it was becoming 

part of and the lives that it would be involved in impacting. 

The Kingdom of God is like a mustard seed.  It is the smallest of all seeds, but at the end 

of its mission it will have grown into something that is unimaginable by just looking at it and its 

beginning.   

Now let me take just a minute to clarify something in case someone might ask.  Jesus was 

not talking about the herb from which that yellow condiment comes; the one that goes on your 

hot dog or in South Carolina barbeque, which I was never ever able to warm up to.  And, to be 

honest, the seed that he was referring to is not truly the smallest seed on earth.  That honor 

actually falls to the black orchid.  But the thing we must understand is that Jesus was not giving a 

botany lesson.  He was telling a parable.  He was telling a parable in order to convey a great 

truth.  He was using items and terms that they would have had an understanding of in order to 

open to them a truth that they were not able to comprehend.  He was sharing with them, through 

the analogy, something that was relevant to what he was calling them to. 
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The Kingdom of God is like a mustard seed.  What promise it holds!  When it is 

faithfully planted, and watered, and tended, and entrusted to God it will impact lives.  It becomes 

great.  That tiny seed holds a huge and wonderful promise.  It is a promise that contains all that is 

needed in order to grow into a tree with leaves for nourishment, shade for comfort, and branches 

that hold life and provide shelter.  When it lives into what it was meant to be, it fulfills its created 

purpose.  It becomes what it was intended to be and what comes from that is unimaginable. 

That is the message for the disciples. What promise there is in them!  What promise there 

is for the church and its mission in and for the world!   

You see, God has plans.  The story of the mustard seed is about the enormity of the 

Kingdom of God.  It is also, however, about the transformation from the apparently ordinary, 

even miniscule, into the amazing.  God has plans!  Just as God brought into being the tiny 

mustard seed that contains everything necessary for a huge tree, so the church is created with the 

ingredients that lead to the Kingdom of God.   

God has plans for us.  Single drops coming to life to become a great river.  A drop each 

time every person faithfully shows up for worship.  Another drop for each time a person receives 

a piece of God’s love through our life together.  Drops for each voice that is raised up in song, 

for each prayer lifted-up for another, for each hug that is shared in fellowship, and for each 

moment that our time, talent, and treasure are dedication to God’s mission and the coming 

Kingdom.  Drops flow, life comes, from the gift of a loving smile, the strength of a supportive 

hand, and the power a faithful word.  

We can see the beginning in all these things.  A moment of transformation.  Snow into 

water.  Drops coming together.  You see the path, right?  Small trickles at first.  Puddles 

overflowing.  Brookes turning into streams, gaining strength, building towards something huge 

that will cut huge canyons through mountains.  All leading to a great river, a river that brings life 

to the world. 

It is a great picture, isn’t it?  I really love the illustration.  A single drop of melted snow 

becoming the great Colorado river.  Or maybe the Missouri River.  A tiny thing becoming huge.  

It is like a parable.  It is simply each of us, joining together, as intended by God, in order to play 

our part in the bringing of His Kingdom.  Becoming part of that thing that we can’t even see yet, 

but have been told about, even if its fullness lies outside our comprehension.   

The only difference is that all people get to choose it, or not.  To be part of the great river, 

or not.  The river is being realized.  It is flowing in the world already making its impact.  And it 

will continue to flow inviting all people to join together in the joy and peace and that comes from 

being all of what God is calling us to be…the Kingdom of God. 

Amen 


