
 
 

My Sermon from Sunday March 24, 2019, LENT 3   ~  “A Tree Is A Tree” 

 

I speak to you in the name of our God of love and compassion, 

our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.  Amen. 

 

I’ll confess right now.  We have a crabapple tree in our backyard and I don’t like its fruit.  Years ago, I 

used to make crabapple jelly from the crabapples.  But no one liked it and I didn’t like it either.  I 

stopped making the jelly and then started to 

collect the apples every year to give away to 

people who like crabapples.  Then after a few 

years I couldn’t find anyone who wanted the 

crabapples.  So now I pick them up, and take 

them out to camp for the birds.  Every year I 

ask Jouni to trim the tree so it doesn’t bear 

fruit.  I don’t want any fruit from that tree as 

it takes a lot of work to pick up all the 

crabapples.  Every year Jouni turns our 

backyard crabapple tree into a bonsai tree.  

He chops off many of the fruit-bearing 

branches.  But it does not work.  All this tree 

wants to do is to bear fruit.  This tree grew in 

order to bear fruit.  Its only purpose is to bear 

fruit.  Fruit still appears in abundance every single year.  Does anyone want some crabapples? 

 

A Trappist monk name Thomas Merton wrote this in his book, New Seeds of Contemplation,  

about a tree: 

 

“A tree gives glory to God by being a tree.  For in being what God means it to be it is obeying [God].  

It ‘consents,’ so to speak, to [God's] creative love.  It is expressing an idea which is in God and which is 

not distinct from the essence of God, and therefore a tree imitates God by being a tree.”   

 

You and I are called to imitate God by being a person who produces fruit, good fruit, fruit that will 

last.  We are made in the image of God, and we carry the light of Christ, the light of our Saviour 

within us.  In the letter of Paul to the Colossians he writes, “So walk in a manner worthy of the Lord 

. . .  bearing fruit in every good work.”  (Colossians 1:10) 

 

Jesus tells us that he chose us and that he “appointed us to go and bear fruit, fruit that will last.”  

(John 15:16) 

 

For the past 3 Sundays in Lent, I have been speaking about symbols that point us to the crucifixion.  

Symbols that draw us deeply into the mystery of our faith, of the deep love of God for us that he sent 

his only son Jesus to love us and to die for us so that we might have eternal life. 

 

3 symbols so far:  the Cross, the Lamb of God, and the Mother Hen. 

 

Today I am adding a 4
th
 symbol, a TREE. 

 

In our gospel passage this morning from Luke, Jesus is telling the parable of the barren fig tree.  The fig 

tree is not bearing fruit.  The gardener wants to give the tree more time and love and care.  The 

gardener does not want to ever give up on the tree.  The owner of the vineyard wants to chop the 



tree down and calls the tree worthless because it is not producing figs. The gardener wants to give the 

tree the gift of time so that the tree can be itself and bear fruit. 

 

You and I are called to be ourselves and like the tree, to become ourselves, and to produce fruit.  A 

tree needs rain, sunshine, soil, and nutrients.  You and I need God’s loving and care and mercy in 

order to produce fruit.  We don’t produce the fruit by ourselves.  It is only when we let the love of 

Christ work in us and through us that we produce fruit. 

 

Our loving God gives us time, to become ourselves.  To bear fruit.  Just like the tree. 

 

A cross, a lamb of God, a mother hen, and now a tree.  Symbols that we carry on our Lenten 

pilgrimage. 

 

And just think:  Not long after this parable, another tree would be cut down.  A tree that did not bear 

fruit.  A tree that would become a cross  ~  blood-stained, and worn.  A tree that would become 

“wondrous” . . . 

 

Here are the words to the hymn, “When I Survey The Wondrous Cross”  ~ 

 

When I survey the wondrous cross 

on which the Prince of glory died, 

my richest gain I count but loss, 

and pour contempt on all my pride. 

 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 

save in the cross of Christ my God; 

all the vain things that charm me most, 

I sacrifice them to his blood. 

 

See, from his head, his hands, his feet, 

sorrow and love flow mingled down; 

did e’er such love and sorrow meet, 

or thorns compose so rich a crown? 

 

Were the whole realm of nature mine, 

that were an offering far too small; 

love so amazing, so divine, 

demands my soul, my life, my all. 

 

I admire the tenacity of my backyard crabapple 

tree to keep producing fruit, in spite of my efforts 

to stop it from being a crabapple tree. 

   

May you and I be blessed with the same creative 

power to be like God and to become ourselves.   

 

Let us pray:  Gracious God, may you live in us 

and us in you, and may we produce fruit.  Amen. 

 

Archdeacon Deborah + 

 

 


