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Mark 4:26-34 

6B Kingdom is like a mustard seed 

ST. LUKE’S June 17, 2012 

 

Today’s gospel is about parables, metaphors, different 

ways of describing the kingdom of God. Have you ever 

wondered why Jesus teaches this way? Why doesn’t he just 

come right out and say what God is?  If anyone is qualified 

to speak directly about God, Jesus surely is! Yet Jesus 

throughout his ministry speaks indirectly comparing holy 

things to ordinary things. 

In this passage Jesus makes two comparisons. The kingdom 

of heaven is like a seed planted that sleeps and then grows. 

The kingdom is like a mustard seed, the smallest of all 

seeds that grows into the greatest of all shrubs.  

Barbara Brown Taylor points out that the striking thing 

about both of these images is their essential hiddenness, the 

seed hidden in the ground, especially the very small 

mustard seed. 
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 The kingdom is like something not readily apparent to the 

eye. It is not on the surface. It is something just below the 

surface of things waiting to be nurtured and discovered. 

Realizing its presence takes time. Its potential magnitude is 

beyond our comprehension. 

Finding something hidden, hidden treasure is everyone’s 

fantasy. Why else would we be bombarded daily with 

emails telling us that we have won the East Mongolian 

lottery or there is a $1000 gift certificate to Best Buy (go to 

this site to collect), that there is a treasure for us hidden in a 

foreign bank account, ready and waiting for our reply! We 

dream of walking on the beach in the early morning and 

finding that barnacled bottle washed up onto shore 

containing a secret treasure map.  

We inherit what looks like a routine library of books from 

our mother’s only unmarried brother who has lived his life 

in seclusion in Gravel Ridge,/ except for occasional trips to 

New York City. We take several of the books to the Book 

Guys when they make a special appearance at the Laman 

Library. We are told we have priceless signed, first editions 

in mint condition with dust jackets./  
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We remember that box of old drawings of cowboys and 

Indians in our attic that we played with as a child. They 

belonged to our great, great aunt who spent much of her life 

in Montana. Our spouse talks us into taking them to the 

Antique Road Show when it comes to Hot Springs. We are 

the star of the show as they tell us that we have been living 

with priceless original Frederic Remington sketches.  

This is the stuff that legends are made of. This is what the 

kingdom of heaven is like Jesus says./ This is exciting 

business, but where do we begin? We may not have that 

treasure map, or an aunt with a secret life, or an unmarried 

uncle. Where do we start looking for this hidden kingdom 

of heaven?  

Should we begin reading classical Christian texts such as 

the American edition of the Works of Martin Luther in 75 

volumes? Should we go to India and begin bathing the sick 

and dying along side Mother Teresa’s sisters? Should we 

start out in some really holy place, some extraordinary 

destination like Iona in Scotland, maybe a medieval 

monastery, the Louvre, the Vatican, the Holy Land, or 

perhaps the National Cathedral in Washington DC? / 
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 Then again it may not matter where we are, as long as we 

keep our eyes open for extraordinary clues and listening for 

heavenly voices. Because if the kingdom of heaven is 

hidden in this world, it is hidden really well, and only the 

most dedicated detectives among us stand a chance of 

finding it at all. / 

But wait a minute./ Is it possible that God has resorted to 

the oldest trick in the book and hidden the kingdom in 

plain site? Our job is to be like C. Auguste Dupin, the hero 

of Edgar Allen Poe’s classic detective story, “the Purloined 

Letter.” The Paris chief of police asks the famous amateur 

detective C. Auguste Dupin to help find a letter stolen from 

the boudoir of an unnamed woman by an unscrupulous 

minister who is blackmailing his victim. The chief of police 

and his detectives have thoroughly searched the hotel 

where the minister is living, behind the wallpaper, under 

the carpets, examining tables and chairs with microscopes, 

probing cushions with needles,/ finding no sign of the 

letter. Dupin gets a detailed description of the letter, visits 

the minister at his hotel, complaining of weak eyes, he 

wears green spectacles, so he can disguise his eye 
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movements as he searches for the letter. /There it is in plain 

sight in a cheap card rack hanging from a dirty ribbon! 

Dupin leaves a snuff box behind as an excuse to return the 

next day and switches out the letter for a duplicate. 

 Dupin knows exactly what he is looking for and finds great 

treasure in ordinary places./ It is an overwhelming 

possibility that God also has decided to position the 

kingdom of heaven not in any extraordinary place that only 

seasoned religious treasure hunters would be sure to check, 

but in the last place that any of us would think to look, 

namely, in the ordinary circumstances of our everyday 

lives, like a diamond necklace in the jewelry box with the 

rhinestones,/ the extraordinary hidden in the ordinary,/ the 

kingdom all mixed in with the humdrum and ho hum of our 

lives, as easy to find as your child or grandchild’s smile 

when she sees you coming for a visit, an anthem sung by 

our choir, the music of our bell choir, working at respite,  a 

call from an old friend offering to bring you to church or 

bring you communion, visiting and praying with a sick 

member of our church, being read to by your father or 

grandfather, following the discipline of your prayer life, 
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worshipping in community,  that first and second cup of 

coffee as you sit on your deck and watch the sun rise, the 

birth of your baby, her graduation, the first thunderstorm 

after a long drought,  the flock of deer that run by your 

window at four in the afternoon,  recovery from an 

operation, feeling the wind as you sit in the chapel at Camp 

Mitchell, a quiet dinner or lunch with an old friend, serving 

the homeless veterans at St. Francis House, chanting the 

Psalms, listening to our young people, making a gratitude 

list,  walking our labyrinth, an unexpected call or letter or 

email from a friend when you think you are all alone, the 

simple bread and the wine at the Eucharist that in some 

way become God in you..… and “we do not know how.”/ 

All of these are signs of the kingdom of heaven, clues to all 

the holiness hidden in the dullest of our days. 

Jesus knew this all along. Why else would he talk about 

heaven in terms of farmers and fields and bushes/ unless he 

meant somehow to be telling us that the kingdom of heaven 

has to do with everyday things. Our treasure is buried not in 

some exotic far off place that requires a special map, but 

the “X” marks the spot is right here at St. Luke’s, right 
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now, in all the ordinary people and places and activities of 

our lives. If we want to speak of heavenly things, we begin 

with an awareness of and speaking about earthly things. If 

we cannot recognize the kingdom here,/ we may never find 

it anywhere else, for  staying aware  of God in the ordinary/ 

everyday things of this earth, this place are where the seeds 

of heaven are sown, and my experience time and again  is 

that  this is the only  treasure  that is worth having. 
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