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Sermon 

9 October 2016 

West Kirk of Calder & Polbeth Harwood 

 

By: Rev Dr Jonanda Groenewald 

Text: Psalm 72 

Harvest Thanksgiving 

 

Today we are in church to say thank you to God for the Harvest;                              

To say thank you to God for taking care of us; Every single day. 

 

And today I chose to do this by means of poetry – because poetry was the way in 

which the people in Biblical times praised and thanked God.  

 

In the Book of Psalms we find 150 beautiful poems; expressions of deep, personal 

feelings towards the creator of heaven and earth. 

 

Today we still use poems and songs to praise God.                                                

Lisa Debney wrote the beautiful poem we read at the beginning of the service, and 

Ruth Burgess wrote the poem I prayed at the beginning (see end of sermon). 

 

Even kids praise God through poetry, because the easiest way to teach kids to pray, 

is by means of a wee poem: 

God is great and God is good, 

And we thank God for our food; 

By God's hand we must be fed, 

Give us Lord, our daily bread. 

And that is exactly what God does – he gives us our daily bread.                            

And how does he do that?                                                                                                          

http://christianity.about.com/od/verseoftheday/qt/verseday346.htm
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By means of using people – farmers. Farmers plant, and they harvest, and we get 

our daily bread. 

 

But God doesn’t only give us our daily bread, he takes care of us in every way we 

need. And this he also does by means of using people. 

 

In Old Testament times the king represented God among the people. The king was 

the one who had to make sure that everybody was well taken care of, and in Psalm 

72 we heard what an amazing place the world could be if the king did this job 

properly. 

 

But throughout the ages so many kings disappointed God, he decided to rather send 

his own son to bring us salvation, once and for all. Jesus is the king of all kings, and 

because of what he did for us, we’ll be able to experience the grace of God for all 

eternity. 

 

In this Psalm, like in any good poem, there are metaphors and imagery used to 

capture the readers’ imagination. If you listen carefully to a poem, you should be 

able to see in your mind’s eye the images the words evoke. 

 

And I think this is very clever. Because the ‘kingdom of God’ is quite a difficult 

concept to understand, but ‘nature’ isn’t. And by comparing the kingdom of God to 

nature, poets help us to see what it is all about. 

 

In verse 6 we read that the perfect king will be like rain falling on a mown field; like 

showers watering the earth. This will make the righteous flourish. 

 

You don’t even have to be a farmer to appreciate this image – if you plant something 

and then the rain falls, it grows into something beautiful, something worth harvesting 

later. 
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Now I have heard many a farmer here in Scotland say when it’s nice and dry – come 

on, we need to get the harvest in quickly, before the rain comes!  

Because we get plenty rain here, we almost take it for granted, and moan and groan 

about it as well! 

But in Palestine, where this Psalm was written, it is very dry, and every single drop 

of rain is seen as a blessing.  

 

The same is true for South Africa – Christians have special services to pray for rain 

where I come from, and I have seen farmers looking up at the blue skies every day, 

hoping and praying for the clouds to come in, and when the rain does fall, they run 

out into the rain to praise God, while they literally FEEL his blessing fall down upon 

them. 

 

God showers us with his blessings, and like crops on the land, that makes us grow. 

We have a choice in how we want to grow, but what God wants is for us to grow 

towards Him; to grow closer to him each day, so that, when the day for harvesting 

comes, it will be easy for God to just pick us and hold us close to his heart. 

In verse 12 we read that the perfect king will deliver the needy who cry out, the 

afflicted who have no-one to help. He will rescue them from oppression and 

violence, for precious is their blood in his sight. 

 

And this reminds of the poppies poem… God takes care of all of us. 

 

When a farmer is in a hurry to get the harvest in, he has to prioritise – he won’t stop 

to pick every poppy that grows in between his crops, because his job is to get the 

harvest in as soon as possible. 

But God is different. He can do both things at the same time – bring the harvest in 

and stop to pick every single poppy. 

 

We are all important to God – and in his amazing grace, he won’t leave a single one 

of us behind. 
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So let’s thank God for the harvest – for providing our physical needs, but also for 

taking care of us on every other level as well. 

 

And a very practical way of thanking God, is by allowing him to use us as 

instruments in his hands too. Where it is the farmer’s duty to bring the harvest in, it 

is our duty as Christians to go share this harvest with others in need. 

 

Let’s be like rain falling on the fields of those who are experiencing a dry season at 

the moment… If it’s food they need, let’s take it to them. If it’s love they need, let’s 

give it to them. No matter how we do this, let’s never stop being a blessing to all 

those around us, because God blesses us in so many ways. 

I would now like to conclude this harvest reflection with the prayerful words of hymn 

226: 

 

God, whose farm is all creation, 

Take the gratitude we give; 

Take the finest of our harvest, 

Crops we grow that all my live. 

 

Take our ploughing, sowing, reaping, 

Hopes and fears of sun and rain, 

All our thinking, planning, waiting, 

Ripening into fruit and grain. 

 

All our labour, all our watching, 

All our calendar of care, 

In these crops of your creation, 

Take, O God: they are our prayer. 

 

Amen 
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Lisa Debney: Poppies 

Scything through the tares, 

Does the Harvester come across the poppy and stare, 

Disarmed by its audacious beauty 

Standing fragile amongst the wheat? 

 

Does he stoop to consider 

This lily of the field 

Alien amongst the uniform rows? 

 

Does he kneel in wonder at its growth 

And feel keenly for its strangeness, 

And the oddness of its fruit? 

 

Does he lay down his scythe 

And smile at the diversity of creation? 

Does he take heart that it manages to exist at all? 

 

For he knows the ground into which it fell, 

The seed from which it grew, 

The storms it has endured, 

And the dark crows that have overshadowed it. 

 

Will he cut it down 

Or carefully garner it? 

Will he burn it 

Or gently carry it home? 

Will he discard it 

Or add to its number? 
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In his Father’s house are many rooms. 

It would not be surprising if  

armfuls of poppies  

decorate them all. 

 

Ruth Burgess : 

God of the seasons, 

You surround us with beauty and wonder: 

You smile in the ripening fruit, 

You dance in the tumbling leaves. 

 

Teach us to dance with you,  

to act justly 

and to share fairly, 

to love you in friend and stranger 

all the moments of our nights and day. 

 


