
 

 

On Gardening 

Dear Friends,  

It was evening and the sun was shining and the weather was warm. I decided 

to go out to the courtyard and pull a few weeds. I didn’t get to it last fall and 

the flower beds were congested with old stalks that needed to be pruned 

away and dandelions and grass that smothered the new flower growth.  

As I worked, my mind wandered back in time to my days in Vietnam. During 

our summers off, we seminarians labored in landscaping in the community. 

We did a lot of weeding and planting and carried heavy rolls of sod and rocks. 

We were paid a little for our work and I proudly turned my wages over to my 

parents. It felt good to be contributing something to my family.  

The weeds in the courtyard were very difficult to pull out. They grew long 

roots in the soil and hung on for dear life. I started thinking our faith should 

be like that. Our faith should be as strong and steadfast as those dandelion 

and grass roots! Our faith would be unshakeable!  

Removing all the grass that was growing among the newly emerging plants 

was something else! It looked like I was going after a single blade of grass but 

soon discovered that the grass had a long and wide interconnection of roots 

well under the soil, like the individual blades were tightly holding hands 

engaging in a survival game of tug-of-war with me!  Again, I thought, we 

Christians should be like that: individuals strongly joined together 

underneath it all, sustaining each other by sharing the nutrients and water: 

the Body and Blood of Christ- taken either spiritually or in the form of a 

wafer- it doesn’t matter how in these pandemic times. 



Gardening is hard work but it’s so rewarding. You immediately see the result 

of your work. Later on, as the flowers grow and bloom, you are rewarded 

again with their beauty. Getting your hands into the soil, brings us back to 

God, the Creator. It relaxes us both mentally, spiritually and emotionally. 

Gardeners understand this. God is good!  

As the saying goes, we all need to bloom where we’re planted.  

 

Fr. Ignatius Tran 

 

 

 


