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The summer of 2018, I was down in Burlington Kansas, about an hour and a half south on I-35. 

It’s a rural farming community, and as someone who grew up in Johnson County, I can safely 

say “’life’s a little different on the farm”. Lots of our vegetables were literally farm to table, I got 

to know everyone really quickly, and they LOVE talking about the rain. Like not just “is it gonna 

rain”, or “did you get rain last night”, I mean “I got 8 last night, and Jim got 11, how much did 

you get?”  When I first heard this, I was like, 8 inches of rain, that’s crazy!  And they shook their 

heads and said, no 8 100ths of an inch. Apparently, I was the crazy one for not realizing you 

could measure rainfall in hundredths of an inch. But that was often the topic of conversation 

before and after Mass, getting together as a community and sharing your rainfall so everyone 

could mentally map out what parts of their land got rain and which parts were drier. Pretty smart. 

And the thing I came to realize over that summer, something I knew rationally, but hadn’t really 

thought about, and that’s just how dependent upon nature these farmers are. The farmers till the 

soil, plant and fertilize the seeds, and care for them for the months and months the crops spend 

growing, but they cannot, no matter how hard they try, force the crops to grow.  They may need 

them to grow, but they grow in their own time in their own way. I’m used to a green lawn that 

we care for and water regularly, but that’s only about a quarter of an acre. The average Kansas 

farmer has 781 acres. That’s over 3000 times larger than the average Kansas suburban yard. 

There’s no possible way they could care for that land with the same meticulousness that we care 

for our lawns. So, farmers do what they can but ultimately rely on nature to do what she does, 

provide good rain, soil, and sun to yield a good harvest.  After planting, the farmer’s role is to 

patiently wait and prepare for the harvest, pulling weeds here and there, treating the crop with 

this or that, but ultimately trusting that God will provide for them what they need.  

You would think that their helplessness to make the crops grow would lead them to despair and 

worry, and don’t get me wrong, there is definitely some of that.  You wouldn’t care how many 

hundredths of an inch of rain you got if you weren’t concerned. But in that concern, in that 

attentiveness, they are looking for the signs of how good the harvest is going to be.  It is not as 

though them acknowledging how much rain they got is going to make it rain more or less, it’s a 

hopeful eye looking for signs of encouragement.  And when those wheat stalks grow taller, and 

the head of grain finally shows itself, the farmers become more excited at not just the nearness of 

the harvest, but in the harvest itself. Those heads of grain still need a few weeks to ripen, but 

they are proof positive that the wait is worth it; that the promise of the seed is coming to fruition. 

That God is good to his promises.  

As the prophet Isaiah said, “Just as the rain comes down from heaven, and doesn’t return until it 

has watered the earth , giving seed for the sowing and bread for eating, so too shall [the Word of 

the Lord] flow…it shall not return void but shall accomplish what [God] desire[s] and achieve 

the purpose for which I sent it” God promised salvation to humanity long ago, right after the fall, 

promising that the offspring of the woman would crush the head of the serpent, who personifies 

sin and death. Then in 700BC, 700 years before Christ, the prophet Isaiah spoke of a child, born 

of a virgin, who would be called Prince of Peace, the Light of Israel to all the nations, a shoot 

from the stump of Jesse, the cornerstone for the kingdom of God, the Anointed, which in Hebrew 

is Messiach (Messiah) and in Greek is Christus (Christ) who brings salvation. 
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But Isaiah died without seeing this Messiah.  Sure, his prophecies were fulfilled in small ways, 

but not in the grandeur his words would lead you to expect. And so the people of Israel 

continued to wait.  Prophets came and went, continuing to preach of the coming Messiah. The 

prophet Daniel prophesized that in 70 weeks after the beginning of the reconstruction of the 

temple, the Messiah would come, but the word weeks actually means “sevens” and in 70 sevens, 

490 years after proclamation of the reconstruction of the temple of Jerusalem, Jesus walked the 

earth. But Daniel sure didn’t live to see that day. The people of God were waiting, trusting that 

God would be good to His word, for generations, passing on the hope of the coming of their 

savior.  For the moment Isaiah prophesied when he said “Here is your God, He comes with 

vindication; with divine recompense He comes to save you. Then will the eyes of the blind be 

opened, the ears of the deaf be cleared; then will the lame leap like a stag, then the tongue of the 

mute will sing.”  

Then we see the last of the prophets, John the Baptist, who had been sent by God as a messenger 

to prepare the way of the Lord, sending his disciples to ask Jesus if he is the Messiah. John, at 

the time imprisoned for speaking the truth of Herod’s unlawful marriage, was suffering and 

looking for reassurance that the kingdom of God was indeed close at hand. That the Lord’s 

vindication, which means both vengeance and the setting free of the captured, was coming. And 

Jesus responds, by telling him to look at the signs around him, to see how good the coming 

kingdom would be.  The blind now see, the deaf now hear, the lame can walk, and the dead are 

being raised. THIS is the fruit of the harvest, planted so long ago by God, and waited for over 

centuries by the people of God. John and his disciples can see the fruit, the heads of grain 

sprouting, but they still need time to ripen.  He sees the signs but knows that he, like the other 

prophets who came before, would need to wait patiently, even unto death.  

And so too do we, my dear brothers and sisters, assured in the coming of the Kingdom because 

we know Christ the Messiah, must patiently wait and prepare for the second coming of Christ. 

We can see the fruits of the harvest, but they are not fully ripened yet.  We can have a foretaste 

of the harvest to come, but what we experience now is nothing in comparison to the glory to 

come. Let us dig deep and find our inner Kansan, that farmer deep down in each one of us, and 

attentively attend to the will of God. For God has made us stewards of his garden, it is ours to 

foster the Kingdom of God here on earth, first and foremost in our own lives.  May our souls be 

watered by the Word of God showered upon us, fertilized by the Eucharistic Body and Blood of 

Christ which we receive without cost, and warmed by the light of God’s grace in our daily lives.  

What we, the gardeners, the farmers of our souls, can do, is pull the weeds that strive to choke 

out the good work which God has begun in us. If you haven’t yet this Advent, I urge you again, 

go to Confession. Can’t make it to our typical confessions from 3:30-4:30pm on Saturday and 

Sunday every week?  Well you are in luck, this week, the Johnson County priests are working 

together to bring this vital sacrament all over the diocese.  Check the bulletin for locations and 

times, but please, do yourself a favor; don’t just go if there is nothing else going on.  Make an 

effort. Haven’t been in a while? Forgotten what to do?  That’s fine.  The priests are there to help.  

Just GO! The harvest is upon us, the signs surround us, and we would be fools not to be prepared 

with all the warning we’ve been given. Gaudete, Rejoice, the coming of God’s Kingdom is here.  


