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 “Therefore, I tell you” is how our lesson begins this morning, and when a lesson begins 
with the word “therefore,” inquiring minds such as ours want to know what came before the 
“therefore.”  What’s the argument for which “therefore” is the conclusion? 
 So let’s back up into the portion of the Sermon on the Mount in which Jesus proposes a 
set of premises for not worrying, because that’s the point he’s trying to make for his followers:  
faithful people do not need to worry.  Pray, yes, think, yes, plan, yes, work hard for God’s realm 
– yes, yes, yes – but worry – no.  People of God do not need to worry.  So stop.  Please, just 
stop. 
 That’s easier said than done, of course.  We’re trained to worry.  We’re bombarded by 
worrisome messages.  When’s the next outbreak of a new COVID variant?  When’s the next 
person who has no business anywhere near a gun going to open fire and slaughter a bunch of 
innocent people?  How bad is inflation going to get?  Will I run out of money before I run out of 
time?  How deep are we going to sink into dog-whistling politics?  What kind of world are we 
leaving for people like Ben and Logan and Julianna and the much more vulnerable children in 
the Dougbe River School? 
 It’s a lot to worry about, if you let it.  Worry can eat you alive.  Worry is one of those 
emotions, like bitterness, fear, and jealousy, that can hijack a person’s emotional control 
center.  Worry feeds on itself.  It’s like the lint filter in your clothes dryer:  once you start 
worrying, one anxious thought after another gets stuck to your heart and brain and soul, and 
before you know it, you’re all tied up in a great big knot of worry. 
 We’ve all been there and “there” is where Jesus tells us not to go.  “Therefore, I tell you, 
do not worry about your life.”  About any of it – what you’ll eat or drink or wear or where you’ll 
live.  Look at the birds of the air, Jesus said to his first followers and says to us, or consider the 
lilies of the field.  God takes care of them; is God also not taking care of you? 
 Well, that kind of depends, doesn’t it, on what we mean by “care.”  How many of us can 
distinguish our wants from God’s care? 

I got my first smartphone a couple of months ago, and boy, is that thing convenient!  I’m 
as much of a smartphone junkie as the next person suffering from FOMO – that’s the Fear Of 
Missing Out for those of us new to such acronyms.  Smartphones are our antidote to our 
anxious worry that we’re missing out on something – the latest Tik-Tok video or Snapchat 
photo or text from one of our kids or a re-tweet from one of our like-minded political friends.  
When I leave the house now, I make sure I have my wallet, my keys, and my smartphone, and 
I’m ready for anything.  I think. 
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 But Jesus doesn’t ask us to consider our screens.  He asks us to consider the lilies of the 
field, who neither toil nor spin nor pay a hefty monthly bill for a four-line family plan.  Lilies 
don’t need smartphones, but we think we do.  Maybe our fear of missing out is justified – 
maybe we are missing out on something, but it’s something that Jesus can give us, and 
something which our smartphones or bank accounts or robust military can’t. 
 Consider the lilies of the field, Jesus said, if you want to stop worrying.  Consider what 
they are, what their context is, and what they’re related to.  Step away from the attention-
grabbing headlines or screens and step outside and look up, look down, and look around.  Get 
back in touch with the real world that God created, rather than the manufactured world that 
we have created and is driven by profit margins and investment returns.  Consider the lilies of 
the field. 

I got to do that just that a while back.  A group of us were invited to the home of a 
couple near South Chagin Reservation who grow lilies, daylilies, to be exact, and one of the 
things I learned that morning, as I wandered through the rows and rows of beautiful flowers is 
where the name daylily comes from.  It’s because those magnificent blooms last only about a 
day.  All of that effort on the part of the plant, all of that beauty to delight our eyes, and all of 
that pollen to feed the pollinators – and boom, it’s all over in about twenty-four hours.  Such a 
shame, such a waste, I thought.  If I were writing the script, I would keep those flowers around 
for a lot longer. 
 But as I’ve thought more about that morning, and my experience with all of that fleeting 
beauty, Jesus’ words from today’s lesson keep coming back to me:  consider the lilies of the 
field, which are alive today and tomorrow are gone – if God takes care of them, will God also 
not take care of you, you of little faith? 
 What makes my faith little, I wonder.  Is my faith little because my life is little?  Oh, yes, 
we like to think of ourselves as big deals and indispensable, but the fact of the matter is, we 
amount to very little by almost any natural measure.  And the writers of Scripture knew this. 
 Take time, for instance.   Time is a human invention, of course; it doesn’t exist in nature.  
Nature doesn’t have hours or minutes or days or nanoseconds.  Nature just does its thing, 
unfolding in its own way at its own pace.  The universe, as best we can tell, is a bunch of billions 
of years old, and our human lifespan, even if we make it past a hundred, is pretty puny 
compared to that. 
 And a daylily’s bloom-span is even shorter than ours – literally here today, gone 
tomorrow.  And yet God cares for that lily, Jesus says, just as God cares for us – do we believe 
that?  Do we believe that we were created to be part of something as vast as the universe and 
as fleeting as a daylily, and that our existence is the first and greatest and most constant sign of 
God’s love for us?  Did Jesus ask us to consider the birds of the air and the lilies of the field so 
that we could regularly remind ourselves of our connection – our fundamental, permanent, and 
unbreakable connection – to what Paul Tillich called “the Ground of Being”?  Or are we too 
wrapped up in our manufactured selves – our responsibilities, our obligations, our cares, our 
hopes, our dreams, our frustrations, our anxieties – to notice not just the lilies but also the 
stars? 
 Some Christians, for reasons wholly inexplicable to me, find science incompatible with 
their faith.  I find science to be an integral part of my faith because science starts with 
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observation.  It starts with noticing.  It starts with paying attention.  It starts with doing what 
Jesus told us to do:  consider, consider the lilies of the field. 
 Art, good art, anyway, also starts with considering.  Artists pay attention to the world 
around them.  They see things, hear things, sense things that most of the rest of us are too busy 
to notice.  And then they try to capture what they’ve seen or heard or experienced in God’s 
world and they strive to share those experiences with us.  I think of Mary Oliver’s poetry when I 
think of artists who pay attention to God’s world.  Here’s an example, entitled, “The Summer 
Day”: 
  
Who made the world? 
Who made the swan, and the black bear? 
Who made the grasshopper? 
 
This grasshopper, I mean — 
the one who has flung herself out of the grass, 
the one who is eating sugar out of my hand, 
who is moving her jaws back and forth instead of up and down — 
who is gazing around with her enormous and complicated eyes. 
 
Now she lifts her pale forearms and thoroughly washes her face. 
Now she snaps her wings open, and floats away. 
 
I don't know exactly what a prayer is. 
I do know how to pay attention, how to fall down 
into the grass, how to kneel down in the grass, 
how to be idle and blessed, how to stroll through the fields, 
which is what I have been doing all day. 
 
Tell me, what else should I have done? 
 
Doesn't everything die at last, and too soon? 
 
Tell me, what is it you plan to do 
with your one wild and precious life? 
 
 We believe that God has given each and every one of us our one wild and precious life.  
Do you believe that?  Do you trust in that reality?  In return for that great gift, what do you plan 
to do with what remains of your life?  Do you plan to waste a single moment of it in worry – 
worry that cannot add a day to your life, worry that cannot stop a single bomb or bullet in 
Ukraine, worry that will not stop a single cell from flipping into cancer, worry that will not feed 
or clothe or house one person who goes without? 
 We have ways to accomplish all of those things, and you’ll hear more about them in this 
church – from the possibility of being a Matthew 25 congregation, to the possibility of being a 
Bread for the World Covenant Church, to the possibility of having photography and poetry 
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brought together in a Lenten program – but worry will not accomplish any of that.  So don’t 
worry.  Pray, yes, think, yes, plan, yes, work hard for God’s realm – yes, yes, yes – but worry – 
no.  Worry accomplishes nothing. 
 But being reminded of who we are and whose we are, just like the lily – that can 
motivate us, energize us, ground us, and inspire us.  Cultivating that relationship can build our 
trust in the one who gave us that relationship to begin with.  It can even “spark a new vision of 
spirited hope.” 
 So, please.  Stop worrying.  Instead, take a hike – and consider the lilies of the field. 


