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Matthew 13:31-33, 44 

The question, “Where do we find God?” has fascinated me from an early age. And I think when 

we are young, especially, we experience God’s realm rather vividly.  

One of my favorite songs is by Peter Mayer and it is called “Holy Now.” The words begin, 

“When I was a boy, each week on Sunday, we would go to church and pay attention to the priest. 

He would read the holy word, and consecrate the holy bread, and everyone would kneel and 

bow. Today the only difference is: Everything is holy now. Everything, everything, everything is 

holy now.”   

My experience was a little bit different. I don’t know about you, but I think when I was a child, 

everything was holy – and I was immersed in it. Everything was wonder-filled, and beautifully 

overwhelming. But as we get older, I think we are sort of like Adam and Eve, cast out of Eden. 

We hit an age in childhood in which things get more complicated. We discover: our power to tell 

the truth or not tell it, the ability to be kind or to hurt others, that life is sometimes painful, and 

that it is our choice whether we allow the universe to unfold or we manipulate things to go our 

way. The holiness of things falls away or is locked in the basement of our consciousness and we 

become the center of our own little universe.  

I have a vivid memory of my granddaughter, Kaylyn in her young “holiness” phase – upon 

coming along a little grassy clearing hidden by low branches, trees and brush – filled with tiny 

flowers – she took big steps through the hidden meadow proclaiming, “It’s a miracle! It’s a 

miracle! Look! It’s a miracle!” Pure joy.   

 

I think that at some point, it is possible to re-gain that awareness. In adulthood, it is possible to 

have the discovery that it is NOT after all about manipulating the universe to suit our needs, it is 

not about saying or doing what will cause the other person approve of us, it is not about 

defending and protecting ourselves from every kind of hurt – by putting on armor and being 

prepared for battle.  

Some of us arrive faster and others more slowly. Jesus was apparently quick about all of this. In 

his youth and young adulthood, he seemed to “get” that everything is holy – that the Sacred both 

surrounds and fills us – and  that the instant that we recognize this, we will give up all our 

material wealth and achievements to grow that awareness. 

So when Jesus’ friends and followers came to his speaking engagements and the time for Q & A 

came toward the end, people apparently raised their hands and asked, “Teacher, you keep talking 

about God and living God’s way. What will it look like when we get there? How do we get 

there? What is God’s world like?”  

And Jesus answered something like…“God’s realm is like a mustard seed that someone took 

and sowed in his field; it is the smallest of all the seeds, but when it has grown it is the greatest 

of shrubs and becomes a tree, so that the birds of the air come and make nests in its 

branches.” 

Another way of expressing this might be: From a tiny, tiny shift in our perception (as small as a 

mustard seed), everything changes, and our awareness and experience grows and opens to 



everything. You quit closing yourself off from things and you allow it all in. You no longer sort 

things into categories of good and bad. The world fills your awareness and you are one with it. 

Jesus and other mystics have explained that entering God’s realm happens the moment you open 

yourself to it. It is that moment when the light of awareness turns on and things become more 

vivid, more real. The thoughts in your head fade and you hear, see, smell, feel, sometimes taste 

the present moment. You are not separated from the things or people around you.  

Jesus told them another parable: ‘The kingdom of heaven is like yeast that a woman took and 

mixed in with three measures of flour until all of it was leavened.’ 

What’s the big deal about that? Some woman made bread dough? Jesus was saying that the 

realm of heaven is not extraordinary – it is not outside of our daily experience. It is not on 

another planet, in another dimension, or up in the sky. Nothing magical occurs. It is as close as 

flour and yeast...and the taste of freshly baked bread.  

Both parables – the mustard seed and the yeast – give us a sense of expansion. Of something that 

starts small but immediately expands and grows - like air inside a balloon.  

The Taoist master, Lao Tzu expressed it this way: 

We join spokes together in a wheel, but it is the center hole that makes the wagon move. (The 

center hole, might be like the grain of yeast or the tiny seed.) 

We shape clay into a pot, but it is the emptiness inside that holds whatever we want. 

We hammer wood for a house, but it is the inner space that makes it livable… (from Stephen 

Mitchell’s translation of the Tao Te Ching, Wilder Publications, Radford, VA, 2008). 

It is not the visible, the created thing that unites us with the Sacred, or the Tao – it is the 

openness, the expansiveness that shimmers radiantly from within that invites union.  

Jesus’ third metaphor for the day… “The Realm of God is like treasure hidden in a field, which 

someone found and hid; then in his joy he goes and sells all that he has and buys that field.”  

Maybe this is like the child who at a certain age buries his or her awareness of “miracles, 

miracles, miracles” all around him or her. They live for a time with that awareness buried and 

spend hours seeking satisfaction in toys, clothes, food, and pleasure…but live always unsatisfied. 

And then one day, what was buried deep within emerges. “Oh that’s right!” The child, now an 

adult, rejoices, “It IS a miracle, a miracle, a miracle! And it’s inside me and all around me!” and 

the adult child never lets that awareness fade again. He or she lets go of many possessions and 

honors and focuses all of his or her energy on the miraculous.  

Peter Mayer, in his song continues, “When I was in Sunday school, we would learn about the 

time Moses split the sea in two, Jesus made the water wine. And I remember feeling sad that 

miracles don't happen still. But now I can't keep track ‘cause everything's a miracle. Everything, 

Everything, Everything's a miracle.”  

 

We are so caught up in our “stories” as Byron Katie would call them – what Eckhart Tolle would 

perhaps call the collective “pain body.” Our stories are the things in our lives that we tell 

ourselves about all we have suffered through – grief, loss, illness, injury, violence, abuse, 

neglect, hurt, betrayal. And as long as we allow it, these stories will keep recirculating like a 



merry go round inside us – cutting us off to sacred reality. As long as we attach to them, believe 

them to define who we are, we continue to let them dominate our reality.  

In every relationship, we will keep craving the love we didn’t receive or lost back then. We will 

feed ourselves a diet of pain and negativity – of that which we have been deprived in life, or 

suffered. Until we awaken to the realization that everything at this moment is completely and 

totally as it is meant to be and that our true self (that sacred shimmery expanding stuff of the 

soul) is totally fine, and is in fact whole and well beyond all our imagining. 

Lama Surya Das writes, “A large part of clear vision and diamondlike wisdom is seeing 

everything exactly as it is with all its magical but ephemeral beauty. The wise mind understands 

the limits in hanging on to that which is transient and dreamlike. The awakened mind is free 

flowing, natural, and well rounded. It’s like Teflon – nothing sticks. On the other hand, the 

unawakened, ordinary mind is rigid, limited, and sticky like flypaper; the ordinary mind has 

corners and sharp jagged edges on which ideas get caught.” (Eight Steps to Enlightenment: 

Awakening the Buddha Within, Broadway Books, NY, NY, 1997.) 

I love that! The awakened mind is free flowing, natural, and well rounded. I’m going to say it is 

like highly polished stainless steel rather than Teflon, with a little bit of olive oil, but the result is 

the same: Nothing sticks.  

A lot of us who bother to come to church most Sundays during the year are seeking something. 

We are like Jesus’ followers who took the time to go out to where he was speaking and listen. 

We want something different, something more than what we see out there in the dominant 

culture – we know that can’t possibly be the whole story of life – there has to be more. Many of 

us know there has to be something deeper and something more than the stories we are stuck in, 

the behaviors and patterns that we keep living through again and again. We want to get off of the 

merry-go-round.  

The Realm of God is like that. The kingdom of heaven is like a woman whose choices kept her 

miserable year after year. But as she walked down the path in the hot sun she came to a tree and 

laid down in its shade. The woman looked up toward the sky and knew her connection to all that 

she saw, heard and felt. When she returned home she glowed with that knowing. 

How do you express your parable? Where is the realm of God for you? What is the treasure in 

the field for which you would give up everything?  

As Rumi says, “That which you are seeking is also seeking you.” Living in God’s Realm is like 

the person who opened his eyes and saw that this moment is IT. It is the alpha and the omega. 

Here. Now. Being a part of what IS might not sound earth-shaking or otherwise miraculous, but 

it changes everything. And as your awareness of this grows, the miracle expands. It’s like a 

mustard seed that someone took and sowed in his field….   

 

Amen. 


