Of Trees, Birds, and Lilies

By Jody Hoffman

 I saw something new in my front yard this morning. It was sort of like yellow ribbons hung around trees that say to the soldier, “Welcome Home!” or the banners stuck in yards that congratulate the senior graduate--reminding them they are loved and valued, or even a billboard telling the hungry traveler that food is at the next exit--take heart, you can make it. However, there are no yellow ribbons, banners or billboards decking my yard. They are the same trees as yesterday and the same blooms of yesterday and the same beautiful birds of days and months gone by. So what’s new? What story is being told?

 It is a story and a sight that is so ordinary that I have never heard what wise words they have been telling me; it is a beauty so taken for granted that I have over looked its depth and riches. As I read in Matthew 6 this morning, "Look at the birds of the air, that they do not sow, nor reap nor gather into barns, and yet your heavenly father feeds them. Are you not worth much more than they?" and "Observe how the lilies of the field grow; they do not toil nor do they spin, yet I say to you that not even Solomon in all his glory clothed himself like one of these. But if God so clothes the grass of the field, which is alive today and tomorrow is thrown into the furnace, will he not much more clothe you?"

 Upon reading, I saw my yard differently. It transformed into a movie set. It was as though Hollywood staged a scene from the style of The Little Princess. Remember when she was living in the attic cold and sparse, eating next to nothing and clothed in thin rags when she and her dear friend, also banished to the dreadful attic, awaken to luxury upon luxury? Their attic is turned into the Taj Mahal. Silken tapestries line the walls and drape the ceilings while layers of gorgeous bed linens surround their weary bodies. There are fluffy feathered slippers, robes of satin, and a banquet table abundant with every delicacy a breakfast feast could possibly render. Platters, dishes and teacups fit for royalty are there when they open their eyes. They can hardly believe what they are seeing but their once cold little bodies and hungry tummies move them to indulge in all that is set before them. They put on the embellished robes; slide their feet into the slippers and dance around the room until they sit to feast at the table spread before them. Remember that scene?

 Such was the splendor of my yard this morning. I felt as though God had placed each tree in the woods to remind me it was on a barren tree that He died to show me how much He loved me. Each tree has been lavishly placed to remind me that He loves me. The trees are no longer barren but abundant with leaves too many to count - as there are blessings too many to count because of the tree He died on for me! Trees are like the yellow ribbons that say, “Welcome home - all is forgiven”. There is not just one or two, but millions slathered across our landscape - to say it over and over, wherever we go--I LOVE YOU. Each stands tall and grand declaring the glory of the Lord, with arms outstretched declaring—YOU ARE LOVED!

Birds are simply imitating us humans fluttering around our world; flying from one thing to another, busily gathering and tending to things that are unseen and flittery. They are not seemingly essential to life at all but just enjoyable. Birds are beautiful as you catch glimpses of them dashing from one branch to the next--yet God provides food for them each day all over the world. I have heard statistics that even the wealthiest man on earth could not afford to feed the birds of the world for a few days, let alone countless years on end as God has done. It is the very God that feeds them, that has promised to feed us! Yet we ask the question daily—“what are we going to eat?” without it registering that the birds we see are there to remind us that God will meet our needs. He will feed us. All their busyness declares His care for us!  We are not essential to the big picture - we are His pleasure. He delights in feeding us and caring for us. He puts the birds there to remind us--I not only love you, I enjoy you!

 Have you noticed the flowers? The lilies, gardenias, peonies and hydrangeas are gorgeously blooming, swelled with beauty that defies paintings by even the best artists. The best photographers and special lenses fail to adequately reproduce their essence because it goes beyond sight alone--it is the touch of its delicate petals and its fragrance that says more than color and design alone. It is the depth, range and placement of each color that continues to take our breath away--yet the bloom only lasts a few days and is gone.  They could have all been yellow or white or red, but God loves variety and shows His creativity and design through the abundance of their designs, colors and fragrances. The backdrop in which they bloom comes into play as well. But, God didn't stop with flowers in His analogy.  He mentions that even grass is declaring His message to us--He will clothe us. How often do we ask, "What am I going to wear?” He knows us--even us women who ask this regularly--it must have been what women said even back in biblical times--how funny is that to think? He says to observe, look, study--take notice. Do you suppose the gardenias wonder why they do not look like the jonquils down the street? Or, what color will be in style this season? Do the peonies consider if they are going to be as noticed as the hydrangeas? No, I think they just bloom where they are with the DNA that God has been put into them. Hmmmmm, bloom where you are planted? Seems like I have heard that a time or two, but I saw it played out in my yard in 3-D living color! It is their individual beauty that makes the viewing so pleasurable. I see no worry and hear no fret, because they are taken care of by God. Truly, they are not the product of my care - just plant and go. God has done it all. It is with these signs that I feel, hear, smell and see Gods abundant love right from my front yard in the woods! I see it in the yards that line the streets. I see it in the countryside. I see it wherever I take the time to look. He has surrounded me by these reminders--billboards of His love cleverly disguised as landscape but saying oh so much more. What are you reading on the billboards in your yard, in the landscape of your life?

 These are the things I must remember. With the price of gas, the economy, politics and impending doom in every publication, radio and television - we are bombarded with disaster, crisis and fear. I am so glad God knew all of this and took specific care to include "Do not be worried about your life, as to what you will eat, or what you will drink, nor for your body as to what you will put on. Is not life more than food, and the body more than clothing? Look at the birds of the air, that they do not sow, nor reap nor gather into barns, and yet your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not worth much more than they? And who of you by being worried can add a single hour to this life? And why are you worried about clothing? Observe how the lilies of the field grow; they do not toil nor do they spin. Yet I say to you that not even Solomon in all his glory clothed himself like one of these. But if God so clothes the grass of the field, which is alive today and tomorrow is thrown into the furnace, will He not much more clothe you? You of little faith! Do not worry then, saying "what will we eat?" or "what will we drink?" (Water was then and still is the hot political issue) or "what will we wear for clothing?" For the Gentiles (godless) eagerly seek all these things; for your heavenly Father knows that you need all these things. But seek first His kingdom and His righteousness, and all of these things will be added to you. So do not worry about tomorrow; for tomorrow will take care of itself.” Earlier in the chapter He said, "So do not be like them (godless): for your Father knows what you need before you ask him." We seem to have a choice to read the headlines and watch television news shows and get worried OR to see the billboards of nature lovingly, intentionally placed before us to reassure us of His abundant love and miraculous care and let the worry pass us by-- enjoying and trusting Him. So put on the robe, slide your feet into the slippers, and let’s dance together in the beauty that God has so graciously provided, and forever know that WE ARE LOVED!

