JUST A LITTLE WHITE FLOWER

J den’t think it could ever be said of me that J have a green thumb. J have ne
probilem growing vegetabiles but when it comes to flowens, it isn’t a pretty sight. Jt's
sad because J love flowens and enjoy sitting cutside suvwounded by them. Moving
inte aur cwvient fiome stivied my desive for a garden again because theve are six built
in planter boxes ight an the front porch. Jhe boxes ook so cald when they sit empty,
sa each seasen J Lill them with fake flowers. It is a step up from being cold and
empty and from a distance they lock pretty but let’s face it...fake is fake! (L couple
of years ago J decided te step aut ence again and plant seme seal flowers in those
planters. My busband and J went to the nuwsery te buy petting seil and the cheapest
flowers we could find. Cheap because J have even been fnown to Rill cactus...and
they grow in the desent!! Foweuver, nat being a quitter, J came fiome veny excited with
my white, pink, and avchid celored flowers, along with my Uttle gardening shovel
and patting seil. I dug cut these planters, added the scil and planted the flowers. I
nwduwred them like crazy and much to my surprise (and to the surprise of my family
and fuiends ), my plantex boxes were full of life and beauty. J loved sitting en the
parch that spring and summer enjoying the fuiit of my labor. New, for thase of you
that can guow anything, you may not fully undewstand what J’m saying...but J
was thuilled. I had accemplished something J°d never been able te do before! Of
cownse, they eventually did what flowers de and they withered away. J pulled up
what remained of the dead flowers and got 1id of them. J confess that I did net take
the time te plant new flowers last spring. Life got busy and before I fnew it, it was
too late.

J was talling te the Lond not bong age and simply peuring eut my heart to Fim. Jt
seemed as though J had scwn and scwn into the lives of peeple and would see fuuit
for a Uttle while enly te see it fade away o get stolen. Semeane would seem so
to them. Jhete were alse areas of persenal breakthrough J had been contending for
that J hadn’t seen come to pass. J was in a place of fighting discouragement. J
fadn’t stopped believing, but J was wearing dewn and J just wasw’t seeing the
wesults J had hoped for. s T speke with the Lord that marning, Fe neminded me of
three scriptures immediately. Jhe fivst was from Jsaiah 55:11: “Sae shall My word



be that goes fouth from My meuth; Jt shall not weturn to Me veid, But it shall
accomplish what J please, Und it shall presper in the thing for which J sent it.” Fte
painted eut that “Gad is not a man, that fie should lie; neither the son of man, that fie
should repent: hath fe said, and shall fe not de it? o hath fie spofen, and shall fie
nat make it goed? (Numbiews 23:19 ). Fe alsa enceuraged me that “all the promises
of Gad in FHim areYes, and in Ftim Umen, te the glory of God through us.” (2
Coninthians 1:20). J neceived those words and was quickly weminded that the Fatfier
wants te give us good things. J se needed this encouragement from FHeaven. J just
needed a little boost. . .a little pep talk from Daddy Ged...a seminder that J was net
in this thing alene. J had ne deubit He was answering my cuy and speaking te my
fieant. (L little Git later on that day, He clearly spofe to me again. e said,
“Remembien, ‘You did nat choose Me, but J chese you and appainted you that you
sfiould go and bear fruit, and that your fuiit should remain, that whatever you ask
the Father in My name Fe may give you.”” (John 15:16). He was mast assuredly
wevealing Fimsell ta me thuough Fis unitten Wernd and J took these passages and
staad an them ance again so thanfful fer Fis continued presence and love.

New the planter boxes were back te being cold and empty and every time J would
leave the fowse, I was neminded that they desperately needed my attention. Shextly
after fiearing the words of encouwragement from the Loxd, my busband and J were
leaving the house one mowning when something caught my eye. Low and
tloom. Jt was apparently left cver from twe springs before and J knew it could
only have been there for a day ox twe. In my spinit J immediately rwealized this was
the tangible encouragement J had been locking for and so desperately needing from
my Father. J had not wateted that planter. J had not pulled weeds from that
planter and yet, He chase to waise up one seed...one white flower...at just the wight
time...seasons later to affivm to me that the fuiit would wemain. J fnew Fe was
enceuraging me in that at least a pestion of what J had poured inte co-workers,
family, fuends, childien and grandchildien remained because His Weornd will never
wetuwn void. J knew J had te step up and stand on Ftis promises again and stop
lecking at what J was seeing in the natual.



That lttle flower was vewy special to me but shontly after it appeared, same children
were playing in eur front yarud and my lttle flower didn’t suwive their visit. J
walfed out te find white petals scattered all around and the stem brofen in half.
What remained of the stem was barely sticking in the scil. Jt had almost been
plucked up by the woot. J was a little upset because seeing that flewer every morning
was a beautiful weminder te me of Ged’s promises. Oh well, J had seen, freard and
felt the Father's heart for me se J would held that dear and remember the Uittle
flower with a smile. J scon found cut that the Lovd wasn’t finished speaking. Fte
fad ancther surprise in stene for me. A shout while later...much te my
amazement.. .thexe steed ancther beautiful, healthy, single white flower in the same
planter box. Ok joy!!! J sat en the front porch just thanking Fim for being so kind
and for going above and beyond to teach me and xemind me of His goodness. In that
box dovmant for ene full bloaming seasen, and then came cut the neat. Und even
after same vewy wugh treatment, and being plucked up by all but a thread, it
tloomed ance mone. Jt locked just as healthy and beautiful as ever. The Lord was
showing me that although J den’t always see the nesult of my sewing, the seed
wemains because He is faithful. Fe alse showed me that sometimes the enemy wreaks
favoc on the seeds we've planted and we think they ve been tafen ox tessed cut. UYet,
becawse of who He is and what Fe says...and becawse Fe is always good...seme
of these seeds wemain.

One final lessan came from this. Fe chese te use gardening as an example to
samecne whe stwggles te Reep cactus alive. You see, we plant the seed. Fe causes

the guowth. J planted those seeds that spiing and babied them. J even fretted cver
them when the wind woeuld get up ox the nights were unseasonabily celd and yet God,
two seasons later apened a seed that J didn’t even fnow was thete and caused it te
grow without my fielp. Imagine that!! We are te sow thase seeds in the lives of these
we came in centact with and these we love, water and feed them when we can, and
then we must entuwst them to the Father's care to grow them fowever He chaases. Fe
can epen a seed that is planted in a heart full of weeds...in a heart that hasw’t been
nwdwed and cared for...in a heart that has suffered at the hand of a wuthless
enemy and fie can cause that seed te grow. Fe can presewe and feep that seed in the
midst of a life filled with less than desivabile conditions and winds of advewsity. Fe



sees the seeds that semain that we can’t see. When J locked at my empty and cold
little planter baxes, J didn’t see life...J saw bavenness. Yet, there was something
planted under the scil hidden frem my sight. J had ne idea anything existed
undewneath that seil except maybe a few weeds. In the same way, when we lock at
sameane’s life from the cutside, we often times get discouraged because we den’t see
any wesults from cur sowing. We don’t see that ‘life’ that cemes from a welationship
ga...give up en the promises of God; but just like my little white flower, we den’t see
what’s stiviing undexr that seil. We can’t see that seed that’s being protected. We can’t
see the wark the Father is daeing behind the scenes in that life. (It any mement, maylie
when you least expect it, that fuiit can pop up and that life be transfouned. That
gardener.

Last, but centainly naot least, I was veminded just haw much Fe loves ws. Fe loved
me sa much that Fe was willing te presewe and take care of ene ting seed in my
little flower box to show me Fe's freard eveny prayer. Fe's seen eveny tear. Und just
lifie Fte tack care of and presewed that ene little seed in the natural, Jte is abile to
presewe the seeds sown into the lives of these J love so dearly. Why? Because Fe
laves us and Fte is gaod. Jt is net Ftis will that any sheuld petish.

J hepe you can get a picture in your mind of my ene lttle flower in my planter box
and be encouraged that just as that seed remained...se shall the seeds that you
plant wemain. Vewy simply, to be discouraged is to lose ceurage. Jt is kind of funny
fow J tock much courage from a little bitty white flowesr.



