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As I was backing my car into a spot in the church car 

park on Tuesday morning, I heard the familiar voice of 

Gardening Australia host Costa Georgiadis speaking at 

the beginning of a mental health announcement 

midway through the hour-long Life Matters program 

on RN Radio. I was 

immediately drawn 

in, not only because 

I’m a Gardening 

Australia tragic, but 

by the content 

itself. Costa began: 

  

What brings me joy is just waking up each day. I 
love looking out the window wherever I am, 
whether I’m travelling somewhere or whether 
I’m at home, and looking out to see how bright 
it is, what the sunlight is doing, what my garden 
is doing. I love seeing things grow. It’s something 
really special––and it’s a real inner joy––when a 
seed pops its head out of the soil and you see the 
first few leaves and it grows further and then, 
you know, when there’s a flower. There’s 
something incredibly joyful about flowers, 
particularly when you see insects come and do 
their dance and do their thing, and then the 
birds as well. I get a real joy out of not being able 
to manage that. An absolute joy out of seeing 
nature wild and just being able to observe it.  
 

The rest of Costa’s contribution was worth staying in 

the car to hear. He talked about the joy he gets from 

swimming in the ocean, seeing the awe of children and 

spending time with his chickens. Personally, I found 

myself moved by what Costa shared, especially this 

first bit. As I listened, I smiled and laughed and even 

felt my throat clench with emotion. I resonated with 

so much of what he said, especially with the parable of 

the sower fresh in my mind. 

 

In listening again to Costa’s joy, I began to imagine his 

as the voice of the Sower. What is the possibility that 

there is One who looks upon us with this kind of 

wonder and delight?  

 

What if the Sower joys in seeing us grow? in watching 

what has been planted in us develop and bring forth 

beauty? You might read Costa’s words again with this 

view in mind. What does it stir in you? 

 

It occurs to me that casting seeds around the place has 

an element of risk about it. Living things by nature 

have a certain amount of unpredictability about them 

at the best of times. We can plant seedlings, adopt 

pets, fertilise the lawn, but their growth and 

flourishing are dependent upon a number of factors 

which are well and truly out of our control. Also, 

sowing has a generosity––or maybe even 

carelessness––about it. Tossing seeds in this way 

guarantees that some will take root and some will be 

wasted by falling onto unsuitable environments. 

 

Indeed, there is a mystery, a wildness as Costa put it, 

to life. Each of us, those with whom we relate and 

creation itself are not to be managed and controlled. 

Instead, the invitation is to join ourselves to the 

rhythms of earth’s seasons, the ebb and flow of the 

ocean, the rising of the sun and its setting. This is a 

more precarious position to hold, to be sure, a 

constantly changing and evolving existence. But our 

observation of life outside our windows suggests it 

holds the greatest possibility for growth, a 

fulsomeness of encounter and joy that lasts. 

 

As I write this, the unpredictability of life is stressfully 

evident as we enjoy a greater normality since the 

COVID lockdown at the end of March and yet are 

confronted with the outbreak in Victoria and the 

uncertainty of our borders reopening soon. Many 

questions are being asked such as: Have we moved too 

soon? Are we becoming too lax? As more information 

about the virus is released, are there other 

precautions we should be taking? How can we find 

relief and rest from the constant need to process and 

reconfigure? How can we care for and comfort each 

other as the fear of touch and closeness continues to 

be reinforced by so much around us? 



I hear and see a variety of responses to the mystery 

and wildness that is life. Some try to be hyper vigilant 

in their control and prescriptiveness while others 

seem to deny any need for care and caution. Some are 

disciplined in practices that bring peace and calm such 

as exercise, meditation, friendships, getting out in 

nature and hobbies. Others double-down in 

indulgences that help them avoid difficult feelings.  

 

Regardless of our coping strategies, the invitation 

remains for us to embrace the wildness, to move with 

and in it rather than look for ways to go around, 

control or escape it. This necessarily includes learning 

to live with a certain amount of insecurity, nimbleness 

and changeability.  

 

In order to welcome the joy and growth that are the 

gifts of wildness, the parable encourages us to 

cultivate an openness to accept what comes our way. 

In his book Anam Cara, Irish poet and scholar John 

O’Donohue tells of the wisdom of the wolf spider. This 

spider never builds its web between two hard objects 

like trees or stones 

because, if it did, it would 

be easily torn in the wind. 

Instead, the spider builds its 

web between two blades of 

grass. When the wind 

blows, the web lowers with 

the grass and bounces back 

when the wind dies down. 

O’Donohue reflects: 

 

We put terrible pressure on our minds when we 
tighten them or when we harden our views or 
beliefs; we lose all the softness and flexibility 
which makes for real shelter, belonging and 
protection. Sometimes the best way of caring for 
your soul is to make flexible again some of the 
views that harden and crystallize in your mind; 
for these alienate you from your own depth and 
beauty. 

 

These months have been trying. Everything about us 

has been blown asunder including our routines, our 

security, our immediate plans and our expectations for 

the future. It has not always been easy. 

One thing that adds to our suffering is the hardened 

belief––insistence even––that life will return to the 

way it was before COVID. This simply cannot be and is 

akin to a spider building its nest between two brick 

walls. We have been changed by this experience as has 

the community around us. As many are discovering, 

this is a source of grief––something we will do well to 

attend to going forward. 

 

But for now, the ability to recognise the season we are 

in can bring wisdom for how to be. Even as there is a 

flowering at all times, I would suggest the last months 

have caused us to be more like seeds planted in the 

soil. We are being broken open, feeling the pain and 

the hope of this experience. It has been a kind of dying 

and we don’t yet know the shape of life that will rise 

which can make us feel restless and impatient.  

 

The cold and dark around us invites us to rest and wait. 

Despite the eagerness we may feel to return to 

activity, to deny the change and grief and normalise 

life somehow, we might do well to emerge slowly from 

the depths.  

 

It can be hard to hold onto the simplicity we were 

forced into in the past, but I would gently suggest this 

is exactly what is needed. Now, instead of silence and 

solitude being imposed on us, we must enter them by 

choice and intent. Yet, as before, we will find in them 

love, peace and joy that last––come what may. 

 
Today by Mary Oliver 

 
Today I’m flying low and I’m 
not saying a word. 
I’m letting all the voodoos of ambition sleep. 
 
The world goes on as it must, 
the bees in the garden rumbling a little, 
the fish leaping, the gnats getting eaten. 
And so forth. 
 
But I’m taking the day off. 
Quiet as a feather. 
I hardly move though really I’m traveling 
a terrific distance. 
 
Stillness. One of the doors 
into the temple. 


