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Gospel Reading: Mark 4:1-20

Preached at: the Chapel of Emmaus House in the Archdiocese of Harare, Zimbabwe.

Most of us know the feeling of arriving before God with a plan already drawn. We
come with measurements and materials in our heads. Fix this. Bless that. Help
me build what | think should stand. The readings today slow that instinct. They
invite us to listen before we build, to receive before we decide, to let God shape
us before we offer Him our designs.

David looks around and notices the gap. He lives in a palace of cedar. Cedar is
not local timber. It is imported, expensive, long lasting. It smells of success. It
says we have arrived. Israel is no longer wandering. The people who once
moved with flocks and tents are settling. Borders are firming up. Power is gath-

ering in one place. A palace makes sense.
And then David remembers where God lives. In a tent.

That tent is not an embarrassment from the past. It carries memory. For genera-
tions God travelled with the people. Folded up and carried. Set down and raised

again. The tent said God moves when we move. God stays close when life is ex-
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posed and uncertain. God shares the life of people who do not yet know where

they will sleep next season.

So when David offers to build God a house of cedar and stone, it is more than
kindness. It marks a change in how people imagine God. From companion on
the road to resident king. From presence among the people to presence safely
housed above them. God’s answer is gentle but clear. | never asked for a build-
ing. | walked with you. I lived where you lived. And now that you are settled and
strong, remember this. | am not a trophy of your success. | am the God who goes

with my people.

Instead of a building, God promises a living future. A house made of people, not
walls. A promise that breathes and endures even when stones fall. Grace before
project. Gift before effort.

The psalm rests in that promise. My love will stand firm. Even when people fail.
Even when power shifts. Even when sons wander. God does not pack up and

leave. He keeps faith. He keeps sowing.

Jesus takes that same truth to the lakeside. He speaks of a farmer who throws
seed everywhere. On the path. On rock. Among thorns. Into good soil. He is not

careful. He is generous. The seed is always good. What changes is the ground.

Some ground is hard, packed down by disappointment or routine. Some is shal-
low, eager at first but unable to hold moisture when the heat comes. Some is
crowded with thorns, worries about money, health, reputation, the future. And
some, quietly, lets the seed sink in and do its slow work.

Jesus is not scolding. He is describing us. In a small Jesuit community. In
Zimbabwe, where many live between movement and settlement, between hope
and strain. Young people searching for work. Families stretched thin. Elders car-
rying long memories. The temptation is either to harden ourselves for protection,
or to cover everything with quick enthusiasm that cannot last. Yet Jesus keeps
sowing. He has not given up on the field.
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Today we remember St Thomas Aquinas. He is often remembered for his sharp
mind and thick books. But at heart, Thomas was a listener. He prayed long be-
fore he wrote. He believed that reason matters, but only when it kneels. Near the
end of his life he said that what he had written felt small next to what God had
shown him. He had learned that God cannot be housed, not in buildings, not

even in correct ideas. Truth, like a tent, must remain open to the journey.

That is close to Ignatian wisdom. Pay attention to what moves within you as the
Word is spoken. Where does it soften you. Where does it close you. God works
there, breaking up hard ground, deepening shallow soil, pulling thorns one by
one.

David learned that God does not need his palace. The disciples learned that
hearing is more than sound. We are learning that fruit comes not from control,
but from trust. God is still the God of the tent, still closest to those who are ex-

posed, moving, waiting.

As we come to the altar, we bring whatever ground we are today. God is not ask-
ing for a finished building. He is asking for room to pitch His tent.

As we pray this morning, we might sit with three simple questions.

e Where is God asking me to listen rather than to build.

e What has hardened, thinned, or crowded my heart, and what might | gently
place before Him.

o |fthe Word were to grow through me for the good of others, especially
those who live without much security, what small fruit could it bear this

week.
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