
Jesus knows how to grow them-A sermon on  

Luke 9:51-62 Rob White 

51 
As the time approached for him to be taken up to heaven, Jesus 

resolutely set out for Jerusalem. 
52 

And he sent messengers on ahead, 

who went into a  

Samaritan village to get things ready for him; 
53 

but the people there 

did not welcome him, because he was heading for Jerusalem. 
54 

When 

the disciples James and John saw this, they asked, “Lord, do you want 

us to call fire down from heaven to destroy them
[b]

?” 
55 

But Jesus 

turned and rebuked them. 
56 

Then he and his disciples went to 

another village.  

57 
As they were walking along the road, a man said to him, “I will 

follow you wherever you go.”  

58 
Jesus replied, “Foxes have dens and birds have nests, but the Son 

of Man has no place to lay his head.”  



59 
He said to another man, “Follow me.”  

But he replied, “Lord, first let me go and bury my father.”  

60 
Jesus said to him, “Let the dead bury their own dead, but you go 

and proclaim the kingdom of God.”  

61 
Still another said, “I will follow you, Lord; but first let me go back 

and say goodbye to my family.”  

62 
Jesus replied, “No one who puts a hand to the plow and looks back 

is fit for service in the kingdom of God.”  

For each of our towns, there is probably some cuisine that you’re 

known for. If I were to take you to the magic BBQ capital of the world 

known Memphis, Tennessee nose hairs would begin stand up and the 

stomachs would begin to growl as smoke floats through the air, ribs 

melt off the bone and pork shoulders do a little shimmy as they make 

their way on to your sandwich. Some say it’s the soul, some say it’s 

the smoke, but it’s a taste that’ll change who you are. 



And if you follow that smoke across that mighty Mississippi and you 

turn right as the soybean fields replace the city bustle, there’s a little 

town called Proctor, Arkansas where the vegetables are so good that 

people forget that meat is even an option. Where the peas are good 

enough to skip the cooking, the sliced tomatoes are tart enough to 

make you forget the mayonnaise and the okra comes out of the ground 

fried. And for these delicacies, it was never about how you cook them, 

it’s about how you grow them.2x 

 Because these weren’t bought at any store or grown by any farmers. 

These were grown by the fine folks of the neighborhood Woodland 

Trail who knew secrets to using the right seeds and the right color of 

the red clay at the right time with the right amount of rain water. 

Because it’s all about how you grow them and in Proctor, Arkansas, 

they knew how to grow them. 

For down that gravel lined road, although there were baseballs flying 

in the summer and basketballs swishing in the fall, there was one 

thing everybody did all season long, they gardened and they prepared 

to garden. They watched the water, the mud, the seeds, they listened 

for the crickets and knew just how bright the fireflies must be in order 



to plant that first crop, because the taste came in the way that you 

grew them. And the folks around there knew how to grow them 

Momma watched one summer as I gulped down that last handful of 

fried okra for the season and told me it was time to start getting ready 

for next year and I was old enough to help.  

So it wasn’t a surprise when I looked out that window and saw my 

dad’s bald head glistening with sweat as he pulled that old tiller out of 

the shed and waved me down to help. 

I watched as they walked back and forth back and forth, blades 

thumping thumping, turning and disking that old Arkansas clay.  There, 

I could already taste next year’s BLT and I was so proud to get to add 

to the family garden.  And then, Dad grabbed my hand and thrust it 

onto that old machine…I gasped and grasped the worn black handle 

and prepared to go, feeling the power between my fingers, trying to 

avoid my shoelace being taken right off by the machine.  

But the effortless movement my parents had demonstrated for years 

seemed to stop for me, for rather than continuing to add to these blood 

colored horizontal rows, I was  going vertical. Whereas, I expected the 

tiller to go forward on its own, it didn’t and it went straight down….the 



moment I had dreamed of was replaced with bright red clay being 

slung all around me. No one told me that in order for the tiller to work, 

I had to be the one to move forward. I learned a lesson that day. You 

can’t grow if you don’t move forward. 

A groove turned into a rut.  

That next summer, there was row after row of delicious okra, peas, 

tomatoes, and squash and one spot where nothing grew….because 

nothing grows in a rut….and ‘round there, it was about how you grew 

them and that….well that my friends… was not how you grow them. 

Because you can’t grow if you don’t move forward.  

I’ll repeat, you can’t grow if you don’t move forward. 

My friends, We cannot grow if we don’t move forward.  

In this morning’s text, Jesus has his eyes on one thing, moving 

forward…. doing the work of God. 

He sends some disciples up to get him checked into his hotel and to  

turn the air down. But when they get there, there is no room for him in 

the Inn.  

Rather than stop, Jesus keeps on moving forward. 



The disciples looking over the shoulders stop and say, “Jesus, wait a 

minute look back there, let’s get those fools, they were jerks.” Jesus 

scoffs and he kept on going. 

Because you can’t grow if you don’t move forward. 

When Samantha, the bright young lady with the wonderful intentions in 

the next town over tries to follow Him, Jesus reminds her. I’m not 

going to stop. You won’t find a bedroom with my name on the door. I’ve 

got no posters hung on a wall somewhere. I’ve got no mailing address. 

Amazon gets confused about where to bring my packages and 

telemarketers have nowhere to call to sell me a car warranty. This is 

about the journey, and there will be no destination until I’ve reached 

what it is that I’ve been called to do.  

You can’t grow if you don’t move forward. 

 

Jesus sees Terry the town’s local politician who likes to talk about 

change but never wants to change. “Come on” Jesus says, “follow 

me.” Terry, not used to being put on the spot begins to yammer and 

spit, looks over his shoulder and decides to finally complete a task 

he’s been putting off for 6 months before he can move another step. 



“I’ll be right back!” Jesus sees right through him and calls out his 

excuses.  

Jesus keeps on moving. You can’t grow if you don’t move forward. 

 

Jesus sees old man Sneed sitting at the chess table in the park 

complaining about his family and the life he leads to those who will 

listen. Jesus hears him and tells him if he wants a new life, to put 

down the rook and follow him. Sneed realizes change is hard and 

decides it’s not for him.  

You cant grow if you don’t move forward. 

Jesus tells them looks at the rows behind them and the ruts beside 

them and says, “You can’t till a rut and expect to grow.” Once that 

hand is grasping that worn black handle, you’ve got to go forward. And 

they ought to listen, because Jesus knows how to grow them. 

Friends, the season for growth is upon us. The drought of CoVid is 

almost over and it’s time to start growing again, but we can’t grow if 

we don’t move forward. 



If we look back and regret the way things happened during Covid: that 

we didn’t open sooner or let others tell us that we should’ve done it 

this way or that, we will not grow. 

If we try to make the church look the way it did before things changed 

and expect everyone to act the same, we will not grow. We are 

different people and the world needs a different church.  

If we try to move backwards, we will not grow. 

If we’ve gotten too comfortable sitting on the sidelines while the world 

around us changes, we will not grow. 

If we’ve gotten too comfortable watching worship and not 

participating, we will not grow. 

If we think we’ve got everything figured out because Facebook told us 

so, we will not grow. 

If we are too comfortable talking about change but not changing, we 

will not grow. 

Because, my friends, when it comes to growth, there is only one who 

knows how to grow them. 

Yes, Jesus has his eyes on Jerusalem and says follow me 

Because Jesus knows how to grow them 



Jesus doesn’t care where we’ve been or where we think we’re 

supposed to be, Jesus says follow me,  because Jesus knows how to 

grow them 

Jesus doesn’t care if we’re in a rut, he’ll pull us out 

Because Jesus knows how to grow them 

Jesus doesn’t care who we want revenge on and says let’s keep going. 

Jesus sees when the time is right,  

Because Jesus knows how to grows them. 

Jesus knows that when the soil is ready, when the crickets are 

chirping, and that the fireflies are shining bright that it’s time to go. 

Because Jesus knows how to grow them 

Yes my friends, Jesus knows when that life changing seed is planted. 

Jesus knows how the gospel seed is planted. 

Because Jesus knows how to grow them 

And if Jesus knows how to grow them, then why would we ever stop 

moving?   

Friends, we cannot grow….we will not grow if we don’t move forward 

and the time for growth is now…not tomorrow….not last week….not 

after we do this or do that….the time to grow is right now! 



So Let’s keep moving forward, following Jesus from here to there 

wherever there may be.  

Because Jesus knows how to grow them. 

Amen 


