
W hen I was younger, I 
lived with my family on a 
farm in northeast North 

Dakota. I look back and wonder if 
I was aware of the blessings God 
showered down on me every day; 
then I laugh because I’m quite sure I 
thought I was overworked. We all had 
responsibilities as members of the 
family, and one of the big springtime 
chores was planting the gardens.
With five children in our family, the 
gardens had to supply our needs for the 
whole year. So, we planted seeds — corn, 
green beans, radishes, peas, carrots, 
beets, cucumbers, lettuce, squash, pota-
toes, etc. While the men were planting 
crops in the fields, Mom (pictured above), 
my grandmother, my brother, three sisters, 
and I planted the gardens. 

First, Mom worked the soil. She marked 
the rows and dug the furrow for the 
seeds. Grandma and we kids would drop 
the seeds, each to the required depth 
and spacing. Someone would then cover 
the seeds. My favorite part was walking 
barefoot on the rows to tap the cool, 
moist soil in place.

I enjoyed planting the gardens. But then 
came the weeds … and we all had to help 
keep the weeds at bay. As the summer 
progressed, we began to harvest. Most 
people enjoy this time — the fruit of their 
labor — but my juvenile mind thought 
of it as more work. We’d shell peas for 
hours, then blanch and freeze them. 
We’d snap green beans, and it was 
mandatory to get all the cotton from the 
cottonwood trees off each bean. Every 
day there were more ripe tomatoes to 
pick. How could parents expect their

children to do all this work on top of 
regular chores? What a hard life I led! I 
look back and wish I could experience it 
all over again with the appreciation that 
comes from understanding!

We often talk about planting the seeds 
of faith. God provides us with His Word. 
His Word fills us with inspiration, and 
we cannot help but share His Gospel 
message with all those around us. Being 
in the Word inspires me to be bold in 
sharing Christ. What a privilege to be 
His missionaries. And then come the 
weeds, things and events that try to take 
our focus off Christ. It takes effort to 
purge our lives of these items that try to 
displace our loyalty. Just as my parents 
expected me to take responsibility within 
my family, our loving Father expects us 
to be responsible to the calling He gives 
to His children. 

As seeds are planted for the Lord, He will 
provide the growth and the harvest. The 
harvest is plentiful, and we know God 
has given us everything we need to be 
His harvesters. We know that Christ has 
already paid for our sins and given us the 
hope of eternal life, but, my friends, many 
people on this earth do not know this 
blessed truth. I hope I’ve learned that this 
harvest is a blessing from God and to be 
a worker in His harvest field is a privilege. 
Let’s plant seeds of hope. Let’s weed out 
the things in our lives that get in the way 
of our work in the harvest fields. Let’s 
enjoy being His workers in the harvest 
field, serving the Lord with gladness!

Walking by faith, surrounded by HIS 
grace, Inspired to share His Gospel, 

Debbie Larson
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Planting Seeds
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