
Full to the Brim | The Season of Lent | Knox-Metropolitan United Church pg. 1 

Reflection | Full to the Brim |We Ponder Complicated relationships with Self-Worth 
Sunday, March 20, 2022 | Knox-Metropolitan United Church | Regina, Sk | Treaty 4 Territory 

Cameron Fraser  
_____________ 

 
What I Forgot 
 
A Lenten poem by the Rev. Sarah Are 
 

Sometimes  
I wish I was the fig tree.  
No fruit here,  
just soaking up the sun,  
growing roots,  
turning green,  
stretching out my branches until 
I can hug the horizon. 
 
Sometimes  
I wish I was the fig tree,  
because she doesn’t produce, 
and she’s not exhausted, 
and she probably gets eight hours 
of sleep at night. 
 
And her branches, 
unlike my shoulders, 
are not heavy with work— 
pulled toward the ground,  
threatening to break. 
 
And her trunk, 
unlike my spine, 
is not fighting to stand tall 
while holding it all together.  
 
Sometimes  
I wish I was the fig tree  
because she knows 
 
what I forgot 
 
many years ago.  
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You are still worthy  
even if 
you don’t produce.  
 

Our reading from the Gospel of Luke this morning included these lines. 
 

Then [Jesus] told this parable:  
 

‘A man had a fig tree planted in his vineyard; and he came looking for fruit on it and found 
none.  
 
So he said to the gardener,  
 
“See here! For three years I have come looking for fruit on this fig tree, and still I find none. 
Cut it down! Why should it be wasting the soil?”  

 
This landowner’s insistence that the fig tree is but a waste of soil  
 
Is such a contrast when read against the Hebrew texts. 
 
First from Isaiah… 
 

Ho, everyone who thirsts, 
   come to the waters; 
and you that have no money, 
   come, buy and eat! 
Come, buy wine and milk 
   without money and without price. 
Why do you spend your money for that which is not bread, 
   and your labour for that which does not satisfy? 
Listen carefully to me, and eat what is good, 
 

And then from the Psalms… 
 

My soul is thirsting for you, O God, my God. 
I will give thanks as long as I live; I raise my hands in prayer. 
My soul will feast and be filled, and I will sing and praise you. 

 
And yet the landowner of Jesus’ parable insists… 
 

For three years I have come looking for fruit on this fig tree, and still I find none. Cut it 
down! Why should it be wasting the soil?”  
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In contrast to the voice of the landowner, 
 
We hear the voice of the gardener, 
 

Sir, let it alone for one more year, until I dig round it and put manure on it. If it bears fruit 
next year, well and good; but if not, you can cut it down.” ’ 
 

In a commentary on this passage, Rev. Larissa Kwong Abazia asks this… 
 

The first thing I want to know is why a fig tree is in the midst of a vineyard. The tree would 
not be of primary focus in a field cultivating grapes, apparently planted only so that no inch 
of the ground is squandered.  
 
Many of us experience the world as a fig tree in the midst of grape vines. We are placed in 
fields not meant for us and yet expected to thrive. People discount and doubt us, threatening 
to cut us down if we don’t produce in the ways that have been defined on our behalf. We 
are afterthoughts demanded to bear fruit or be destroyed  
 
Many of us experience the world as a fig tree in the midst of grape vines. 
 

I wonder if you’ve ever felt like that? 
 
I wonder if these last two years have been one continual experience of this sort? 
 
Kwong Abazia continues... 
 

The story of the fig tree reminds us that the societal expectations do not need to be ours. The 
gardener puts their faith in that which they have no control. Digging a bigger hole and filling 
it with manure, they tend to the tree with everything it needs to grow into its purpose.  
 
Perhaps this means bearing figs. Or maybe it provides shade for the laborers during the 
harvest, an opportunity for the gardener to tend to the fields in a new way, or 
transformation of the owner’s ability to see beyond the commodification of the land.  
 
Those of us living a fig tree existence are invited to be nourished and tended to so that, in 
time, we grow into our purpose. People with power are reminded to disrupt their knowledge 
of how the world works and their complicity in earthly systems and measurements so that 
everyone has an opportunity to thrive. And still others provide nurture in solidarity, trusting 
that intentional care will lead to new life.  
 
Together, we invest in a fruitful Creation.  

 
Over the winter, in some of my Academic work with St. Andrew’s College 
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I’ve been encountering the phrase 
 
The Whole People of God 
 
This phrase has been used in the United Church of Canada since the late 1980s 
 
As a way to speak of the importance of recognizing the giftings and callings  
 
Of all people  
 
To be invited to participate meaningfully  
 
In the creation-mending work of ministry in the church 
 
Whether that be a local church  
 
Or the structure of the United Church as a whole  
 
The regional or denominational body 
 
There is much consideration 
 
About how well the United Church does at accomplishing this 
 
I’ve been thinking in the midst of this reading 
 
And I am sure I am not the only  
 
About the other meaning possible for the word whole  
 
In this phrase, The Whole People of God 
 
For while it might first strike us to be referring  
 
The totality of people 
 
Clergy and lay people  
 
Young and old 
 
People of all genders and orientations 
 
People of all ethnicities, races and economic conditions 
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That this whole totality of the people of the church 
 
Have a vital offering  
 
Whole can also speak to well-being  
 
In the sense that ministry that belongs to all people  
 
Might be that which nourishes 
 
Builds up the person themself 
 
Is excercised in ways in which personal fulfillment and well-being  
 
Are honoured 
 
And people are made more whole by their participation  
 
In the life and work of the community 
 
And that this participation is done in a context  
 
In which one’s emotional 
 
Physical 
 
Economic 
 
And spiritual health  
 
Wholeness  
 
Are respected, honoured, cherished 
 
Seen as sacred 
 
Yet as Rev. Larissa Kwong Abazia asserts  
 
Too often churches and spiritual communities of all sorts 
 
Follow patterns of exploitation, draining, burning out, exhausting 
 
Isolating  
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Leaving people not feeling whole 
 
But empty 
 
Christianity’s continued purveyance of myths of redemptive suffering 
 
And valorizing self-sacrifice  
 
Is deep-seated  
 
And we are often taught  
 
Implicitly  
 
To override  
 
Our personal sense  
 
Of being asked to take on too much  
 
Or put up with too much  
 
Afraid to ask for that which we know deeply that we deserve 
 
And we are often not equipped for such conversations 
 

her branches, 
unlike my shoulders, 
are not heavy with work— 
pulled toward the ground,  
threatening to break. 
 
And her trunk, 
unlike my spine, 
is not fighting to stand tall 
while holding it all together.  
 
Sometimes  
I wish I was the fig tree  
because she knows 
 
what I forgot 
 

How can we let the fundament truth of our self-worth  
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Unseat notions of expendability  
 
Of anxiety and striving  
 
Myths of what deserving looks like  
 
In addition to her work as a Biblical commentator,  
 
Rev. Larissa Kwong Abazia 
 
Consults and coaches  
 
Individuals and organizations  
 
Under the banner Courageous Spaces  
 
Which is dedicated to transformation of which she writes: 
 

Sometimes transformation involves disrupting the institutional norms which manage the 
contributions of those in their midst. Other times, an exit strategy is necessary to find or 
create a more life-giving setting. Still other situations require self-preservation to uphold 
one’s own identity and value. 
 

This is good and noble work  
 
Like the gardener who has a sense  
 
That a bit more nourishment is called for the fig tree 
 
And who knows whether they expect figs to grow 
 
Whether they count on the shade 
 
Or whether they intuitively know 
 
As the one whose hands are in the dirt 
 
In ways that the absent landowners cannot  
 
That the tree deserves it  
 
Regardless of what it produces. 


