
Harvest Year C 2022 

According to the Revised Common Lectionary today is 

‘Harvest’, simply that – ‘Harvest’. Some people call it 

Harvest Festival. In the days when we used the Scottish 

Prayer Book it was called ‘At the thanksgiving for 

Harvest’. When did we stop giving thanks? It seems that 

today we expect everything to be available whenever we 

want it – strawberries in December, no problem, they can 

be flown in from somewhere; asparagus all year round? 

easy peasy. We do at least seem to recognise that 

daffodils come in spring, if we can find workers to pick 

them, and that gladioli can only be bought at this time of 

the year – they are my favourite flower but I wouldn’t 

want an imported bunch as an exotic birthday present in 

July. But generally we have ceased to be connected with 

the farming year, and certainly disconnected with the 

labour which produces our food. 

We love to sing ‘We plough the fields and scatter the 

good seed on the land’, but of course we don’t – we neither 

plough (unless one of you happens to be a farmer) and we 

certainly don’t scatter. We haven’t ploughed and 

scattered since Jethro Tull invented the seed drill in 

1701, even though the hymn was written some forty years 

later (and originally in German). Tull, it is said, was 

inspired by the retraction mechanism in the organ of his 

local church, where he might have heard the parable of 

the sower, wastefully scattering seed everywhere. 

Except, in first century Palestine, farmers didn’t plough 

and scatter, they scattered and then ploughed. So when 

the seed falls on the path it isn’t wasted because it is 

going to be ploughed in – unless the path has become so 

compacted that the plough won’t turn the soil, and the 

seed amongst weeds isn’t wasted, because the plough will 

go through them, tearing up the roots, unless he misses a 

bit. 

In the book Deuteronomy, from which we have just heard 

a reading, the Israelites are commanded to celebrate 

harvests. They were to bring samples of their best corn, 



oil and stock to the altar to thank God for their fields and 

pasture. It is a picture of a peaceful rural society, a 

society which fed itself, a settled community which we 

think of as rejoicing in grain and oil, wine and wool, milk 

and honey, ignoring the calloused hands, aching backs, dirt 

caked clothes – there would be rejoicing, but relief too if 

the harvest was good or anxious faces if it were poor. If 

the locusts came, what to do; if the rains failed, hunger 

threatened. 

These ancient people, the ones we meet in Deuteronomy, 

had three harvests a year, three in-gatherings. When we 

read the Bible we are reading about local activities in a 

rural environment, about local people who knew that to get 

something out of the land you had to put something into 

it, just as in life, to get out you have to put in. And we 

read about gratitude. And so it should be today. Today 

should not just be ‘Harvest’, it should be ‘At the 

thanksgiving for harvest’, a feast of thanksgiving, of 

gratitude, spread before the giver of all good gifts. Food 

production has become business, big business – 

agribusiness – and many of us no longer see fields but only 

the roads which run between them. Very occasionally I 

take the bus into Inverness and so I do see the fields, 

rather than the road in front of the car – and because I 

don’t have a smart phone, I can actually look out of the 

bus window, and appreciate the land around me. It is 

wonderful. Sometimes, though, even if I am driving, I 

notice something. On the way to Cromarty last Tuesday, a 

field bursting with fresh green growth – harvest gathered 

in and already a new crop growing; harvest not as an end 

but as a new beginning – the cyclical year ever turning. I 

sometimes think we should have ‘Harvest’ much earlier in 

the year, just as the harvest begins – a service of hope 

and anticipation, of thanksgiving for all that has been in 

the last year and one of acknowledgement of our reliance 

on God for all that is to come. The first fruits of the 

harvest, as we heard in the first reading. 

We scratch around for all that is relevant (even in an 



agricultural area like the Black Isle – imagine if you lived 

in the suburbs of Glasgow!) – we scratch around for all 

that is relevant amongst the familiar hymns, and I do 

wonder how many agricultural or horticultural workers will 

be offering prayers of thanksgiving today, as they cope 

with calloused hands, sore backs and poor pay. And as for 

city dwellers, they are probably more concerned with food 

prices (well, aren’t we all), food scarcities and supply 

chains. 

‘’Once you put your hand to the plough, don’t look back’ we 

are told. A good message for the church today when 

atheism and apathy seem to rule. As we begin to explore 

our way forward, seeking God’s will for us over the next 

five years, we will need to find out what seeds we should 

sow, and where to sow them, what fruits to expect and 

how to gather in securely. But perhaps we, those of us 

gathered here today, are God’s harvest in this place, a 

seed harvest, which God has gathered in and made secure 

so that over the next few years we can be sown, to grow 

and bring forth renewed growth, some 30 fold, some fifty 

fold, some one hundred. We need to go out in 

thankfulness and praise for all that God has done for us, 

to be scattered across the Black Isle and beyond, and, in 

acts of love and kindness, faith and hope, bring the love 

of God to those we meet.  Jesus commanded his disciples 

‘Ask the Lord of the harvest to send out labourers into 

his harvest’. That’s you and me, God’s harvest workforce. 

 


