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Everywhere we look right now, we can see them. Outside our doors in the 
church’s yard there were crocuses blossoming last week. This week there are 
daffodils almost ready to burst into bloom.  At our house the spring peepers 
emerged from their winter sleep to noisily chirp from mid-afternoon into the dark 
hours of the night every day. My favorite, however, was about a week and a half 
ago when I was going for a walk and heard a sound I hadn’t heard for several 
years. The sound of a particular bird call that never fails to lighten my spirit and 
my heart: the song of the redwing blackbird. Growing up on the banks of the 
Crystal River in Wisconsin, my father told me to listen for the song of the redwing 
blackbird, because he said, they were the true harbinger of spring. In Wisconsin at 
least, they preceded all other migratory birds returning from their winter travels. 
When you heard a redwing blackbird, my dad said, you could know spring was 
coming. So of all these signs of spring, I have a special fondness for the redwing 
blackbird I now hear in my yard every day. 

 The redwing blackbird is just one of the signs I mentioned, the signs of 
spring. Perhaps especially after a winter or at least a month of so much snow and 
bitter cold temperatures, we are more on the look out for signs of spring. These 
signs, whether the spring peepers, early blossoming flowers, or birds, are not 
necessarily the season of spring, however they point to the change that is 
happening. That is what a sign is, after all, something that points to what is 
coming. When we pay attention and notice the signs, we are not only more aware 
of our surroundings, we are less likely to be surprised.  It works for driving on 
roads too, when we pay attention to the signs we can tell when a change in the 
speed limit is coming, or when a town is coming up. 

 Jesus was someone who paid careful attention to signs, at least in John’s 
Gospel, and today we heard him respond to a pretty important sign.  For Jesus the 
sign wasn’t a redwing blackbird, or a road sign, it was a group of Greeks who were 
asking to see him.  

 So who were these Greeks?  Scholars tell us most likely they were a group 
of Jews who lived far away and returned to Jerusalem for the festival. They were 
called Greeks because they probably spoke the language of the Greeks. Why they 
asked to see Jesus is anyone’s guess.  In the previous chapter, Jesus had brought 



his friend Lazarus back to life, so perhaps these Greeks had heard about that and 
wanted to see for themselves a man who was rumored to do such unbelievable 
things. Maybe they wanted to ask him for healing themselves, maybe they just 
wanted to follow him, maybe they wanted to interview him so they could tell 
their friends and families back home about him. We don’t really know. And what 
might be a little distressing is we never find out if they got to see Jesus. 

 After they asked Philip, and Philip asked Andrew and both Philip and 
Andrew told Jesus about them, Jesus didn’t even acknowledge them. Instead 
Jesus started a very long and important speech about his death.  

 Why would Jesus do that?  We might want to imagine a Jesus who would 
instead of talking,  invite the visitors over and listen to their questions and tell 
them about himself, share some food with them, maybe heal one of them or pray 
or something. Instead, Jesus just started talking about seeds dying, being troubled 
but also being glorified and a Voice from heaven even chimed in, all this, the 
author of John said, so that Jesus could talk about the kind of death he was going 
to die. What was that all really about? 

 To figure it out, we have to go back to the Greeks, and what Jesus said 
when he heard they wanted to see them. Because that is when Jesus said 
something he hadn’t said before in John’s Gospel when he responded to his 
disciples’ news that the Greeks were wishing to see him. He said, “The hour has 
come for the Son of Man to be glorified.”  Notice, he said, the hour has come, is 
now here. In other words, it’s time. 

 Remember, earlier in John’s Gospel Jesus was in Cana at a wedding with is 
disciples and his mother. When the wine embarrassingly ran out before the 
wedding banquet was over, Jesus’ mother called this to his attention and Jesus 
responded in a way that seemed odd when he said, “My hour has not yet come.” 
Apparently, this wasn’t the sign he was looking for. 

  In that story, Jesus performed a miracle and water became wine, and the 
author of John’s Gospel called this the first of Jesus’ signs. According to John this 
sign revealed Jesus’ glory and so his disciples believed in him. It might have been 
the first, but certainly was not the last sign in John’s Gospel.  The other signs 
include healing the sick, and raising Lazarus from the dead, but nowhere before 
the moment when the disciples informed Jesus he had some Greek visitors did 
Jesus say the time, or his hour, had come. 



 So perhaps the hour or the time wasn’t about Jesus doing amazing things or 
saying wonderful things, instead these were signs meant to point to the hour that 
was coming, the event that all those other signs were leading up to. The 
appearance of Jews from another land seem to be the sign Jesus was looking for, 
the sign that indicated that the time had come, so Jesus, instead of talking to 
them, began to talk about the change that was coming, the change the signs 
pointed to. 

 He talked about a seed, because that is something many of us can relate to. 
A friend of mine here in Ohio just started planting her garden this weekend. She 
planted carrot and lettuce and radish seeds. She was so excited she posted a 
picture of her work on FaceBook: although all we can see right now is some dirt. 
Yet we know that will change, because we know how seeds work: we take 
something small and usually dark and hard, bury it in the ground and with a little 
water, warmth, and time it changes. It transforms into something larger than it 
was that provides something more than it was before. That is the purpose of a 
seed: to grow and provide. In order to fulfill that purpose, first the seed appears 
to die: it gets buried, and then nothing seems to happen for a while. Until the first 
sign of life, when a green shoot appears. 

 Perhaps Jesus talked about the seed of grain to help his disciples 
understand what was going to happen. Things were going to change, and the 
biggest change was that Jesus was going to die. I read recently that being 
incarnate, a word to refer to Jesus’ humanity means not only to live, it also means 
to die. When Jesus became human, it meant Jesus was willing to live and die as 
one of us. I don’t know about you, but sometimes I need that reminder, because 
it can be easy to forget that part of Jesus, especially with all the amazing things he 
did and said.  

 So when the Greeks asked to see Jesus, Jesus himself did not talk about his 
ministry, he didn’t mention a single parable, he didn’t talk about the people 
whose health or well-being he restored, he didn’t even mention his friend 
Lazarus. Instead he pointed them and us, to the cross. To his death, with the 
reminder that a seed that looks like it is dead is really just getting started, and 
that his death will be similar, that what will look like a terrible ending will really be 
God just getting started.  

 This is perhaps an appropriate reminder for us on this last Sunday of Lent. 
The season of 40 days is nearly over, and next Sunday we begin the journey Jesus 
was preparing his disciples for in his speech: the journey of Holy Week. Where we 



are invited into those last days of Jesus; as a way that we, too, can see Jesus. Not 
just the parts of Jesus we might like, but all of Jesus. 

 Sometimes Jesus can be pretty hard to figure out. There are plenty of times 
when I read the Gospels and someone asks Jesus a question and he answers by 
telling a story that I say to myself, can’t he just give a simple, straightforward 
answer? I admit Jesus sometimes frustrates me. Other times he did or said things 
that make me uncomfortable, and I have to work on why. Jesus sure can make me 
work. And I keep working, because I want to see Jesus, not just in the scriptures, 
but in all of you. In your faces, in your stories, in your ministries, in your sorrows, 
in your passions, in your history, in your hopes, in your biggest, wildest, most 
amazing dreams, in your simplest kindnesses, in your generosity, in your laughter, 
in your tears (both the happy and sad kind), in your frustrations, and in your joys. 
And I want so much for you to see Jesus too: in the faces of those you serve on 
Wednesday’s for lunch, in the faces of the prisoners you visit, in the people you 
meet on the sidewalk, the person who took your parking spot, in the notes of 
thanks we get from those who received prayer shawls, in the new life springing up 
in the earth all around us, in the smiles of one another, in all the places you might 
never think to look but would be surprised where you can see Jesus. 

 The invitation to Holy Week is an invitation to get to know Jesus not just 
better, but deeper, so that we can follow the signs to the Resurrected Christ and 
encounter him in the world. So I encourage you to join me in engaging in Holy 
Week as best you can: perhaps attend at least one additional service, come in and 
pray for an hour or two during the Watch, and see how we might grow like a seed 
ourselves, and even recognize a few signs that point us to Christ who is Present in 
every place. 


