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I have been guilty of grousing about mud season. Tracking mud into cars and houses. Mud on clothing. Trying to drive on muddy roads and driveways. But to tell you the truth, our driveway is asphalt. Our road is asphalt covered. I added a brick walkway from our driveway to the backdoor, eliminating walking through muddy lawn. I don’t farm, I don’t even garden much, which means I don’t get into the mud of this season. Which is too bad, because it means I’m not very much in touch with the raw earth. There are a lot of layers between me and the earth. 
Mud season is a good metaphor for life and for ministry. There are a handful of ministers who I greatly admire who are able to muck around with people and sticky situations until everyone figures out how to get out of the mire. Martin Luther King is an example for me. Gandhi. Jesus. Patience Stoddard. There are also a lot of good therapists and good friends who will get into the mud with us and wallow around until we get unstuck. 
The only passage in the Bible that mentions mud talks of a God who is able to bring people up out of muddy situations. It’s Psalm 40, verse 2: “(God) lifted me out of the slimy pit, out of the mud and mire; (God) set my feet on a rock and gave me a firm place to stand.” The writer of this Psalm may have been referring to an emotional mire of despair. We know what that is like. The writer may have been referring to a muddy mire of bad habits, unethical behavior, and destructiveness. We all know what that is like, either for ourselves or for people we care about. The author of this psalm might have been referring to being mired in grief or conflict. We know what that is like and how much we desire to make our way free of that kind of muddy situation. 
The writer of this psalm may have been referring to her or his floundering, confusion or isolation. We know what that feels like, and we know how much we rely upon one another, or on a Higher power, or a spiritual practice, or counseling to help us move out of this kind of mud. 


Mud does not have a good reputation in common parlance. When we accuse someone of “muddying the waters”, we are not passing them a compliment. We are thinking that they have made a bad situation worse, or more confusing. Sometimes we muddy the waters ourselves, and we need a friend, counselor or higher power to filter the stuff in our head in order to see and feel more clearly. 

If the stuff in my head was like the soil in my backyard, I could dig down 48 inches or so, and find out about the health of my mind, just like digging down 3-4 feet in my yard would tell me about the health of my soil. I could find out if it is dried out, or water logged, full of rocks or good loam. If there are ants and worms enough to keep turning leaves and sticks and grass into more good soil. What would that look like in my mind, I wonder? If my mind is like soil, what does it need to be healthy? Poetry? Art? Good food? Critical thinking to chew on thoughts? Spiritual practice to filter the mud? Ideas to moisten like rain? Love like warm sunlight? 

I had to dig 3 feet in my yard last summer. I had a huge burdock plant come up in my yard last year. Burdock has those incredibly annoying burs that catch on clothes and animals. It was the inspiration for Velcro. But that is not the only good thing about burdock. It reminded me that I had eaten a little cooked burdock root when we went to Korea. Burdock has a root that is 3-4 feet long. It does not pull out of the ground. One has to dig all around the plant to get at the root. I wondered what a burdock plant of the mind would feel like. Something that is tall, spikey, and has burs that stick on people and animals and make them miserable. And a root so deep that practically nothing can dislodge it. Something like my cherished opinions and biases that I would hate to dig up, but probably need to be dug up, boiled and eaten in order to leave room for something else to grow in my mind.  

If I were to dig down 3-4 feet around the burdock plant in my yard, I would discover the history of the soil, like rings on a tree. Mostly I would find out if the soil has had enough water over the years. Terra Brockman, an organic farmer, describes it this way: “What happens in the ground is that as the temperature of the soil drops, the water molecules that are normally dancing and swirling around each other gracefully move more and more slowly, and then suddenly at 32 degrees, lock in place with outstretched arms. When all the dancers were moving, they fit easily on the ballroom floor, but when they stand frozen at arms length, some are pushed up hard against the walls. The instant the water freezes, it takes up a lot more space, and the ice pushes relentlessly against the surrounding soil. Finally the soil gives way, cracking along the fault lines of soil aggregates.” 

“When the soil warms, the water drains into the subsoil. More rain and snow melt enters the spaces, expanding them further when it freezes. Freeze and thaw cycles help build good soil structure and the subsoil becomes saturated with water.”

If I am honest, I know that my feelings and thoughts go through freeze and thaw cycles also. I can only hope that my mind is better for it. No, I take that back. I think my soul is better for it. 


“When the first spring thaw comes and the soil is awash in water you can slip and slide up to your ankles in mud. We bury our cars and tractors in mud. Spring mud is often roundly cursed by owners of stuck cars and 
muddy shoes, but deep mud is a sure sign of soil well stocked with water for the growing season. Without the freezing of the soil that brings the spring mud, the dusty unstructured soil of last summer and fall would enter springtime hard, cold, packed, and dead as concrete.” (Terra Brockman, Christian Century, 4/18/12) 


So, I suppose I should be glad when my mind and spirit are muddy. It means I have been watering them,, and that they are now ready to have seeds of love and hope planted, to grow what will nourish not only me, but others. Growing is good. But it is not an end unto itself. Growing flowers nourishes our sense of beauty. Growing food nourishes us and others. Grow to nourish one’s soul and the lives of others. I guess we need mud season after all. 
