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Early one dark November dawn I was zooming along in my Citroën towards Pamplona, Spain, alone at that hour on the empty stretch of country road, when, feeling some pressure from the liter or so of coffee I’d been sipping out of a thermos since 5 a.m., I decided to pull over for a rest stop.   I got out of the car, stretching and slowly turning to survey the immense emptiness that surrounded me, the vast distances, the spaces between things, that is so characteristic of Spain.

Gradually I also became aware of the perfect silence, shivering in the cold morning fog.  As nearly everywhere in Spain, all the way to the horizons on all sides it appeared dry, and relatively barren.  “The rain in Spain,” Professor Higgins, does not “fall mainly on the plain.”  Looking out over the dry rocky landscapes of predominantly gray and brown and burnt amber hues, I thought to myself, “Yup, this is Spain all right,” chuckling grimly at the obvious metaphor of spiritual life on the Iberian peninsula.


Then I began to notice something else.  Here and there amidst the gray brown stubble that covered the ground there were patches of green just over the surface.  Looking closer I realized that there were whole fields with inch high sprouts of winter wheat, an improbable promise of future fruitfulness in the midst of what appeared to be utter desolation.

Like many other Mediterranean climates, Spain does have autumn and winter rains that follow the scorching hot summers.  So to take advantage of this they plant winter wheat in the fall.  It sprouts up but then remains very small and apparently insignificant throughout the blast of winter.  For all those months it remains so short it appears to be merely a fine chartreuse dust on the ground.  But all the time it is receiving the light rains, spreading roots, becoming strong, getting ready for the right moment.  And when the spring comes, the wheat suddenly bursts into a growth spurt, puts out its flower, then its head of grain, and then very quickly it is ready for harvest.

It occurred to me that cold, quiet morning, reflecting on the strange anomaly of bright green shoots in a winter landscape, that perhaps this is also what God is doing in Spain.  Though evangelicals note with chagrin that there has not yet been a significant harvest time in that part of God’s work, persevering workers have been faithfully “tilling and seeding and nurturing” the fields for many generations.  Though it may still be winter now, a fine dusting of green may be seen here and there, little sprouts of “winter wheat,” that will continue to receive the latter rains until the time has come for intensive growth, and then no doubt will grow, and grow, and then, in His time, bear fruit.

In the meantime, we who work in the vast openness of the fields of Spain keep sowing, and expecting, and taking consolation in the hope provided by those small shoots of bright green.  The harvest is not yet, but will surely come, in His time.

