
Beneath the Surface, June 13, 2021, St. Timothy, Burnaby 

Psalm 20; 1 Samuel 15.34 - 16.13; Mark 4.26-34 

Prayer 

Every few months a familiar story is repeated in the news: in BC alone there are millions of dollars of 

unclaimed funds just waiting to be reunited with their proper owner. Sometimes these funds are from 

overpayments of debts or insurance payments, and sometimes, they are unclaimed inheritances. I’ve 

checked. Nobody owes me any money. 

But what a great surprise that would be, right? To find out that there is a hidden collection of cash just 

waiting for you to pick it up?  

Usually it’s the other way. Usually the surprises that we encounter have to do with bad things that are 

hidden, that someone has worked hard to keep hidden. We keep hearing about the Panama Papers and 

the companies and individuals who have worked to keep their assets hidden and avoid the taxes on 

them. Hardly a week goes by without a new allegation of some predator who has lured and groomed 

victims undetected by authorities for years. And of course, recently, we heard about the unmarked 

graves of 215 children in the residential school in Kamloops. And while we were still reeling from that 

discovery, an entire family was targeted and attacked for their faith in London, Ontario. The alleged 

attacker in this case managed to keep his hatred hidden, below the surface, until it exploded in this 

horrifying way. 

That’s what we usually expect. That down deep we will find something horrible. That the more you 

learn, the more reason you have to be concerned. What we see with our eyes doesn’t tell us the full 

picture—and often we don’t want to know the full picture, because what is hidden beneath the surface 

is awful. We see only the shiny and flawless veneer. We are pretty sure that it’s not really oak, but we 

don’t want to get too close to look at it ourselves. Just like with some furniture I was dealing with 

recently, that beautiful oak veneer was only that: a veneer. A façade. A presentation giving those who 

really wanted to believe that it was solid oak just enough information that they might conclude that 

that’s what it really was—until they looked closer. So why look closer? Why would anyone look closer? 

We won’t like what we find. 

When we think about the children buried in unmarked graves or the family mowed down by the hatred 

of a young white terrorist, we take some consolation knowing that God sees them. God knows what 

really happened, why it happened, and who was hurt. There are no secrets from God. “For nothing is 

hidden that will not be disclosed.” Though this young man could move around undetected in London 

Ontario prior to this attack, God knew his hatred. God knew his anger. Just like God knows the names of 

all of those lost in the Kamloops residential school (even if the records remain inaccessible). None of 

those buried in unmarked graves were hidden to God.  

In times like these we are reminded to take stock of ourselves and our own institutions. It is helpful for 

us to be reminded that we cannot hide anything from God. That lies, abuses, scandals and the like, 

though they may remain undetected from the rest of the world, are never hidden from God. God knows 

our actions. God knows our past. God knows the secrets we hide from everyone else. God can see right 

through our shiny veneer to the plywood underneath.  



…but God also sees the real us behind the masks we put on. God sees the people who are suffering, 

struggling, hurting even when the rest of the world can only see a smiling happy face. God knows us for 

who we are and understands the motivation behind our failed attempts at humour or our awkward 

social interactions that just don’t come to us as easily as they do to others. God knows our efforts and 

intentions when things just don’t go as we planned, sometimes with disastrous effect. 

But God knows even more than that. God knows us, both us as individuals, and us as a collective, as a 

body, better than we know ourselves. 

God knows what lies inside us. God knows what we can become. Because God does not look merely on 

the outward appearance, as mortals do, but God looks at the heart.  

That is what is behind the story of David’s anointing. And most of us know that story. David had many 

older brothers. Brothers that were more handsome or tall or impressive in some other way. Brothers 

that were more educated or experienced or talented in jobs that would actually be useful in running a 

kingdom. David had the lowly job of minding the sheep. He was the youngest of all of Jesse’s sons. He 

was an afterthought. Insignificant. And yet, he was God’s chosen. God knew what he could become, 

because God saw his heart.  

Now, don’t for a minute think that I’m ignoring David’s imperfections. His atrocious sins that he 

committed later in life. He did some terrible things—certainly things that are not to be understood as 

praiseworthy or imitated. The failings of David are very real. But they are also the subject for another 

sermon as this one is focused on potential. That God saw David’s potential when nobody else did. 

And David did do tremendous things in his service of God and the people of Israel. He led his kingdom to 

many victories, enlarged and united the territory, and demonstrated for most of his life a steadfast 

devotion to God. He was a mustard seed; a throw-away bit of leftover that nobody really took seriously 

that sprang, seemingly from nowhere, into a unifying force that gave Israel new direction after their first 

king, Saul, was removed.  

Jesus uses two parables about seeds. In both cases, the true potential of the seed is unknown. It greatly 

exceeds anyone’s expectation for it. I’ve preached on mustard seed before—it was not something that 

people would plant. It was more of a weed that just grew into a bush—not a mighty tree as you might 

imagine from Jesus’ parable—but a pervasive and resilient bramble, not unlike blackberry bushes we 

have in this part of the world. But this frustrating and obstinate bush grew out of nothing! Where did it 

come from? That tiny seed? But that’s true for all seeds. How do they grow into a plant at all? They are 

tiny and insignificant, but something happens when you put them in the ground. How? How could that 

happen? 

God saw what was at the core of David. God saw David’s potential just like God know what is in each 

mustard seed—what gives any seed the ability to sprout forth new growth from the ground.  

And God sees what is in all of us too.  

Yes, God knows our secrets. God knows our innermost hearts. Our thoughts, our inspirations, our 

motivations, and exasperations.  

But God also knows what we might become. And not just us, individually. Collectively. Together. God 

sees what we can do. What we might achieve. How we might change the world and advance God’s 



kingdom here on earth. God sees how much might be accomplished out of what we see as so little. As 

insignificant, even. God knows that we are much more than just what we may appear to be. God knows 

that there is potential in us, to grow, to expand, and to provide shelter for the world.  

Are we brave enough to imagine what God sees in us? In each other? May we have the faith of even a 

mustard seed to see God’s potential in all of us realized in the growing of God’s kingdom. Amen. 


