
 

“Verily, verily I say unto you, Except a grain of wheat fall into the ground and die, it 

abideth alone; but if it die, it bringeth forth much fruit.” 

‒‒ John 12:24 

 

“So then death worketh in us, but life in you.” 

‒‒ II Corinthians 4:12 

 

 

 

The Little Seed 
or 

The Biography of Every Believer Who 

Grows into Maturity 
 

Said the seed unto the Farmer, 

“I’m insignificant and small.” 

Replied the Farmer to the seed, 

“I see a fruit tree, strong and tall.” 

 

The little seed fell in the ground. 

“It’s dark – I’m all alone!” 

“Don’t worry, little seed, 

For a time you’ll call this home.” 

 

The little seed grew frightened; 

“I’m starting to decay!” 

“The outer shell must decompose; 

Real growth begins this way.” 

 

Alarm then gripped the little seed; 

“I’m not growing up, but down!” 

“Your roots will soon establish you, 

A great tree of renown.” 

 

One day the little tree 

Broke through the earth and saw the sun. 

“At last!” he cried, “Most certainly 

Maturity has come!” 

 

That Fall the trees around him 

Bore red fruit for all to see. 

The little tree was troubled; 

“I don’t know what’s wrong with me.” 

 

 



 

Just then the passing Farmer said, 

“No need to look so glum! 

Just keep on growing, little tree, 

Your time is yet to come.” 

 

The winter winds blew off his leaves; 

“Am I about to die?” 

“Just rest awhile, little tree; 

New life comes by-and-by.” 

 

Year in and out the little tree  

Grew tall and deeper down, 

And then out stretched his branches far, 

All barren, strong, and brown. 

 

The Farmer came pruned him back. 

“I’m made small!  Don’t You care?!” 

“I have great hope, my little tree,  

Much fruit you soon shall bear.” 

 

Almost in despair, the tree 

All but let hope die out,  

When one day chanced he looked around 

And gave a happy shout. 

 

He called out to the Farmer, 

“I have something great to show! 

My branches all have yielded fruit!” 

The Farmer smiled.  “I know.” 

 

It was long before the branches 

Of the apple tree did bear, 

That the Farmer held the little seed 

And saw a harvest there. 

 

The harvest wagons toted in 

A bumper crop that year; 

Then cider, cobbler, jelly, pies, 

Lade tables far and near. 

 

The many deaths the seed died 

Seemed in his eyes small and mean, 

Yet through them, he touched others 

He had never even seen. 

 



 

So take heart, all God’s little seeds! 

The Lord knows what you are! 

And He will grow you up in time 

To touch men near and far. 

 

In the meantime, Farmer knows 

Exactly what we need; 

For death and life together 

Bring forth fruit from little seeds. 
 

‒‒ By Mallory Patrick 


