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A story inspired by Easter. The death and resurrection of a kernel. The story as told by 
the kernel is a lesson on how we face our challenges, the strength we draw from within 

and how we think about purpose. A little inspiration for encouragement. LIFE.   
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DEATH 
 

John 12:24 New International Version [NIV] 

 “Very truly I tell you, unless a kernel of wheat falls to the ground and dies, it remains only a single 
seed. But if it dies, it produces many seeds.” 

 

It’s dark.  

There is silence.  

Have you been buried alive before? Bearing a slow death in unfavorable conditions? 

The air molecules barely enough to inflate one bronchiole. It’s suffocating.  

It’s musty.  

The moisture all around me competing for the nonexistent air molecules.  

I’m trapped.  

If I move a little maybe I can get some air. But how do I move? Where do I go?  

Something within me begins to shift. It’s tearing through me. It will rip me apart. Maybe this is 

how I move. If I surrender to this movement, I might lose myself but it’s worth the risk.  If not, I 

die here anyway, and I die alone.  

This thing growing inside of me bursts forth. Through it all my pain never ends. The war is not 

happening just around me; it’s happening within me. 

I let it. I surrender. 



 

THE WAIT 

2 Peter 1:3 The Amplified Bible [AMP] 

“For His divine power has bestowed on us [absolutely] everything necessary for [a dynamic spiritual] 
life and godliness, through true and personal knowledge of Him who called us by His own glory and 

excellence.” 

 

Everything I need is all around me.  

I have been placed and gifted.  

All I must do is search and obtain that which has been provided.  

I take root. I build strength. I push.  

Not by my strength because I have none left. I feel I am alone. No one can hear me and even if I 

scream the vibrations of my breath only bounce back.  

But this thing in me is life. This thing I have surrendered to is leading me on. This thing, so 

powerful, that threatened to destroy me from the inside, is the very thing that gives me hope.  

So, I wait. It’s using what I have in me and around me to do its work. A work that is for my good 

because our goal is one. I am searching for the light. It is searching for the depth. But without 

going deep, I cannot go up.  

 I have lost myself and this new person I am becoming I do not know yet. I feel limited by this 

dark space but this thing in me is not blind. It is not led by what it can see but by what it can 

sense. The nutrients. The things I thought were inadequate for me at the time it takes advantage 

of. The moisture that I felt was a threat to me, it uses to propel forward.  

So, I wait, and I trust. As this thing grows in me, it grows out of me, causing me to outgrow 

myself. I am rising. 



 

LIGHT  
“If a man is to shed the light of the sun upon other men, he must first of all have it within himself.”  

-Romain Rolland 

 

There is a weight.  

But I taste freedom.  

I must lay the weight aside. I must shake it off.  

I was buried underneath this weight. My punishment? My rebirth?  

I need to make a choice. I have come this far. I have been led here. Now I must break free.  

I overcame every obstacle along the way. Accepted the challenges that threatened my survival. 

Strength grew out of me and pushed me through. Now I must finish rising. Till I stand straight. 

Till I see the light.  

I must not be in a hurry. As I have been waiting, I continue to wait patiently but building 

strength. My roots must go deeper so I can obtain the things I need to grow stronger.  

I see the light. I feel the breeze. I taste the air, but only parts of it. It means I’m close. It means 

I’ve won.  

A few more pushes… A wriggle here and there… A bit more reinforcements.  

I made it. I’m alive again.  



 

LIFE 
Romans 8:11 New International Version [NIV]  

 “And if the Spirit of him who raised Jesus from the dead is living in you, he who raised Christ from the 
dead will also give life to your mortal bodies because of his Spirit who lives in you.” 

 

It’s not over… 

My life has begun but my journey is not over.  

I am reborn. I am not who I was when I died, and my path is not the same.  

Where does the straight road lead? Where does the straight road end? What is the purpose?  

I look around. I can see now. There is light. But I am not the only one. I see others like me once 

trapped but are now beginning to emerge. We all went through the same process, but we are 

different. Their skin is different. Their leaves are different. No doubt their roots will be different 

too.  

Oh wow! That is a tall tree. See its fruits.  

Oh wow! That is another tree. See its fruit. Not as big as that one but it has even more fruits! 

But what am I? What will I be? 

A mere kernel of wheat. 

Not any more…  

I am also a tree. Maybe not as big but I have my fruits. My seeds. 

I live. Not for myself alone. Not just to see the light and feel the breeze and taste the air. I’m 

alive to produce, to flourish and to expand. I am just as important. I am not alone. 


