
  

Going deeper into the vineyards

from A Rumored Fortune 



Seasons 
“For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven.” Ecclesiastes 3:1 

The vineyard has four seasons, and there’s no getting around them. All are necessary to its life 

because vineyards are long-term crops. The fall harvest is a result of spring growth, intense 

summer heat, and even winter’s hibernation. The plant doesn’t merely “endure” these seasons, 

and that’s what’s so cool. It’s actively building and doing, working toward the eventual fruit in 

every season of the year. There are no “wasted” months in the year, even in hibernation. 

 

Often I’ve found myself longing to taste a season I haven’t yet hit. I was 32 when I had my first 

baby, and let me tell you, there were an awful lot of other babies born in those 32 years—

especially that last decade, among my peers. Books were the same way for me. I wrote for a long 

time with zero responses. Publishing my stories seemed like a dream. All my writing friends 

went on to get that “yes” and see their names on glossy covers, while I was still entering the 

unpublished contests and checking my email for news from agents or editors. But suddenly, God 

decided it was time and the floodgates opened. After utter 

silence that I thought would go on forever, I had three offers 

from agents, then an “auction” situation where several 

different publishers were offering for my books. 

 

There are also downright painful seasons. My worst one, 

which I mentioned earlier, lasted several years. I won’t go 

into the details, but it was life-and-death intense every single 

day and it was dangerous. I really thought I’d be stuck in 

that intensity forever, paddling like mad to stay afloat, but it 

was a season, and it eventually melted into something 

better—but not without leaving me better first.  

 

We’ll start with winter, because I’m writing this in January. It’s the vineyard’s time of rest and 

inactivity. It looks dead, but if you cut into the branches, you’ll see life under the surface. Winter 

seems pointless, but without this time of inactivity, the vine wouldn’t be strong enough to carry 

the heavy fruit it’s about to produce. It’s also a chance for the vintner to prune and wrap the 

branches around guidewires, and rebuild fences, optimizing the plant for a great growing season. 

We’ll talk about pruning and training in their own section later, so if you’re in this season, keep 

reading. Even in this time of inactivity, there’s a lot of necessary growth happening in the plant.  

 

Spring comes next, in all its youthful glory. The vineyard is fresh 

and clean, with all the deadness of last season hauled away and 

new little buds poking out. It’s beautiful and refreshing, but it’s 

also a dangerous time with one specific hazard—complacency. 

Spring is beautiful, but it’s also when plants are most susceptible 

to hail storms, stray frost, or insects. They’re tender. They need 

protection. Weeds are deceptively small and seem manageable, 

but if vintners aren’t intentional about removing them now, 

they’ll take over and choke out growth. It’s easy, in this time of 

hope and ease, to forget about the dangers and the need to actively 

protect the plants. (See the vineyard in Proverbs 23:30-34.) 



 

Then, as the freshness wears off and blossoms drop their petals, the real work of the vineyard 

begins. Summer in the vineyard is harsh, with a lot of direct sun and intense heat. I think of 

summer as fun and beaches and warm weather, but in the vineyard, it’s a difficult season. The 

sun and heat are miserable for the farmer and can be dangerous to the vine, yet it's precisely that 

oppressive heat that produces sweet, iridescent, juicy grapes. Have a mediocre summer with 

bearable temperatures and comfortable working conditions, and you’ll have mediocre fruit come 

harvest. Many of us in this season will do everything possible to escape its intensity. I know I 

did. But it’s the hostile environment, the intense heat, that produces fruit worth harvesting. 

 

The good news about the intensity of summer is that nothing is expected of the branch now 

except holding on to the vine, strengthening the graft it was given in spring, looking forward to 

the coming fruit. Are you in a season of blinding heat right now? Know this—your primary job 

is clinging to that vine, and just holding on. The seasons are about to turn, and the fruit 

sweetened in this season will make an appearance. 

 

Fall is harvest time in the vineyard, when the glorious 

abundance of the year’s work is ready to be taken in and 

used. The branches are heavy with fruit, but what sort of 

fruit will we find? It’s the moment of truth, for grapes are 

the combination of everything that went into them all year. 

Grapes without the proper nutrition or care will be hard and 

bitter, useless for most anything. It is the ripe grapes 

softened and sweetened by adversity that are desirable, for 

although soft, their strength comes in their flavor. They 

must be picked at the exact right time, and only an 

experienced vintner knows when that is. Too early, say 

August, and the grapes will appear tantalizingly large and 

beautifully iridescent, but they’ll be terribly sour in your 

mouth. When ripe, there’s an explosion of flavor that is the culmination of everything endured 

these past three seasons. Trust the timing of the vintner, for they are his grapes, the work of his 

hands for many months, and he alone knows when they’ll have that powerful pop of sweetness.  

 

I used to feel a lot of shame or frustration about being in a certain season—basically anything 

other than the fall harvest of rich and abundant fruit. The reason it’s important to look at the 

seasons in a vineyard, though, is it helps us step back and see where we are as part of a larger 

process. Feeling dormant spiritually or facing intense heat, feeling dry, or even being young and 

immature… those things are not necessarily a departure from the path God has for us, not a 

wrong step, but a necessary one. Even dryness has its purpose. Only the thirsty search for water, 

right?  

 

I’ve also felt very alone when I asked God to change the way I feel, or remove some intensity, 

and he doesn’t do it. As I wrote my vineyard novel, I often found myself on my knees, 

desperately asking God to help me create this book that I had already been paid for, that had a 

publication date set, and that was utterly flopping. I had my dream in hand, and I was watching it 

slip by because I simply couldn’t produce another decent book. I asked day after day, hoping for 



God to reveal little pieces of the story or a little motivation or creativity…. anything. But I came 

up dry every day. 

 

What is wrong with me? That was the cry of my heart so often.  

 

God was not pouring the story into my head or waking up my creativity, and I didn’t know why. 

I was on my knees all the time, asking God to help with this book, and I didn’t have a book. 

 

But I was on my knees. He could have unleashed my creativity or made the words flow, could 

have handed me the story, could have removed the oppressive doubt and fear and worry, but He 

didn’t. Because He knew that the end goal, the reason for all that work and effort and frustration, 

was not a good book. It was us. It was the connection to God I discovered after I had to peel back 

layer after layer in my heart, seeking desperately to understand, spending hours and hours with 

Him out of pure thirst for His help and His presence in a floundering book and a dry life. 

 

God doesn’t ever force the connection between the branch and its vine, but He does know how 

vital it is. He deeply desires for us to have an abundance of Himself, and all the life-giving sap 

that the vine can offer. While I don’t think he truly wants us to suffer, He does often use these 

dry, thirsty spells as a catalyst to draw us to what we need—Him.  

 

I encourage you to see each season not as a flaw in you, a weakness, or a reason for guilt, but an 

invitation directly from God into something better than mere ease or comfort. He’s gently asking 

you to connect, often and continuously, hoping you’ll seek out the water your soul needs. 

Dryness is not the absence of the vintner, nor is it necessarily your fault. It’s a beautiful, God-

style beginning to what’s coming, an invitation to something richer, deeper, more abundant. 

Hold on and cling to that vine. 

 

I learned the hard way that while fruit is always in process, it’s definitely not immediate. I cried 

out for months and God used that time to cultivate a thirst, a hope, that could only be met in 

Him. No lesser substitute could ever fill it at that point. If you’re there, look expectantly to God. 

Cling to the abundant grace that is under the surface of this entire process. Then hope for what’s 

coming next. 

 

“We rejoice in hope of the glory of God. More than that, we rejoice in our sufferings, knowing 

that suffering produces endurance, and endurance produces character, and character 

produces hope, and hope does not put us to shame, because God's love has been poured into 

our hearts through the Holy Spirit who has been given to us” (Romans 5:2-5). 

 

“…being confident of this, that he who began a good work in you will carry it on to 

completion until the day of Christ Jesus” (Philippians 1:6). 


