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Exodus 16:4, 13-28 
 
So last week we read one of Dr. Seuss’s lesser-known stories, The Butter Battle Book. 
And today, we are finishing up our Dr. Seuss series with another, lesser-known story, 
called “The Bippolo Seed.” “The Bippolo Seed” is from a book titled “The Bippolo Seed 
and Other Lost Stories,” and was published posthumously in the year 2011. And 
actually, these stories were never intended to be made into a book. They were written 
as little, short stories that were published in different magazines from 1948-1959.  
 
”The Bippolo Seed” is a short story about a duck who discovers a little silver box with a 
seed inside. And the box had inscribed on it: 
Who finds this rare box will be lucky, indeed, 
For inside this box is a Bippolo Seed! 
Plant it and wish! And then count up to three! 
Whatever you wish for, whatever it be 
Will sprout and grow out of a Bippolo Tree!” 
 
Basically, it’s Dr. Seuss’s version of a genie inside of a lamp. And the duck is 
understandably excited. And so he thinks about what it is that he needs most. What 
would he most like to see sprout out of the ground? 
 
The duck was in pretty good shape, and he didn’t want for much, so he wished for 
something small. Something very practical. Enough duck food to last for a week. That 
would be one great week, not having to search around for food. My mom brain jumps in 
here and thinks that, even though I love to cook, how cool would it be if I got a whole 
week of delicious and yet healthy and fresh meals that I didn’t have to prepare? What a 
gift! That would be a fabulous thing to wish for! McKluck the Duck was totally on to 
something good here. 
 
But just as he had dug a hole and was getting ready to drop the seed in, he is met by a 
cat. 
 
I don’t know what it is about Dr. Seuss and cats. But every cat he ever writes about 
happens to be an absolutely horrible influence. They are mischievous, they are 
destructive, they make huge messes and leave both ducks and kids completely baffled. 
 
So this cat comes up to the duck and says “why are you wishing for something so 
mundane? Food for a week? Why, you might as well just throw that seed away. Make 
the most of it! Think of all of the amazing things you could wish for! Riches! A booming 
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business! Even the totally ridiculous – ten bicycles made out of pearls! A million silk 
towels! Forty five thousand, two hundred and two hamburger buns! And a bottle of 
glue! (because whose life would be complete without that one bottle of glue?) 
 
And the more the cat talked, the more the duck dreamed and realized that this little 
seed could make him rich, and famous. This seed is a game changer. A life-changer. 
Never again will he have to worry about a single thing in life! He’ll just wish for it all 
now, and then he will be happy. 
 
But, unfortunately for that duck, in his excitement he got just a little bit too enthusiastic. 
And before he had a chance to drop that seed into the soil and cover it up, it slipped out 
of his hands and landed in a nearby river, never to be seen again. So not only did the 
duck not walk away with riches and fame – not only did he not get his four million satin-
lined red rubber boots and five million banjos and six million flutes – but he also didn’t 
even get the one thing that he really did need, and that really would have made his life a 
little bit easier, at least for the moment – that one week’s worth of food. 
 
It's a story that we know well, even if this is our first time hearing Dr. Seuss’s telling of it. 
We know it well because it’s our story as people. Always wanting more. Always longing 
for something different, something bigger, something shinier, something easier, or 
faster, or more powerful. I keep thinking of the classic poem “Lester” by Shel Silverstein, 
which I’m not going to read because it’s not exactly short, but it’s basically the same 
story. About a boy who is given a wish, and he uses that wish to wish for more wishes. 
And he uses those wishes to wish for even more wishes, and it goes on and on, for this 
boy’s whole entire life. But then he dies, and it turns out that he never actually used a 
single one of his wishes to wish for anything at all – except for more wishes. In his 
constant longing for more, he wasted everything he had. 
 
In sociological terms, or psychological terms, we call this an “ethic of scarcity,” or a 
“scarcity mentality” – and it is born out of a deep fear that we will never have enough. A 
fear that if I don’t spend my time “planning for a rainy day,” I am going to one day find 
myself in trouble. On one hand, there is some wisdom in this. We know that life can go 
wrong – horribly wrong, in some cases – so it’s good to have a back-up plan or two in 
place. If I get laid off or suddenly find myself out of work, it’s good to have some money 
saved that can act as a buffer. Maybe wishing for an extra wish or two – just in case – 
could be a good thing. If I get in a car wreck, or find myself sick, or just drop dead one 
day, that’s why I have car insurance, and health insurance, and life insurance. To guard 
against some of life’s more serious struggles. 
 
But, we as people have also been known to take this to extremes. On one hand, we have 
wise planning. And then, on the other hand, we have life when fear takes over. And 
specifically, the fear that there will not be enough to go around – so I need to stock up 
so that I am sure that I have enough for me. It was this exact fear – this “scarcity 
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mindset” – that led people in the first few weeks of the COVID lockdown to begin 
stockpiling things like toilet paper and hand sanitizer. “If I don’t get a 5-year supply of 
toilet paper right now, in three weeks I’m not going to have enough.” And it became a 
self-fulfilling prophecy, because as people would panic shop, that fear of a shortage 
actually created the very shortage that people were afraid of. 
 
And it is exactly this kind of a mindset that God is working with the Israelites on in those 
early days of wilderness wanderings. Israel has just escaped from Egypt. God has 
neutralized the Egyptian army and the people throw a party. Finally, after 400 years, 
they are free. No more Pharaohs building their kingdoms on the backs of the Israelites; 
no more slave owners whipping and beating them when they didn’t produce enough 
bricks. Now, at last, God has done the impossible and Israel was once again its own 
people. They could be whoever they wanted to be. Their whole future was ahead of 
them and the sky was the limit. 
 
Except for one little itty bitty problem. They were in a desert, where things don’t grow 
very easily. And their food supply was dwindling, and there weren’t any readily-
accessible water sources, and the sun was hot and they were dehydrated and it didn’t 
seem like their so-called “leader” Moses had much of a plan. They were hungry and 
thirsty and hot and tired and grumpy. And probably more than a little bit scared. 
 
And God looks at the people and says, “Hmmm. This is interesting. I just led them out of 
Egypt. I just parted the waters of the Red Sea for them, and gave them safe passage 
away from the people who wanted to hurt them. And still – even now – even after all 
that, I don’t think they trust me.” 
 
So God decided to do two things at once. First, and most importantly, God cared for 
their very real, very physical needs. By giving them food to eat. But God also wove into 
this gift a little bit of a test. “Are the people going to trust me to provide for them?” 
 
So God gave them very specific instructions to follow: Each day you are to go out and 
gather enough manna – enough bread – for today. Today only. And no more. Trusting 
that tomorrow I will give you enough for tomorrow. On the sixth day, I will give you 
enough food for two days. And you are to gather up enough food for both of those days 
so that on the seventh day – the sabbath – you don’t have to do any gathering. Because 
on that day, your only job is to rest. 
 
So on the first day, God provided manna for the people to eat. And the people went out 
and gathered up as much as they could get. Some of them gathered some extra manna, 
because, you know, the toilet paper stock on the shelves is starting to look a little bit 
low. But when they got it inside, they discovered that no matter how much they 
gathered, each one of them only ended up with enough for them and them alone. Those 
who piled their wilderness shopping carts a mile high still only ended up with just 
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enough. And those who gathered just a little because they were afraid that there 
wouldn’t be enough for everybody if they took too much, still ended up with enough. 
 
But then some people thought, “what if God forgets to give us food tomorrow?” And so 
they set some of their manna aside to keep it for the next morning. Just in case. And 
next morning, they discovered that it had already gone bad. It was full of worms and 
mold and rot. 
 
Enough for you. Today. And today only. It’s not going to do you any good to stockpile it. 
Or save it for tomorrow. I am going to teach you to follow my instructions and follow 
them exactly. So over the course of the week they started to get into a groove. They 
learned to gather just what they needed, and to eat what they gathered. Until day 6. 
When they were supposed to gather enough for two days. So that tomorrow, on the 
sabbath, they could do nothing but rest. 
 
“We don’t need to rest,” the people said to themselves. “Why should we rest? There’s 
work to be done!” And so they went out and gathered their single day’s allotment of 
manna, assuming that God didn’t really mean what he said, and assuming that they 
could just do on the sabbath what they did every other day, and then they were 
surprised the next morning when there was no food to gather.” 
 
“I will provide for you,” God says. “I will give you what you need. But you also need to 
listen to what I tell you. When I say ‘Don’t gather too much,’ I mean Don’t gather too 
much. When I say ‘Don’t stockpile it,’ that’s exactly what I mean. And when I say ‘Rest. 
No work on the sabbath,’ I mean that, too. 
 
“Because I am your God. You are scared right now. The sun is hot and the desert is 
unforgiving and you don’t know where you are going. I get it. Life can be scary. But 
here’s what you need to know: I’ve got this. Your job is to learn how to be my people. To 
come together. To work with each other. To get your priorities straight – to follow me 
and me alone, first and foremost, and second, to learn to live together in community. 
That’s your job. My job is to keep you safe and protected while you learn and grow. To 
make sure you have food to eat and water to drink and shelter from the storm.” 
 
But don’t we so often get it backwards? We forget that God is the one who provides and 
protects, and that our job is to focus on loving God and caring for one another. And 
when we forget this, then we start trying to “play God.” We stop resting when we need 
to, because our work is just too important. We stop trusting that God will “give us this 
day our daily bread,” and so we start storing up for ourselves for tomorrow and next 
week and next year and the next decade. And then our focus turns from God and 
others, to ourselves. How can I survive? How can I protect myself? How can I guard 
against the struggles of life? And this sometimes turns into “how can I guard against the 
other people in my life? And then the voice of the cat starts yelling in our ear – Why 
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settle for just what you need, when you can have “two boatloads of Baked Boston 
Beans! And, also, nine carloads of sewing machines”? 
 
And the sad truth of the matter is, that we believe the voice of the cat. The voice that is 
constantly telling us that what we have is never enough, and that God cannot be 
trusted. 
 
So friends, before we drop the Bippolo seed into the river, may we take just one little 
step of faith today. Maybe that step is taking a deep breath and resolving not to do 
something today that needs to get done, so that we can enjoy a time of sabbath. And 
reminding ourselves that if the laundry doesn’t get folded, or the dishes don’t get done, 
or that phone call doesn’t get made or that email sits until tomorrow, the world is not 
going to crumble underneath us. Or maybe, it means taking a good hard look at 
ourselves and our lives, and honestly asking the question: in my efforts to protect 
myself, where am I falling short in connecting with God or in caring for others? And then 
see where God takes things from there. 
 
And my hunch would be, that when we do this, when we can take a step back and once 
again allow God to be God, then we will truly begin to see the miracles of God’s love and 
care and abundance everywhere we look. 


