
Faith Reflections 
 
Blessing Life 
 

“Blessed are you, creator of the universe, who 
gives us the fruit of the earth…” It is a simple 

blessing, a simple prayer of thankfulness, a 
moment of mindfulness that we are not alone in 

this universe. You may have experienced the 

urge to offer a blessing. At the birth of a baby. 
When you pick the first ripe tomato kissed by 

the sun’s warmth. When you gather with people 
you love and break bread together. The 

goodness of life, the sense of the holy right 
here in this moment, calls us to whisper a 

blessing in our heart or to speak words of joy 
and gratitude right out loud. 

 
Rachel Remen’s grandfather was a rabbi trained in the mystic tradition 

of Judaism. When she was just a little girl, her grandfather began to 
teach her about being a blessing. He wanted her to know she had the 

choice and the opportunities to serve and strengthen life around her—
through friendship or parenthood or work, by kindness, by 

compassion, by generosity, by acceptance. But because she was only 

four years old, he didn’t use words. He used actions. Her actions. (You 
can read their stories in My Grandfather’s Blessings.) 

 
Rachel’s grandfather brought her a gift when she was four years old. It 

was a Dixie cup nearly full of earth. Growing up in an apartment in 
Manhattan, Rachel didn’t have much experience with dirt. Grandfather 

took Rachel’s little teapot, filled it with water and had her pour it into 
the cup of earth. Do this everyday, he told the little girl and you will be 

surprised. She promised to do this. So everyday for a whole week, 
Rachel poured her teapot full of water into the little cupful of earth. 

She watched, in vain, for something to happen. At the end of the week 
she talked to her grandfather on the phone, reporting that nothing had 

happened. He encouraged her to continue, watering the earth with her 
little teapot everyday without fail. 

 

So, even though she was growing tired, Rachel continued the second 
week. In the third week, it was becoming harder and harder to 

remember. Sometimes she only remembered after she was in bed at 
night and then she would get up and give the earth its drink of water. 



One morning, to her total surprise, two little green leaves were poking 

from the earth in the cup. She called her grandfather to describe this 
surprise. He explained that he had put a seed in the earth and that she 

had helped it grow. “All it needs is water?” she asked. “No,” her 
grandfather replied, “all it needs is your faithfulness.” 

 
Rachel went on to become a medical doctor, particularly working with 

other health professionals to reclaim their passion for healing. She 
follows the path of blessing her grandfather taught her. When we 

remember to bless the life around us and the life within us, we work 
with God in repairing the world. All it needs is our faithfulness. 
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