
Scripture Lesson:   Matthew 13:1-9                     Pew Bible N.T. pg. 13 
1 That same day Jesus went out of the house and sat beside the sea. 2 Such great crowds gathered 
around him that he got into a boat and sat there, while the whole crowd stood on the beach. 3 And 
he told them many things in parables, saying: “Listen! A Sower went out to sow. 4 And as he sowed, 
some seeds fell on a path, and the birds came and ate them up. 5 Other seeds fell on rocky ground, 
where they did not have much soil, and they sprang up quickly, since they had no depth of soil. 6 But 
when the sun rose, they were scorched, and since they had no root, they withered away. 7 Other 
seeds fell among thorns, and the thorns grew up and choked them. 8 Other seeds fell on good soil 
and brought forth grain, some a hundredfold, some sixty, some thirty. 9 If you have ears, hear!” 

 
Scripture Lesson:   Matthew 13:18-23                    Pew Bible N.T. pg. 13 

18 “Hear, then, the parable of the Sower: 19 When anyone hears the word of the kingdom and does 
not understand it, the evil one comes and snatches away what is sown in the heart; this is what was 
sown on the path. 20 As for what was sown on rocky ground, this is the one who hears the word and 
immediately receives it with joy, 21 yet such a person has no root but endures only for a while, and 
when trouble or persecution arises on account of the word, that person immediately falls away. 22 As 
for what was sown among thorns, this is the one who hears the word, but the cares of this age and 
the lure of wealth choke the word, and it yields nothing. 23 But as for what was sown on good soil, 
this is the one who hears the word and understands it, who indeed bears fruit and yields in one case 
a hundredfold, in another sixty, and in another thirty.” 

Response to the Word 
One:  This is the Word of God for the people of God 
All:  Thanks be to God! 
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I’m willing to bet that most of you don’t expect to hear Tears for Fears songs played during the 
offertory at church.  For those of you may who not even know who Tears for Fears are, they’re a British 
pop band from the 1980s.  They’ve continued to release music, their latest album being released in 
June of 2021, but the songs they’re really famous for date back to the 1980s:  “Mad World”, “Shout”, 
“Everybody Wants to Rule the World”, and my personal favorite (which Bryan played) “Sowing the 
Seeds of Love”, which was released after Margaret Thatcher won a third term as the UK’s Prime 
Minister in the summer of 1989.  The point of the song is to take on the cynicism of politicians who 
continually argue that they can really only do so much to make the world better.  Which is absolutely 
true, without question.  But it is also true that the political will to make things better for average 
people is not always prioritized.  So they sing “Anything is possible when you’re sowing the seeds of 
love”.  Which, I hope, is also true.  I choose to believe it is, at any rate.   

Our Scripture lesson this morning is about sowing seeds.  You can take that literally on one 
level.  After all, Jesus tended to tell parables using imagery and ideas that would resonate with his 
audience.  Galilee is fertile land.  Nearly everyone in those parts was farming.  It’s interesting to me 
that Jesus tells the parable while sitting in a boat on the Sea, but hey, whatever works!   
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On another level, it’s pretty obvious that we’re not supposed to take it literally.  After all, this is 
one of the few times that Jesus bothers to explain a parable, which irks me a little bit, if I’m honest, 
because when a person tells you how to interpret something, then sometimes that’s all you can see.  
This is one of Jesus’ most famous parables, often known as the Parable of the Sower.  As parables go, 
it’s not all that hard to unravel.  The seed represents the Word, the message, the teachings of Christ.  
And it lands on different soils, which represent different states of the human soul – hardened and 
impenetrable; shallow and without real depth for the long haul; easily distracted by other cares and 
concerns; and open, fertile and receptive.  And all of us have, at one time or another, probably fit into 
each of those categories.   

But the point isn’t the soils.  It’s called the parable of the Sower for a reason.  The focus is on 
the one who goes out to sow, so let’s talk about that sower for a minute.  For one thing, he’s not a 
good farmer.  That’s just the facts.  Not that I can throw shade.  I am no gardener.  In fact, I distinctly 
remember my mom telling my aunt that I have a black thumb, and that my house is where plants go to 
die.  I have many gifts, but gardening has never been one of them.  But still, I grew up reading Little 
House on the Prairie, if nothing else, and I remember Laura Ingalls describing the arduous work of 
planting in the spring:  how her Pa would hitch the horses up to the plow to furrow the ground, and the 
girls would come along behind.  One would carry a stick and a bag of seed, and use the length of her 
foot to determine how far apart to delve the stick into the furrow and then drop a few precious seeds.  
Then the other would come along after that with the hoe and cover the seeds and water them.  It was 
hot, tedious, painstaking work, and more often than not, it barely yielded enough to get the family 
through to the next growing season.   

And I’ve known enough of you, my church family, over the years who garden to know that it’s 
not easy work – that it takes time, commitment, strength, and energy – and that people with big 
gardens tend to spend the better part of most days in those gardens weeding, pruning, tending, 
watering.  I’ve watched, marveled at you, even benefited from your generosity at harvest time, for 
which I’m profoundly grateful.  Because I know it’s a labor of love.   

So whenever this parable comes up in the readings, I always struggle to know what to do with 
it, primarily because nobody in their right mind plants seeds by flinging them around willy-nilly.  If this 
is the parable of the Sower, we’ve got another person like me – clearly not a plant person.  This sower 
doesn’t know the first thing about sowing seeds!  Seed is expensive, and harvests are plotted and 
planned.  Nobody throws seed on a hardened path just to feed the birds.  Nobody plants in two inches 
of soil over bedrock.  And nobody throws seed in the briar patch.  Good grief!   

I have seen this action before, though – this action that Jesus is describing.  It’s actually quite 
familiar.  Take yourself back in time about six months.  It’s a crisp, cold, sunny January day.  Overnight, 
we’ve had six inches of snow.  And so we go out and we shovel, or blow, or plow, or whatever it is we 
do to move snow off the driveway and the front walkway.  And then we get out the salt.  I have it in a 
bucket with a scoop.  And I dig out a scoop of salt and I fling it far and wide, trying to cover as much icy 
ground as I can so that nobody falls and breaks a hip.  That’s the action Jesus is describing here – 
salting after a snowstorm.  Right?  Not planting seed!  Now, not being used to regular snowstorms, I 
have to wonder what the original hearers of this parable were thinking.  They would have had to know 
how ludicrous it sounded, how foolish, how wasteful even.  Which leads me to the inescapable 
conclusion that this isn’t a parable about planting or farming because nobody would do it like that.   

So let’s go back to our Sower.  And let’s ask ourselves this:  who is the Sower.  Jesus tells us all 
about the seeds and the soils, but who is the Sower?  Is it God?  I admit that I’m deeply moved by that 
thought – by the image of God flinging seeds far and wide like a nutcase.  That may be one of the most 
beautiful images Jesus gives us to describe God’s grace.  Sure, the logical part of me says it’s a waste 
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and an image of foolishness, but thankfully, my heart is willing to be illogical because my heart 
remembers full well times when I wasn’t worth my salt – when I was hard and shallow and choking and 
thorny and bristly and dry as a bone.  But in time, the seasons changed and the path went off another 
direction and rains brought soil and swept away rocks and briars, and something, by God, took root 
inside.  And it doesn’t make an iota of sense, but it saved my life and my soul, this God flinging around 
grace and love and hope in the oddest, most fruitless places.  And if you’ve never been hard, or 
shallow, or dry, or choking on everything around you, then you won’t know what on earth I’m talking 
about, but if you have; if you have, then you get it, don’t you?  

But then again, maybe that Sower is us, sowing the seeds of love and grace and hope and peace 
and whatever else.  If you’ve been hard, or shallow, or dry, or choking, then you know why we keep on 
going, living in God’s image, flinging our gifts, our time, our love, our energy, our hope, our faith, out 
into a hard, rocky, thorny, sticky, sometimes dry and fruitless world.  Because our faith convinces us 
that this kind of seed multiplies the more we give it away.  And our faith trusts that anything is possible 
when you’re sowing the seeds of love. 

It’s all about vision, and about what you believe God’s doing in the world.  James Liggett has a 
pretty neat take when he writes, “Everybody knows the old bit about optimists and pessimists—how a 
pessimist says the glass is half empty and an optimist says the same glass is half full.  It’s a familiar 
platitude.  But did you ever stop to think about how terribly important the issue here is?  It really 
matters how you understand that glass.  What if someone asks you to share whatever is in it?  What if 
you wondered whether you were blessed or needy, rich or poor? What about choosing to live 
gratefully and generously, or resentfully and selfishly?  

“One perspective (the glass is half empty) easily inspires one way of living; just as the other 
perspective (it’s half full) inspires a radically different way. Yet they are both based on the same 
objective facts: the same glass, the same stuff.  It matters how we see things.”  [from illustrations on 

Matthew 13, www.Sermons.com.]  The parable Jesus just told us has at its heart this notion of perspective, 
of how you see things.  There’s enough seed.  There’s enough harvest.  There’s enough sowers.  
There’s enough need.  More than enough of all of it.   

The gospel message is one of love, grace, forgiveness, new life, hope, justice, and peace.  Those 
are the seeds we’re called to sow.  And so, we follow God, and we fling that seed far and wide.  We 
fling it on the path and on the rocks and in the briar patch.  We fling it to the roof and in the creek and 
on the porch.  We fling it on the highways and in the alleys and over skyscrapers and schools and 
stores.  We pick up that sack and hold it close, following our Lord and Savior through the dark furrows 
of this world, flinging our best into the hardened, thorny, shallow, dry, wintry corners of our world.  
We do it because we believe in the abundance of God.  We do it because we’re not called to success 
but to faithfulness.  We do it because there’s need.  We do it because we value hope and we believe in 
something ‘not yet’.  And we do it because honestly, as difficult and draining and demanding and 
altogether thankless as the work is, nothing blesses us so profoundly.  We do it because we do believe 
anything is possible when you’re sowing the seeds of love.  I’m going to close this morning with a 
video.  It’s a life insurance commercial from Thailand.  But I like to call it “Sowing Seeds”.  Amen. 
 
Watch Video at:  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uaWA2GbcnJU 
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