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Psalm 65:9-14 
Matthew 13:1-9, 18-23 
 
The life of significant soil. 
That’s how one of our great mystical poetsi 
Described the complex, 
Living, breathing, 
Diverse and immensely fertile organism 
That sustains our lives.  
 
Our foundation myth 
Tells us we spring from it; 
Our wisdom tells us we return to it, 
And offer ourselves back to it, 
“nutur[ing] 
Not too far from the yew tree 
The life of significant soil.” 
 
Soil – 
Good soil, rocky soil, 
Dry, exhausted soil, 
Deep, rich, fertile soil – 
Scientists and social commentators 
Are beginning to tell us 
That most of us, 
For most of human history, 
Have misunderstood it. 
That may or may not be so. 
What is true  
Is that more and more of us 
Understand the significance of soil.  
 
Soil grows and changes 
And teems with life. 
It can be used up, 
It can be replenished.  
It holds our health, 
Our hopes for the future, 
Our lives 
In its wide embrace. 
 
Soil matters.  
Jesus knew this for simple reasons, 
And deep and mysterious reasons. 



 

 
Like so many of his parables, 
This parable of the sower 
Springs from his knowledge of the earth, 
And speaks to the experience of his hearers.  
 
What makes for a harvest of abundance? 
His hearers know: 
Good soil, 
Plenty of water, 
And enough seed.  
 
Start from here 
As you enter the parable. 
Soil, water, seed. 
 
It is impossible to overstate the complexity of soil. 
If you picked up a handful of soil, 
You would be holding more organisms  
Than there are people in the world. 
 
And – 
Even in the dry land where Jesus lived, 
Even in the dry land where we live, 
There is water. 
The psalmist tells us, 
The river of God is full of water. 
 
The soil is rich and teeming with life. 
The river of God is full of water.  
The sower is always sowing.  
This is a parable about abundance – 
The sheer, overwhelming,  
Carefree and joyful 
Abundance of God.  
 
The river of God is full of water, 
And not every drop is drunk, 
Not every stream waters a field, 
Not every current floats a boat. 
 
Some of it just flows,  
because that’s what a river does, 
when it’s full of water.  
There is enough, and more than enough, 
And to spare. 



 

 
The river of God is full of water. 
The sower’s bag is filled with seed, 
So much seed that the sower 
Has no cares. 
 
It’s only in a time of scarcity  
That every seed is precious, 
And must be hoarded and tended carefully. 
Those times are real, 
The places where grain is always scarce are real, 
And when we speak of abundance, 
We do well to keep those times and places 
And people who know hunger and want 
Close to our hearts.  
 
But there is no scarcity 
In the kingdom of God. 
The story Jesus tells today 
Is one of abundance. 
The sower in this story 
Has so much grain 
That he can toss it everywhere, 
Without a care, 
Free from anxiety, 
Attaching no blame 
And feeling no regret. 
 
This is a parable of grace – 
Pure, unbounded, overflowing grace.  
 
Jesus loved to speak in parables. 
His disciples were always asking him why, 
Begging him to explain, 
Assuming they knew what he meant. 
 
But parables defy explanation. 
They reveal their treasures slowly, 
As we enjoy them. 
They show us truth about ourselves, 
If we enter into them. 
 
People make a lot of assumptions about parables. 
They – we – assume there is a real meaning, 
And that, like a cryptogram, 
It’s all about cracking the code. 



 

We assume parables are about “us” and “them.” 
We assume they are intended to teach us a lesson. 
 
These assumptions can turn into traps. 
They can leave us pointing fingers  
And making judgments. 
They can burden us with guilt, 
Or fear, or resentment. 
They can make us feel inadequate or smug. 
 
The second half of today’s gospel 
Comes from a community 
Locked into assumptions and interpretations like these. 
If you choose, you can let them go. 
 
There is another way 
To find meaning in the mystery of this parable, 
Many other ways. 
 
Here is one.  
 
If we begin with an understanding  
That a parable  
Is both a story we can enter, 
And a mystery that happens inside of us, 
Then we can begin to see, sometimes, 
That it’s all about us. 
 
Moral judgment  
and talk of “us” and “them,” 
May have their place, 
But I doubt it’s here, 
In the simple parable Jesus told. 
This is a story for each of us. 
 
The sower is always going out to sow, 
And has more seed than we can possibly imagine. 
It will never run out. 
It does not matter if some is eaten up 
And some withers away. 
Where the seed takes root in good soil, 
It yields enough, and more than enough, 
And to spare.  
There is nothing to feel guilty about, 
And nothing to fear. 
Somewhere within each of us 



 

There is good soil – 
Rich, complex soil  
Teeming with life – 
Where the seed of the generous sower 
Will take root, 
And grow, and thrive, and yield a generous harvest. 
 
There is so much grace raining down on us 
At every moment, 
Raining down on each of us, 
And all of us, 
That we will never run out. 
There is enough for everyone. 
 
And, it is also true, 
There is within each of us 
Some place, 
Perhaps more than one place, 
Where grace finds no welcome, 
Where abundance lands on rocky soil, 
Or cares snatch it away. 
 
I know I have rocky ground 
Where the seed will not take hold. 
I know that some of you 
Know how that feels. 
 
I know there are times 
When it seems there is nothing but rocky ground, 
Or when the air is filled with hostile birds 
Who snatch away the seed, 
Or dry places where signs of life are choked 
Almost to death.   
 
I trust, though, 
That there is so much grace 
Flowing in and through the world, 
That there will be enough for each of us, 
Always, no matter what. 
 
And what is true for us individually 
Is surely true for us in community, 
And true, as well, 
For this beautiful broken world. 
 
There are places where the seed takes hold 



 

And yields abundantly. 
There are places where it withers and dies. 
 
The sower will keep sowing, 
Everywhere, 
And will keep on waiting to see what grows where. 
The sower will never 
Skip the path or the rocky ground. 
 
Because the parable is not the end of the story; 
It’s the beginning.  
 
We live inside the parables, 
And they live inside us, 
Right here and now. 
They show us who we are right now. 
 
When they show us who we are, 
They offer us awareness, 
And create an opening for change. 
 
Because soil is a living organism, 
It can change. 
And we can be part of that change. 
 
Fields can be cleared of rocks. 
Paths can be swept, 
And weeds can be cleared. 
New matter can be added. 
We can tend the soil more lovingly, 
Work together with it 
To prepare it for new seed. 
 
What is our mission? 
We are tenders of the soil, 
Keepers of a precious resource 
That is more precious than we ever knew. 
 
The water and the seed are up to God. 
We work with the soil. 
 
If we tend it lovingly, 
Through prayer, 
Worship, 
Sharing the good news, 
Acting for justice, 



 

Then we help make a place where the good seed can fall 
And take root, 
And yield a harvest of abundance, 
Enough, and more than enough, 
And to spare.  
 
The river of God is full of water. 
The sower is always coming out to sow. 
The soil is ready to yield a harvest 
That only God can imagine.  
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