
 1 

Year A, 6th Sunday after Pentecost (Proper 10) 
July 12, 2020 
The Reverend Dr. Brent Was 
 
 “You drench the furrows and smooth out the ridges; * 

with heavy rain you soften the ground and bless its increase.” 

 Good morning everyone.  How are you doing?  I’ve been doing some visiting of folks, 

mostly back porches, I’ve taken a walk or two.  Folks seem to be doing ok, in general, and this is 

hard, very hard.  We’re still supposed to be wearing masks and physically distancing and not doing 

unessential things, but there are lots of folks out and about.  Restaurants are open.  Bars, too.  

Planes are filling up.  Those three things plus church are about the most dangerous things we can 

do, and yet people are doing them.  I find it hard, sometimes, to tell if I am being unduly cautious or 

simply wise.  We hit record numbers of new infections, what, six out of seven days last week?  It 

seems so far away from Maine, Texas and Arizona, Florida, but isn’t that what people there were 

saying about New York two months ago?  We are in a dark forest and I don’t know if anyone knows 

whose compass to follow.  We are all in this together and you are all very much in my prayers, please 

keep me in yours.  If a visit would help, please let me know. 

 We are going to hear some parables in the next few weeks as we make our way through St. 

Matthew’s 13th chapter.  Having  roots in farming that set at the same time as my roots in the 

church, I have always been partial to the agrarian parables.  I used to half-joke that we needed to 

know more about farming to understand the Bible because most of us can barely tell the difference 

between sheep and goats let alone how to separate them.  Most of us know next to nothing about 

how soil works, how plants grow, and how all of that feeds us, you know, how life actually on (and 

in) the ground happens.  Living systems, like a farm, are windows into the workings of God. 

 Consider sowing.  Have you ever sowed anything like Jesus is talking about?  This is not a 

little ¼ inch deep furrow that you drop carrot seeds into.  He is talking about grain.  In small grain 

plots, or in any size of field in antuiquity, you reach into the seed bag, grab a handful and whoosh, 

you broadcast it out in front of you. It is singularly pleasant work.  You walk slowly, don’t have to 

bend down, no tools to cause blisters.  You get a good rhythm going, you learn how much your 

wrist flicks, how far the seed goes and how thickly.  It needs to be pretty even, and not too dense or 

too sparse, and that is doable, it is very tactile, very natural feeling to do.  We had a few thousand 

square feet wheat and buff oats at the monastery farm.  Hand working grains is marvelous and puts 

how much space it takes to grow enough food to survive in real perspective.  I commend to you a 
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writer and farmer named Gene Logsdon who writes beautifully (and very practically) about small-

scale grain culture.   

So what is Jesus teaching in the parable of the sower?  Is it that when good and Godly seed 

meets good and Godly soil miracles happen one hundred, and sixty and thirty fold?  Sure.  The 

explanation in verses 18-23 basically say that, telling us about the Word and how it takes (or does 

not take) root.  The redaction critics, though, (biblical scholars who examine editorial issues in 

scripture) generally agree that the explanation was added later.  Jesus doesn’t need those kind of 

explicit explanations of His parables. They are sort of like trying to explain why a joke is funny, 

which makes any joke patently un-funny.  I don’t think that is what Jesus is teaching us, or at least 

that is not what Jesus is teaching us today.  In this anxious time, I think Jesus is teaching us about 

grace and patience.  I think this parable teaches us about generosity and hope and the extravagance 

of God and God’s good will and good Word. 

 I don’t think this is about the grace and generosity and hope of the seed, the Word, though 

of course the Word is imminently full of grace and the rest of it.  I don’t think this parable is about 

the extravagance and hope of the soil, that while it is sometimes thin, or rocky or thorny, there is 

always good soil to be found, fertility always lurks, waiting to be coaxed into the light, though that, 

again, is very true.  This parable, this morning, speaks to us about the grace of sowing.  Jesus 

confirms for us that when we sow, not everything comes to fruition.  Some of what we sow will be 

trampled, some will wither, some will be choked, and some will take hold and increase thirty and 

sixty and one hundred fold.   

 God’s gifts rain down on us constantly.  In each beat of our heart and breath in our lungs we 

reap the gift of God in our very life. We receive life, the gift of live itself from God, the very source 

of life and light.  Each sunrise, each high tide, each wind out of the south east is a gift from God.  

So are the brown-tail moth caterpillars, though I confess I don’t see their place in God’s plan, so 

that blessing is falling on thorny soil for me.  Or the mosquitos, but the bats know exactly what God 

was up to with them.  I miss most of God’s blessings, but rain down they do.  When Giffy takes us 

out sailing, as Martha has ordered, I’ll understand how important the wind is.  When I learn what 

place the brown-tail moth caterpillars play in our ecosystem, I’ll scratch with less bitterness (or I’ll 

try to).  God sows blessings upon us constantly. 

 Do you make the best use of every moment you are gifted by God?  Do you do your very 

best every time?  Every day?  Every year?  Of course not.  None of us do.  But they keep coming, 

those moments and days and years, even if we keep wasting them, even if we don’t use them to their 
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full potential.  Can’t you imagine that God is like “maybe this is the moment she’ll awaken to my 

presence, or this is the time he’ll try as hard as he can, or this is the year they’ll finally be whom I 

made them to be.”  We have our moments, moments of grace, but most of those moments pass by 

unnoticed, unrealized, wasted, trampled, withered and/or choked, but they do keep coming, God 

keep blessing us extravagantly, patiently, in hope.  God sows life upon the world and usually, enough 

of it takes. 

 Jesus was telling His disciples, telling us, to spread the Word far and wide even knowing that 

much if not most of the time, it wasn’t going to stick.  That they/we need to keep trying, keep trying 

to do God’s will, keep trying to spread God’s Word, be God’s people in the world even though it 

doesn’t matter much of the time, even though good wouldn’t come of it as often as we’d like, or as 

often as it should.  That what we give to the people who most need what God has to give through 

us too often can’t or won’t be accepted.  But that in hope, with patience, relying on grace we keep 

on trying. 

 Jesus was talking about evangelism.  Spreading the Word with a mind to invite others on 

The Way.  Sometimes the Word spreads in words, our faith told in story and teachings, the doctrines 

and traditions of our religion.  Episcopalians don’t embrace that ministry very enthusiastically, sadly.  

We should.  Right now, how many people do you know need what we have to offer?  Not how 

many can understand it, or agree with it, or would feel comfortable with it, but need the love of God 

and need love of neighbor reenacted and practiced in this anxious time?  Most.  How many will you 

ask to tune in on a Sunday?   Why not?  Because they might think something about you?  That you 

are x, y, or z?  Because they might now want to come?  They are not yet ready to change for the 

better?  Hmmm. 

 But evangelism happens in significantly less preachy ways, like being kind.  Spreading the 

Word happens in forgiving people.  In being humble.  In trying to hear their perspectives, their 

stories without judging them.  Not agreeing with everything, but listening, humbly.  The parable of 

the sower teaches us to forgive, even supposing that they won’t be forgiving you any time soon.  It 

means to be humble even if humility gets no respect.  The parable of the sower teaches us to be 

kind, expecting no kindness in return.  There is such a deficit of kindness in our public discourse 

that acts of kindness or being humble are seen as negligent, even collaborationist with the other side 

(you know, the forces of evil).   

 The grace that Jesus the sower teaches, what the Creator and the Holy Spirit pour down 

upon us moment after moment after the sacrament of the present moment is to sow kindness and 



 4 

mercy, tenderness and humilty right now.  To everyone. Even to them.  Even though it will be 

ignored, even if it is unwanted, or is unlikely to make a difference, maybe especially when it is 

unlikely to make a difference because it is moments like that that grace is most desperately needed.   

 It is not necessarily that everything is hard right now, in this pandemic, but a lot of things are 

a lot harder than we are used to.  Blessings are harder to receive, kindness is harder to offer, humility 

is scarce, and grace can seem fleeting.  And... God in Christ with the Holy Spirit keeps sowing the 

seeds of all of that and so much, much more, 30 and 60 and 100 times more for those with ears to 

hear it and listen.  So listen!  And do the same to the wide world around you.  It is dying for it.   

I’ll end with a grace-filled little gift, “The Woodcutter Changes His Mind” by David Budbill, 

from his 2015 collection While We’ve Still Got Feet. 

When I was young, I cut the bigger, older trees for firewood, the ones 
with heart rot, dead and broken branches, the crippled and deformed 

ones, because, I reasoned, they were going to fall soon anyway, and 
therefore, I should give the younger trees more light and room to grow. 

Now I'm older and I cut the younger, strong and sturdy, solid 
and beautiful trees, and I let the older ones have a few more years 

of light and water and leaf in the forest they have known so long. 
Soon enough they will be prostrate on the ground. 

AMEN. 

 


