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Jesus sits beside the water while the crowds gather along
the shore. A fishing boat becomes his pulpit. The lake
carries his voice.

He points to something everyone in that crowd has seen
countless times. "A sower went out to sow."

Not a king. Not a priest. Not a warrior. Just someone with
seeds in their hands, walking through an ordinary field.

That feels like God to me.

A God who walks through ordinary places carrying
extraordinary hope. A God who refuses to keep grace
safely stored away. A God who scatters possibility with
reckless generosity. The first surprise in the story is not the
different kinds of soil. The first surprise is the sower.

Any experienced farmer would have carefully measured
where each seed should fall. Jesus' sower does not. Seeds
land on the path, on rocky ground, among thorns, and
finally on good soil.

To our eyes it looks inefficient, even careless. But perhaps
this is exactly how love behaves. Love has never been
economical. Mercy has never waited until success was



guaranteed. Grace has never asked whether someone
deserves another chance before being given away.

Perhaps we have spent too much time asking the wrong
question. We ask ourselves, "What kind of soil am I?" But
maybe the more compassionate question is this: "Where is
the soil in me today?"

Because none of us is only one thing. None of us lives
entirely as rocky ground or entirely as fertile earth. We
carry landscapes within us. Places where our hearts have
become hard like a well-worn path.

Places where joy springs up quickly but struggles to
survive. Places where anxiety has grown like tangled
weeds. And places where grace quietly flourishes without
us even noticing. We are not one field. We are many fields,
changing with the seasons of our lives.

Parts of me have become like the smooth but vulnerable
path. Perhaps you know those places too. After enough
disappointment, enough grief, enough betrayal, enough
prayers that seemed to go nowhere, our hearts sometimes
become packed down by the traffic of life. The birds pluck
up the seeds and fly away.

Our souls often harden not because we are unfaithful.
Often we become hardened because we have been hurt.



The soul protects itself the only way it knows how. We stop
expecting good news because disappointment feels easier
to bear than hope deferred.

But even there, the sower does not walk past us. Even
there, seeds are scattered.

Then there are the rocky places. Lots of soil but no
enduring depth. We know those moments as well. A
sermon moves us. A hymn opens something deep inside.
We leave worship feeling renewed, convinced that
everything will be different. That’s awesome.

Then Monday arrives. The diagnosis has not changed. The
bills are still waiting. Relationships remain complicated.
The phone call we were hoping for never comes.

It is not that faith disappears. It is simply that roots
require more time than inspiration. We often mistake
enthusiasm for depth, but Jesus reminds us that deep
roots grow slowly, quietly, beneath the surface where no
one can see them.

And then there are the thorns. Perhaps these are the most
familiar of all. The worries that creep in before we have
even finished our morning coffee. The endless news cycle
that teaches us to fear our neighbours. The pressure to
produce more, accomplish more, become more. The quiet
voice that whispers we are not enough. Anxiety has a
remarkable ability to crowd out wonder. Fear competes for



the same space where trust longs to grow. We know what it
is like to feel surrounded by thorns.

Yet through every one of these landscapes, the sower keeps
walking.

Jesus never says the sower waits for perfect soil. If that
were true, none of us would receive anything. Instead, God
continues planting hope into imperfect lives. Again and
again, season after season, failure after failure, joy after

JOy.

Something profoundly comforting emerges about a God
who refuses to give up on ground that others might
consider beyond saving. Divine love is patient enough to
believe that even hardened earth can soften again.

Every spring reminds me of this. After months of frozen
ground, the earth begins to breathe again. Places that
looked lifeless slowly awaken. Tiny shoots emerge where
only weeks before there had been snow and ice.

The transformation is almost invisible at first. Nothing
dramatic. Nothing spectacular. Just quiet persistence. Life
patiently insisting that winter will not be forever.

Perhaps our souls are more like gardens than machines.
Despite our attempts to machinize human endeavor.

Machines either work or they don't. Gardens are different.
Gardens move through seasons. Times for planting and



times for waiting. Seasons when nothing appears to be
happening, while beneath the surface roots are quietly
reaching deeper into the earth. We are often impatient
with ourselves because we cannot see growth. God is not
impatient. God knows what hidden roots look like.

Over the years I have noticed something in pastoral
ministry. People sometimes tell me they have lost their
faith. But as we continue talking, I begin to wonder if that
is really true. More often they have not lost faith. They
have lost certainty.

Those are not the same thing. Faith can survive questions.
Faith can survive grief. Faith can survive anger. Faith can
survive silence.

Sometimes faith is simply the willingness to keep showing
up, even when we do not know what we believe anymore.
Sometimes faith is sitting quietly in a pew. Sometimes it is
lighting a candle because words have failed us. Sometimes
it is whispering only one prayer: "Help."

That prayer alone is enough.

I also wonder whether this parable speaks to churches like
ours. We can become discouraged by numbers. We
remember fuller sanctuaries and larger choirs. We wonder
what happened. We worry about the future.



But Jesus never tells a story about building bigger crowds.
He tells a story about scattering seeds. The kingdom of
God has always begun with small things that appear
insignificant. A shared meal. A listening ear. A visit to
someone who is lonely.

A child laughing in the church hall. A newcomer
discovering they are welcomed without needing to prove
themselves. A congregation choosing kindness over fear.

These are seeds. We seldom know which one will become
the tree that shelters someone years from now.

The world measures success by the size of the harvests.
God seems far more interested in sowing - then waiting
and trusting.

That changes everything. It means our calling is not to
control outcomes but to live generously. Every
conversation becomes a seed. Every act of forgiveness
becomes a seed. Every meal shared across differences
becomes a seed.

Every invitation to worship, every Facebook post liked and
shared, every visit, every prayer, every song, every quiet
gesture of compassion carries within it the possibility of
new life. We may never witness the harvest. That does not
mean the harvest will never come.



The church has survived far more difficult seasons than
this one. It has lived through persecution, plagues, wars,
divisions, and its own failures. Not because Christians
were always courageous or wise, but because God never
stopped sowing. The Sower simply kept walking. Grace
kept falling. Hope kept finding small cracks where new life
could emerge.

Perhaps that is the invitation Jesus places before us today.
Not to become perfect soil. Not to pretend there are no
rocks or thorns in our lives. Not to force ourselves into
certainty.

Simply to remain open. To trust that the Holy Spirit is
already at work beneath the surface of our lives, softening
what has hardened, deepening what has been shallow,
gently clearing away whatever threatens to choke the life
that God has planted within us.

And then, having received such grace ourselves, we
become sowers too.

We scatter hope where others scatter fear. We plant
compassion where resentment has taken root. We sow
justice where exclusion has become normal. We offer
mercy where shame has had the loudest voice. We keep
believing that love can grow, even in unlikely places,
because that is exactly what God has always believed about
us.



One day, perhaps long after we are gone, someone will sit
beneath the shade of a tree whose seed was planted by a
simple act of kindness we scarcely remember offering.
They will never know our names. They will only know that
somewhere, sometime, someone believed that hope was
worth sowing.

And perhaps that has always been enough.

Amen.



