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Jesus believed that the truth about God needed to be told through stories called parables. Parables 
don’t tell you straight out what you should do or come with a moral at the end of the story. The purpose 
of the parable isn’t even to make life or God more understandable. That’s because part of the purpose of a 
parable is to disrupt our life, our thinking, our believing so it can be revealed to us that God’s way, and 
our life, are other than we thought. 
 
 So Jesus told a story about a man who goes out and scatters seed on the ground. Then he goes to 
bed. He wakes up and goes to bed. Wakes up and goes to bed. And all on its own, the seed quietly sprouts 
and grows until, finally, there’s a crop. Jesus says the kingdom of God, the way God rules and works in the 
world, is like that. Like a someone who scatters seed, goes to sleep, and one day, finds there’s a crop. 
  

The world is filled with growth. Sprouting oak tree saplings. Ripening strawberries. Grass seed 
talking hold of soil and covering up a bare patch in the lawn. All around us, nourished by yesterday’s rain, 
trillions of blades of grass are stretching a little higher. Which means that someone among us is 
preoccupied with yard work, the mowing, the weeding, the picking that this growth asks of us. 

 
But notice that the parable Jesus tells isn’t concerned with the work involved in growth. All the 

person in the parable does is scatter seed and go to bed. The growing itself happens all on its own. Which 
means that this parable about how, with God as the ruler of the world, growth is inevitable. And not just 
inevitable, but quiet and surprising.  

 
What quiet power is contained in a seed! When a seed sprouts and that first green shoot pushes 

through the earth, however faint, there has to be some kind of sound. What if we could hear all around, in 
gardens and the woods, the billions of whispers of new plants breaking soil? If we heard with the ears of 
God, would there be a little pop as an infant cedar pushes soil away and takes the first drink of sunlight 
that will nourish it to great heights?  

 
But all of this happens apparently in silence apart from our notice. Even the stately redwood, so 

mighty you could be believe it appeared with an explosion, the first little crack of its seed in the ground 
gives no indication of the giant it will become. 

 
And so, says Jesus, as with crops that whisper from seed while no one is prodding them on, so 

God rules and works in the world––in us! God grows great things from humble, unnoticeable beginnings.  
 
Of course we know that in this parable, Jesus isn’t just talking about plants. He’s talking about us 

whose beginnings are small as seed and who proceed with such quiet growth. Sure, there are those 
mornings when teenagers seem to have exploded an inch overnight. Most of our growth, in stature, in 
character, in faith and love, takes place without our noticing what’s going on. But going on it certainly is. 

 
The Trappist monk Thomas Merton once wrote, “Every moment of every event of [everyone’s] 

life on earth plants something in [their] soul. For just as the wind carries thousands of winged seeds, so 
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each moment brings with it germs of spiritual vitality that come to rest imperceptibly in peoples’ minds 
and wills.” 

 
It’s a captivating thought, and maybe kind of startling. That we who can live like the person in the 

parable, going to sleep and waking up, going to sleep and waking up, living day after day trying to do 
what needs to be done, some days falling into bed spent, maybe with vague thoughts about whether the 
day was actually well spent––that to God, it isn’t our place to make life happen. In this parable, we aren’t 
so much the ones who do the work sowing seed, but more field in which seed is being scattered and in 
which good things are quietly growing. 

 
But isn’t it an exciting thought, that our lives are a field into which seeds, germs of God’s vitality 

and life, are constantly being sown. How many seeds of God’s work are in us, to give rise what––joy, love, 
generosity, contentment, security. What do seeds of God’s kingdom planted in us look like when they 
sprout and grow? There’s a question to occupy your life! But the point of this parable of Jesus isn’t to 
name what the growth looks like as to startle us into considering what good things of God are being 
scattered across our lives. 

 
So let’s consider that. Let’s take seriously that latent within each of us, within this community of 

Christ Church, placed in us moment by moment apart from our knowing, there may be some new 
beginning that will grow into something fantastic. Maybe God’s work in us like how Heather starts our 
garden from seed indoors, under the grow lights. And there always excitement over the first little sprouts 
that come up in cups. It’s like part of us didn’t expect anything to happen at all. Like the seed would go 
into the soil and nothing would come of it. But look! There’s a delicate little plant that will flourish to give 
tomatoes.  

 
I guess it’s like that when seeds of God’s kingdom are sown in the field called grief. We’ve been 

looking at a patch of life that’s appears mostly barren because something was lost. A spouse. A job. A 
parent. A dream. Maybe we grieve the loss of a world worked a certain way or that valued certain things. 
And so we sleep and rise, and sleep and rise, fixated on what isn’t there. And in a way, how can we not, 
because the empty ground that gives witness to what we’re missing seems the most obvious thing. 

 
Except, in the way God works, there is more going on than we know. For as we sleep and rise, 

sleep and rise, there have been scattered in the soil of grief…seeds that promise new growth. As seeds do, 
they may even be growing in us in hiding, apart from our knowing that they are there. 

 
The acreage of our lives contains fields with so many different names. Confusion, boredom, 

loneliness, anxiety, frustration. Today’s parable about the scattered seed doesn’t seem so concerned with 
the quality of the soil as much as the character of the sower who walks across the earth throwing handful 
upon handful of quiet new beginning. The sower has such confidence in the seed’s power that, on 
whatever soil it falls, the sower still sleeps and gets up and looks for the growth. 

 
Last week I read an article about gardens being planted at prisons. It said, “From San Quentin in 

California to Rikers Island in New York, …dusty patches of prison ground are becoming metaphors for 
rebirth.” The idea is, transform those in society who have done the worst by teaching them that growth 
can happen and what it looks like.  

 
And so the prisoners plant seeds in the ground, and they sleep and rise, and sleep and rise. In 

time, they harvest the crop and enjoy it. Some prisons gives the produce to food banks. A man my age 
named Labord is serving a life sentence for armed robbery and murder he committed when he was a 
teenager. He says of gardening, “It makes it feel like you still have it in you to do something good.” And 
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get this. Studies in California have found that less than 10% of inmates in garden programs return to 
prison or jail, which is a huge improvement over the national recidivism rate of over 60%. 

 
Does it seem incredible that gardening, that attending to seeds sprouting and plants growing 

should make a different to broken lives? Not in the way of God’s kingdom, where Jesus says the mysteries 
sprouting seed and quiet new growth are commonplace miracle in the soil of all kinds of souls.  

 
If we receive this parable as the truth of God’s way of working, we are called to a life of holy 

anticipation. Even where we don’t see it, even where conditions seem harsh, there something given by 
God that is pushing through the soil. The only reason we may believe that sprouts of God’s new life are 
always pushing up in us is that, in the end, Jesus himself is the very parable that he tells. 

 
For Jesus is God’s Holy Seed, the fullness of God’s life, thrown upon the ground of our world. 

Jesus is sown into such adverse soil that, on the ground of the cross, no one could say any good could of 
the seed. At the cross, the ground of our world mocked the Holy Seed, expected his death, and didn’t 
believe anything further would come of it. So Jesus was sown into the tomb. No one believed that 
anything would happen in the ground except decay. 

 
And so we all slept and got up, and slept and got up, and the Holy Seed––he got up! Got up from 

the sleep of death, grown into resurrection splendor. And so Paul called the resurrected Christ the first 
fruits of all creation, the sign that every part of our life, every corner of the world, is vulnerable to the life 
God gives. Jesus’ resurrection is the sign that, in the end, the life God gives comes entirely apart from our 
effort. It can only be received as a gift, received like a patch of soil welcomes the seed scattered upon it.  

 
This is why Jesus’ followers cannot live as people who are downers about their lives and the world 

that we live in. We are people of holy anticipation. We are people who live saying more than just, 
“Maybe, it could be, that that God’s is starting something new in me, in us.” By faith compels us to live 
saying, “God really is planting something new in me. There really is life growing in me. If I can’t see it, 
that just means it’s still in seed form.” 

 
And so there is a relationship you should not give up on. There is a worry that you have to let go 

of. There is some fretting over the state of your life or the state of the world that you are giving undo 
attention. Because for disciples of Jesus, the future is not fearful, always new and open, for the future is 
where all that God is planting in us will show itself, rising as witness to the love, the joy, the peace, the 
freedom of the heavenly kingdom God plants on earth. 

 
What a lovely image Jesus has given us today: The church, the world, each of us, sown with God-

thrown kingdom seeds just about to push up. God grant us the eyes to see the growth. Amen. 


