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Outrageous Seed, Outrageous Sower 
 

Preaching is a wild enterprise. Here you have given Scott and Luana, and 
Andrew and me authority to go to these stories about God interacting with creation and 
to find something juicy in them! To discover a door opening to something comforting and 
afflicting, and edifying and transformational; something to aid us all in not just believing, 
but in encountering Jesus as Divine Reality…. And if that’s not enough in this strange 
undertaking, we’re not to preach from our knowledge and creativity alone, but somehow 
craft a sermon in-sync with the Holy Spirit, so that what comes out has at least the 
possibility of being inspired by The Transcendent. Then there is of course, one thing 
over which no preacher has control: the way you interpret what’s preached, depending 
on what’s going on in your hearts and minds as I rattle on.  Still irritated by 17th being 
closed? Totally in love with God this morning? Wondering what you’re doing here?  Fred 
Craddock, the dean of all preachers says, “The word of God is located not simply at the 
mouth of a speaker, but at the ear of the listener.”1 Three parts to this enterprise, all wild.  

One of you asked if I still get nervous preaching after all these years and the 
answer is, ‘heck yes!’  But it’s not a fear of public speaking; it’s that in all of this we 
speak of a Holy, recklessly-loving, powerful, faithful God. And nobody has the right to do 
it badly! Frankly if a preacher isn’t at least a little nervous, there’s something wrong! 

So let me be honest, today’s scripture presented a challenge in the ‘find 
something juicy department.’ As I read this parable – the first of 24 of Jesus’ parables 
recorded in Luke - no new mind or heart-doors opened. Where Jesus tells these stories 
to hopefully ‘upend’ the way his hearers see their world with him in it, nothing like that 
happened for me, initially.   

At the point of today’s scripture, Jesus is smack in the middle of his ministry. 
As a result of his healing work, he’s a Galilean rock star for some, and arousing 
suspicions with others. He’s challenging conventional expectations with news of the 
scandalous way God works, and he’s calling people to listen to him with their hearts.  
The parables, which we will be hearing a lot of this summer, deal most often with issues 
of how the Kingdom comes in the presence of prejudice and oppression, in relation to 
money and greed, and class structure.2  (Spoiler alert: we’re going to be hearing some 
tough things together while Scott is gone.)  As a teaching device, the parable form is 
likely one of the reasons Jesus stayed out of jail as long as he did.  He could have been 
arrested for preaching religious heresy or be seen as advocating political treason against 
the establishment, but for talking about seeds and thorns and soil types? 

Well, maybe this parable was too familiar for me. A sower goes out to sow, and 
he casts seed all around.  Some of the gems land on a hard path and get trampled and 
birds swoop in and gobble them up. Some settles on gravel and only manages teeny 
little roots before withering in the sun. Some slips among tall weeds and sprouts up, but 
gets choked out when the weeds get ahead. And some finds its way to great soil, when it 
takes root and yields 100 times more than what was sown!  
  

                                                        
1 Fred Craddock, Interpretation – A Bible Commentary on the Gospel of Luke, p. 109. 
2 Megan McKenna, Parables – The Arrows of God, p.53. 



 
We’re told when Jesus delivered this parable he was practically addressing the 

whole nation of Israel - there were so many people there! And there were surely farmers, 
likely sharecroppers working other’s land who were part of the group. No doubt their 
ears perked up on that last part, a 100 times yield!  A good return on a crop in those 
days was in the neighborhood of a 30 times yield. If the seed in this story is the Word of 
God which plants the longing and loving of justice, mercy and peace in people’s hearts, 
what would a 100 times return look like among us?  If the yield was even 60 times more, 
Christians would be a force to be reckoned with; a moral presence, a majority, not 
necessarily in numbers but in influence. And it would be noticeable and strong in areas 
of education, politics, social care – in all areas of human endeavor. A yield of 100 times 
would show us the Kingdom of Heaven, because we would be living in it! 

Okay, so I read the text, and waited for some live current to begin to flow; for 
some point to get me excited enough to want to share it with you.  But it was like I was 
plugged into a dead outlet.  Most of us on hearing this story hear it as an admonition and 
wonder what kind of ground we are on with God. We interpret the soil types as maybe 
being us, and hear this parable as a challenge; a challenge to get our acts together, to 
open our hearts more to the influence of the Divine seed - to be better so that we can 
achieve that 100 times yield for the Kingdom of God.  After all, if the seed is the news 
about God’s presence with us offering fullness of life, then the fate of this seed – how 
well it spreads - depends on the capacity of the heart-soil into which it is sown.  

The details of the story, describing the varying fortunes of the seed and the soil 
types are pretty simple and if you read on, Jesus provides an explanation. Hard path 
people are the tough spirited who for one reason or another aren’t or don’t want to be 
vulnerable enough to “hear” or even be interested in the seed. The gravel path folks 
have hearts hungering for this news, but just can’t quite take it in. Perhaps they’re the 
ones culturally conditioned to believe they just aren’t enough to deserve this; though 
they were sorely mistaken, as we are all enough, just as we are.  The seeds among 
weeds are the faith-filled believers who find real congruence with God’s good news and 
faithfulness to them, but their lives and hearts get all ‘otherwise involved’ with competing 
purposes and lose their way.  And the fertile ground, I’d like to think that’s you and me 
on a really good day when Jesus’ words reach deep into our transcendent-touchable 
places and we want to – and do - love and service in this world.  
 A beauty of parables is they beg to be examined at many different angles and 
still reflect light. You and I are invited to engage in interpretation of our own as the story 
lands in our ears. And the place this story found juice for me was not with the emphasis 
on us. For centuries today’s scripture has been known as, ‘The Parable of the Sower’, 
not the seeds or of the soil, which suggests there is a chance, just a chance, I was 
looking at this tale too narrowly.  What if we look at it through another facet – another 
angle - and see that the emphasis is not exclusively about us as soil? What if we turn it 
from being about our need to hear better and more deeply as recipients of God’s word, 
to seeing that the story is also about The Sower?  

As farmers, you and I would be much more careful than the sower in this story. 
We’d not be so wasteful and we’d certainly be more deliberate about vetting the soil to 
receive the seed to ensure there’d be a Spring-time chance of a return! Not so here.  
Think about it.  Here is a sower who doesn’t obsess about the deservedness of where 
the seed lands, but who reaches deep in his bag and sings and flings seed absolutely 
everywhere, confident there’s enough seed for all and knowing growth and fruitfulness 
will come. And it’s not just a once in a lifetime thing, or even only in the spring, but every 
moment.  



 What if it’s about the wideness of God – the Sower’s - mercy and love, landing on 
us right where we are? What if it’s about the sower and hearing again that all the 
setbacks and gravel and weeds and resistance to love we see out there, and in 
ourselves, can’t defeat the ultimate harvest of God?  Viewed this way maybe, our eyes 
open a little wider to see more than our time in history, more than our stories, and open 
up to admit we know so little about the endless and eternal sweep of God‘s care and 
attention.  Attention as Luke would have you hear it, for women (!), for the disabled, the 
poor, the powerless.  A God who shamelessly walks the other side of the street from us, 
on the tracks and even on freeways to get the word out to everyone. 

Think of the situation. Jesus will soon be banished from the Synagogues.  The 
scribes and Pharisees and the religious leaders will gang up against him.  Inevitably his 
followers would be disheartened.  Maybe knowing this, it is to them Jesus speaks this 
parable and in it he’s saying, “Every farmer knows some of his seed will be lost’ and 
cannot grow.  But that doesn’t discourage the farmer or make him stop sowing, because 
he knows, in spite of all, the harvest is sure. We’ll have our personal and corporate 
setbacks and discouragements, we’ll have our enemies and our opponents; but never 
despair, in the end the harvest is sure.  

Part of my Presbytery work has been with pastors new to Utah, and some 
struggling congregations. These days, go online to any website for ministers and you 
wouldn’t believe the volume of books and videos out there for these worried shepherds: 
“How to reach Millennials”, “How to grow a giving congregation”, “What to do with a 
dying congregation?” There’s a lot of attention on how to build the church organization, 
but not so much on transformation of the heart. What if for a moment we shift our focus 
from building the church membership and our need to do or be more, and remember our 
first love (Rev. 2:4)?  Or just attempt to balance our situations with a little more 
confidence in God’s endless and utterly generous and love poured out for every critter 
and kind under the sun? After all, isn’t that where it starts? 

We worship an outrageous One who to us and to those wearing ‘Make America 
Great Again’ hats; and who are teenagers, and immigrants, and lawyers, and farmers … 
We worship One who is this very moment casting seed to us and everyone; the news 
that we live by grace, that we are loved, are forgiven and each moment given new life 
and freed to love. 

Barbara Brown Taylor tells a story3 of a visit to Howard Finster’s 3-acre Paradise 
Garden in Georgia. Finster was an old Baptist minister - now deceased – but his crazy 
garden is flourishing. He was something of a folk artist who heard himself called by an 
inner voice from God to - after a whole bunch of years baptizing folks and preaching the 
word - he heard he was supposed to paint sacred art. “I cain’t,” Finster told the voice. 
“How do you know you cain’t?” the voice demanded. And Finster’s bizarre new career 
began. In the garden there are over 10,000 visions painted on plywood and broken 
mirrors, Nehi soda bottles, canned ham tins, old refrigerators, and even an old Cadillac 
that’s rusting in the garage. It’s all a mess…4 and I can’t wait to visit it one day! There 
are walkways embedded with old watches, gears, jewelry and marbles, an aquarium that 
holds the bones of a three-legged chicken, a shed full of old sewing machines, bubble 
gum machines and bunk bed springs… There are hens laying eggs and bees making 
honey and tadpoles turning into frogs. The whole of the garden is full of vines; 
blackberries and Kudzu indiscriminately trailing everywhere, and Day lilies blooming 
among the clutter. 

                                                        
3 Barbara Brown Taylor, The Seeds of Heaven, p. 27.  
4 Wikipedia, March 2019.  



Taylor said, ‘It was the most gorgeous pile of garbage I’ve ever seen’, and had to 
resist the temptation to weed, neaten and organize.5 Signs are posted throughout the 
garden, and one especially catches the attention. Finster’s script captures the words, “I 
took the pieces you threw away, and put them together night and day; washed by rain, 
dried by sun, a million pieces all in one.” Indiscriminate, hopeful, abundant, and 
everywhere.  
 As Andrew and Luanna and I come off the bench to preach this summer, 
perhaps a good place to start is to seed ourselves first in the awareness that God’s love 
for us and all creation is lavish, more lavish than our sin, more lavish than our good 
deeds – wildly abundant and outrageous; flung to the far corners of the earth, and even 
now into the tiny gardens of our hearts.  
 
To God be the glory . 

 

                                                        
5 Barbara Brown Taylor, The Seeds of Heaven, p. 28. 


