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Sunday mornings were becoming difficult. 
 They had always gone to church as a family. 
  But there son was now a teenager. 
 
And he was developing teenage habits. 
 Habits like sleeping in on the weekend. 
  Habits like ignoring his parents’ advice. 
 
They fought this. 
 They made threats and they offered enticements. 
  They told him about all the interesting things 
   That were happening at church. 
 
And they made sure he received all the info 
 About the new youth program  

and the upcoming retreat. 
 
But when it came to church. 
 Actually when it came to most things, 
  Unless the activity involved video games 
   He was no longer interested. 
 
They threatened and they pleaded. 
 But he held his ground. 
  And on Sunday mornings 

When they pulled out of the driveway 
he remained in bed. 

 
Eventually they stopped pushing and prodding. 
 While they wanted him to go with them, 
  They realised he had made up his mind 

That he was set against it. 

And they were tired of the fight. 
 
At some point in our lives 
 We realise that we can’t manufacture 
  or maintain the faith of others. 
 
Yes we can make invitations. 
 Yes we can be encouraging. 
  Yes we can pray. 
 
We can enroll our kids in Sunday School. 
 We can send them off to Christian school 
  Or Christian camp. 
 
But when it comes right down to it 

we can’t force faith. 
 
Christian discipleship requires an open heart, 

Which in itself is something of a miracle, 
 An act of God. 

 
You can’t force faith. 
 
And yet many of us 
 Are often discouraged 
  When we consider how few of our friends and family 
   Despite being raised in the church 
    Are actively living as Jesus’ followers. 
 
We chalk this up as a personal 
 Or a collective failure 
  At engendering the faith of these individuals. 

We feel like we’ve been poor witnesses 
    And we wonder if we should even bother. 
Why bother making invitations? 
 Why bring up big questions? 
  Why take the risk of sharing your own faith experiences 
   With family, friends, and neighbours, 
    When your own kids don’t go to church? 
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Given that we’ve seen such poor results, 

Could it be that we simply lack the gifts  
  For sharing our faith? 
   
Well if you’ve ever thought this, 
 Ever considered throwing in the towel 
  When it comes to evangelism, 
 
You should pay close attention 
 To the parable, the lesson, that Jesus preaches today. 
 
You will recall 
 That despite Jesus’ skillful teaching 
  Accompanied by signs and miracles, 
   not everyone was embracing Jesus’ message. 
    
In the preceding chapters in Matthew, 

Jesus own disciples lose faith during a storm at sea  
while the Pharisees claim Jesus is on the Devil’s payroll. 

 
At the end of the present chapter 

Jesus will be rejected by his own neighbors: 
 Those he grew up with in his hometown of Nazareth.i 

 
In this context of rejection 
 Jesus tells a story, 
  Preaches a parable. 
 
You’ve seen it acted before you this morning. 
 Today’s reading not only includes the parable 
  Which is shared with the crowds, 
   But an explanation that Jesus later provides 
    for his followers. 
 
Why isn’t Jesus universally welcomed? 
 Why does Jesus still persist in his work? 
  Jesus says that you can find the answer 
   In the work of a farmer, the work of a sower. 
 
 

Now it’s helpful to have a little background 
 In understanding the parable. 
 
“Unlike [the modern farmer],  

who carefully prepares the soil  
with just the right pH balance 

and then injects the seed into the ground, 
 
farmers in Jesus' time cast the seed [first] 

and then plowed the land.”ii 
 
With this scattershot approach 
 The ancient farmer needed to be liberal in casting seed. 
  For he knew that much would be lost. 
    
So how is sharing the Gospel, 

Being a witness to God’s kingdom, 
like this sort of farming? 

 
Jesus reveals to the crowds, 
 His disciples, and us, 
  That there are many barriers to faith 
   Both external and internal: 
 
Sometimes there’s a basic lack of understanding 
 Of the message of God’s love. 
  Sometimes there is fear about being known as Jesus’ follower 
   And sometimes other cares and pursuits 
    prevent a wholehearted commitment to God. 
 
It doesn’t matter if you’re the most effective communicator, 
 With a great story  
  And an unshakeable faith. 
 
And it wouldn’t matter if you were Jesus himself. 
 Not everyone will be ready for your witness. 
 
Sounds depressing. 

All this emphasis on failure, 
 On seed that doesn’t take root. 



3 | P a g e  

 
But don’t forget that this isn’t the whole parable. 
 So why does the ancient farmer engage 
  In what appears to be a losing venture? 
 
The farmer casts the seed widely, 
 Because some of that see will take, 
  Will mature, 
   And will lead to a good harvest. 
 
This is where Jesus’ story stretches the analogy. 
 
In Jesus’ time:  
 Sevenfold meant a good year for a farmer,  

and tenfold meant true abundance.  
 
But thirtyfold (and this just didn’t happen) would feed a village for a year . 

A hundredfold, a hundredfold, would let the farmer retire  
to a villa by the Sea of Galilee.iii 

 
So how is the work of sharing the Gospel, 
 Being a witness to God’s kingdom, 
  Like the work of this farmer? 
 
Jesus tells us that there will be incredible returns. 
 A bumper crop. 
  Something the likes of which was never seen  
   In the farming of his day or ours. 
 
Of course the numbers 
 May not seem so impressive 
  When you consider the heartbreak 
   Of a loved one rejecting the path of Jesus. 
 
But there is a healthy realism here. 
 We can’t control whose hearts are ready, 

 We can’t predict who will welcome the Gospel. 
 

There’s one child in Sunday School 
 Who is just so keen, knows all the stories, answers all the questions. 
  You think, wow: a future elder or lay leader. 

And there’s another  
 Who is so incredibly distracted. 
  Who gets the whole class, teacher included, side-tracked. 
   You think, wow: a future inmate. 
 
But when the first one goes to college, he loses interest in faith. 
 He never returns to church, except for the odd funeral. 
  The second stays to torment her teachers 
   And yet somehow grows in all that tension. 
    She ends up serving as clerk of Session. 
 
The truth of the matter is 

we can’t always see 
 what sort of soil is present 
  in the hearts of those around us: 
 

whether it is rocky, full of gravel 
or whether that soil is rich loam. 
 

We can’t judge the soils. 
And we can’t predict which seeds of faith 

  Will take root. 
 
All we can do is be obedient to our calling, 
 Our calling to plant and maybe water. 
  All we can do is trust God as we await a miracle. 

And then give thanks when we see growth.iv 
 
Methodist preacher, William Willimon, tells a story 
 About a women he encounter while he was visiting a church 
  He had served years earlier. 
 
 “Remember me?” she asked [him]…  
 
[In his own words:] 

I looked at the young woman  
and [though] she looked a bit familiar… 

I couldn’t recall her name. 
 

 “I’m Jane Johnson,” she said. 
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“Jane! Of course, now I remember,” 

 I said, thinking to myself,  
 
“It’s been over 20 years since I’ve seen you;  

you were nothing but a child when I last saw you. ‘ 
Remember me?’ indeed!” 

 
My mind flashed back to a horribly stormy Thursday afternoon  

when, despite all of the other important things I could be doing, 
I slogged through the church yard to the fellowship hall  

to meet with the confirmation class.  
 
How I dreaded that two hours  

trapped with those unruly kids  
in a closed room!  

In the rain! 
 
I sat there and, just as I predicted,  

not one child showed.  
 
Just as I was gathering my things  

to slog back to the parsonage,  
the door quietly opened  

and there was Jane, 
dutifully carrying her confirmation book.  

 
Before I could turn her around,  

her grandmother was already pulling out of the parking lot.  
(Jane’s parents were not church people.  

Her grandmother was taking full responsibility  
for her Christian formation.) 

Well, I wasn’t going to sit there  
with one 11-year-old all afternoon so I said,  

“Come on, Jane.  
You can go with me  

i See Talitha J. Arnold “Matthew 13:1-9, 18-23; Pastoral Perspective” Feasting 

on the Word: Preaching the Revised Common Lectionary - Feasting on the Word – 
Year A, Volume 3: Pentecost and Season After Pentecost 1 (Propers 3-16). 

ii Ibid 

while I visit some of the older folks.” 
 
I took her with me that afternoon   

and we visited a few folks at the nursing home.  
 
I don’t think little Jane and I  

exchanged more than a dozen words  
all afternoon. 

 
 “I just want you to know,” said Jane,  

now standing before me as a grownup,  
“that I’m now in social work. 

 
You are the reason.  

That afternoon you were good enough  
to take me around with you visiting people,  

that was when I knew  
what God wanted me to do with my life.”v  

 
Interesting story. 
 I bet Willimon had thought that confirmation class was a dud, a failure. 
 
But all it takes is one seed, 
 Just one seed, 
  To reach productive soil. 
   And then there’s an unimaginable harvest. 

 
Will we continue to sow seeds of faith 
 To live as witnesses for Jesus 
  Despite the failures we’ve experienced? 
 
May we persevere, 
 Sharing our faith liberally and lavishly. 
  And by God’s grace may we also see 
   The amazing harvest God raises up. Amen. 

iii Ibid 
iv See 1 Corinthians 3:6 
v William Willimon “July 10, 2011-Looking Like Jesus; 4th Sunday after 

Pentecost (Proper 10)” Pulpit Resource 

                                                           


