
Parable of the sower- reflection 
 
I’ve been a lacklustre gardener, at best. And when I say gardener, you must understand that 
I am referring to around 10 or so pot plants I’ve owned over the course of several years with 
varying levels of success, a very small herb garden which is now just vast oceans of mint, 
and the occasional (very occasional) burst of weeding.  
 
That’s it. My plants on occasion live for a while, and then die slowly or seemingly overnight. 
I can’t get it together to plant anything more substantial, really I just don’t have the desire 
or the patience. I do love the dashes of greenery throughout my house and am happy to 
stay a plant lady for a while, but that will probably be it.  
 
Gardening takes some knowledge, some patience, some heart and some perseverance I 
think. But you and I both know this story isn’t really about gardening, don’t we. 
 
For a start the people listening to this parable would have been fairly familiar with the 
peasant farmer, or farming in general. The person liberally sprinkling seed hither and yon 
would either have been understood as a farmer, charmingly confident of his seed’s survival, 
or a farmer, incompetent or simply uninterested in the care that needs to be taken.  
 
But those listening may also have latched onto another idea; what if this story isn’t about 
the dude doing the sowing? This is a story about seeds. Or perhaps, it’s a story about soil, 
others may have thought. It might even be a story about the blights of sun, thorns, and 
birds.  
 
And all, including us, know that actually this isn’t about any of those things. As I said, this 
isn’t really about gardening. The people listening, had likely interacted with this sort of 
teaching or story telling before. The notion of a parable wasn’t unique to Jesus’ practice of 
outdoor oration.  
 
The parable is a story that is trying to teach something specific through the lens of simple 
image understood by the hearers. Though apparently it is trying to impart a point, a parable 
is also often characterised by its being open to interpretation. That, my friends, is part of the 
fun of exploring parables together, and in fact part of the fun of looking at scripture 
generally.  
 
Parables are also not what they seem. They are often a little tricksy, a little unexpected. 
They are trying to tell people something, and it’s often something strange, or something 
that contains a twist at the end- and certainly in the world Jesus is talking about, or indeed 
the world Jesus is trying to birth, things aren’t always what they seem.  
 
In this particular story however, all goes in a fairly expected way. If seed is planted in 
shallow soil, Jesus’ hearers nod along, it won’t put down roots and it will die. And if seed is 
planted among thorns it will grow only to be overpowered by those enemies and it will die. 
And if seed is not planted and instead falls on a path it stands to reason it will be eaten by 
birds and will never grow at all. And, if seed is planted as it should be, it will grow and yield a 
harvest.  



 
The part of the story that is not quite right is once again that foolish, overeager sower. For if 
everyone knows what will happen to seed in all of these environments among all these 
threats, why would anyone throw seed around with such wanton abandon and seemingly 
with no care for what is being wasted?  
 
The latter part of our lectionary reading, left out by me today, is from a little later in the 
chapter and outlines Jesus offering ‘the meaning’ of the parable to his disciples. This 
conclusion, though perhaps satisfactory for some, seems too neat, and even seems to run 
contrary to the nature of the parable; It seems antithetical that we could end up with one 
‘meaning’.  
 
And yes, Jesus is written here giving it to us, but it is possible that the author of Matthew, 
writing so much after the fact, added Jesus’ explanation that the seeds were his words, 
falling into a variety of receptions, and either yielding a result in a person’s life or not. This 
does make sense, as an explanation of the parable.  
 
And it’s possible that Jesus was ruminating on the actual reception his words and deeds had 
so far received- in the book of Matthew, things had not always gone well for him. He had 
been rejected multiple times, including by those who were leaders in his religion, and his 
own home town. Feeling thus rejected, would it be any wonder if he turned out a story 
likening those people to soils where nothing grows, his words and the opportunities they 
offered as seeds trying to grow but not given the chance? 
 
So is this what we think we can glean from this story? That the words of Christ, or what 
Christ has to teach us, can fall on soil that is unreceptive, or on soil that can fertilise and 
nurture this gift? Sure! Those things are true. But I think if we skip back and simply look at 
the parable itself, we might be able to learn something more. 
 
Something I read this week reminded me that these parables are always saying something 
about the kingdom of God.  
 
So, if we for the moment take as our guide the notion that a parable is supposed to be 
something we play with a little, and that perhaps there may not be one meaning to it, can 
we ask ourselves what this story about a man and his seeds says to us about the kingdom of 
God? 
 
This seed thrower is after a harvest. That much is true. Why he doesn’t care enough to curb 
his throwing arm a little isn’t explained. It could be as I said due to over confidence, or it 
could be a lack of skill.  
 
If God can be seen as this sower man, does this mean that God doesn’t care what happens 
to all those plants choked by weeds or eaten by birds?  
Maybe. Maybe not.  
What if the man throwing seeds has a whole lot of them. He has an abundance of seed. And 
he really wants them to grow. So much he throws them all out there, knowing that even if 



some don’t make it, that the harvest from the ones that do will be so shockingly full, that it 
will make it all worthwhile.  
 
The seeds are indeed impacted by their surroundings, doing their best to grow in all 
circumstances but sometimes overcome by them. sometimes they grow a little, sometimes 
not at all, and sometimes they grow so much they produce a vast quantity of life giving 
grain.  
 
The shallow soil isn’t ready for the seed. It’s not right for growing and though it does 
nurture somewhat, it doesn’t have room for the roots of the plant to sink down deep.  
Similarly, the soil where the thorns live is not ready for seed. It needs to be cleaned out, 
some serious weeding done so this doesn’t happen again.  
And the bird who swallowed the seed isn’t going to grow it at all. 
 
So what can we see the seed and the soil as? Almost anything if we want to take this playful 
interpretation thing to its limit. But let’s think about the kingdom of God; the way of life and 
remaking that Jesus was talking about all over, scattering around like diamonds.  
Where can we find the Kingdom in this story?  
Could the kingdom be the good soil, waiting for its moment to bring things to birth? 
Could it be the seeds, falling all around, hidden in plain sight, growing beside death, bringing 
abundance and impossible life?  
Could the Kingdom be in the sower man, throwing generously, in hope for the future?  
Yes. I think yes to all those things.  
 
The kingdom of God often comes to us and to others in surprising guises, so is it any wonder 
that it could pop up in a bed of thorns, or laying vulnerably on a path?  
 
The kingdom of God can lay in dynamic readiness for the roots it will feed and nurture.  
 
The kingdom of God is shockingly, upsettingly generous, thrown all around even for those it 
seems don’t get it and never will.  
 
And the kingdom of God is growing in full, green richness all around us, even now, even 
when we don’t expect it.  
 
I was chatting to someone the other day about the nation, and world’s current situation 
(because it’s most of what we talk about now!) and I was reminded that hope sometimes 
has to be dug for. It has to be waited for.  
 
For us, and for everyone in varying degrees, the world can seem like a dark place currently. 
It is a wearying thing carrying on some days. We miss seeing each other in person, 
worshipping, and we don’t know when we can again. This is hard. We are surrounded by 
uncertainty. It is easy to forget who we are and what unites, or drives or holds us.  
 
These things, as well as the sort of stuff the bible passage later talks about can distract us, 
blind us, block up our ears to the diamonds hidden in plain sight all around us. we can let 
the death of some plants stop us from wanting to grow more. We can let laziness or fear 



stop us trying to grow something new. We can feel like we aren’t equipped for such things, 
or that we can’t imagine anything blooming ever again.  
 
But even now, even in uncertainty and panic and quiet sadness, and loss, the kingdom is 
germinating, taking root, growing, bursting forth its green shoots, bringing with it a 
surprising harvest. It is growing in people’s lives, in acts of bravery and truthfulness, in the 
words of our faith and others, in the hearts of people who have known themselves seen and 
held, in homes, in computers, in loungerooms and in garden beds.  
 
 
I pray that we all will focus on the generosity of the kingdom- look for those glimpses of 
hope, of the way of Jesus, of the way things should be, and cultivate them. Being a gardener 
takes some knowledge, some patience, some heart and some perseverance.  
 
The kingdom is growing, let’s go help grow it.  
 


