
Reflection for 19th July 
 
Parable of the weeds 
 
We heard a little about what a parable is last week. There’s so much that can be said about 
how to preach, to read and to listen to parables, and really today we don’t need to go into 
all of that. Today, I think we should just think about the notion of truth, for a moment.  
You like me might have grown up with a view of truth as something indisputable, 
inarguable, solid and sort of obvious.  
We’re not going to debate the very idea of what truth means here, and I think there are in 
some facets of our life things that are true, and remain true no matter what, particularly in 
our life of faith.  
But within our life of faith I remain convinced that it is wildly important to remind ourselves 
that there is only ever so much we can ‘know’. In our life of faith, it is not for us to be resting 
smugly in the indisputable, inarguable solid and sort of obvious truth.  
Within our life of faith we spend much of our time searching for God- God’s presence, God’s 
revelation, God’s word and what it means for us, and this stuff can be hard to pin down 
because frankly, the source and focus of all these things is hard to pin down.  
Parables do not offer us a black and white, solidly outlined truth about the world.  
What they do is often all any of us can do, which is to point toward, or gesture to the truth 
of who God is, and what God’s kingdom is like.  
It’s a small window into a very large thing, a little revelation of something vast. A parable 
offers us something profound; a chance to explore and question and wonder, rather than a 
black and white moral teaching that will help us be good people.  
A parable says “look- here is something strange and beautiful and I think it might help you 
draw closer to the great Mystery of God”. 
 
I was out in the back yard the other day and my pup Joan Cusack was too. She roamed 
around as she does and then looked as if she was gripped by an irresistible idea and began 
to furiously dig a hole at the base of a tree. She was really committed to it. She dug for a 
while, and then would look up and glance at the pile of dirt behind her, sniffing the air to 
make sure whatever she was after was still in front of her, not on the lawn behind, then dive 
back and dig furiously again.  
And I was thinking, that’s kind of like us.  
We get a whiff of something true, something real or revealing, and we can assume that 
whiff is all there is to this idea, or we can look for more, we can dig in and trawl through 
layers of knowledge, and context and story and presence and see what we can find that will 
point us to a clearer image of who God is and pivotally, how God wants us to live. 
 
Part of what is great about the life of faith is that we haven’t ever really ‘got it’. We keep 
digging, keep learning because we will never unequivocally know who God is and what that 
means. We search, and pray and keep finding words and realities to help reveal this truth, 
and in turn we keep living in a way that will illuminate the way to God, to the hidden and 
holy truth that is all around us. we become a part of what points to God.  
That was a long way of saying, this is what parables are doing. Pointing to God.  
 



So we have another parable here, involving again, someone sowing some seed. This time, 
we’re not so concerned with the seed or the soil, as much as the fact that an enemy comes 
in the night and sows weeds alongside the fresh crop the master has laid in the earth.  
 
When both weed and wheat begin to grow, the servants alert the master to the fact that his 
plan has gone awry, asking if he’d like them to simply pull up the weeds.  
 
And the master says something slightly strange in response. Let them grow together.  
 
He is worried that the good will be pulled up with the bad and instead decides to leave it as 
is until both are fully grown, when the two will be separated at harvest time.  
 
Apparently much of this story would have sat at odds with those listening at the time, who 
knew anything about correct agricultural practices of the day. For one thing, it was unlikely 
that the master of the place would be out sowing seed, when he has servants waiting at 
home to do it for him. For another, it was apparently not good practice to leave the weeds 
there as he chose to do, though, if the weed was what many commentators suggest, 
perhaps the reason was that it reveals itself to be not wheat only when it is fully grown.  
 
Regardless, here is the story we are told. And here we pause and remember that if there are 
inconsistencies or things that give us pause, it is because this story is a doorway we get to 
explore our way through. A parable is not exactly a puzzle, but it’s an invitation to be 
playful, or at least curious.  
 
Something we could be curious about is why, if the Master is an obvious stand in for God, he 
is happy to leave the weeds where they are for now. Is this implying that God is happy with 
the weeds that clog up the fields of our lives? Is God letting evil run free in the world, 
alongside what can be harmed by evil?  
 
What are the weeds and the wheat? We need to be careful here because it is too easy to 
start the work of separating ourselves, the good people, out from those we consider bad. 
particularly if you consider the so called explanation again tacked on the end allegedly 
offered by Jesus, but assumed to be again the work of the author of Matthew. 
 
Actually, the servants could be seen as a stand in for this sort of desire- the longing to root 
out that which we know is wrong and those whom we consider wrong- leaving us in peace 
to continue to grow without complexity or blemish. 
We might wish this was a story about how the master realised what had happened and got 
his servants to find and remove the intruder plants straight away, or better yet, that he 
somehow apprehended the enemy who did this before he could sow the weeds.  
 
In reality, none of it is that easy.  
 
In reality, the world is complicated and we all know that the bad is often growing right 
alongside the good.  
 



We can see all around us the complexities of life, and the choices facing all of us in order to 
avoid the weeds. In order to avoid becoming a weed.  
 
Evil, for we do know that as much as that word makes us feel dramatic and perhaps old 
fashioned, that evil is real and present, and thankfully, named by Jesus, evil is dug in deep so 
close to that which is life giving that we can often confuse the two. Both are even, we 
realise uncomfortably, present within ourselves.  
 
What if the master knows that to pull all of it out at the roots would stand to pull out what 
is good about us too? What if the master knows that for us, and for the world to reach its 
potential, the bad has to grow in amongst the good? 
 
Once again, we are back looking at the inscrutability of God. This story can be a reminder for 
us that though we long to appoint ourselves the ones to decide how to deal with what and 
who is wrong, we don’t have the perspective, the heart or the mind of the God we worship. 
We are not God.  
 
We could long for a story that is a fairy tale, of a God whose kingdom is like an ordered field 
full of good things which grow well and go on to nourish many. But this wouldn’t be a 
window into truth, it would be a window into a lie.  
 
We could read this as a story of a God whose kingdom is like a messy field, where noxious 
weeds grow alongside nutritious grain, uninhibited, or we could read it as a story about a 
God whose kingdom is like a messy field where amongst all that can go wrong in a field, 
grows good things which continue to grow despite the bad right beside them. A field where 
it’s not always easy to see which things are right, but where eventually the life giving wheat 
will be harvested and all that is not good will be rooted out and burnt up. A field where in 
the mean time, the two grow together, sometimes for the worse, but with the chance of for 
the better.  
 
The truth is that the Kingdom of God is not always or often easy to explain, or to see, or to 
figure out. The truth is that the truth is often buried alongside illusion, or speculation, or 
wonder, ready to be dug out with its bedfellows and cleaned up a little. the truth is that evil 
is not always easily avoided, and often the things we do with a clear conscience will come 
back to haunt us later on. The truth is that often we want to be the arbiters of who are the 
weeds and who are the wheat, but the truth is this is not our job.  
 
The kingdom of God is like a place where we grow and learn and hopefully become things 
that give life to others. It is like a place where we stand in the middle of badness sometimes 
and wonder why we can’t be pulled out of there. It is like a place where if the one doing the 
planting is trusted, a harvest will come, and all that is not of the kingdom will fall away, even 
that which grows in the dark of our hearts, and somehow all of this is true, even when we 
don’t always know what it means.  
 
 


