Matthew’s Seed packet #1

Matthew’s Seed Packet: #1
“The Extravagant Sower”
Romans 8:1-11
Matthew 13: 1-9; 18-23

We are in what might be called the seed catalogue, or the Farmer’s Almanac section of Matthew.
Next three Sunday’s hear three parables—the sower, parable of the weeds next week and the then the mustard seed, following annual conference Sunday. 
Here, Jesus takes familiar things, ordinary things and tells people that there is something there to help them understand the very purposes of God.  Familiar things from kitchen and field— a net let down into the depths of the sea, a buried pearl, seed flung into the wind.

Many of us familiar with the parable of the sower:
	Seed cast on four kinds of ground: 1st packed footpath; 2nd, ground full of rocks; ground thick with thorns; and finally the good fertile soil. Depending on where they land the seeds are eaten by birds, spring up and wither quickly, get choked by thorns and some of them…roughly 25%, take root in good soil.  This seed—the Word of God that gets firmly rooted in a life and grows into a wonderful harvest.
Then, Jesus even gives interpretation—if I were to follow this text very strictly I would talk about the different kinds of soil we are in receiving the Word of God:
  Some people are like the path—hardly hear something and it is gone—in attention, distraction.  They are not bad people.  You might have some relatives and friends—never seem to have any capacity to responds to the Good News of God—a dullness there.  Fill life up with….well not sure what….want to go and shoot at some cans this weekend…sure, sure….hit the little white ball into the little holes….did that last week….same holes…yeah…sounds good to me.  Then some seed falls in shallow soil...not much depth, not insincere—shallow.
What do you think when I say shallow person?  Shallow—only two things on their agenda—things I like to do and things I don’t.  Avoid what I don’t and do what I like.  Shallow.
Shallow—main reading material the picture magazines at the check out.  Shallow.  Person who stays a long time in front of the mirror.  I read about a women who said, “I been thinking of killing myself but I need to lose ten pounds first.  I wouldn’t want anyone to see me the way I am.”  Shallow.
	And then sometimes Word of God falls among the weeds—these can be often good people---they just have too many things going.  Their hearts and minds are like over booked time-share condominiums—most of their lives are already committed/over committed.  If they had a priority list –it got lost.  And so they live according to what or who applies most pressure.   They let living steal their lives.  This can be sad.  Look back when they are old and say well we made some of the sales at Sears and took that trip to Hawaii.  But to make the space to nurture the Spirit…to be a part of God’s love and justice making in this world.  To even have time to be truly grateful for all they have been given—to express this gratitude in worship, prayer, acts of love.  No.  Might be a little fruit….but not much.
	Then there is the good soil.  Here are some pretty amazing people…genuine, truly humble people who offer their lives in service to others and do it with such happiness.  They live in the same world as the rest, have the same friends….but there is something different:  they go, do , give--if you were to recite all the good things, all the ways they have served back to them, they would be embarrassed.
	Where do they get this?  Well, I think they just take a little time to attend to the God-given Spirit---.the “Like God” quality –& they feed this, tend this, pray this ---finding others with ready hands, hearts and minds and eventually this shapes who you are.
Now, if I were to follow the traditional interpretation of the parable, this is pretty much what I would say.  I’d hear it as many of you do --as a challenge to be different, to improve my life & I’d be worrying about how many birds and rocks and thorns were in my field—I’d worry about those odds and think about how I could be well-tilled, weeded and fertilized for the sowing of God’s Word.  But something not quite right here.

If this story was called “The parable of the Four types of Soil,” we’d be done.  But it isn’t.  In fact, for many centuries it has been called rather:

POWERPOINT ONE:  The Parable of the Sower.
Which means that there is a chance that we have it all wrong—we’ve got it backwards.  Heard the story and thought it was about us, but what if it is not about us at all, but about the sower?

“What if is not about our own successes and failures, but about the extravagance of the sower who does not seem to be fazed by our problems but rather flings seeds everywhere--wastes seed with holy abandon--feeds the birds, rocks, thorns, shouts hallelujah at the good soil and just keeps on sowing, confident that there is enough to go around….there’s plenty and that when the harvest comes at last it will fill every barn in the world to the rafters?”  
Taylor, The Extravagant Sower

If it is really about the sower and not the soil types it begins to sound quite new.  
Focus becomes not our short falls but the generosity of The Maker.  What if this parable is all about God:

POWERPOINT TWO:  GOD (Put up one at a time)
· who does not obsess over field conditions
· who is not stingy with the seed, casting it everywhere.
· who is not cautious
· who is not judgmental
· who is not even very practical.
God who seems to be willing to keep reaching into God’s bag for all eternity, offering to people everywhere countless opportunities to join God, in growing the Kingdom of love and peace.

Now, of course we would do it differently.  
We would be very carefully with the seeds we sow.  In fact we are all much too careful & we tend to 
give up on people.  That sin works away in me—how about you?  Judge, pigeon-hole people….already know what they will do….what their potential is.  Many of us have a tendency to do that—yes, pastor’s too.

In one of my clergy groups,  years ago, one pastor brought a list of parishioners he’d like to trade.
He was only partly kidding.  He brought a list of a few willing to part with for free.  A few he was willing to pay a fee to any church who would woo them.  I was good therapy just to make the list, he said.
Don’t do it. We don’t know what goes on in another life.  Stop predicting—try a bit of the lavish, Like our God—extravagant in scattering the good Word.
Every community in the world has a handful of people in there who are a surprise to those who think they know well and love them best.  “I just never dreamed he/she would commit the that!”
You should try on such dream---.for it is God’s business—to dream through us to others—to touch them with a taste of extravagant grace.

Here we believe that people can change.  Here we celebrate the good changes people make.  Day by day, week by week, year by year….as we live together, worship and work together people become more forgiving, less selfish, more caring and kind.

“Put on the mind of Christ,” Paul says.  And it is a holy surprise who puts in on and when.
Now, things do take time.  No farmer puts a seed in the soil and then yells at it ….sun, rain, darkness…time….don’t have to beg it or black mail it, or threaten it.
Get weary of people who just worry all of us to death--just plant the seed and the seed carries in its bosom  its own future and it will grow.

POWERPOINT THREE:  Scanned picture of me as a young man.
1st congregation—Pasco Washington. Tri-cites—nuclear power—pretty conservative—very patriotic.  Imagine seeing this picture of their new pastor. Now, almost everyone very kind and welcoming—but they had to have some misgivings.   Picture to some pretty scary.

· REMOVE SLIDE
In that congregation was a man named Dude Boddy.  Imagine W.C. Wells—subtract the cigar and add a toothpick….big florid face….head of trustees.  1st year—we danced around one another—he was polite….but all business—my creative ideas---well, he never said it…..but I felt like he was doing his best to suffer fools and the principal one was his very young and naive pastor.
Viet Nam was just ending…many churches were sponsoring refugees.  
We had months of prayerful discussion, and one night came time to decide.  The Refugee organization offered us several choices.  The family I thought we could handle/could get through the church board was a Mom and Dad and one child—embassy family—educated and spoke some English.  
Several people spoke in favor of taking a family.
“We are small,” I said, “but we can do this and it will be a great blessing.”
That’s when Dude Boddy stood up.  My heart sunk.  “I have something I want say.  You people say this is a Christian thing to do.  I disagree.  It is too easy.  If we are going to be Christian we should take that other family.”
“What family Dude?”  Someone said.
“The one without the Dad.”
“You mean the one with the Mom and five kids?  The Mung family--no education, no English.”
“Yep, that the one.  We do that,well that would be something.”

I took a few moments for someone to regain their composure enough to call for a vote. 
And that is how Moma Mia and her five children came from the jungles of Viet Nam to Pasco Washington.
Dude Boddy.  You just never, NEVER  know.

POWERPOINT FOUR:  Picture of a Sower
Vision from preacher Barbara BrownTaylor:
A sower went out to sow..noticed some seeds fell on the path and birds eating them up.  Stopped and got some string, sticks and tinfoil and strung it all around the field…got one of those store bought owls and sat him on a post..toke most of the morning.
Went back to sowing..noticed some seed falling on rocky ground.  Went back looking for his gloves and tools---all afternoon digging rocks and making piles….almost forgot about the seed…
Late afternoon now and began to sow again…but noticed weeds among the seed….rushed back into town and got a couple 10 gal. jugs of Roundup and a weeding hoe…sprayed and weeded until dark.  So tired could hardly get down supper—fell asleep in his chair a seed catalogue on his lap. Woke the next morning a walked out to his field and was greeted by a crow sitting on the head of the plastic owl….saw rocks that he had missed yesterday and new weed seedlings everywhere.  The sower considered all of this, pushing back his cap and then did the strangest thing—began to chuckle and then laugh.  Still laughing he strapped on his seed bag and began flinging seeds everywhere…roots of trees and roofs of houses, across his fences and into his neighbor’s fields…shook seeds at his cows and offered a handful to the dog…even tossed some into the creek thinking they would float down stream somewhere.  The more he sowed the more he seemed to have.
Did this make a lot of sense?  No.  Practical? No, yet none of that seemed to matter.  All the sower knew was that he was happier than he had ever been.

As Jesus said: 

POWERPOINT FIVE:  “Let everyone with ears, listen!”
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