You know something. I wonder how many times I have read this Gospel in the last 25 years. A little secret I prepared a short reflection every week for the last 25 years on the Gospel of the Sunday Liturgy.  Even when I was not in ministry. You see I fell in love with the liturgy all the way back when I was in Collegeville 1995-1997 doing my philosophy studies.  It is also where I fell in love with the Benedictine Monastic spirituality and its simple rhythm of work and prayer Ora et Labora. In fact I would say without the liturgy and the rhythm of the liturgical year I would not be here today. It saved my life numerous times. But you know something I just realized something I have never realized about this very famous parable. The farmer would sow those seeds every year! Not just one time! Every year in the Spring the farmer would go out and spread the seeds far and wide. Me being a suburban and small town American never thought of that till this week.  I always thought of the parable as a one time deal. If God is the farmer spreading the seed and we are the soil.  We only have one chance to be good soil.  That makes no sense.  Any good farmer living in Palestine in the early first century of the common era would know that the seed would need to be spread every year after year so there would be crops for food and animals to continue life.  
I chose the shorter version of the Gospel today because I often think we look too hard at the explanation of the parable, which is the next section of the Gospel that I cut out, as the only way to understand the parable.  It’s a very good explanation but it probably was added by Jesus’ early disciples after his resurrection.  Jesus may have explained the parable to his close disciples, but we really don’t know what happened. But you know something I never got the point that those Palestinian peasants who first heard this story would have known obviously.  The Farmer would be back.  The seed would be spread again.

You know what that means?

It means if we are the footpath trodden hard by the workers in the field there is still a chance!

It means that if we are rocky soil and the wheat springs up but fails because of lack of root there is still a chance!

It means if we live among thorns and get chocked off by them there is still a chance!

You know what this Gospel means to me?
It means we always, and I mean always have a chance!
It means its time to get gardening. Its time to get tilling, its time to get plowing so we can be good soil and help others to do the same.

It is time to make our garden grow!

To understand the parable the church has given the first reading from Isaiah.  The beautiful proclamation that God’s word never fails to do it mission.  The one thing I have learned in the last 25 years is the God finds a way! 3 years into my journey of ordained ministry I sat in a room of clerics and psychologists and it became clear that I was not in a place to be in ministry at that time.  My young brain thought that was the end. In fact I remember they thought about putting me in the psych ward because they were concerned I might harm myself.  The head psychologist asked me directly are you going to hurt yourself and what do we need to do to make you safe.  I remember that momement like it was yesterday. I stopped crying.  I stopped being worried about what was next. And something came over me.  I raised my head and I calmly said do not worry about me, I have faith, God has me! I was devastated. I never dreamed of leaving ministry even in the midst of all sorts of troubles I was having. I could have stayed but was going to need to leave the parish at least for a year, and I was tired.  You know something though. God’s word found a way. First in African American Family from the North Side of Saint Louis. Then through the ECC again as a public minister.  God found a way. God kept spreading the seeds of the word. God helped me till my soil.  Even when it was trodden by fear and hate of others.  Even when it was rocky and didn’t have the depth of spirituality I would need to climb the mountain.  Even when the things of the world and money got in the way.  God found a way. Am I there? Absolutely not.  The corn is not knee high by the 4th of July as my grandpa would say.  There is a lot more tilling, watering, planting, spreading of seed to do but I am starting to find peace because of all of you that have touched my life and all those thousands of people who have helped my ministry over the last 25 years. God finds a way.  Always spread the seed year after year, and always has a plan for us even if it is unbelievable to our younger selves.  
I want to share that God has led me on a pilgrimage over the last 25 years, actually 52 years, and it has been nothing short of a miracle. I could have stayed in my room and read my books and listened to my music, but God has called me to help those who feel left out, forgotten, left behind.  Nothing can stop me from spreading the love I have felt from God and the community of the Church to others.  Even if it is in this small community in Appleton Wi.  Even if it is in the midst of suffering.  Like my brother Paul said to the little church at Rome I consider the sufferings of the present as nothing compared to the glory to be revealed.  Brothers and sisters you are that glory to me.  I truly believe if we work our garden. If we work the soil, to receive God, year after year. We to will produce a crop that is 30, 60, 100 times more than what we sowed.

I would like to leave you all with a gift today.  As many of you know Music is an important part of my life.  You think I sing a lot at Church you should hear me at the hermitage!  When I was a young idealistic college aspiring opera singer, so I am not young anymore but I still am idealistic, some of you remember that guy I used to listen to operas and music theatre all the time and dream of a day when it would all happen.  Well its is now happening brothers and sisters. Oh so little did I know. Back to the story. Leonard Bernstein composed a musical/opera called Candide based off Voltaires novel about a naieve and idealistic couple of young people who go through trails and tribulations and drama after drama to find the world is not as perfect as they had been taught.  The story ends with the couple deciding to marry, chop wood, bake their daily bread, and live the best they can.  And build their garden.  Brothers and sisters let us build a garden and invite the lost the forgotten, the forsaken so that we too can live at peace in the kingdom! Let us build our garden!
