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I think one of the reasons I am a five-year-old at heart is I was, and still am, a camp kid through and through. 

One of my first years on staff, I found out how much kids freaking love dirt when we learned how to compost. 

It’s the best way to make dirt, it turns out. With the trash, the waste, and the things no one else wants — the 

used up coffee grounds, the bell pepper you forgot about moldering in the bottom drawer of the refrigerator, 

and, of course, manure. 
 

Our temptation, however, is often to hear this parable and believe that there is a good kind of dirt and a bad kind 

of dirt. We conveniently forget that waste brings forth fruit. Death brings forth life. Dirt is resurrection. 

That’s not what this parable is about. It’s not about what kind of soil you are. 
 

Rather, it’s about how — no matter where we find ourselves in life — God is a REALLY bad farmer. 

Because God loves the dirt too much. 
 

From the time we first hear the parable of Three Little Pigs as children, we are conditioned to find the moral in 

every story. Build your house out of bricks, don’t cry wolf, slow and steady wins the race, don’t count your 

chickens before they hatch, and for goodness sakes, BE GOOD SOIL! Having heard the description of the four 

different types of soil, we can’t help but put these words on the lips of Jesus, “Be good soil,” but in reality he 

never says that. He never says “be good soil” because that’s not what the Parable of the Sower is all about, and 

as strongly as I believe that, I still spent the majority of this week spinning my wheels in this mistake I knew the 

moral wasn’t “be good soil,” but by George I was going to find the moral to this story. I read and I prayed and 

listened, determined to crack the code of this parable. I worked and worked to turn this cart path of a parable 

into good soil, and I thought maybe I had figured it out on Thursday afternoon… after stress eating an entire 

box of Macaroni and cheese yesterday, it’s safe to say I did not. I can’t make this story have neat and tidy 

moral, and as much as I would like to believe, I can’t make myself into good soil. I just can’t. 
 

The sower simply sows without judgment and without expectation. Truth be told, I’ve been each of these types 

of soils in the past three days, even maybe the past three hours. I’ve been that hardened path and lost my faith in 

God. I’ve been that rocky soil that lacks depth and withers away under pressure. I’ve been that worrisome, 

thorn-choked soil. We have all these kinds of soils inside us all at the same time. 
 

There is a part of us, written into our DNA code, that loves to slot and judge. I once learned from a nursing 

major friend that at the very moment we’re born, we’re assigned an Apgar score: a number from 0-10 based on 

how alive we are. The good news is everyone here was at least a one. The bad news is, little girl was very upset 

to hear that her older sister was a 10 and she was a mere 6.  
 

Along the way we learn our astrological sign, our Myers Briggs type, and whether we are a Winter, Fall, 

Summer or Spring on the color wheel. We hear over and over that these are all just different ways of 

understanding ourselves and others, but there is always a hierarchy implied. Extrovert is better than introvert, at 

least that’s what they let us believe. Only winters can wear black, that’s why this spring keeps her distance. 

Sending my love to any Pisces in the house, we gotta stick together. Now along comes this parable, just one 

more example of a personality test or a morality test or a slotting system in the Kingdom of God. But slotting 

people is not Kingdom work. 
 

Let’s be honest. Here’s a prayer that might be familiar: I thank you God that I am not like others- that my heart 

is good soil. I’m not like the thieves, rouges, adulterers…people who don’t recycle.  I thank you God, that I am 

not like those people who don’t sign up for coffee hour. Thank you that I always remember to bring my 

reusable grocery bags to Trader Joe’s. I have replaced my incandescents with compact fluorescents and I have a 

rainbow flag sticker on my Subaru.  Thank you Jesus. 

 



Well, how uncomfortable. 

 

Especially if the other guy growing in THAT soil, the one who is a traitor to his people, the guy who is totally 

the one percent, who hordes wealth at the expense of others, the one who litters and tells racist jokes and buys 

over packaged goods and has gun racks and T & A mud flaps on his truck prays simply “God, have mercy on 

me a sinner” 

 

There is no extra credit to be obtained. There is no basis on which to compare ourselves to each other because 

what qualifies us to receive grace is not our virtue, but our need.  And we are all equal in our need. 

 

It’s all pretty offensive really. The fact that God loves me as I am right now and not just as I could be if I only 

got everything right seems foolish.  Our egos hold out for ways we can make our hearts ‘good soil.’ We who 

continue in the proud hard hearted, stiff necked and dim minded tradition of the disciples. We who seek morals 

in stories that have none. We who ignore morals in stories that call us to action. We who neglect to build the 

kingdom and instead focus on building ourselves. Building the Kingdom is sometimes sloppy and maybe 

requires some tearing down and starting over, but it is empowering. 

 

Admitting we are all kinds of soil gives us this unique humility- in which God sees every jealous inclination, 

every racist thought, every selfish desire every good deed done for the wrong reason and God sees all of it 

through the lens of the cross and says to us you are free.  Free from all of it. No one is keeping score. You are 

already justified. You are already righteous. You are already God’s new creation. 

 

This story is a description of our prodigal God. God knows it is foolish to spread seed on unworthy soil, but he 

does it anyway. God spreads his love with reckless abandon in hearts that are at once all four different types of 

soil. Even when it is clear that his disciples just don’t get it, when they turn him over to the authorities, abandon 

him in his hour of need, and deny even knowing him; Jesus continues to pour out his love on them by inviting 

them to back into the fold after the resurrection. 

 

Even though we’ve managed to warp this good news about God’s love of dirt into some kind of righteousness 

contest, notice that there is no judgment and no condemnation in the story. That’s the scandal of this parable. 

God is throwing seeds around like an intoxicated fool at the bar buying another round of drinks that she can’t 

afford. There’s no limit or rationale to the extravagance, to the generosity and love. What kind of farmer sows 

seeds on the hard path? What kind of farmer plants in the thorn bushes? What kind of farmer tosses seeds 

among the rocks? What kind of farmer wastes so much? 

 

The kind of farmer who doesn’t believe in hopeless causes. 

 

And it is all part of the cycle of soil, the cycle of faith. To have faith and to lose it so that out of the decomposed 

remains of belief, new life, richer life, deeper life can begin to take root. 

 

This parable is not a call to be good soil. 

It is a call to be bad farmers. 

It is a call to be sowers in this world, to go out into the world and cultivate gardens of hope and of love, in rich 

and loamy soils and in the desperate places in our communities, to love when all else fails and seems hopeless, 

to love without the expectation that anything will grow. To simply sow the seeds of God’s love wherever we 

are. 

 

Go out and sow and expect divine failure. 

But never stop loving the dirt.  

Amen. 


