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Matthew 13:1-9,18-23
Jesus went out of the house and sat beside the sea. Such great crowds gathered around him that he got into a boat and sat there, while the whole crowd stood on the beach. And he told them many things in parables, saying: “Listen! A sower went out to sow. And as he sowed, some seeds fell on the path, and the birds came and ate them up. Other seeds fell on rocky ground, where they did not have much soil, and they sprang up quickly, since they had no depth of soil. But when the sun rose, they were scorched; and since they had no root, they withered away. Other seeds fell among thorns, and the thorns grew up and choked them. Other seeds fell on good soil and brought forth grain, some a hundredfold, some sixty, some thirty. Let anyone with ears listen!”
“Hear then the parable of the sower. When anyone hears the word of the kingdom and does not understand it, the evil one comes and snatches away what is sown in the heart; this is what was sown on the path. As for what was sown on rocky ground, this is the one who hears the word and immediately receives it with joy; yet such a person has no root, but endures only for a while, and when trouble or persecution arises on account of the word, that person immediately falls away. As for what was sown among thorns, this is the one who hears the word, but the cares of the world and the lure of wealth choke the word, and it yields nothing. But as for what was sown on good soil, this is the one who hears the word and understands it, who indeed bears fruit and yields, in one case a hundredfold, in another sixty, and in another thirty.”


This morning in lieu of a sermon I’ll be reading to you two poems that reflect on our Gospel reading for the day.

The first very beautiful poem comes to us courtesy of our own Lucia Larabee, and its author is unknown. Thank you Lucia!

It is entitled, “The Eternal”, author unknown.

In the silent embrace of the earth's warm breast, 
Lies the tale of the seeds, of life’s endless quest. 
Each tiny capsule, a hope to ignite,
Whispers of death and rebirth in the night.

Beneath the fallen leaves, in shadows deep, 
Fading from vision, but never from sleep. 
From ashes of seasons, that wither and fade, 
New birth shall arise, where memories laid.

The gardener kneels, with hands worn and stained, 
Each furrow of toil, with love interlained.
With sprinkle of water, and kiss of the sun,
The cycle continues, our souls intertwine.

Petals will fall, as the winds start to howl,
Yet in every end, a new dream will prowl.
The flower may perish, but in its decay,
Lies a promise of art, in the seeds that it’ll lay.

In battles with frost, and the storms that ensue,
Life dances on edges, where darkness breaks through. 
Dance, O brave roots! In the chaos above,
For death’s cold embrace is just part of the love.

So witness the garden, alive with its breath,
In every petal, a story of death.
For from each ending, a new tale will start,
In the eternal garden, where life feels the heart.


The second poem was written by William Cowper (1731 – 1800), an English poet and Anglican hymn writer, one of whose poetical hymn texts we’ll be singing today, hymn # 683 O for a closer walk with God. 

He was before his time in many ways, an 18th century abolitionist whose work was often quoted by the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King.

He also loved nature and cats and wrote poems to his beloved feline friends who lived with him.

His cat poems: https://www.thegreatcat.org/cats-enlightenment-part-9-william-cowpers-cat-poems/

William Cowper wrote a poem meditating on today’s Gospel reading: Jesus’ parable of the Sower and the seed.

Ye sons of Earth prepare the plough,
Break up your fallow ground!
The Sower is gone forth to sow,
And scatter blessings round.
The seed that finds a stony soil,
Shoots forth a hasty blade;
But ill repays the sower’s toil,
Soon withered, scorched, and dead.
The thorny ground is sure to balk
All hopes of harvest there;
We find a tall and sickly stalk,
But not the fruitful ear.
The beaten path and high-way side
Receive the trust in vain;
The watchful birds the spoil divide,
And pick up all the grain.
But where the Lord of grace and power
Has blessed the happy field;
How plenteous is the golden store
The deep-wrought furrows yield!
Father of mercies we have need
Of thy preparing grace;
Let the same hand that gives the seed,
Provide a fruitful place.

Hymns


632 O Christ the Word Incarnate
602 Jesu, Jesu
683 O for a closer walk with God

Jubilate p. 82
10 The Second Song of Isaiah p. 86
Suffrages B p. 98
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