
Jesus the Sower -  Matthew 13:3-8
“A farmer went out to sow his seed. As he was scattering the seed, some fell along the
path, and the birds came and ate it up. Some fell on rocky places, where it did not 
have much soil. It sprang up quickly, because the soil was shallow. But when the sun 
came up, the plants were scorched, and they withered because they had no root. 
Other seed fell among thorns, which grew up and choked the plants. Still other seed 
fell on good soil, where it produced a crop—a hundred, sixty or thirty times what was 
sown”.

When I came across Jesus that day, he was crouched down at the edge of his field of 
wheat staring moodily at the plants growing there. When he saw me, he looked up. 
“Every year this happens. Every year I try to get all of the seed on the good soil, and 
every year I waste some of it by being careless. These plants will never grow and 
produce wheat that we can eat.” I looked down at the poor plants growing at the edge 
of his portion of land, and pulled a face. I had to agree with him. As a carpenter he 
was very skilled, but when he went out to sow seeds, he seemed to go into a trance, 
and far too much of his seed ended up on the path or in patches of thorns.

Most people in Nazareth have land to work. Even those of us who have a craft need 
to grow at least some of our own food. Most of the villagers own our own land, land 
that has been in our families since the time of Joshua. Some of those few who do not 
own land work for their relatives and a few hire themselves out as labourers to earn a 
wage to buy food. I am told that this is not the case outside of Galilee. In much of the 
country a few rich landowners, many of them Romans or part of King Herod's court, 
or members of the Sanhedrin own the land and have tenant farmers. We are very 
lucky here. The land around Nazareth, is very fertile. Most of us will grow wheat to 
make into bread, barley to feed our animals, or if times are hard we will eat it 
ourselves. Importantly we grow flax to make linen, for which we are famous across 
the land. 

Nathan and I share a plough with Jesus, and a couple of other families. As Jesus is the
village carpenter, our plough is always in good working order. We borrow oxen and 
hitch them to the plough, then we plough in rows across the land. Where there are 
thistles or thorns, we dig them out with a mattock.  When the plough moves on to the 
next piece of land, we need to sow the seeds. We all keep seed from the last crop we 
harvested. We spend hours going through them searching the best and fattest from 
what we have grown, to give us the best crop next year. To sow, we put the seeds into 
a basket strung around the neck on a leather thong, and then step out to sow the seed; 
right foot forward, broadcast to the left, left foot forward, broadcast to the right, right 
foot, left hand, left hand, right foot, up and down the plot until the soil is evenly 
scattered with seeds. It is hypnotic work, and it is not at all surprising that some, more
than any of us would like, ends up where it does not or cannot grow.



Each of our plots of land on the flat valley floor
are marked by a path of stones around them. As
we are ploughing, stones are brought to the
surface, and it is the job of the children going
behind and before the ploughman to pick up the
stones and carry them to the path and add them
to it. It saves breaking the plough. Sometimes if
the stones are big the plough has to stop while
they are removed. Once the sowing is done, the
land must be ploughed again, crosswise to bury the seeds to stop them from being 
blown away or eaten by the birds. To finish off the children pull branches of trees up 
and down the land to level the soil off.

In addition to our fields, over many generations we have terraced the sides of the hills, and we grow
our grapes there, facing the sun. Many families have used the rocks that they have had to remove, to
plant the vines, to build a wall around their plot, and sometimes even a little house where they can 
store tools, or where they can come to in the evenings to tend the vines and eat and drink their 
evening meal. In places families have got together and have hollowed out the rocks into 
large flat tank with a run off spout. When the grapes are ready they are put in the 
tank, and then they are trampled to get all the juice out. The juice is then siphoned off

into wine skins to store and mature.

Jesus works Joseph's ancestral lands. As he is also 
the village carpenter, he has to hire in workers to 
do much of the routine work. He is known as a 
generous employer, and the men waiting in the 
market place, ready to hire themselves out for the 
day, are always happy to work for him, and work 
hard for him. Nathan has chastised Jesus on more 
than one occasion for paying more than other men,

but Jesus just says that these labourers have to live and feed their families. Why 
should he get rich, while these men and their families starve? It went round the town 
one day that Jesus had paid a whole day's wages to all of the men he had employed 
that day, even those who had not started work until the 11th hour. No wonder all of 
those who began work at daybreak and worked through the heat of the day were 
really angry. He nearly started a rebellion!

It is important to all of us that we should get the maximum amount of crops off our 
land. We need them to feed our families. Things would be a lot easier for us were it 
not for the crippling taxes that we have to pay. First the Roman tax collectors come 
around and inspect our crops and take a hefty percentage, which varies from year to 
year, and appears to be at the whim of the tax collector. This is to be sent to Rome to 
feed the citizens there. Then they add on a bit for themselves. I have never yet seen a 
thin tax collector. Then the tax collectors from Herod's Jewish authorities come 
around and take their cut, and a bit for themselves, and then there is the one shekel, 



which is about four days wages, that every Jewish adult male has to pay for the 
upkeep of the Temple. There are some years when the crop is not particularly heavy, 
when we end up starving or nearly starving because so much of the food we grew to 
feed ourselves has gone to feed someone else. The tax collectors are less likely to 
take the fruit and vegetables we grow on the plots of land beside our houses, as they 
would have to go straight to market and be sold, unless they were for immediate 
consumption. Of course if it is a bad year, they will look anywhere and everywhere to
get the money they want, and if we starve, they just don't care.

Jesus looked moodily at the plants growing along the edge of his field. “We had such 
a bad harvest last year that I really needed to get the best crop possible this year. I 
kept just enough seed to cover my field, and we are really having to ration what we 
eat until the wheat harvest comes in.” He sat back on his heels. “Well look at the 
birds. They haven't ploughed or sown, and still God is feeding them, through me. 
They won't starve this year. If I get labourers to pull out the thorns, then these plants 
at the edges might produce at least some crop, but it is going to cost me. Look at 
those plants growing over there where the path started to be widened this year, 
because we found so many stones. The seeds which are in among those stones will 
just wither in the sun because stone does not hold water. Oh well. I will just have to 
trust that God will send water and sunshine in enough abundance to feed not only me 
and mine, but the labourers who will help get this crop in and the birds, the tax 
collectors, the Sanhedrin and the citizens of Rome as well. What a big responsibility I
have on my shoulders! ”  


