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“In Praise of the Sowers” 

Texts: Luke 8:4-15 and 2Timothy 1:1-7 

 

Let us begin with a prayer from the Book of Common Prayer:  Almighty God, you have 

surrounded us with a great cloud of witnesses. Grant that we, encouraged by the good 

example of these your servants, may persevere in running the race that is set before us, 

until at the last, with all your saints, we may attain to your eternal joy.  Amen. 

 

In seminary I was introduced to the writings of Howard Thurman, the former Dean at Marsh 

Chapel at Boston College.  One of his best known books, “Jesus and the Disinherited” was said 

to have always been in Martin Luther King Jr.’s brief case when he traveled.  His collection of 

devotions in the book, “Meditations of the Heart” continues to be a favorite for me.   

 

Thurman was an African American growing up in the segregated south.  He was a bright young 

man but school was only available through eighth grade for African Americans in his hometown 

of Daytona Beach.  The nearest option was Jacksonville.  His family compiled all the money 

they could to send him out of town to continue his education.  He put all his belongings into a 

borrowed trunk and wrapped a rope around it to hold it shut.   

 

He said his farewells to his family and left for the railway station.  Once there, however, he was 

told that lacking a handle, his trunk was not considered luggage and would cost extra.  He didn’t 

have the funds for this.  It felt like his dream was being pulled out from beneath his feet.  He sat 

down on the curb and began to weep.  When he opened his eyes for a moment he saw a large pair 

of shoes and followed them upward to see a black man, dressed in overalls and a denim cap.  He 

asked why he was crying. 

 

Thurman explained the situation and the man said, “If you’re trying to get out of this town to get 

an education, the least I can do is help you.”  Together they walked back to the ticket agent.  He 

pulled out a rawhide money bag and paid for the trunk.  Then, without a word, he turned and 

disappeared down the railroad track.  Thurman never saw him again. 

 

When Howard Thurman wrote his autobiography, the dedication read as follows: To the stranger 

in the railroad station in Daytona Beach who restored my broken dream sixty-five years ago.   

 

We might call these people by many different names.  Good Samaritans. Humanitarians. Angels 

in disguise.  Restorers of hope.  This morning I will call them the saints among us.  They are 

saints not because they are perfect, not because they are inherently different than anyone else and 

not because they have committed their lives to acts of social justice and compassion.  They are 



human like the rest of us.  They are imperfect.  Sometimes they are on the forefront of helping 

others and at other times they may turn aside.  If one has to be perfect, holy and always on the 

right side of helping others, then sainthood is something that none of us can ever attain.   

 

A few years after her death, many of the writings of Mother Teresa were compiled.  Mother 

Teresa had spent much of her life caring for the destitute and dying in Calcutta India.  She was 

known for taking people from the streets and surrounding them with love and dignity.  Her 

actions led to her being awarded the Nobel Peace Prize.  Mother Teresa became the modern 

embodiment of compassion. 

 

But her writings detailed a life of uncertainty.  As admired and respected as she was, she often 

wondered if she was doing God’s will.  Her writings indicate times of questioning and 

wondering.  When the book with her personal letters was published, many spoke harshly about it 

saying that it should have been kept private. 

 

I understand their concerns, but from my standpoint, it just made me appreciate Mother Teresa 

even more.  She was human.  She had questions.  In the midst of such incredible work, she 

wondered whether she was doing the right things.  Such concerns didn’t diminish my respect and 

admiration, they only added to it. 

 

A saint is not someone who has all matters of faith figured out.  A saint is not perfect.  A saint is 

someone, anyone who lets God’s love and light shine through their lives.  One of the beautiful 

things about this is that it is often done completely unawares.  That stranger in the train station 

had no way of knowing that his kindness would enable a young man to continue his education, 

becoming the valedictorian of Morehouse College, later a master’s degree from Rochester 

Theological Seminary and becoming an influencer and leader in the Civil Rights movement.  

The stranger could not have looked upon that crying young man at the train station and realized 

the potential that was ahead of him.  He simply did a kind deed, one that would change the 

course of history not only for Thurman, but for us all. 

 

The people that we have named here this morning on All Saints Sunday are not named because 

they were perfect human beings.  They have been named because knowingly and unknowingly 

God has worked through their lives.  In many cases, these may only be names, but they have 

helped shape this church and community. 

 

Betty Nichols was a fiercely independent woman thankful to remain in her own home.  When 

Pastor Lisa would visit on Monday nights with a dinner, Betty always asked about the church 

and our ministries.  Many of those named were deeply supportive of their family and friends.  At 

the memorial service for Bill Watts, what stands out most is not the reflections I shared, but three 

grandchildren who spoke about how he had impacted their lives.   

 

Virginia Johnson was raised in an orphanage and perhaps from those experiences held a deep 

love for children.  She was remembered for her faithful service as a school crossing guard.   

 

Many of these folks were generous with their time and resources to make our community better.  

Judy Watkins volunteered at Hot Meals, Mill Race Center, the hospital and was a reading buddy 



at Richards Elementary.  Joe Foyst once gave a car to a friend in need.  His response was simply, 

“He needed it more than I did.”  Joe loved to bestow nicknames on everyone in his family and so 

at their funeral dinner here at the church they all wore nametags with the nickname he had 

bestowed upon them.  There was a lot of laughter at that. 

 

Many will be remembered for their valiant fights.  Janie Hood, Lisa Cottingham and Ted Hooker 

all fought cancer in ways that inspired us all.  Janie was remembered for her hospitality and 

service to others and her work as a teacher.  Ted Hooker was a loving soul who never met a 

stranger and delighted in bringing people together.  Lisa Cottingham was known for her inspiring 

faith and her kindness toward those in need.  On Monday nights, she was typically found in the 

Fellowship Hall ministering to the guests at Hot Meals.   

 

Many of them were known for their deep faith.  Bill Lion was a warm, caring, thoughtful man 

with a wonderful sense of humor.  He helped form the Unitarian Congregation here in town and 

was equally at home in both places of worship.  Anna Lee Beatson was recognized for her work 

at Cummins and her lifelong faith. 

 

Robert Spurgin was a lover of all things outdoors remembered for his love of gardening and bird 

watching.  Jane Sohn was equally passionate about gardening and expressed that by giving 

flowers to family and friends that she knew would bloom in the seasons of their birthdays or 

anniversaries.  And Edith Lyn was a trailblazer, a citizen of the world, who helped break down 

barriers.  She was a strong advocate for those with handicapping conditions. 

 

Unfortunately, time doesn’t permit the opportunity to say more about these members and their 

lives.  But their legacy lives on beyond this day. 

 

That is why I selected the readings for this morning.  They are not the lectionary texts assigned 

to this day, but they speak an important truth.  The first is what we often call the Parable of the 

Sower.  Jesus tells about a sower who went out to sow seeds.  You have likely heard this story 

many times.  Some of the seeds fell on the path and the soil was too hard to take root.  Other 

seeds fell on rocky soil.  For a while it grew, but the seeds didn’t get enough moisture and 

eventually withered away.  Other seeds fell among thorns.  Initially they grew well but the thorns 

were not conducive to growth and they too withered away.  Some of the seeds fell on good soil 

and these seeds grew and prospered. 

 

Oftentimes when we hear this story, the focus is upon the soils and encouraging us to cultivate 

the kinds of lives where good things can grow.  This might mean surrounding ourselves with 

good role models, listening and learning from others, putting ourselves in places of growth.  This 

is a faithful reading of this text, but I want to look this morning from a different angle.  Instead of 

focusing on the seeds and the soil, I want to focus on the sower.   

 

Notice the generosity of the sower.  He tosses seeds in every direction.  It’s as if he isn’t sure 

where the best locations may be, so rather than writing off a potential area, he throws the seeds in 

every direction.  The point of the story is to be generous with the seeds we share.  Throw 

kindness in every direction.  Love deeply.  Forgive with reckless abandon.  Befriend those who 

are hard to love.  Believe in the power of change.   



On All Saints Sunday we celebrate the seeds that were sown by those we name and by those we 

hold within our hearts.  There are a lot of people who have shaped our lives in positive ways.  

We carrying them and their lessons with us in all that we do.  They sowed the seeds that found 

roots in our lives. 

 

The reason for choosing the reading from 2Timothy is that Paul is praising Timothy for his faith.  

But he adds that this is no surprise.  That faith first lived in his grandmother Lois and in his 

mother Eunice.  They sowed the seeds of faithfulness which took root in Timothy’s life.  His 

sincere faith is no surprise because Paul knows where it came from. 

 

We celebrate the sowers of seeds in our lives.  Those we have named here this morning and 

those we carry in our hearts.  We are filled with appreciation and respect and admiration for what 

they have done.   

 

For several years, Van Gogh made his home in Arles France.  There is a temporary museum with 

a couple of his paintings, including the famous image of The Sower.  Typical of Van Gogh, it 

shows a simple farmer walking in the field casting seeds into the ground.  The painting is rich in 

color with a bright yellow sky and fields of purple and green.  As I stood there admiring the 

painting and brushstrokes, I noticed the placement of the sun.  It shines brightly behind the 

sower’s head.  It stands like a halo.  I don’t think this is accidental.  It is a common feature in 

Van Gogh’s works.  He likes to show the peasant, the common person, the often overlooked 

people as holy.  The simple things they do are sacred.  Even something as common as sowing 

seeds. 

 

We give thanks this morning for the holy work of the sowers of seeds among us.  But as we do 

this, we also recognize that we have been entrusted with a gift.  We get to continue that work.  

We are the sowers of seeds, casting goodness, love and grace in all directions.  This is holy work, 

my friends.  May we carry on the work of those who have gone before us with the same measure 

of faithfulness and dedication. 


