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On a quiet Saturday toward the end of May, the St. Thomas’s Day School Class of 1976 came to
New Haven and to this beautiful place to celebrate their 50th Anniversary Reunion. Nearly the
entire class made it, which was impressive simply given how scattered they are geographically and,
maybe even more, since we’re talking about graduating from Sixth Grade. But it meant that much
to them to come, be with classmates and celebrate the time they all shared here. Of course, it was
wonderful to watch them walk through the door and, after so many years, once again encounter
this splendid sanctuary, which they knew as “chapel.” The first moment was rather hushed as
they entered and just beamed, looking around in wonder as countless indelible memories flowed
over them. In the brief time I had with them, I learned one thing more than anything else, and as
it turns out it connects beautifully with today’s well-known gospel passage, Jesus’s Parable of the
Sower. It was clear in everything these folks shared that the seed sown here in this place, the seed
planted in each of them, had somehow found its way to fertile ground, had landed where it could
take ample root and flourish. That’s something rare and wonderful indeed, and certainly worth
the trip back to New Haven to celebrate.

I'm lucky enough to be here every day during the school year, and I'm happy to say, as the school
prepares to celebrate its 70th Anniversary Year, 1956 to 2026, that all of this is as true as ever. It’s
taken me the better part of the year I've now spent with the school, but I think I've come to know
why. And that’s because each day I get to see the sowers of the seed. Each day starts with chapel,
but I also get 45 minutes once a week with each class, and that gets me into the classrooms where
I see our terrific teachers at work. I'm going to talk about one of our teachers in particular today,
and that’s in part because she’s superb, but also in part because she teaches the Sixth Grade. And
as you can perhaps imagine, among the tasks that present a range of challenges in a K-6 school,
teaching Grade 6 ranks rather high. Our Sixth Grade teacher’s name is Leslie, and here are three
things that I've observed as I've watched her do what she does so well — as she, in today’s image,
sows and scatters seed.

Leslie scatters seed indiscriminately, widely, liberally, to every corner of the room. While it’s true
that some students in the class are more challenging than others, she maintains a remarkable
equipoise throughout the day in all she does. She scatters the seed indiscriminately, knowing that
it’s not always clear when or where or how or for how long it will land. She does it anyway. She 1is
a sower, a planter of good seed, for all. And by the way, that includes the so-called “good kids” as
well. She knows who they are and appreciates them, as we all do. We’re tempted to rely on them
since they listen well, they contribute to class and they follow protocols. But they’re here to grow
and be challenged as well! And so she sows and plants and scatters among them with the same
equipoise, inviting them into new horizons of growth and discovery. I can tell you after my first
year that this isn’t easy. You're tempted to take the “easy kids” for granted and focus on those
who present challenges. I remember one day I arrived early while the class was taking a break. A
few of those I thought of as the “perfect students” were in a group to my left and they were
chatting quietly with nice smiles. Just before she left the room to hand the class over to me, Leslie
stopped and spoke quietly but firmly with the group. She said “You’ve now had some time to talk
about other people, which I know you know isn’t a good use of your time. I expect that this will



be the last time you’ll do this today. I’'m inviting you to put that aside and turn your attention to
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Chaplain Alan.”

I learned so much about being a sower of the seed by watching her. And so first, yes, she sows
and scatters indiscriminately, and the other two qualities I saw in her are linked. Leslie has thick
skin. And she has a deep, unshakeable sense of purpose. I know it’s part of development and
growth in the sixth grade to please and engage adults less, that impulse control can be still a
growing edge, and that, yes, gossip becomes a thing quite noticeably and palpably. But to be firm
with them when they’re already pulling away from you requires strength and a thickness of skin I
didn’t always have at first. Leslie absorbs it all, moving with grace and calm authority through it
all. And that’s of course because she has such a clear and unshakeable sense of purpose. That’s
the line that runs through all of it, and I saw it so movingly as the year ended and each one of
those kids got up and offered a public address called “This I Believe” and we sent them off into
the world with joy and confidence, knowing that thanks to our good sowers, the good seed had
been planted and was ready to bloom in ways we can’t even yet fully imagine.

Friends, the parables are essentially multivalent riddles but the Parable of the Sower is one of the
few that Jesus goes ahead and explains to us. And it’s really very simple. We, the gathered faithful,
are formed and shaped and nourished here in community, music, prayer, fellowship and word,
and then we are sent. We’re sent as sowers, as sowers of seed, and we are called to scatter and
plant that seed precisely as I get to see Leslie and others do here everyday I walk these halls and
and enter each place of learning, from classroom to chapel to playground. More than anything
else, we are called to scatter indiscriminately, lavishly, widely, liberally, to everyone — those who
seem 1n need of it, and those who seem to be doing just fine. Because we all need it. The Sower
knew that, and so he cast seed daily even among the “perfect students,” folks like Peter and John
and Susannah and Mary and another Mary and all the many who got so close but nonetheless or
perhaps because of that closeness needed a word, a gentle corrective, a redirection, a reminder.
We take all that we’re given here and share it liberally as we are sent.

And we do so with thick skin. We are sent with a very clear message, a message that radiates from
every page of the gospel, of peace, of mercy, of advocacy for all on the margins, of forgiveness.
We’re sent with this message, as it turns out, in a time of coarseness and violence and of a
dehumanizing that we know is not of God. And so we go with thick skin, knowing that some seed
will indeed land on rocky ground, that some plants will wind up scorched and withered. We sow
nonetheless. We sow just as the Sower sowed. As did he, we sit down with those considered the
“enemy;” we let go of grudges and hurt; we forgive, restore, and heal; we reach out to all on
every conceivable margin; we join indiscriminately in acts of justice, love and mercy.

And we do it, finally, filled with purpose. We do it when we leave this place utterly persuaded that
each small act of kindness, of warmth; each attempt to imagine what it might be like walk in
another’s shoes; each yielding of self, even in the smallest, quietest way, for the sake of another, is
a Kingdom act, a sowing of precisely that same seed he came to scatter and plant as he taught us
to say “Your Kingdom, dear God, your kingdom come right here on earth as in heaven.” One of
my clergy friends I worked with in New York many years ago always, always ended worship by
saying, “The liturgy has ended — the service now begins.” I might just say that myself today as
Jesus’s beautiful story of sowing and planting continues to pulsate through us and as we go into



the world ready to sow indiscriminately, to sow lavishly, widely and liberally, fueled by the Sower
who in his utter and complete self-offering planted in us nothing less than the seed of eternity.

Thanks be to God. Amen.



