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This past Friday morning, eight Trinity parishioners (and one boyfriend) met in Minneapolis to visit the 

George Floyd Memorial. We began our pilgrimage one block away at a nearby field. There a space has 

been set up as a make-shift graveyard – with white cardboard gravestones bearing the names of people 

of color who have been killed by the police. Each gravestone has the person’s full name, the year they 

were born, and the year they died, along with their city or town. And then, along the bottom, on all of 

them the words, “Rest in Power.” Along the bank of grass that slopes upward toward Park Street are 

large, white letters that spell out the intent of the space: Say. Their. Names. Our group gathered under 

the shade of the lot’s only tree, and then spent time by ourselves, walking up and down the eight rows, 

over 150 gravestones in all. I took comfort in being alone and, at the same time, being in that space 

together with members of Trinity. As I walked along each row, I blessed each soul, saying each name to 

myself: Floyd, Treyvon, Justin, Bettie, Thurman, Philando, Donte, Akai, Troy, Timothy, Keith, Donald, 

and, jarringly, De’Von… 

 

We then walked together, one block up to 38th Street and Chicago, and the now-sprawling memorial to 

George Floyd. It was still early morning. The sun had not yet begun to beat down, a slight breeze moved 

its way through the intersection as the memorial site began to wake up for the day – a few vendors 

setting up their wares, a lone greeter stationed at the far end to welcome us with a spray of hand 

sanitizer.  

 

The memorial organizers have posted a pamphlet for visitors there, as guests enter the space. “A Guide 

for White Allies in Black Spaces of Mourning,” it is called. “Out of trauma,” it says, “you will see an 

abundance of beauty. In the time following the murder of George Floyd many people from near and far 

have visited this sacred space. A makeshift memorial has been resurrected with flowers and art. [While 

here] you [might] hear speakers, singers, and artists that set the tone and usher in a spirit of change or 

speak to the collective grief that we all feel. Sometimes it feels celebratory in nature. [In this space] 

community members want to decentralize white feelings and prioritize Black pain. We ask that you 

honor the space…..Black pain is on display here….you have a duty to your neighbors of color to…affect 

change within your own community. Here is what you can do…” 

 

When we arrived in the center of the memorial, there were a few other people already there – white and 

brown people, both. Some children, a few families. We walked to a far corner and stood in the shade, 

looking out at the memorial. We gathered and stood in silence for 8 minutes and 46 seconds – the length 

of time the Minneapolis police office knelt on George Floyd’s neck and ended his life. We thanked each 

other and dispersed to wander the memorial by ourselves, taking in the color, the words, and all of the 

feelings the memorial displays: all the anger, all the pain. I watched two African American parents enter 

the site with two teenaged children, a boy and a girl. I wondered what it must be like, what it must feel 

like, for those parents to bring their children to that space, and my heart broke anew. When we had read 

what felt like every word, admired every flower, and taken in all that we could, Michael and I left for 

our car, sharing what we had seen and observed.  
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I will add, too, that mixed up with the pain and anger in that space is also tremendous hope and beauty, 

just like the “Guide for White Allies” pamphlet had explained. There are paintings and sculptures, 

spray-painted slogans, promises of solidarity and action, even a pop-up vegetable garden. It’s both a 

violent place and a peaceful place. About both death and life. About both tragedy and promise. To me, 

it’s a physical embodiment of what our Presiding Bishop, Michael Curry said in his opening remarks to 

the last Executive Council meeting: This is not the first time there have been [protests and memorials], 

he said,…There were protests after Ferguson. There were protests after Eric Garner. There were 

protests after Trayvon Martin. There’ve been protests before. But something’s different about this one. 

This time it’s not just black folk and a few white folk protesting. This time it is the rainbow children of 

God. This time they are black and white and Anglo and Latino. It’s amazing…There is something 

different going on. And that gives me hope. God’s got a witness and it is multiethnic…children of God 

coming together to bear witness that we don’t want to be like this anymore. We want a better world.  

 

I think Bishop Curry is right -- something is different about this moment. Something has cracked open 

and broadened out. What is it, I wonder? Why this police-killing? Why Minneapolis? Why 38th and 

Chicago? Why now – in the summer heat and pandemic? Why? Despite our collective fatigue and 

weariness, despite our isolation and ambiguous grief, why have our hearts caught on fire this time? Why 

are we paying attention to racial injustice like never before? Why has the death of George Floyd shifted 

something inside of us, caught our attention, evoked our intentions and pledges to listen and learn, 

change and act? Why is there something different going on?  

 

I don’t know if I have the answer to that question, or even if it’s the right question. But our Gospel story 

this morning has something to tell us about George Floyd, and cardboard gravestones, and our heeding 

the call to bear witness and be part of bringing about a better world.  

 

The Parable of the Sower is one of 7 such stories in the 13th chapter of Matthew. As different as they can 

be, they are all parables about the kingdom. “The kingdom of heaven is like a mustard seed.” Jesus tells 

the crowds on the shore of the lake. The kingdom of God is “like treasure lying buried in the field, like 

yeast, like a pearl of great price, like a net let down in the sea.” Jesus is teaching from the prow of a boat 

because it is the only place he can find to sit. So many people have come to hear him, to learn from him, 

to touch and be touched by him -- that there is no space left in their mist. So Jesus steps into a boat and 

speaks to them across the water, his figure swaying a little with each lift of the waves, his words as full 

of life and as hard to hold as a handful of lake. 

 

If the crowds have come for lectures, extended discourse on the finer points of theology or rabbinic 

interpretation, then they are disappointed. What they get instead are more like dreams or poems, in 

which God’s kingdom is passed before them – as familiar as the crops in their own fields and the loaves 

of bread on their own tables – but with a strange new twist. Jesus’ parables always take ordinary things 

and hold them up as having something important to do with God’s purpose for them. The things they 

handle every day of their lives are vessels of some sort, illustrations of some truth that seems clear to 

them one moment and hidden the next – like a seed flung to the four winds, like buried treasure, like a 

net let down to the depths of the sea. 

 

Jesus’ parables conceal his meaning even as they reveal it, and some say it was how he stayed out of 

prison for as long as he did. At any time during his public ministry, Jesus could have been arrested for 

talking heresy and treason, after all, but for talking about seeds and thorns, good soil and bad soil? Not 
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likely. By speaking in parables, Jesus could get his message across without saying it directly, perhaps so 

that only certain kinds of listeners can hear him – those who listen less with their minds than with their 

hearts. 

 

The Parable of the Sower is a familiar one to most of us. In it, the kingdom of God is like a sower who 

casts seed on four different kinds of ground: first, the packed ground of a footpath, then ground that is 

full of rocks, then ground that is thick with thorns, and finally on good fertile ground. Depending on 

where they land, the seeds are eaten by birds, or spring up quickly and then wither away, or get chocked 

by thorns -- while some of them take root in good, dark, fertile soil. It’s allegory, of course. The ground, 

perhaps, is us – our hearts. The hard heart is like the packed ground of a footpath – too hard, too dense, 

too defensive to let the Word in. The shallow heart is like the stony ground – allowing the Word to 

absorb into the top-most layer, only to wash away because it won’t allow the Word to take root. And the 

crowded heart where there is no room, where all of our busy-ness and distractions, competing concerns 

and delusions -- like weeds -- choke out revelation or epiphany or transformation. We hear something in 

church or in prayer or in the midst of a relationship and we’re inspired. But then we move on, forget, 

chasing the next shiny object. And finally, the fruitful heart – the one that receives the Word, pulls it in, 

lets it bang around inside of us, allows it deep inside to evolve our awareness, change our opinion, re-

route our lives. This is the good soil.  

 

If you’re like me, the parable’s surface is cause for worry. What kind of soil are we? What kind of heart 

beats in our chests? But remember, Jesus’ parables use images of everyday lives injected with a twist – 

and I think there are two. To start – the parable is about us at all, because if that were true it would be 

called the Parable of the Different Kinds of Ground instead of the Parable of the Sower. It’s not about us 

(which is one of the five hard spiritual truths of liminal space, you will remember). It’s not about us – 

it’s about the sower. What if it is not about our own successes and failures, not about birds and rocks and 

thorns, not about hard and shallow hearts -- but about the extravagance of the sower who does not 

seem to be fazed by such concerns, who flings seed everywhere, who wastes it with holy abandon, who 

feeds the birds, whistles at the rocks, picks his way through the thorns, shouts hallelujah at the good soil 

and just keeps on sowing, confident that there is enough seed to go around, that there is plenty, and that 

when the harvest comes at least it will fill every barn in the neighborhood to the rafters?  

 

It’s the Parable of the Sower – about the generosity of the Creator, the prolific sower who does not 

obsess about the condition of the fields, who is not stingy with the seed but who casts it everywhere, on 

good soil and bad, who is not cautious or judgmental or even very practical, but who seems willing to 

keep reaching into his seed bag for all eternity, covering the whole creation with the fertile seed of his 

truth.  

 

And maybe the second twist is that the whole image – the good soil and the bad, the open hearts and the 

closed – are all part of the Kingdom of God. The Kingdom of God, Jesus tells us, is like a sower who 

casts seeds on all kinds of soil. That’s the kingdom – not just the good soil, but the hardened and 

scratchy, too, the shallow and the choked, too. The Kingdom of God is not just the good parts of us, but 

all of it – the distracted and the selfish, the controlling and the worried. The Kingdom of God is the 

generosity, the grace of God present to all of our humanity. It is patient and kind, persistent and 

unrelenting. The sower gives, invites, lures, sweet-talks, cajoles, offers, and entices. And once in a 

while, the seed germinates in fertile ground, and we are transformed.  
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This moment is different because the seeds of awareness and transformation God has been throwing 

around with reckless abandon have, for whatever reasons, met receptive soil. Maybe God’s seeds of 

justice and reconciliation, of equity and inclusion have, finally, met inquiring minds, open eyes, and 

willing hearts. We know, maybe for the first time, that systemic racism diminishes us all. The sower is 

here, the seeds have been sown. Let anyone with ears listen! Amen.   

 

 


