And The Sower Keeps On Sowing.

The Parable of the Sower.

The Sower went forth to sow

And some seeds fell on the wayside

And the birds came and ate it.

All:
But the Sower went on sowing.

And the next time round

The birds were not there
And the barren wayside blossomed.

Some of the seed fell on stony soil.

It sprang up but the sun burnt it

And it withered away to nothing.

All:
But the sower went on sowing.

And the next time it was raining

And the stony wilderness

Produced a fine harvest.

Some of the seed fell amongst thistles

Which grew up through it and choked it.

All:
But the Sower went on sowing.

And in time the thistles decayed

To form compost for another lot of seed

Which grew in soil made richer 

For having had weeds in it.

Some seed fell on fertile ground

And gave a good harvest

First time round, and that was fine

But it made no difference to the sower

Who owned all land with equal love,

The wayside, the stones, the thistle patch

No less than the fertile ground,

He tended each one in its season

And according to its need

So that each in its own right time

Produced an abundant crop.

All:
And the Sower goes on sowing.

