Fifteenth Sunday in Ordinary Time
July 12, 2026

My siblings and assorted spouses and I will be gathering next weekend. Having lost Dad a few years ago, we gather this year also without Mom - and Mom’s perennial worry: “I hope the weather will be OK.” Of all the predictable factors to consider, Mom always worried about the weather, the one thing that is completely and totally out of our control.  But that was Mom and we loved her for it.

I suppose if we are honest we all have our “things” that we worry about, and quite often they are things that are also completely out of our control, outside of any field of predictability. But it is there, in that field of unpredictability, where God most shines and there where the parables of Jesus most speak!   

Isaiah proclaims that the rain and the snow come down from heaven and do not return there till they have watered the earth, making it fertile and fruitful – and he goes on to say that the same is true of God’s Word. We cannot predict what grace God sends our way; all we can be assured of is that, like the rain and snow, it will not return to the heavens until that grace accomplishes what it was sent to do.

To be honest, even with all the sophisticated science of meteorology, we are not in the position of predicting so much as we are receivers of weather. Nor can we be predictors of how God enfleshes his love; we are simply receivers of that love. Like the earliest followers of Jesus, we are in the position to be affected by the Word of God, but we do not create that Word our own. We cannot pick and choose what part, if any, of the grace that God chooses to send our way, but we can choose how we respond to it.  

Second, God chooses to sow that Word plentifully, often in abundance and with reckless abandon. God knows that some of it is going to take, some isn’t. God knows that some response to his voice will be short-lived, stolen away by voices of injustice and selfishness. God is aware that some of what he plants upon this earth will barely take root before it is choked off by apathy and pettiness and our own inflated egos. God knows that his call of love and forgiveness and acceptance will we welcomed abundantly when it serves us, but when it calls us out of our comfort zone it will be lost among the thorns of our intolerance and fear. God knows. 

That’s why God sows his Word, the seed of grace, with reckless abandon, and assures us it will not return until it has accomplished all for which it was intended to accomplish. St. Paul understood that same grace as it affects all of creation, moving us in a mystery that leads us along to glorious freedom. 

God also knows that given the right time and circumstance, given the heart that is receptive and the mind that is open, the will of God will be known, and the voice of God will be heard, and it will yield a hundred or sixty or thirty-fold! 

Over the long haul of eternity, the odds of a pretty good crop are in God’s favor. God’s not giving up. Neither should we.

