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SUNDAY OF THE SIXTEENTH WEEK OF ORDINARY TIME, Year A 
Wis 12:13,16-19; Ps 86:5-6,9-10,15-16; Rom 8:26-27;  

Mt 13:24-30 (Short form) or Mt 13:24-43 (Long form) 

 

A MIXED GARDEN 
Homily by Fr. Michael A. Van Sloun 

Saturday, July 22, 2017, 5:00 p.m. Mass 

Sunday, July 23, 2017, 8:30 and 10:30 a.m. Masses 

 

Our dear Deacon Rick grew up on a nice farm in rural Wisconsin. 

I grew up in a nice neighborhood in South Minneapolis. 

Deacon Rick grew up as a good not-so-little boy. 

I grew up as a skinny little boy that was not always so good. 

 

Today’s parable is about the weeds in the wheat (Mt 13:24-30). 

My mom and dad were both good wheat, good Catholics, 

  and they tried to raise their little Mikey as a nice, good, green plant. 

Mom and dad did not want any weedy kids in their home. 

 

My mom and dad never used foul language. 

There was never any cursing or swearing, 

  never any off color language or dirty jokes in our house. 

It was absolutely forbidden. 

Our house was a nice green garden without one weedy word. 

 

Most of you know that I went off to the high school seminary when I was a freshman. 

   I was fourteen.   

   I went to a boarding school, Crosier Seminary in Onamia. 

When I came home for summer vacation between my freshman and sophomore year, 

  and for every summer vacation, and every Christmas and Easter vacation, for the next six years, 

    I worked at the Central Car Wash in Northeast Minneapolis. 

It’s on 18th and Central Avenue.   

It’s still there. 

It was a fully automated car wash, very similar to Gerring’s on Wayzata Blvd. 

 

Almost all of the guys that worked there were from Edison High School,  

  “Tommies,” of course, after Thomas Edison. 

And then there was me, the seminarian. 

The carwash was a den of iniquity. 

Many sinful things happened there, 

  things we should not talk about in church. 

It was an education for me in the ways of the world. 

It was the land of potty mouths. 

Every sentence was laced with four-letter words. 

The crew swore like sailors. 

Sometimes the air was blue, the language was so filthy. 
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There I was, mom and dad’s well-raised son, the seminarian,  

    the green plant, the wheat, 

  in the middle of garden surrounded by foul-mouth weeds (see Mt 13:26,30). 

 

According to the parable, 

  you and I, we are supposed to be good plants in the middle of a garden with a lot of weeds, 

    and we are not supposed to become weeds ourselves. 

 

I must confess to you that I became rather proficient in the use of four-letter words, 

  and that there were many times that I didn’t look much different  

    than the other weeds in the car wash garden. 

Jesus wants us to prune away any weeds we might have (see Jn 15:2,3) 

  so that we would be robust wheat plants. 

So I have tried to reform. 

I am glad to report to you that in all of my years of priesthood, 

  I have never, ever, used a four-letter word at Mass, 

  although – there have been a few occasions when one has crossed my mind 

    and I have needed to slam on the brakes. 

 

This business about being wheat surrounded by weeds is a tough reality (see Mt 13:30a), 

  a reality that Jesus had to deal with. 

 

The world is a mixed garden: 

  lots of wheat,  

  lots of weeds. 

 

I hope that we can all agree that Jesus is the greatest wheat plant ever: 

  the grain of wheat that died for us (see Jn 12:24); 

  living bread that came down from heaven (see Jn 6:32,33,35); 

  the Messiah, Teacher, Savior and Lord. 

Jesus is the picture perfect plant in the middle of the garden. 

 

Jesus was surrounded by many other very good wheat plants. 

  The best was his mother, Mary (Jn 2:1,5; 19:25; Acts 1:14). 

  There were his apostles, with the exception of Judas Iscariot  

     (Mt 10:2-4; Mk 3:16-19; Lk 6:14-16; Jn 21:2; Acts 1:13). 

  There was Mary Magdalene, Joanna, and Susanna (Lk 8:2,3). 

  There was Martha, Mary, and Lazarus (Lk 10:38-42; Jn 11:1-2,5). 

  And there were plenty of other nameless disciples  

    that were very devout followers of Jesus (see Lk 23:49b,55; 24:10). 

There were many very good wheat plants in the garden. 

 

But Jesus was surrounded by plenty of weeds, too. 

From day one, many of the scribes and Pharisees were just like weeds: 

  they wanted to crowd Jesus out, to choke him off (Mt 12:2,14; 26:3-5; Jn 12:19). 
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When Jesus arrived in Jerusalem, the top officials in the Temple, 

  the chief priests and the elders, they were just like weeds; 

    they wanted to take everything away from Jesus (Jn 11:47-52). 

There were many other orthodox Jews, extremely legalistic, 

  that opposed Jesus’ love and compassion. 

And then there were the Romans,  

  King Herod Antipas and Herodias (Mt 14:3-4; Mk 6:17-18; Lk 2:19),  

    Pontius Pilate (Mt 27:26), and the soldiers (Mt 27:27-31,35-37), 

      people who were immoral, cruel, violent, corrupt – true weeds, 

  Romans who wanted to pull Jesus out of their weed-infested garden. 

 

Jesus performed his ministry in the middle of a mixed garden. 

  There was a lot of wheat. 

  But there was also a plethora of weeds. 

 

Jesus never became like the weeds. 

 

When I was around the other guys at the car wash, 

  for a time I became like them. 

It is very easy to be influenced by the weeds. 

It can be very difficult to stand out as different from the weeds, 

  to be good wheat when there are so many weeds around a person. 

For Jesus, being good wheat got him crucified. 

 

Jesus is good seed, the living example of this parable. 

Jesus lived in a mixed garden (Mt 13:30a). 

Jesus never shied away from being a good plant, good wheat. 

 

For Jesus, 

  no matter how noxious the weeds may have been, 

    whether they were poisonous, 

    whether they were prickly, 

    whether they were stinky, 

    whether they were big and pushy, 

    whether they were small and irritating, 

 Jesus never allowed the weeds to derail him. 

 

Jesus remained a strong and vibrant wheat plant bearing much fruit, 

  no matter how many weeds were around him. 

 

No one ever explained to me before I went to the car wash 

  that if the other kids swore constantly, if they were weeds, 

  that I could actually manage my language, 

    be different, speak respectfully, give good example,  

      without being churchy or preachy, 

    to be wheat in the middle of the weeds. 
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There are plenty of weeds growing around us in our world: 

  foul language on TV; 

  immoral stuff on TV, in the movies, on the Internet; 

  immoral behavior by others; 

  corruption in business and government; 

  mean, angry, hostile behavior. 

 

We have some very big questions before us: 

  Shall I be like the weeds or stand out as different from the weeds? 

  Shall I be influenced by the weeds or shall I show the weeds a better way? 

  Shall I grow as a wheat plant even if there is lots of opposition? 

 

Jesus, by his example, shows us how to answer these questions. 

 

In a mixed garden,  

  in a garden with many weeds, 

    Jesus stood out as different,  

    Jesus showed a better way, 

    and in the face of opposition,  

      Jesus persevered in virtue and holiness. 

 

You and I, each of us, 

  this Mass is an opportunity to be spiritually strengthened. 

If we hope to be nourished and pumped up to be healthy wheat, 

  to be strong in a garden where there are so many weeds, 

  Jesus promises to come to us and help us 

    when we receive his grace, energy, and power in the Eucharist.   

   

 

 

 

 

   

 

 

 


