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Salt of the Earth 

 
INTRO to SCRIPTURE 
 
We are living in the rock salt days of winter, 
but soon we will be living in the season of 
MUD, a season we in Maine are particularly 
familiar with. 
 
People in biblical times also knew about 
mud.  The warning about useless salt being 
thrown out and trampled underfoot is an 
allusion to one of the ways they tried to 
harden muddy surfaces.  They added rock 
salt to animal manure to made paddies for 
fuel in outdoor ovens.  The salt helped them 
burn longer and more evenly.  When it had 
burned out the family threw what remained 
onto the road to harden the muddy surface.  
(wordsunday.com)  
 
SERMON 
 
In today’s reading Jesus uses the common 
images of salt and light to remind us of how 
important we are.  We make a difference. 
We are the salt of the earth and the light of 
the world.  Usually, when we read this 
passage we focus on the image of light, so 
today let’s explore salt.   
 
Unlike light, salt can be easily overlooked.  
It can blend in and dissolve and not even be 
seen, but we sure know when it’s missing.  
Salt is the most common seasoning and 
enhances food.  Sorry if you are on a salt-
free diet.   
 
 
 

 
Because of the way salt adds a spark to 
food, we speak of a story-telling sailor who 
adds a spark to conversation as an old salt. I 
consider a member of our community, 
Frank Connors, to be a bit of an old salt.  
Although he wasn’t a sailor, he’s spent his 
life here on the coast and he is full of stories 
– some of which stretch the facts a bit, but 
always seem to tell the truth. 
 
In his book, Speaking Frankly - a collection 
of essays written for People Plus News – 
there is a column entitled Many thanks to 
the plow guys.  It seems appropriate to 
share some of his words after the last few 
days. 
 
I was a plow guy for a while and frankly, I 
just didn’t like it! 
 

I suppose there’s a sort of glow attached to 
driving a huge vehicle, on the darkest of 
nights, in the worst of weather, but that 
glow fades after the first couple hours and 
the boredom sets in.  Snow plowing is 
tedious, cold, thankless, lonesome, and 
often dangerous. 
 
I was Bowdoinham’s manager when the job 
description included “filling in”…. 
 
We had a driver flip a truck on an icy road 
he was trying to sand one night, and the  
contractor wanted me to come help!  What 
did he really think I could do?  I drove my 
little pick up out there, got soaking wet, cut 
my hand, ripped my jacket and made sure 
the driver was okay, then headed to town.  



It was 3 in the morning and I had to find 
another sand truck!  You get the idea, not 
just another happy night.  …. 
 
But every winter (now), when we get that 
monster storm that dumps a dozen, wind-
whipped inches in our drive in the middle of 
the night, I thank my lucky stars for our 
plow guy.  I remember for a minute about 
rolling off an icy road in Bowdoinham all 
those years ago, and then I pull the quilts 
over my head and go back to sleep. 
 
Indeed, we are thankful for the plow guys – 
both public and private.  We count on them 
to shine their lights in the darkness and to 
bring salt to dangerous situations.  And 
much of the time we don’t even notice 
them, for we, too, are sound asleep. 
 
We use a lot of salt in Maine to deal with 
dangerous storms, especially the snow-rain-
freezing rain type we had this week. 
I read in one report that we use 750 lbs. of 
rock salt per person per winter in Maine.  
That’s a lot.   
 
Salt is an elemental ingredient for life. 
Ninety seven percent of the water on earth 
is salty.  We carry our saltwater with us in 
our plasma/blood.  It keeps our systems in 
balance. 
 
Salt is a preservative.  Before refrigeration, 
salt was essential for storing food.  The 
early New England economy was based on 
salted fish.  In fact, the word salary traces 
back to people being paid in salt. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In our congregation, we are grateful for 
those who are willing to be in the spotlight.  
Thank you to those who serve on the 
Church Council, Deacons, and Finance 
Committee and have helped to lead us 
through a number of transitions in 
personnel and in facilities.  
 
But there are so many behind the scenes 
who salt our life together – who make it 
work on a day-to-day, year-to-year, and 
decade-to-decade basis.  Let me just 
mention a couple. 
 
Recently we leased a new copying machine 
that also folds bulletins, which allowed our 
previous folding machine to retire.  For the 
last 20+ years, Edna Stoddard has been our 
folding machine.  She came in every Friday 
morning and folded bulletins.  I figure she 
has folded over 100,000 bulletins for us.  
Thank you, Edna. 
 
This last fall we contracted with a company 
to paint the outside of the sanctuary.  They 
gave us a second bid for wood repairs that 
came in much higher than expected.  Len 
Westra, who has been working with the 
Property Committee for a number of years, 
encouraged us not to accept that contract.  
Instead he found someone who could do 
the most necessary repairs at a fraction of 
the cost.  Then, Len also showed up and 
helped with those repairs.  Thanks, Len. 
 
I could tell you dozens more stories and I 
expect you could tell ones that I don’t know 
about.  So today I encourage you to pick 
one person you know that has been salt of 
the earth in First Parish Church.  Give them 
a call, write a letter or email and thank 
them for the ways they enrich our life 
together.   
 


