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Today we have 2 tales of two brothers – stories about brothers, and about one of the most difficult of all human problems – the problem of wealth, of money.


In our first tale, taken from the Bible, Jesus is teaching about serious matters – about how following Jesus can be hard, but everyone should take heart from knowing that God loves them and will help them in hard times.


And then a fellow in the crowd interrupts – he has a very serious matter he wants Jesus’ help on….
-------------

We are going to get back to Jesus and the brothers squabbling over their inheritance in a minute, but first, that promised second tale of two brothers, and for this one I am going to call on three members of our congregation to act out this drama.

There is an old rabbinic parable about a farmer that had two sons. As soon as they were old enough to walk, he took them to the fields and he taught them everything that he knew about growing crops and raising animals. When he got too old to work, the two boys took over the chores of the farm and when the father died, they had found their working together so meaningful that they decided to keep their partnership. So each brother contributed what he could and during every harvest season, they would divide equally what they had corporately produced. 

Across the years the elder brother never married, stayed an old bachelor. The younger brother did marry and had eight wonderful children. Some years later when they were having a wonderful harvest, the old bachelor brother thought to himself one night, "My brother has ten mouths to feed. I only have one. He really needs more of his harvest than I do, but I know he is much too fair to renegotiate. I know what I'll do. In the dead of the night when he is already asleep, I'll take some of what I have put in my barn and I'll slip it over into his barn to help him feed his children.”

At the very time he was thinking down that line, the younger brother was thinking to himself, "God has given me these wonderful children. My brother hasn't been so fortunate. He really needs more of this harvest for his old age than I do, but I know him. He's much too fair. He'll never renegotiate. I know what I'll do. In the dead of the night when he's asleep, I'll take some of what I've put in my barn and slip it over into his barn." 

And so one night when the moon was full, as you may have already anticipated, those two brothers came face to face, each on a mission of generosity. The old rabbi said that there wasn't a cloud in the sky, but a gentle rain began to fall. You know what it was? God weeping for joy because two of his children had gotten the point. Two of his children had come to realize that generosity is the deepest characteristic of the holy, and because we are made in God's image, our being generous is the secret to our joy as well. 

The man who tried to get Jesus to strong-arm his brother to have him share his inheritance gets our sympathy – we all have had times when we worried that we were not getting our fair share, that someone was doing better than us. In those cases we are quick to point to the other and say “Heh, they don’t get the point, they are being stingy!” But how much slower we are to point the finger at ourselves, to confess the fear and greed which urge us to hold on tightly to our wealth.
 How often are we like that farmer in the parable told by Jesus, unable to sleep at night for worry about his wealth and how he might safeguard it. 
It didn’t have to be that way – the farmer could have shared his wealth with the wider community, he had more than enough for his own needs; had he shared so that all might have enough, he would not have to fear robbery by those who struggled to just get by; 
had he looked out for others, he could have been confident that if he ever had a need, others would look out for him; 
had he remembered the source of all his blessings, God above, he would have realized that he was not alone in trying to figure out what to do with his riches, if only he would ask, God would guide him.
 But instead, the farmer was just like all those sea gulls in the movie Finding Nemo – you remember them, don’t you, the ones who chase Nemo’s father and Dory shouting out one word: “Mine! Mine! Mine”.

We had an amateur theologian sitting in the congregation some time back, who at the age of the five summarized today’s lesson in one short, three word, declarative sentence. Elisabeth Adams had a favorite saying, one that I had heard many times as she played with our daughter Lydia: “Sharing is caring.” 
Sharing is caring. It is a lesson that applies when it comes to divvying up snacks in preschool, taking turns playing with a favorite toy, and deciding what to do with whatever wealth we are blessed with later on in life.

The four brothers in our two parables all had choices – they could store up treasures for themselves, or they could be rich toward God, sharing with one another, with the wider community, with the God who has piled blessing upon blessing upon them. 
One choice, fueled by fear, grounded in greed, is an earmark of a miserable, miserly existence. 
The other choice, rooted in love, enwrapped by compassion, is the hallmark of a life enjoyed to the hilt.

One choice leads to these stunning words: “You fool! This very night your life is being demanded of you And the things you have prepared, whose will they be?” 
The other choice leads to this welcome affirmation, “Well done, good and faithful servant, enter into the joy of your Master.”

These choices, my sisters and brothers, they are our choices as well. May God grant that we choose wisely. Amen.
---------
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