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Sept. 25, 2016 – (Pentecost 20, Luke) 

Sermon Text – Genesis 37:3-8, 17b-22, 26-34; 50:15-21 

 

- Once Joseph had a dream, and when he told it to his brothers, they hated him even 

more.  He said to them, "Listen to this dream that I dreamed. There we were, binding 

sheaves in the field. Suddenly my sheaf rose and stood upright; then your sheaves 

gathered around it, and bowed down to my sheaf."  His brothers said to him, "Are you 

indeed to reign over us? Are you indeed to have dominion over us?"… Joseph's brothers 

said, "What if Joseph still bears a grudge against us and pays us back in full for all the 

wrong that we did to him?"  So they approached Joseph, saying, "Your father gave this 

instruction before he died, "Say to Joseph: I beg you, forgive the crime of your brothers 

and the wrong they did in harming you.' Now therefore please forgive the crime of the 

servants of the God of your father." Joseph wept when they spoke to him.  Then his 

brothers also wept, fell down before him, and said, "We are here as your slaves."  But 

Joseph said to them, "Do not be afraid! Am I in the place of God?  Even though you 

intended to do harm to me, God intended it for good, in order to preserve a numerous 

people, as he is doing today.  So have no fear; I myself will provide for you and your little 

ones." - 

 

It took a while for God’s promises to my great-grandfather, Abraham, to kick into high 

gear.  It wasn’t like he and Sarah were suddenly the parents of a great nation.  They 

had one son, Isaac, and he had two sons, Jacob and Esau.  And Jacob, my father, 

had twelve sons and one daughter.  Oh, and you can call me Reuben.  I was the first 

born.  You’d think that would make me the special one in my father’s eyes; but, no.  

My mother was Leah, who my grandfather, Laban, had tricked Jacob into marrying.  

That left me without much fatherly affection.  His favorite was Joseph, number eleven, 

the first son of his beloved Rachel, for whom he had worked fourteen years to secure 

his right to marry her.  Little Joseph, number eleven, spoiled brat – he had all the 

affection a father could possibly pile onto one child.  And all he ever had to do was sit 

by the fire, play games, and dream his crazy dreams.  Father was always giving him 

special gifts.  You’ve no doubt heard about his special coat, the one with the great, 

long, fancy sleeves, made from many colors of cloth.  It was totally useless.  Joseph 

would put it on and he could hardly move.  All he could do was parade around in all 

his finery to taunt the rest of us.  “Look at me.  Look at me.”  He was always singing.  “I 

must surely be the best.”   

 

 That would have been enough, but not for Joseph.  No, he had dreams, big 

dreams, dreams with which he could mock the rest of us.  You’d think he would have 

been smarter.  Dream your dreams, sure, but keep quiet about it.  Don’t be sharing all 

the details with everybody, especially when it seems like the dreams are only going to 

get you into trouble.  But Joseph couldn’t help himself.  I think that goofy coat of his 
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had gone to his head.  It clouded his vision.  It made it so that he couldn’t see reality.  

He had ten older brothers.  Didn’t he realize that we could beat him to a pulp anytime 

we wanted?  He wasn’t always going to have father Jacob around to protect him.  

Anyway, he told us about his dreams.  Once we were binding sheaves of grain in the 

field and all of our sheaves bowed down to his.  Another time it was about the stars.  

His star, of course, was the brightest and all the others showed their deference to his.  

Even the sun and the moon honored him.  Such a self-centered little monster he was.  

Did he really think that we were going to let him rule over us just because he was the 

favorite child?  I don’t think so.  As far as the rest of us were concerned, he could just 

forget about his lousy dreams. 

 

 One day, my brothers and I were out tending our flocks when Jacob sent Joseph 

to check up on us.  We saw him coming and we decided it was time to put an end to 

all his antagonism.  My brothers wanted to kill him.  Lucky for him, I was around.  I 

knew that if something happened to him, I’d be held responsible.  I didn’t want his 

blood on my hands.  So, I persuaded them to simply throw him into a pit.  “Let him see 

how powerful he really is,” I thought.  “Teach him a lesson and then let him go.”  But 

that wasn’t enough for my brothers.  “Let’s sell him to passing traders,” they said.  

“Send him away from here where he can’t bother us anymore.”  “Yes.”  “Good idea.”  

They all agreed.  So, Joseph was gone.  Now, what to do?  What happens when he 

doesn’t come home?  We needed an explanation.  Take his coat and soak it in the 

blood of one of the goats.  Then tell father that he was attacked and killed by wild 

animals.  Jacob will be sad, but it won’t be our fault.  Yea, that’s what we’ll do. 

 

 And it worked!  At least, for the most part, it worked.  Joseph was gone.  We 

didn’t have to listen to his nonsense.  Jacob was heartbroken; but, with time, he got 

over it.  And life went on.  That is, until the great famine struck entire land.  No rain.  No 

rain, no rain and more no rain.  Everything dried up.  No crops for us.  No food for the 

flocks.  No good for anyone or anything.  We were desperate.  We had to find some-

thing to eat.  And then, we got word that there was food down in Egypt.  Somehow, the 

Egyptians had planned ahead for the years when there would be no rain.  Rumors 

were going around that some big dreamer had persuaded the pharaoh to set aside a 

portion of each year’s crops for just such an occasion.  We didn’t care much how it 

happened.  We just knew we needed to get down there and see if we could trade 

whatever we could find to get some of the stored grain.  We did.  After some long and 

difficult negotiations with the Egyptian Minister of Agriculture, we got the grain and 

headed back home.  But, it wasn’t enough.  We had to go back, and by now, we 

realized that the Egyptian Minister of Agriculture knew us and we knew him.  The 

dreamer who was advising the pharaoh turned out to be none other than our spoiled 
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brat of a little brother, Joseph!   

 

 Now the shoe was on the other foot.  Now the question wasn’t “how are we 

going to tell father that Joseph is gone?”  Now the question was “what are we going to 

tell Joseph so he doesn’t kill us?  After all, we had been pretty rotten to him.  Being 

thrown into a pit and sold as a slave wasn’t something that would be easily forgotten.  

Joseph might want to get revenge against us.  All we could think to do was to 

fabricate another story.  “If we invoke our father’s memory before him, maybe he’ll go 

easy on us” we reasoned.  “We’ll say that old Jacob said that he should forgive us and 

we’ll throw ourselves at his feet and beg for mercy.”  When we got back to Egypt, we 

did just that.  In a scene that came right out of that first of Joseph’s dreams, we bowed 

down before him and proclaimed, “We are your slaves.”  And Joseph, instead of being 

angry, began to weep.  And we wept with him.  He was clearly in charge, and we 

were clearly his servants.  His dream could not have been more clearly fulfilled.  But, 

Joseph clearly wasn’t pleased by it.  Everything that had happened to him had made 

him different.  He had changed.  He was sad.  He seemed disappointed that our 

circum-stances had brought us to that.  He didn’t like it.  He didn’t lord it over us.  He 

didn’t relish the opportunity to say “I told you so.”  He just forgave us by telling us that 

we may have meant it for evil against him, but God had used it for good.  Because he 

had been sold into slavery, he had been in a position to save many, many people 

from likely starvation.  Now, I can’t really tell you how all of that works.  It’s beyond me.  

But, God had promised our great-grandfather, Abraham, that his family would be 

blessed to be a blessing for all the world.  That much was now true.  We had been a 

blessing.  Joseph had saved the world when it was teetering on the brink of starvation.  

And that is something that I can understand. 

          Amen. 


