
 It all began with a dream. Joseph dreamt that he was binding 

sheaves of wheat in a field with his eleven brothers, when suddenly 

his sheaf of wheat rose up of its own accord and stood up straight. 

His brothers’ sheaves of wheat also rose up and drew near to Joseph’s 

sheaf, but they did not stand up straight. Instead, they lowered their 

heads and bowed down to the sheaf of their little brother.  

 Joseph dreamed this dream when he was seventeen years old, 

the book of Genesis tells us. He was the eleventh of the twelve sons 

of Jacob, the first son of Jacob’s marriage to Rachel. Jacob had six 

sons by his first wife Leah, and four additional sons by Zilpah and 

Bilhah, who were handmaids to his two wives. But Joseph and his 

younger son Benjamin were sons of Rachel, his second wife, the 

woman, you’ll remember, he worked for seven years for, and then 

worked another seven years for when his father-in-law tricked him 

and married him to Rachel’s older sister Leah instead.  

For many years, Rachel couldn’t have children, which broke 

her heart and Jacob’s too. For although Jacob had plenty of other sons 

– and a few daughters, too, but scripture unsurprisingly doesn’t tell 

us much about them – his heart belonged to Rachel. She was his 

chosen bride, the woman fair of face and soul who had first won his 

heart when he was a young man searching for his future. Jacob 

rejoiced when at last Rachel did conceive and bear him a son, Joseph, 

and then he wept when she died giving birth to their second son, 

Jacob’s last and youngest son, Benjamin.   

There had always been bad blood between Joseph and his 

older brothers. Sibling rivalry and birth order can create serious strain 

even without the complication of having four mothers, one who was 

desired and beloved, one who was unwanted and used, and two who 

were essentially slaves. Even before the dream, Joseph’s brothers saw 

how he was favored, and they hated him for it. But the dream made 

things much, much worse. “Listen to this dream that I dreamed,” 

Joseph said to his brothers, and told them all about how his mighty 



sheaf had made all their little sheaves do obeisance. He had the dream 

and he told them all about it. Whether he did this because of blinding 

arrogance or staggering naivete, we will never know. What we do 

know is that hearing about this dream pushes his brothers over the 

edge.  

And so one day when they are working hard in the fields and 

they see him skipping over to check on them, as fresh as a rose from 

spending the day indoors with their father, they collectively snap. 

There is no turning the other cheek for them. There is no chance that 

they are going to do unto him the way that they would have him do 

unto them. They no longer care about any rules, Golden or otherwise. 

All they know is that this brother holds more of their father’s love 

than they do, and all they can do is plot how to shut this little twerp 

up. Some of them want to kill him right there, but slightly cooler 

heads prevail in the form of Reuben, the oldest. The eldest son, the 

responsible one, convinces his brothers not to kill Joseph but to 

throw him down a pit instead. Which is exactly what they do. They 

strip him of his outer robe, and throw him down a hole, naked and 

alone, with no food and no water, and with no one to save him. 

Fast forward many years and find yourself in today’s Gospel 

story. There is a famine in the land, an all-consuming crisis that leads 

people to take extreme measures in order to feed their families. 

Joseph’s brothers have traveled all the way from their homeland to 

Egypt, in what I imagine must have been a long, desperate caravan 

across the desert, to buy grain from their Egyptian neighbors. When 

they cross the border, they are greeted and brought to the governor 

who controls the stores of grain in the granaries. He tells them that 

he will help them, but first they must return home and bring their 

youngest brother with them, Benjamin. He fills their bags with grain 

and sends them on their way; confused, but knowing that their hope 

lies in him, they go home again, and come back with Benjamin, their 

littlest little brother, the only remaining son of Rachel.   



Or so they thought. For when the governor sees Benjamin 

and his brothers the second time, he cannot keep his secret any 

longer. He breaks down weeping in front of them and tells them who 

he is. He is Joseph, the brother they had thrown into a pit all those 

years ago. Seeing him, they are distraught, but Joseph calls them close 

and reassures them. “Do not be distressed, or angry with yourselves,” 

he tells them. Because God has put me here to save you. Which is 

exactly what Joseph does. He gives them sacks overflowing with food, 

and all of their silver coin on top of it, and sends them back to 

Canaan to gather up their father and bring him back to the land of 

Goshen in Egypt, where Joseph will give them a good living, with 

land, and flocks, and herds, a place for them and their children and 

their children’s children. All this Joseph does for his brothers who 

hated him and wanted him dead. All of this he does anyway.  

Joseph owed them nothing, but he saves them anyway. He 

had been abandoned at the bottom of a pit in the wilderness, and 

then sold into slavery, accused of rape, thrown into prison, forgotten 

and abandoned, but he saves them anyway. He had been taken away 

from his father, his brother, his homeland, and forced to spend his 

entire life as a refugee, but he saves them anyway. His brothers do not 

show regret, but he saves them anyway. They do not apologize, but he 

saves them anyway. They do not promise to be better in the future, 

but he saves them anyway. They do not tell him that they love him, 

but he saves them anyway.  

 All he wants, all Joseph ever requests of his brothers, is that 

they come close to him and that they do not quarrel along the way. 

Everything else is gift. The herds and the fields, the grain and the 

garments, the land and the silver – all of that is just gift. The only 

thing that Joseph desires is that his brothers come close to him – 

stand by him, be with him – and that along that journey they do not 

fight with each other. Come to me and care for each other. Be mine 

and bear each other up. Love me and love your neighbors as 



yourselves. 

 And isn’t that all that Christ has ever asked of us? Come closer 

to me, and do not quarrel along the way. Be mine, and then love your 

enemies, do good and lend, expecting nothing in return, do not judge 

but forgive. Come closer to me, and do not quarrel along the way. 

And we do, and we don’t, and we try, and we fail, but he saves us 

anyway. We fight and we struggle, but he saves us anyway. We are 

filled with jealousy and lose patience with each other, but he saves us 

anyway. We hoard our love and cling to our last possession, but he 

saves us anyway. We build walls and slap away the hand reaching out 

in need, but he saves us anyway. We find ourselves consumed by 

hatred and unable to speak one single word of peace, but he saves us 

anyway. We feel no regret and forget to apologize, but he saves us 

anyway. We promise to do better in the future but fall right back into 

the ways of the past, but he saves us anyway. We forget that we love 

him, but he saves us anyway.  

 Lent is coming, and with it the opportunity for us to carefully 

and faithfully examine our lives for the ways in which we walk farther 

from God and the ways in which we do quarrel along this way. But 

doing this work does not mean that we can then finally earn the gifts 

that God has given us. If we think this, we are either blindly arrogant 

or staggeringly naïve. The coming season of Lent is a time for us to 

remember that even though you and I act like twerps most of the 

time, God saves us anyway. God still gives us grain and wine and body 

and blood every single day. God still gives us each other, this 

community to be the brothers and sisters and siblings that will sustain 

us in this life. God still gives us a break and forgives us all our sins. 

God still gives us all and saves us anyway. 

 So come closer, my sisters. Come closer, my brothers. Come 

closer all of my blessed siblings. Come closer to this God who saves 

us, and do not quarrel along the way. For God’s Son, Jesus Christ, is 

alive, and he has saved us anyway.  
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