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Luke 12:32-48

Jesus has a lot going on in this long, advice-filled passage: don’t worry, your Father will take care of you no matter what, sell your stuff, give to the poor, be ready for the end of the world or your life, whichever comes first; don’t play while the boss is away. Let’s examine that last statement: “Much will be required of the person entrusted with much, and still more will be demanded of the person entrusted with more.” Does that scare you a little bit? 

It scares me. I think I have “much” in the way of gifts from God: family, friends, talent, material things. Is “much” going to be required of me? What is this “much” Jesus is referring to?

I believe Jesus is talking about two issues: accountability and responsibility, two hard-to-find traits in our society today. Accountability means you can be counted on to keep your word, to do what you say you are going to do. You can be trusted and won’t blame someone for your mistakes. Responsibility means acceptance of the successes or failures you face and taking hold of your life to give it meaning and direction.

I know full well that everything I have in this life is a gift: my fantastic husband, my terrific kids, my supportive family, my loyal friends, my meaningful work, my nice house, and, God knows how much I love my pool. The people in my life mean the world to me, but you can ask Harry right now because it really ticks him off—I don’t care about any of the “stuff.” If the car was wrecked, the house burned up, the pool, God forbid, got a leak—every single thing could be replaced. Doesn’t make a bit of difference to me if it all disappeared tomorrow.

The words in today’s Gospel go straight to my heart: to paraphrase, “If I gave you a lot of talent, brains, material possessions, or money, I’m looking for a good return on my investment.” The last thing I want to hear at the Last Judgment is “Well, Mary, I gave you those great kids—did you teach them about me? Did you send them to Catholic schools? I gave you some great talents. Did you use them to build my Kingdom?” And you know if God is asking, he already knows the answer. I don’t want the answer to be “No, God, I was busy making money which, sorry to say, I couldn’t bring with me,” or “No, God, I didn't have time to teach my kids about you because we had soccer/football/basketball practice.” Guess where I’d be going next? Not upwards!

When I die, I want to hear these words: “Well done, good and faithful servant.” And, although I haven’t always made good choices with all he has entrusted to me, maybe God’s endless mercy will prevail. 

