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Genesis 45:1-15 Joseph Reconciled to Brothers
Sermon: Reconciliation Rocks  
Last week on the Web Worship video I said “Today, I am Larry Vilardo” Someone 
asked me who I would be this week. I answered I will be Joseph, son of Jacob. So 
here goes.
Hello, I am Joseph. I am an old man now but I am going to tell you about a land far 
away when both myself and the world were still young.
My Father, Jacob, conceived 13 children with four different women. I know how to live 
in a complex blended family. It was more than a bit dysfunctional but we will get to that. 
I had one brother younger than me and 11 half brothers older than me. 
My older half brothers were always slackers. I would go check on them when they 
were tending sheep and I always had to give  negative status and incident reports to 
dad. I am very fastidious and a bit of a tattle-tale. Don’t look at me that way, they 
deserved it. Back to Dad. I was always his favorite. My mom was his favorite also. After 
she passed away we hung out together trading recipes. Dad was a gourmet cook and 
once sold some stew for an inheritance.  We also shared a love of good tailors. My 
favorite custom garment was my coat of many colors. It was kind of psychedelic and 
and I wore it everywhere. Wow, did I look good in those duds! My self esteem was 
always high. When I was seventeen I told my family about my dreams…a man should 
dream, shouldn’t he? I dreamt that I was to be superior to all of them. Even Dad 
thought this was a little over the top. I always felt like wonder boy. However, I had to 
wonder what happened when one day I became a victim of human trafficking. I went 
out to check on my brothers, they stripped my coat off me and threw me into a well. 
While casually  having lunch, ignoring my pleas for help, they discussed my fate. Death 
or white slavery. To top it off they threw all their lunch debris in the pit. It was sticky and 
dirty, and they did not even separate the recyclables. I was most furious about that. I 
am OCD and like things very orderly. Like I said, slackers. Then they sold me to a 
Midianite slave caravan for 20 bucks. Undervalued! They were even too lazy to get a 
deal. The Midianites put me on a horse called Midnight and we rode day and night to 
Egypt where I was sold to a royal officer as a domestic servant. There, my OCD served 
me well. I got everything in the house ship shape. This turned out to be bad, for the 
mistress of the house now had nothing to do and out of boredom or jealously kept 
trying to sleep with me. It was like “Real Housewives of the Nile Delta”.  One day she 
cornered me when no one else was there and ripped off my Butlers coat and dress 
shirt. They were almost as nice as my coat of many colors, can’t a guy get a break?
After I ran for it she accused me, falsely in a #metoo tweet. (using hieroglyphics of 
course). Her husband threw me in jail. Any jails are bad, but this one was really rank. 
My OCD kicked in. I cleaned up my cell, then everyone else’s. Then I cleaned up the 
jail paperwork, updated the menus, and developed protocols. Did I say I was OCD? 



Soon I was in charge of a dungeon but still in charge,  dreaming about prison reform, 
or an innocence project. 
One day a royal baker and royal cupbearer were both thrown in jail at the same time 
and both had dreams. I always strive for order in my life, but dreams have always 
haunted the margins of my mind. It is God’s sense of humor. I interpreted both dreams, 
one was bad for the baker, and one was good for the cupbearer who was returned to 
the palace. I asked him to remember he owed me a favor. He forgot for two full years.
Then Pharaoh had a dream. Suddenly the cupbearer remembered! He called me in. 
The dreams interpretation was that there would be seven fat years and seven years of 
famine in the whole earth, I explained to Pharaoh. My OCD kicked in, I told Pharaoh 
that he needed to quickly implement a storage and distribution plan. I got the job. At 30 
years old I had cool Egyptian threads, a sweet Egyptian chariot, royal bling and an 
Egyptian priestess for a wife. I forgot my homeland and went native. I even did “Walk 
like an Egyptian” Calisthenics every night. When I turned 37 the famine began and it 
was world wide. When I was 39 my family showed up from Israel trying to buy food. 
They did not recognize me because I spoke only Egyptian in their presence. But I 
recognized them. It was tough. The hurt of being sold into slavery and separated from 
your family sticks with a guy. That is brutal sibling rivalry.
It was not until the third visit I set up that I revealed myself. I sat them in their birth 
order. My old OCD was kicking in. Then like the dreams in the margins of my mind, 
childhood memories began to creep in and I was overwrought with emotions. One of 
the coolest things a royal officer gets to do is say “Clear the Room” and all the 
Egyptians headed out. My family still had no idea what was going on. In Hebrew, a 
language I had not used in two decades, I said “It is Jospeh your brother”. The one you 
sold into (I almost said slavery) Egypt”. They were worried about revenge but I was 
over that. I said God has a plan for miraculous deliverance.  Then my OCD  kicked in 
and I developed a plan. “This famine has lasted two years, and it is going to last 5 
more!” I said go home, grab dad, kids, grandkids, flocks, herds and all that you own 
and move to Egypt. You can live here in some nice pasture land and I will take care of 
you. I am second only to Pharaoh. I am able to provide for all the needs of you and 
your families.
I think you can learn from my story. You have a plague in the land, It is worldwide and it 
could very well last two years. It may take another five years to recover from the 
economic, social and political ramifications.  Like my family you need to commit 
everything you are, and everything you have to someone who cares for you, Jesus 
Christ (a direct descendant of mine I might add). He has adopted you into his family 
and loves you. He has has everything you need to endure this plague in the land. He 
can and will provide you with spiritual and material resources without limit. Don’t wait, 
come home to Christ. That is where your body and soul can shelter safely in place. 
God was faithful then, and he is faithful now. For that we should all be grateful.


