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Luke 12:13-21 (NRSV) Someone in the crowd said to him, "Teacher, tell my brother to 
divide the family inheritance with me." But he said to him, "Friend, who set me to be a judge 
or arbitrator over you?" And he said to them, "Take care! Be on your guard against all kinds of 
greed; for one's life does not consist in the abundance of possessions." Then he told them a 
parable: "The land of a rich man produced abundantly. And he thought to himself, 'What 
should I do, for I have no place to store my crops?' Then he said, 'I will do this: I will pull 
down my barns and build larger ones, and there I will store all my grain and my goods. And I 
will say to my soul, 'Soul, you have ample goods laid up for many years; relax, eat, drink, be 
merry.' But God said to him, 'You fool! This very night your life is being demanded of you. And 
the things you have prepared, whose will they be?' So it is with those who store up treasures 
for themselves but are not rich toward God." 
 

I’m doing something a little risky this morning. I’m going to share this 
morning an Indigenous teaching story and reflections on Indigenizing 
the church. Whenever we bring these kinds of topics into 
conversation, we worry about misappropriation and showing the 
appropriate respect. I’m going to risk doing this imperfectly for the 
sake of inviting us to reflect. The teaching story comes from Braiding 
Sweetgrass by Robin Wall Kimmerer . . . she says this in her preface: I 
offer “a braid of stories meant to heal our relationship with the 
world.” I offer the story in that spirit. 

I pray this morning that in this time of reflection, we honour all the 
stories we have heard and will hear. I pray that my words are well 
chosen for this morning, show the appropriate respect, and serve this 
time of reflection and our collective learning. If I/we miss the mark, 
teach us a better way, O God. In Christ Jesus, Amen. 

 With the gospel story fresh in your minds, I 

want to read for you another story . . . one that is 

strikingly similar . . . it is an indigenous teaching 

story that is told across North America. This version 

comes from Braiding Sweetgrass . . . it’s about “the 

years when the corn harvests were so plentiful that 

the caches were full. The fields had been so generous 

with the villagers that the people scarcely needed to 

work. So they didn’t. Hoes leaned against a tree, idle. 

The people became so lazy that they let the time for 

corn ceremonies go by without a single song of 

gratitude. They began to use the corn in ways the 

Three Sisters had not intended when they gave the 

people corn as a sacred gift of food. They burned it for 

fuel when they couldn’t be bothered to cut firewood. 

The dogs dragged it off from the untidy heaps the 

people made instead of storing the harvest in the 

secure granaries. No one stopped the kids when they 

kicked ears around the village in their games. 

 Saddened by the lack of respect, the Corn Spirit 

decided to leave, to go where she would be 

appreciated. At first the people didn’t even notice. But 

the next year, the cornfields were nothing but weeds. 

The caches were nearly empty and the grain that had 

been left untended was moldy and mouse-chewed. 

There was nothing to eat. The people sat about in 

despair, growing thinner and thinner. When they 

abandoned gratitude, the gifts abandoned them. 

 One small child walked out from the village and 

wandered for hungry days until he found the Corn 

Spirit in a sunlit clearing in the woods. He begged her 

to return to his people. She smiled kindly at him and 

instructed him to teach his people the gratitude and 

respect that they had forgotten. Only then would she 



return. He did as she asked and after a hard winter 

without corn, to remind them of the cost, she returned 

to them in the spring.”1 

When I looked at the two stories together . . . 

the traditional story from the first peoples of Turtle 

Island and the parable from Jesus . . . I was struck by 

the way each – from the context of their culture – 

teach about the human shadow of disengagement 

that can accompany a season of abundant blessing. 

The people are faced with what to do with it all. Do 

we build bigger barns or just pile it up? Do we use it 

to invest in our future security or expand our use of 

the resource today, with the assumption that it will 

always be plentiful? And because there is plenty, we 

don’t need to work . . . we can set our gardening 

tools aside and eat, drink and be merry. The focus 

shifts from being invested in the production of food 

and the value of that food, to forgetting gratitude 

and even boasting to oneself about one’s wealth.  

In both stories the people suffer because the 

abundance is not appreciated . . . in the gospel story, 

the wealthy landowner would have controlled much 

of the agricultural produce over an entire region.2 

He is interested in propping up his own security, 

 
1 Braiding Sweetgrass p. 187-188. 
2 Feasting on the Word Year C vol 3. p. 313 

without any sense of genuine appreciation of the 

resource . . . if he did, he might also notice the 

starving community of peasants who might like 

something to eat today. At the end of the parable, 

God calls him a fool . . . he has become a passive 

spectator in life and locked away God’s blessing. In 

the Indigenous story, the whole community 

experiences a lack of corn as an important part of 

the gratitude lesson. Only after a hard winter 

without does the Corn Spirit return.  

Across cultures there is an affirmation that it is 

important to learn and re-learn gratitude. Across 

cultures there is an affirmation that we must 

practice gratitude . . . a practice will form our hands 

and heart. 

With the church’s relationship with First 

Nations all over the news, I was thinking this week 

about the work of making room for Indigenous 

peoples in the church. The election of Carmen 

Landsdowne and the vote to create an autonomous 

Indigenous church are examples of Indigenization . . 

. as the partner effort to decolonization – which 

deconstructs colonial ideologies of the superiority 

and privilege of Western approaches3 – 

3 https://www.ualberta.ca/centre-for-teaching-and-
learning/teaching-support/indigenization/index.html July 30/22 



“Indigenization moves beyond tokenistic gestures of 

recognition or inclusion to meaningfully change 

practices and structures. Power, dominance and 

control are rebalanced and returned to Indigenous 

peoples, and Indigenous ways of knowing and doing 

are perceived, presented, and practiced as equal to 

Western ways of knowing and doing.”4 It’s not just 

about looking at our approaches to things . . . it’s also 

about actively making room for different and 

equally valid approaches. I know we’re all in 

different places around this idea . . . I wondered this 

week where are the gentle openings to 

Indigenization . . . what are some real ways we can 

practice equality between Indigenous practices and 

the established practice of the church without 

cultural appropriation? This morning I brought 2 

teaching stories about gratitude – one Indigenous, 

one Biblical – and reflected on them together. I want 

to continue by talking about gratitude itself. 

As non-Indigenous North Americans, our 

practice of gratitude varies widely. At our best, we 

step into the forest or sit by the ocean and can’t help 

but slow ourselves and open to awe and wonder; we 

give thanks before meals; and gather with family 

 
4 https://www.queensu.ca/ctl/resources/decolonizing-and-
indigenizing/what-decolonization-what-indigenization July 30/22 

and friends for annual thanksgiving dinners. When 

people show us kindness, when we experience 

grace, when we worship together, we give thanks. At 

our worst, ugh . . . I hesitate to even open that can of 

worms. As a culture . . . we have room to learn and 

grow in this area. 

In my experience, practicing gratitude is a 

strength of Indigenous peoples . . . and it’s one that I 

really appreciate. I am drawn in by one practice of 

gratitude in particular . . . known as The Words that 

Come Before All Else, they are a gift to the world 

from the Haudenosaunee people. “This ancient 

order of protocol sets gratitude [for all the gifts of 

creation] as the highest priority.”5 When Kimmerer 

asked Onondaga Faithkeeper Oren Lyons if these 

words were ok to be shared outside of their 

community, he said, “It’s supposed to be shared, 

otherwise how can it work? We’ve been waiting five 

hundred years for people to listen.”6 I don’t mean to 

lift this practice above teachings of the Snuneymuxw 

or another Coast Salish Nation . . . I lift this one up 

because I find it powerful and explicit permission is 

given for us to utilize it.  

5 Braiding Sweetgrass, p. 107 
6 Braiding Sweetgrass, p. 116 



The form shared in Braiding Sweetgrass takes 

about 15 minutes to complete . . . here’s a little taste: 

“With one mind, we honor and thank all the Food 

Plants we harvest from the garden, especially the 

Three Sisters who feed the people with such 

abundance. Since the beginning of time, the grains, 

vegetables, beans, and fruit have helped the people 

survive. Many other living things draw strength from 

them as well. We gather together in our minds all the 

plant foods and send them a greeting and thanks. 

Now our minds are one.”7  

At the Ecumenical Society picnic over a week 

ago, we began with these words. As the paper was 

passed around the gathering and different voices 

rose to speak this gift of gratitude, I felt myself 

become more grounded, more connected to water, 

sky, animals, plants, food, and God . . . gratitude can 

help break through the lie of disconnectedness and 

help us experience oneness with creation. We are 

living at a time where it is critical to do so. We have 

been gifted with so much . . . and each gift is in 

danger . . . we need the power of gratitude to make 

us whole again. 

I promised you time to reflect on your own . . . 

for the next 5 minutes or so, I invite you to engage at 

 
7 Braiding Sweetgrass, p. 109 

your own comfort level. You’re welcome to sit and 

listen to the music, light a candle at the front, read 

the Words that Come Before All Else that are posted 

around the room (if you’re online, the words should 

be in your inbox), or reflect on the questions on the 

screen. This time is yours . . . 

 

 


