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August 7, 2016 
Luke 12:32-40  
Pastor Michael Tassler  
Grace Lutheran Church  
Colorado Springs, CO  
 
In the fall of 2008 I became an assassin. At least that’s what it felt like. Life as they knew it started to 
crumble for my parents and it seemed that my unique role, among the roles my brothers and I took 
on to help my parents, was to pull the trigger.   
 
Earlier in the year, my dad fell in the driveway and broke his hip, which ended his lifetime of driving.  
In September, he developed a serious ulcer and nearly died, but surgery helped and he made a good 
recovery. My brother Steve began to look at senior residences near his home in the northern suburbs 
of Chicago. This would entail a move from the home my parents built and lived in since I was 15, a 
house stuffed with 65 years of possessions gathered over the course of their married life (I swear, 
everything they had ever owned – and I mean ever – was in there somewhere).  
 
My dad’s dementia was also getting worse.  I flew to Chicago to join my brother in giving my parents 
a tour of a nice place he had found only three miles from his home.  My folks were willing to look, but 
my dad was more grudging than my mom and bristled at the prospect of moving.  “I’ll have to give 
up my freedom,” he would grumble.  On the tour we saw a model room and visited various 
amenities like the barbershop and beauty salon, the game room and a TV lounge and library.  We ate 
dinner together with other residents and then went home.  I suddenly realized my role the next day 
when my dad had no recollection at all of having even visited the place. 
 
I decided to write a letter to my folks.  I realized that the only way my dad, whose capacity for 
memory was vanishing, would be able to deal with information was to have that information in plain 
view. I outlined my argument as to why the freedom my dad said he would lose if he moved from 
their home was, in fact, already lost.  I told them that our major concern was their safety and comfort 
and well-being in the days and years they had left.  I told them that they’d live only minutes from 
Steve and that he would attend to them regularly. I told them I’d call them in a week to discuss the 
letter.  Meantime, I paid the deposit on the apartment in hopes they’d agree.  
 
When I called, my dad was surprisingly open to moving.  He said I made a convincing case. “You’re 
right,” he said. “It’s time.” While his mind wavered about that decision over the next month or so, in 
the end he agreed that it would be best for him and mom to move. 
 
The day after Christmas, I flew again to Chicago and began their transition.  We spent the weekend 
sorting things.  We had to decide what would come from a 4000 sq. ft. home into their little 
apartment. My wife came up with a color-coded system using post-it notes.  Green meant they 
needed it for their new apartment.  Pink was a “maybe” in case there was room.  Everything else, 
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which was like 99% of their possessions, we would either sell or give away or throw away.  “Start 
putting post-its on things,” I told them.  
 
These were heartbreaking days for my dad.  My mom was willing to let it all go, but my dad 
struggled. We had a nice set of Encyclopedia Britannica’s.  I had used them in grade school and my 
dad still loved diving into random articles.  But, they had decided there wouldn’t be room for them.  
For weeks, anticipating this, my dad had tried to off-load them.  Surely a library, or a school, or a 
church would find them valuable, he reasoned.  After many phone calls, he learned that none did.  I 
had to explain to him that with the click of a mouse more information about any topic of interest on 
earth, more than could be contained in one of those outdated articles, was now instantaneously 
available on the Internet. “But these were so wonderful for us; surely someone would love them.” No, 
dad. No one wants them. Sorry.  Let’s just worry about that later.  
 
The night before they moved, I found my dad sitting on the floor, pouring over what seemed like a 
thousand old photographs from his early childhood and even before.  Pictures of him and my mom 
when they were 20 and 19 years old, flush with first love.  He was crying.  He said, “I don’t know 
whether to put green or pink on these.”  I said, Dad, they’re all green.  We’re keeping the pics. Don’t 
worry.  “But, there are so many,” he said.  “I don’t know how to sort them.” I know…we’ll sort through 
them later over time.  But, don’t worry, we’re keeping them all. Let’s get back to putting green on what you 
need in your apartment tomorrow.  
 
The next day, mid-afternoon, they arrived at their apartment, which my nephew and I had quickly set 
up. It was the most labor I had ever done in the span of a few hours, but when my sister-in-law drove 
up with them, it was finished. Basics. Beds and dressers. A small bookshelf in the only nook that 
could take it.  My brother bought them a new, smaller television. Kitchen and bathroom supplies.  
The clothing they had chosen to keep.  Some artwork they liked on the walls.  Some crosses on the 
walls. A collage of pictures: their wedding picture, pictures of me and my brothers and our wives, 
and pictures of their grandchildren.  A good number of photo albums of all the kids and grandkids 
strewn about.  They sighed with relief.  My dad said, “I don’t know how you did this.” I said, I don’t 
either. 
 
I slept on the couch that night, New Year’s Eve, so that they wouldn’t feel alone. We spent a nice, 
relaxed New Year’s Day together. Then, unbeknownst to them, on January 2, a 30-yard dumpster 
appeared in their driveway.  I was back at their home, the house they built when I was fifteen, built 
on a wooded lot they had purchased outside the city when I was a tiny kid, built on property my dad 
used to clear in the summers when we’d listen to Cubs games together on the radio while he cleared 
brush and I fooled around, and in the winters as he dreamed about where his house would one day 
be placed while he built fires to burn the brush and I shot the bb gun my brother Paul had gotten me 
for Christmas.  
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I began to empty their house into that dumpster.  Old worn carpets.  Useless clutter and knick-knacks 
of no sentimental or garage sale value.  And yes, even those Encyclopedia Britannica’s.  I was the 
assassin. 
 
Jesus says, “Do not be afraid, little flock, for it is your Father’s good pleasure to give you the 
kingdom. Sell your possessions, and give alms. Make purses for yourselves that do not wear out, an 
unfailing treasure in heaven, where no thief comes near and no moth destroys. For where your 
treasure is, there your heart will be also.” 
 
All my life I’ve heard Jesus say, “Where your treasure is, there your heart will be also.” Usually, I feel 
guilty when I realize what treasure I have stored up. When I’m honest enough to admit that’s where 
my heart in fact is, I don’t feel so good about what I see.  
 
And then I want to say to Jesus:  Sure. Right.  But you didn’t live to be an old or even middle-aged man, did 
you?  You didn’t have to make your parents move and you didn’t have to empty your parents’ house of their 
possessions.  You never had to be an old man with dementia sitting on the floor, crying in confusion about what 
to keep from of a lifetime gallery of memories. What, really, is wrong with grieving an old set of encyclopedias?   
 
And then, when I’m done kicking the tires, my throbbing foot and the truth of Jesus remain.  I picture 
him bleeding and dying, assassinated really. And then somehow, he is an old man with dementia, 
crying on the floor.  He is a younger man, already grieving the onrushing dying of his parents.  And 
the clarity of what Jesus says remains. The dust of my rant settles and there are his words, clear as 
day.  We keep possessions and purses that wear out.  Clutter and knick-knacks. Things we simply 
have to let go of even if only because we will die. Really, we don’t need them.  
 
Our real treasure is elsewhere, Jesus says. Put your hearts there.  
 
In November of 2012, my brothers and our families stood at our parents’ grave. My parents were 
cremated and their ashes were mixed together, as had been their lives over nearly 67 years of 
marriage. There was a small cube-shaped hole in the ground and we lowered the urn. I kept thinking, 
this is it: this is all – literally all – that remains of my parents.  Some ashes and a hole in the ground to 
keep them.  
 
Just as I was thinking that, their pastor said, “You three sons and your families here today, you are 
the living legacy of your parents’ lives.  You are what remains.  You bear their love in your lives and 
in your relationships.  And nothing, not even death, can ever take that away.” 
 
And I then realized that what Jesus said is true: it is our Father’s good pleasure to give us the 
kingdom.  Amen. 
 
 


