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Luke 16: 1-13       
1Then Jesus said to the disciples, “There was a rich man who had a manager, and 
charges were brought to him that this man was squandering his property. 2So he 
summoned him and said to him, ‘What is this that I hear about you? Give me an 
accounting of your management, because you cannot be my manager any longer.’ 
3Then the manager said to himself, ‘What will I do, now that my master is taking 
the position away from me? I am not strong enough to dig, and I am ashamed to 
beg. 4I have decided what to do so that, when I am dismissed as manager, people 
may welcome me into their homes.’ 5So summoning his master’s debtors one by 
one, he asked the first, ‘How much do you owe my master?’ 6He answered, “A 
hundred jugs of olive oil.’ He said to him, ‘take your bill, sit down quickly, and 
make it fifty.’ 7Then he asked another, ‘And how much do you owe?’ He replied, A 
hundred containers of wheat.’ He said to him, ‘Take your bill and make it eighty.’ 
8And his master commended the dishonest manager because he had acted 
shrewdly; for the children of this age are more shrewd in dealing with their own 
generation than are the children of light. 9And I tell you, make friends for 
yourselves by means of dishonest wealth so that when it is gone, they may welcome 
you into the eternal homes. 
 10“Whoever is faithful in a very little is faithful also in much; and whoever is 
dishonest in a very little is dishonest also in much. 11If then you have not been 
faithful with the dishonest wealth, who will entrust to you the true riches? 12And if 
you have not been faithful to what belongs to another, who will give you what is 
your own? 13No slave can serve two masters; for a slave will either hate the one and 
love the other, or be devoted to one and despise the other. You cannot serve God 
and wealth.”  
 

 “Then, Jesus said to the disciples …” (Luke 16:1) 

 “There once was a very rich man named Edward Theodore Sebastian 

Montgomery … the third. His rich friends called him Ed as they shared stories of 

lament over how their employees on the factory lines were just never satisfied with 

what they offered them, even though they were being more than generous in giving 

them things like three five-minute breaks per 12-hour shift or a microwave for the 

breakroom … even if it was old and didn’t really work that well. Yes, his friends 



 

called him Ed. The rest of the town, they called him … well, we won’t talk about 

what they called him.   

 Edward Theodore Sebastian Montgomery III owned the largest factory in the 

tri-state area. As a matter of fact, their town centered around his factory and he 

owned much of the property in town … everything but the dentist’s office and the 

butcher shop, to be exact. Edward Theodore Sebastian Montgomery III was one in 

a long line of businessmen who had made their fortune through the continual 

expansion of the factory production of widgets, weedals and welves. He had 

managed, by whatever means necessary to, in his words, ‘leverage the assets of the 

town in order to synergize the paradigm shift and increase the bandwidth through 

360 degree thinking that disrupted the status quo to break down the silos and take 

a deep dive to expand the pipeline of factory production of widgets, weedals and 

welves.’ What, exactly, did this mean? No one really knew.   

To be honest, most of the people in town didn’t like him much. Those who 

worked for him, liked him even less. What they did know is that when they went to 

the General Store, the bill for their basic groceries and necessities always seemed 

higher than the paycheck they had received. But what choice did they have?! They 

owed the company for the land they lived on and even though they felt that 

Edward Theodore Sebastian Montgomery III was robbing them blind, they felt 

trapped. They needed work. They needed to feed their families. And while Edward 

Theodore Sebastian Montgomery III was anything but a compassionate or fair 

businessman, they were always able to get more credit at the General Store.   

Edward Theodore Sebastian Montgomery III had a lot of people working for 

him. So many in fact, that he couldn’t always remember who was who and who did 

what. But if he had learned anything from his father, it was that swift action to 

correct concerns was always necessary; which made it easy, when he heard rumors 

about the Manager of his General Store. He immediately called his Manager, 

Conroy, into his office. ‘I’ve heard things aren’t going so well at the store,’ Edward 



 

began, ‘I don’t tolerate poor business outcomes, so I’ve made a decision. Bring me 

the books tomorrow morning and then show yourself out the door.’   

Conroy had been with the company for decades. He didn’t know what to say, 

but as he opened his mouth to try to defend himself, Edward put up his hand to 

block Conroy’s words and said, ‘That will be all,’ before he turned away and picked 

up the phone on his Italian marble desk.   

Stunned, Conroy got up and walked himself, slumped shoulders and all, out 

of the boss’ office, past reception, and to the bank of elevators. What was he going 

to do without a job?! He couldn’t afford the mortgage payment - let alone groceries 

for his family if he didn’t have his job overseeing the General Store! Clearly his 

aspirations for a better job in higher management were shot. He was too old to 

work on the factory line. As the elevator descended floor by floor, Conroy’s spirits 

dropped further and further. How was he going to get out of this mess!?  His mind 

raced through so many details and questions and concerns. He turned the 

possibilities over and over in his mind. By the time the elevator doors opened into 

the lobby, Conroy had a plan.   

He quickly went to his office across the street in the back of the General Store 

and pulled up the spreadsheet where he tracked everyone’s accounts. Every line 

ended in the red. He picked up his phone and began dialing, starting with John 

Aaron and not stopping until he hung up the phone with Tyler Zywicki. Every 

phone call had gone well and they got easier and easier as he went. They all 

sounded something like this: 

‘This is Conroy at the General Store. Hey, I wanted to talk to you about the 

bill you owe here at the store. Yes, yes, I know it’s more than you can pay today, 

but if you run over on your lunch break or before your shift starts today and pay 

half of what you owe, we’ll call it good. No, no, I’m not joking. Let’s just say, the 

company is feeling generous. Ha! Yeah, I know, I know, I wouldn’t have thought 



 

that would ever happen either. Let’s get it all settled before he changes his mind, 

shall we!? Great! I’ll see you shortly.’   

The phone calls were made, the bills were slashed in half, every single 

account had a zero balance by 2 o’clock that day. Conroy had given up his 

commission on every account, but as he had realized in the elevator that morning, 

he wasn’t going to get it anyway. The best he could hope for would be to make a 

few friends and repair some of the relationships he had with guys that used to be 

his buddies before he had taken the job in management. By 2:30 that afternoon, 

Conroy printed off his spreadsheets and left them on his desk to pick up before his 

meeting with the boss in the morning. Then, he grabbed a gallon of milk out of the 

cooler, a loaf of bread and jar of peanut butter off the shelf in the store and went 

home to tell his wife that things were about to get a little rocky for their family.   

---pause--- 

After a few phone calls that same morning, Edward Theodore Sebastian 

Montgomery the third left his office, told the receptionist to hold his calls for the 

day, and took his private elevator down to his private parking ramp where he got 

into his Lamborghini Roadster and headed to the dentist. An hour later, his 

whitening treatment complete, he sauntered down the hall toward the door. As he 

neared the front desk the receptionist smiled and said, ‘You sure are making some 

news today, Mr. Montgomery!’ He nodded, gave her a half smile and half a wave as 

he walked out the door making a mental note to check in with his VP after lunch, 

as the announcement on their product line wasn’t supposed to hit the news until 

tomorrow.   

He stopped at the deli to pick up his favorite sandwich that was already 

waiting for him when he got there. They knew how to make it the right way, 

exactly to his specifications, with a new package of pastrami opened each day to 

make his lunch. As the woman behind the counter handed him the bag with his 

daily order, she held onto it a bit longer than normal, causing Edward to look up 



 

and into the eyes of his employee. With tears welling up in her eyes she said, 

‘Thank you so much, Mr. Montgomery! We have no idea how we would ever repay 

you. Thank you!’ He nodded and smiled at the woman, whose name he didn’t even 

know, and turned to walk out the door.   

He had no idea what she was talking about, but it happened again and again 

that day; people on the street coming up to thank him for his generosity. Every 

place he stopped, men and women expressing relief and gratitude for what he had 

done. As he drove around town he saw groups of people on almost every street 

corner and they were … well, they were happy! Entire groups of men would stop 

their conversations as he drove by and they would wave to him. Women were 

stepping out of their homes and calling, ‘You’re the best, Mr. Montgomery!’ ‘Thank 

you, Mr. Montgomery!’ and ‘We love you, Mr. Montgomery!’   

He didn’t quite know what to make of it all. This was such bizarre behavior.  

People never waved to him on the street. No one dared to speak to him, which he 

had been quite content with, thank you very much. What did he have in common 

with these factory workers and their families anyway?!   

Before heading home for the night, he stopped at the butcher shop to pick up 

his weekly standing order of two Japanese Kobe steaks; the best money could buy.  

As he approached the counter in the back of the shop, Maynard, the butcher, came 

out to greet him. ‘Well, Montgomery, I never thought I’d see the day! I didn’t know 

you had it in you to be honest! Cutting everyone’s debt in half - you would have 

thought the whole town won the lottery today! You’ve made this town a happy 

place! Everyone’s been in the shop today talking about how generous you are and 

how glad they are to have the factory in town. And, I mean, I better tell you 

thanks, too … my filet mignon sales are through the roof!’   

Concealing his confusion, Edward grabbed his Kobe beef, handed Maynard 

two crisp hundred-dollar bills and told him he’d see him in a couple days to pick up 



 

his standing lamb chop order. Walking to his car it all clicked. He knew exactly 

what had happened that day. 

When he arrived at his office the next morning at 7 am, he was surprised to 

find Conroy already waiting in the reception area for him. Before they were even in 

the office Conroy started in, ‘Mr. Montgomery, I have the spreadsheets for you and 

I’m sorry…’ Edward Theodore Sebastian Montgomery III stopped him mid-

sentence, ‘Come on in to my office, Conroy.  I have to hand it to you, you certainly 

made the best out of your situation!’  ‘Sir,’ Conroy began, but Edward continued, 

‘Everyone in town is talking about how great I am, thanks to you. I know I said 

yesterday that you might want to explore other options for yourself, but let’s not be 

too hasty here. I’m glad you’re working for me, Conroy.  What do you say - why 

don’t you join me for lunch later today so we can talk about the other ideas you 

have to keep the business growing.’”   

< Long Pause> The story ended and the disciples looked at Jesus blankly.  

They looked at one another blankly. Seeing that no one else seemed to understand 

his story either, one of them asked, “Teacher, what does it all mean?” “Seriously,” 

Jesus thought to himself, “sometimes these guys can be so dense!” But instead of 

saying so, he did his best to spell it out for them.   

“We, too, live in a world where dishonesty, corruption and self-interest seem 

to rule the day and where unfairness, exploitation and privilege are so systemic 

that we barely notice, much less protest. We cannot simply sit here and do nothing!  

The Store Manager was a dishonest man, but he was also very shrewd, clever and 

perceptive, seeing far into the future and making plans. He knew his own 

limitations, but he also saw what was available to him and he used whatever 

resources and relationships he had to create a better future for himself and for 

others.   

“Likewise, we too, should be clever and far-seeing, using our resources and 

relationships to create a better future. This is how the Kingdom of God is built … 



 

when people make sacrifices for others. Learn from the Store Manager guys, 

because he understood that what was entrusted to him could serve a larger vision.”   

Silence followed and Jesus let his words sink in for a bit. He was pretty sure 

he could hear the gears turning in the minds of the twelve guys sitting around him 

as they each stared off in the distance or looked as if they were inspecting the 

ground in front of them. Maybe he was too hard on them sometimes. After all, he 

had to give them credit, they were brave for following him all over the countryside.  

Hopefully others would listen, too.   

 


