God is not Fair
Matthew 20:1-16

1. Meaning of Fairness

Fair is a good thing—but maybe not always. [image: image1.jpg]



Fairness is where people do not judge you by the color of your skin but by the content of your character.

And that’s a good thing, a very good dream indeed.

But there’s more.

Fairness is where you don’t have to bribe someone in order to receive justice.

Fairness is where your friend doesn’t lie to you or gossip about you.

Fair is when you’re judged by what you do and not who you know.

Fair is not a bad thing.  But sometimes fair is not a good thing either.  It’s a sword that cuts both ways. b/o
On the road again…
Caldecutt Tunnel is a fun place to be, isn’t it?  Most people know that if only one bore is open in your direction you’re going to have to merge down from 4 lanes to 2. [image: image2.png]MERGE
AHEAD



 Some blend in early, others try to race to the head of the line and cut in at the last minute.  (And Bill, I promise not to tell anyone which preference you have.)
All of us know that somebody has to let you in if you charge to the front instead of waiting your turn.  Have you ever been up there and someone’s racing up by, so you just give it a little gas, to subtly close up the space so they can’t get in.  Then you try to look all innocent like you didn’t even know they were there.

Ever done that?

(me neither)

It’s irritating when you’re treated unfairly—mostly…

2. Unfairness resisted
God is not fair
(God is love.  God is light.  But God is not fair.)
Something within us deeply rebels against that statement.  We want a fair God; we want a fair universe. b/o We want fairness in our relationships—people should treat us fair—we should be fair with others, it’s just how the world works; at least how things should be

We are hardwired to expect a reality in which things are fair.

And when they’re not we rebel against it.

Examples
(DVC-grade scandal—cheating(definitely not fair, but not every unfairness is cheating; not really.)

It wasn’t fair that all those students were gunned down in Virginia. Everybody knows that, no argument.  It wasn’t.  But it was worse than unfair; it was wrong.

It isn’t fair that decades of civil war in the Sudan are annihilating generations. Yet it is worse than unfair; it is wrong.  Morally, reprehensively wrong—and there’s a difference.

3 Fairness is not enough

Here’s my wild-eyed claim: God isn’t fair, and neither should we be.  

If your expectation is for life to be fair, you will be continually disappointed; continually victimized by the world around you.  No matter how hard you try, no matter how much you pray, no matter what promises you claim, life will never be fair. Stop expecting it to be!
Give it up. 

It’s the wrong compass heading.

Dead end

Lost cause

Life is not fair.

God is not fair.

Hallelujah!

Here’s some more good news—God’s grace is not limited to the fairness of events.  If fairness were weeds and grace were seeds, grace would still flourish in a garden of unfairness.
Here’s some more weird stuff—God’s grace is very rarely focused on making circumstances fair. God is more focused on making you pure than in making the soil in which you grow pure.
The purity of your heart is not dependent upon the purity of your surroundings.

Experiencing the Text
But boy does it hurt when we’re not treated fairly.  b/o
Like suppose you’d been out working in the vineyard from early morning till late evening.  You have felt the hunger, you’ve known the thirst; and the bone tired weariness that comes from harvesting grapes all day long.  Filling basket after basket, trudging down the rows to fill the cart, then back again for more.  

Sunburned

Hands scratched and bleeding

Knees screaming for relief…

Fresh ‘meet’
And the new guy shows up.

It’s almost sundown, maybe an hour more work at the most.  

He starts picking grapes near you.

“Wow, what a beautiful day this has been.  Hasn’t it?  And the scenery from up here-it’s gorgeous, breathtaking.  You must love being up here all the time.

“I’ll bet the morning was incredible—don’t you just love the way the light filters through the mists rising from the valley? To think, I’m home laying in bed while you’re out here breathing the fresh air—wow, sleeping in isn’t all that it’s cracked up to be.”

You mumble something, but he doesn’t hear.  He rambles on about how much fun this is, how lucky you are to do it for a living, how fast time flies as the sun sets and you follow him to the pay line.

$75 bucks! He gets a full day’s pay.  For one hour.

Dollar signs dance through your head as you think about the fact that you worked 10xs longer than he did.  $750, maybe more cause you had to work through the worst hours of the day—hazard pay or something.  A nice fat wad of $100 bills.
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A twenty [image: image4.jpg]


(it’s going to take a lot of 20’s to get to a grand)

A fifty [image: image5.jpg]


(moving along better now—but still. Keep it coming)

The paymaster stops 

Awkward pause.

Then he speaks something totally incomprehensible: “Next”.

What?

That ain’t right!

And that’s what God’s like.

And we don’t like it.


Entitlement-mentality of merit
Especially those of us who have been at it awhile.  I mean we were there when things were really tight.  We had to dig down deep; sacrifice to keep this thing going. They don’t have a clue how lucky they are. They can’t begin to appreciate how good they have it.
Exactly.

And neither can we.

I mean really—can we get how lucky we are that Jesus did all the heavy lifting for us? Can we honestly comprehend what it cost God for us to receive forgiveness? Listen, God was permanently scarred by the crucifixion.  

Five bleeding wounds he bears

Received on Calvary

They pour effectual prayers

They strongly plead for me.

So when I do what I do for God as long as I remember I’m doing it for God then I never have to worry that I’m being taken advantage of.  No matter what the cost of my servanthood, it’s never going to exceed, let alone match, what Jesus did.  Right?
But the problem is when I start evaluating my servanthood against that of others—that’s when the whole ‘fair/unfair’ game comes into play and I can get confused into thinking that someone else is getting off too easily.

Look up and read:  
>Matthew 12:6-8

 “For I desire mercy, not sacrifice,

 and acknowledgment of God rather than burnt offerings.” Hosea 6:6 6
Some people think Christians are more ready to sacrifice than to show mercy.  To sacrifice a fellow churchgoer for the sake of making a point, to sacrifice a relationship for something that won’t matter 100 years from now; to sacrifice the unity of the Body of Christ for the sake of personal taste.
“It’s not fair that things aren’t what I want them to be.”

Life is not fair.

God is not fair.

Hallelujah.

Fairness is the wrong standard—the wrong metric.  It’s not fairness but mercy; not ‘justice, but love.

And you watch, those who have the hardest time with being merciful are usually those who have the hardest time believing in forgiveness—especially their own.

b/o
Three questions:

#1.  Is it possible that the devil has told you the unfair things in your life were your own fault? That the bad stuff that happens to you is proof that God is mad at you?
What if it weren’t?  What if the unfair factor were simply proof that mercy lives in God’s creation?

#2.  Are you waiting to forgive until you think the person has earned it—and it’s the fair thing to do?

#3. Are you holding out on God until you feel he’s treating you right?

God’s already more than earned our trust on the cross. 
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