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A man did very, very well.
Abundantly well.

And that man said to himself,
“My barns aren’t big enough

for all that my land has produced.
What can I do

but tear down my barns
and build bigger barns?

And when that’s done,
I will say to my soul,

“Soul, you have plenty stored up for years to come;
relax and have a good time.”

But God came to the man and said,
“You fool!
This very night your life is being demanded of you.

And the things you have stored up,
who will they belong to now?”
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The first 15 times I read this story,
I mistakenly thought that God punished the man.

Perhaps because of his wealth,
perhaps because he had chosen to build bigger barns

rather than giving away his surplus.

But that’s not what the story says at all.
This man’s wealth is not the problem.
His desire to eat, drink, and be merry,

also not a problem.
Jesus never seemed to have any problem with that sort of thing.

And yet,
God comes right out and calls this man a fool.

He is a fool for waiting.
Why did he need to build bigger barns

and then eat, drink, and be merry?
Why did the man need to wait on these bigger barns?

Why not take the surplus,
the abundance of your life

and go ahead and start living?

And so that’s why he’s a fool.
Because he tried to secure his future

before living in the present.
He is a fool for building bigger barns,

instead of building his relationship with God.
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But the man did not die because he was a fool.
He did not die as a punishment.

He died,
because we all die.

As my grandmother says,
“We don’t know how or when,

but it’s a price we all got to pay.”

The rich man never understood this,
and that is why he is a fool.
And in this way we are all of us fools.

For putting off until tomorrow
the good we can do today.

For never understanding
that securing our future

just means acknowledging that God IS our future.

God is our future
and the source of our present.

We can’t store that away,
not with the biggest barns
or the most well-funded 401(k).

We can only give thanks,
and live the life we have been given,

live it fully
and share it with everyone we meet.
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But this insight seems lost,
lost to everyone.

We all want to secure our future,
often at the expense of living our present lives.

And in the end,
it all comes to nothing.

After all,
our goods,
our achievements,

they all disappear,
gone to the dust,
or at least to our estate sale.

As the Preacher in Ecclesiastes says,
“It is all vanity,

a chasing after wind”:
it all comes to nothing.

A friend preached on this passage once,
and he reminded me,

all of this talk about nothing…
    “This is not wasted insight. 

It leads to Something.
W.H. Auden, great Anglican layman, in his poem, 

For the Time Being has this to say about Christ: 

He is the Way. Follow him through the land of unlikeness; You will see rare 
beasts and  have unique adventures. He is the Truth. Seek him in the 
kingdom of Anxiety; You will come to a great city that has expected your 
return for years. He is the Life. Love him in the world of the flesh; And at 
your marriage all its occasions shall dance for joy.
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Auden is onto Something. 
He understands the Preacher. 
More important, he understands The Congregation. 

He understands the tight feeling in the gut 
that we are going to work and work 

and it will, so far as we are concerned, come to Nothing.  
But he also knows that death of the ego,

the coming to nothing of our designs and desires 
is where wisdom begins
is where we just may find 

a path to God.

Afraid you will come to nothing? 
That your efforts will be in vain? 
That your aspirations are vanity and chasing the wind? 

Welcome to the human race.

Every twinge of your ulcer, 
every throb of your headache,
every recurrent tightness in your chest 

is God's invitation in your bodies 
to share your fear with one another, 
to come to the great city of human being, 
to die to vanity, to ego, to emptiness, 

to stop chasing the wind. 
To die to all that, 

and in Christ Jesus, to live towards God.

To God, Nothing is not a threat. 
In the beginning, there was only emptiness, a void. 
Just Nothing, and God. 

And God says, Let there be light.
And that sets energy and matter in motion.

That’s all everything is: 
what God pulls out of Nothing.
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If all we do come to nothing, so what? 
Paul says that when we are baptized, 

we are lowered into death, 
into nothing with Christ. 

And then we are raised to New Life. 
Nothing is not a threat to us, 

because Christ went into 
the grave, that black hole that would swallow up our life, 

and in that darkness, 
made light of it, and rode it back.”1

“To God, Nothing is not a threat.”

In the midst of our nothing
can we point back to God?
Can we take all of our eating,

drinking,
and merry-making,

and offer them back to God
with a contented sigh of “Thank you”?

 Ard, Roger.  Proper13C04SPet.  St. Peter’s, Rome, Georgia.1
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W.H. Auden was an Anglican lay-man and English poet of high esteem.
To bring it back a little closer to home,

I wonder if I might quote that second generation poet
from Montgomery, Alabama?

In his song, Good Friends, Good Whiskey, Good Lovin’,
Hank Williams Jr. lays it out like this:

One thing's for sure, we'll all the just passing through
No we're not gonna live forever, not me and you
But Lord I've had a good time
Yes Lord I've had a good, good life
I've just got one thing to say, this is all that matters anyway
Good friends, good whiskey, and good lovin'
I want to thank you Lord for giving me all of them to get me by

We’re all just passing through.
For each of us,

it will all come to nothing in the end.
Which means that for each of us,

it will all come to God,
in the end.

We may as well live,
live as big and full as God had in mind for us in the first place. 

Which means enjoying our abundance,
sharing it with every person we meet,
and giving thanks to God

for every bit that comes our way.
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I’ll close with another quote from my friend.

“So [in the parable today] Jesus warns about the kind of foolishness we are 
prone to. 

It is foolish to tear down our barns to build bigger barns 
to hold all our stuff. 

We certainly are going to leave it all behind, 
probably for others to fight over. 

It is foolish to worry about where food and clothing will come from. 
Consider the lilies; they don't work, they don't worry, 

and they don't perish. 
Why? God. 

Jesus is suggesting we keep perspective. 
The future belongs to God. 

One way, or the other.

Do what God gives you today.
Enjoy what God gives you today, and be grateful.

Rest, in peace. 
Now. 
Don’t let it just be something 

written on your grave.”2

 Ard, Roger.  Proper13C04SPet.  St. Peter’s, Rome, Georgia.2


