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Allen Pruitt

And there was a rich man,
dressed in purple and fine linen,

who feasted sumptuously every single day.

And just outside his door,
there was a poor man named Lazarus,

covered in sores,
longing only to eat the scraps from the rich man’s table.

Already,
I can feel the anxiety rising in my chest:

which one am I?
Am I rich,
or am I poor?

It’s a parable,
so it might have something to do with the kingdom,

something to do with the salvation of my soul.
It might be about wealth and poverty,

generosity and stinginess;
or it might be about my heart and my soul.

It’s a parable,
so it might be about all those things, all at once.
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So, which one am I?
The rich man
or poor Lazarus?

I’m going to suggest
that it doesn’t really matter.

It’s not how much you have;
it’s what you do with it.

Lazarus had nothing;
he could do nothing,

but to lay there and hope.

The rich man had so much,
and he did whatever he pleased

with all that he had.
And it pleased him

to be dressed in purple and fine linen,
to feast sumptuously,

every single day.

Paul tells us
that the love of money is the root of all evil.

Not having money,
the love of money.

You can be rich and generous.
You can be rich

and realize that none of it is yours in the first place,
that it all came from God,

and here you’re left
with the burden of figuring out what to do with it all.

It’s a gift,
but it’s also a job!
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And too,
you can be poor and greedy!
You can sit around at supper,

thankless,
“If we had this,
and if we had that,
and if we had something else,

then wouldn’t our lives be so much better,
if we just had what they have.”

Not money,
that’s not the problem.

The love of money
is the root of all evil.

How much do I love my money,
however much I have? 

And how much do I love?

How much of my love
do I spend on money?

And how much of my money
do I spend on love?
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One dressed in linen,
one dressed in sores.

And they both wind up dead.

And isn’t that just the way it happens?
We just about all wind up dead,

some time or another!

There they were,
at the end of their lives,

poor Lazarus,
gone up to the bosom of Abraham,

and the unknown rich man,
gone off to hell.

And why?
What commends Lazarus to heaven
and what condemns the rich man to hell?

In the words of Father Abraham,
“remember that in your lifetime

you received your good things,
and Lazarus in like manner evil things;

but now he is comforted here,
and you are in agony.”

Jesus does love a reversal.
Up goes down
and down comes up.

But surely,
surely, that can’t mean that all who are comforted here,

all who have some measure of success in this life,
are condemned to torment in the next?
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If you’ve spent much time talking with me
about matters theological,

then you’ll know by now
that I believe Hell to be a very empty place.

I just have too much faith
in the love of Almighty God,

too much faith
that the love of God is Almighty.

But how many of us live like that, really?
How many of us live every day

like the love of God is Almighty and never ending?
How many of us live

like the love of God gave us our life in the first place?

I sure don’t.
And that rich man didn’t.

He lived for himself;
he lived for his wealth.

There was a poor man
right outside his gate

and the rich man never bothered to feed poor Lazarus.

Some people say that he didn’t notice Lazarus,
but there they are,

dead and gone,
and the rich man calls out to Father Abraham,

“Send Lazarus to dip the tip of his finger in water
and cool my tongue.”
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He knew Lazarus alright;
he knew there was a poor beggar right outside his gate,

knew enough that he could call his name.
He knew Lazarus well enough

that he could send him on an errand,
even there in the after life.

Isn’t that something?
They’re both dead.

By now that rich man ought to have learned a thing or two,
he ought to have asked himself a question,

‘now how did I wind up here,
and Lazarus up there?’

But for the rich man,
nothing has changed.

‘Hey you,
beggar,
Lazarus;

I’ve got a job for you!’

“No, no.
You’ve had your good things

and Lazarus his share of bad,
and besides,

between us there is a great chasm fixed.”

“Well, if he can’t comfort me,
then send him off to my brothers;

he can warn them about the torment to come!”
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Nothing has changed.
In life there was a chasm fixed

between the rich man and Lazarus,
a gate through which no food passed,

no alms,
not even a small measure of earthly comfort.

And now still,
the chasm is fixed.
The chasm is fixed by the rich man.

Fixed even more firmly
as the rich man sends Lazarus to do his bidding,
as he looks on Lazarus as his servant,

instead of looking on Lazarus
as a child of God.

We are,
each of us,

striving to overcome that chasm,
every single day.

There are those outside our gates,
outside the walls of this church,

even those inside these walls,
and between us and them,

a great chasm is fixed.

We promise,
in our baptismal covenant,

that we will seek and serve Christ in all persons,
loving our neighbors as ourselves.

We promise
that with God’s help,

we will strive to overcome that great chasm.
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But how? 
How,

even with God’s help?
How can we seek and serve Christ in ALL PERSONS?

That’s impossible,
that’s unthinkable!

How can we spend our money on love
instead of spending our love on money?

There is too much need,
there is too much greed,
there is too much difference between us all,
there is too much

to even think about starting down that road.

We are separated by so much:
our politics,
our fears,
our striving to make a mark on the world

even our sense of what is right and what is wrong.

It all seems unlikely;
it’s all so unthinkably difficult.

It’s all about as impossible
as someone rising from the dead.

But isn’t THAT…
why we’re here?


