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In the name of God, the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit, Amen! 
A man’s father was dying of cancer.  The man and his sister had been 

caring for their father - the man staying with his father throughout the day, and 
his sister staying with him during the night. 

It had been a long, hard day.  The man and his father had not always gotten 
along well.  On this particular day the man’s father was especially irritable, giving 
the son a hard time about every little thing.  As a result, the son was impatient, 
waiting for his sister to come home for the ‘night shift.’  He had his coat on so he 
could leave as quickly as possible when she arrived.  But he heard his father call 
to him from his bedroom.  He went in to see what he needed, and his father asked 
him, “Son, what do you think happens to us after this life?” 

Now, as we all know, that’s a big question.  A serious question.  The son 
thought for a moment.  He couldn’t think of anything to say, so he laid down on 
the bed beside his father and asked him, “Dad, do you love me?”  “You know I 
love you,” said his father.  The son touched his own chest above his heart, and 
then reached over and touched his father’s chest, above his heart.  He asked his 
father, “How much of our ability to love do you think we use during our lives?  Ten 
percent?” 

The father thought for a few seconds and said, “Fifteen.”  “Okay,” said the 
son.  “In heaven,” he said, again touching his own chest and then his father’s, 
“one hundred percent.”  The next day the son got a call from his sister, telling him 
that his father had died, very peacefully.  “But,” she said, “the strangest thing 
happened.  Just before he died, he made a gesture she didn’t understand.”  She 
said, he had looked at her, and he touched his chest, his heart, and then reached 
up and touched hers. 

My friends, in heaven, life is one hundred percent.  Our relationships with 
one another will be one hundred percent.  Love is one hundred percent.  We will 
be connected with our God and each other, one hundred percent.  There will be 
no chasms, divides, or gulfs between us. 

In the first book of the Bible, Genesis, our God makes it abundantly clear to 
us that we were created to be in relationship with one another.  We were made to 
be in a right relationship with God and each other, one hundred percent.  But, as 
we all know, we don’t live that way.  There always seems to be something else 
demanding our attention.  Something that takes up part of the space in our hearts 



that denies us the use of one hundred percent of our hearts for loving God and 
each other.  Sometimes that something else is material in nature - usually money, 
or our seeking of some other superficial desire, or comfort, in opposition to the 
purposes for which God created us. 

In our reading today from 1st Timothy, the Apostle Paul encourages the 
faithful to not get too close to the uncertainty of wealth, but rather draw close to 
‘God who richly provides us with everything for our enjoyment.’  Paul says, if we 
live in a right relationship with God, it will be revealed by our doing good, being 
rich in good works, being generous and always ready to share.  And living that 
way will allow us to ‘take hold of the life that really is life.’  Not the appearance of 
life - what this world trumpets as the good life - the material comforts - but the 
life that really is life, the abundance that comes from living heart to heart, one 
hundred percent, today and every day. 

The story Jesus tells us in the gospel could easily be an elaboration on our 
reading from 1st Timothy.  It is easy to talk about righteousness in general, as a 
concept, in the abstract.  It is quite another matter to deal with it in the particulars 
of our daily living. 

My brothers and sisters, poverty doesn’t lie outside the rich man’s gate; a 
poor, starving human being does.  The man is covered with sores, willing to eat 
scraps to survive.  He is a man with the same hopes and dreams we all have.  He 
is a man with an identity, with a name, Lazarus.  Although the rich man’s 
sumptuous lifestyle would have him deny it, he also has a need.  The rich man 
needs to serve Lazarus as a brother, as a fellow human being.  As a son of God.  If 
he were to do so, together they could help each other experience ‘the life that 
really is life.’  But during his life, the rich man chooses not to notice Lazarus, 
much less care for him.  It’s as if Lazarus doesn’t exist.  As a result, a great chasm 
separates the two men, a divide of the rich man’s making. 

And the scene shifts to heaven.  As you might expect, everything is 
reversed.  Lazarus is content.  The rich man is in torment.  He longs for even a 
drop of water to cool his tongue.  A tongue that had tasted so many pleasing 
foods during his life time.  And yet, sadly, the rich man still does not care about 
Lazarus.  In his torment, he wants to use Lazarus as a servant.  ‘Father Abraham,’ 
he says, ’have mercy on me, and send Lazarus to dip the tip of his finger in water 
and cool my tongue; for I am in agony in these flames.’  ‘No,’ says Abraham.  The 
chasm between you, that you dug during your life, has become impassable.  The 
gulf which you created, and comforted you in life, has become uncrossable. 

My friends, the truth found in this parable is that the rich man needs 
Lazarus as much as Lazarus needs the rich man.  The independence that riches 
seem to bring is in reality an illusion.  The rich man thinks he can afford not to see 
Lazarus lying outside his gate.  The rich man lives under the illusion that we are 
all islands, responsible for no one but ourselves; contrary to 17th century poet 
and priest John Donne’s wisdom that no one is an island unto themselves. 



The rich man lives under the illusion that we are individually separate 
beings, our own possessions, and that our only responsibility is to ourselves, and 
that is enough. 

Like Abel’s brother Cain in the book of Genesis, the rich man shrugs, and 
asks God, ‘Am I my brother’s  keeper?’ assuming it is a rhetorical question - not 
dreaming that the answer may be ‘yes.’  Yes, my friends, we are responsible, and 
our choices - to see, to notice, to serve, to love, or not, really matter. 

Perhaps for the rich man the divide between himself and the beggar with 
his sores brings him some sense of safety.  Perhaps the rich man is saying to 
himself, we are separated by many gulfs in life, and we can only build so many 
bridges.  Perhaps he feels there is little he can do, little difference he can make.  
Perhaps he sees the distance between himself and Lazarus as a necessary evil.  
Maybe the rich man is self-conscious, afraid of being seen for who he really is - of 
being revealed as inept, or powerless, or empty, despite his material success in 
life. 

I believe Jesus’ parable points to something better for us, something better 
and more real - the reality that we were created not to be alone, but to be loved; 
not to be users of one another, but to be partners in the world.  We were created 
not to dig chasms and let gulfs separate us, but to build bridges, no matter how 
long they are, or how difficult to build. 

When I read this parable the first question I ask myself is, who am I in this 
parable?  So, ask yourselves.  Who are you?  We are not Lazarus, although we 
may very well be longing for something.  We are not even the rich man, although 
we may have more than we need in terms of material possessions.  No, my 
brothers and sisters, we are the five brothers. The brothers and sisters of the rich 
man, who still live - whom the rich man wishes to warn, to save from the torment 
of being on one side of an uncrossable chasm; the torment of being separated 
from God; the torment of being able to envision only using people, not loving 
them - the torment of ignoring the poor, not serving them.  We are the five 
brothers, in danger of waiting for some spectacular sign from God before we will 
take the message of this parable seriously. 

No, says Abraham.  We have all the signs we need.  And we do.  We have 
God’s Word.  We have the prophets.  We even have a man risen from the dead, 
who has taken upon himself all the excuses we might offer to do what is right. 

My friends, all of us have someone sitting by our gates.  Someone who 
provides us the opportunity to fulfill the promises of our baptismal covenant, 
promises to seek and serve Christ in all people, to respect the dignity of every 
person.  And it’s not too late.  We have a choice; to build bridges, or dig chasms.  
We can choose to use one hundred percent of our capacity to love now and not 
wait for heaven.  So, my brothers and sisters, what do you choose?  Amen.


