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July 31, 2016 – The Eleventh Sunday After Pentecost (Year C) – Proper 13/Lectionary 18 

First Lutheran Church, St. Peter, MN 

Texts: Luke 12:13-21 

 

 Grace and peace to you from God our Creator and our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ.  

Amen. 

  It’s said that the process of moving allows a person the opportunity to rediscover all the 

stuff that they have accumulated since their last move.  When you have to pick up every item 

you own and put it in a box, you become very aware of how much you own.  And as someone 

who will spend much of tomorrow loading all of my earthly possessions into a 22-foot moving 

truck, I am painfully aware of exactly what I own.  And since we moved to St. Peter twelve 

months ago in a 16-foot moving truck, I am also very aware of how much we have accumulated 

in the past year.  

 So perhaps it’s a bit of divine comedy that this week’s lectionary includes the parable of 

the rich fool, the man who has accumulated so much stuff that he decides that he must tear down 

his barns to build even bigger ones, or rent a bigger moving truck, as it were. 

 But I don’t think Jesus’ parable today is necessarily about the accumulation of stuff, but 

rather a warning against greed – the force that blinds us to the blessings that we have in our lives 

and that lies to us by saying that we will be happier if we buy more things to store up.  And more 

than that, I think Jesus is cautioning against the isolation that greed brings. You see, I think one 

of the saddest things about the rich fool in this parable is how alone he is.  “What should I do, for 

I have no place to store my crops.  I will do this: I will pull down my barns and build larger ones, 

and there I will store all my grain and my goods. And I will say to my soul, Soul, you have 

ample goods laid up for many years; relax, eat, drink, be merry.” I. Me. My. Mine. His plan only 

includes himself, his world view only includes himself – there’s no community here.  No 
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relationships to enjoy.  No love to share.  It sounds so lonely.  Rich toward God’s vision for us – 

to live a life full of love, thankfulness, and community with others.  To live in relationship with 

God. 

 So it would not make sense to measure my year in St. Peter solely by the things that I’ve 

accumulated – which, if you’ve visited my office, you may guess are mostly new books.   Or to 

judge these past twelve months by the extra six feet of truck we need in order to move back to 

Chicago.  

As “Seasons of Love,” the famous song from the musical Rent says, there is another way 

to account for a year.   

Five hundred twenty five thousand six hundred minutes 

Five hundred twenty five thousand moments so dear 

Five hundred twenty five thousand six hundred minutes 

How do you measure, measure a year? 

 

In daylights, in sunsets, 

In midnights, in cups of coffee? 

In inches, in miles, 

In laughter, in strife? 

 

In five hundred twenty five thousand six hundred minutes, 

How do you measure a year in the life? 

 

How about love? 

Measure in love. 

 

 

 Thankfully, I have more to store up from this year than extra boxes of books. While we 

have certainly accumulated some more stuff, I will treasure much more the relationships formed 

and experiences had here.  I have memories that will last a lifetime and my heart is full of love.  

From my very first day here at First Lutheran, I have felt nothing but love and welcome.  And 

it’s all of you that will stay with me forever.  You have invited me into your homes.  You have 
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confided in me.  You have supported me and challenged me to grow.  We’ve laughed and we’ve 

cried.  We’ve sung and we’ve prayed.  We’ve celebrated baptisms, confirmations, and weddings 

and we’ve committed our loved ones into God’s care.  We’ve explored biblical stories and we’ve 

explored mountain peaks in the wilderness.  Like today’s rich fool, I have an abundant harvest to 

store, but I am able to share it with all of you wonderful people. 

 So thank you, my beloved siblings in Christ.  Thank you for welcoming me into this 

beautiful community.  Thank you for your love and your friendship.  Thank you for taking a 

chance on an intern from that Chicago school.  But mostly: thank you for being you.  You will 

always have a special place in my heart and in my prayers. 

 As I prepare to depart, please allow me to offer you one more blessing. 

 May the Lord bless you and keep you.  May the Lord’s face shine on you with grace and 

mercy.  May the Lord look upon you with favor and give you peace.  In the name of the Father, 

and the Son, and the Holy Spirit.  Amen. 


