
Grace and Peace to you from God our Parent, Christ our sibling and the Holy Spirit our ever-
present helper.    Amen! 
 
It’s great to be here with you this morning and I bring you greetings from 

St. Matthew Trinity is Hoboken, our Pastor Gary LeCroy and our 

Lunchtime Ministry Program.   It’s been a year since I was here with you 

last and I’m glad to report that the Lunchtime ministry continues to thrive.   

It was a difficult year in many ways as we continue to struggle with 

increasing numbers, the prevalence of mental illness and drug addiction 

and just the intense sadness that comes with seeing our brothers and sisters 

continue to struggle.  We had our first overdose this year so we’ve had to 

add Narcan to our wishlist and we’ve dealt with the death of a number of 

other dear friends in the community.  It’s always hard when one of our 

guests dies because it brings into sharp focus the profound alone-ness of so 

many people in our world today.   But there was also great joy and it’s 

important that I report that to you as well.   The palpable sense of 

community that exists among our guests and volunteers, the real 

sustenance we are able to provide to body, mind and spirit…bring 

overwhelming joy to all involved.   To see a homeless man who never 

speaks at all sitting in our art class smiling as he paints a tree while chatting 

to Liz, our volunteer who runs the art program,. or just to see our guests 

laughing and being together as a community without fear or judgment, 

makes it all worthwhile.  And last year we started LTM PM: Lunchtime 

Ministry at Night.   Once a month we put out tablecloths and candles and 

use real china and have music (sometimes even live) and we invite our 



guests in for an intimate dinner where we serve them at their tables.  It’s a 

chance for our congregants who don’t get to help at LTM during the day 

because of work schedules to see the ministry in action…and it has 

become the favorite night of the month for our friends at LTM.  For me, it 

is a chance to sit down and really have a meal with people…and I have to 

say it has become my favorite night of the month too.   There are people I 

have known for decades but there’s always been the divide that comes with 

being the server and the one served.  When you sit down and share a meal 

with a person and just talk…those lines go away.   I now have much deeper 

relationships with many.  So. if anyone you know ever wants to prepare 

food for 60-70 on a Thursday night…LMK!  It’s a lot of fun.  I love 

spending time around LTM for many reasons…not the least of which is 

that it gives me good context and perspective when it comes to Gospel 

lessons like the one today from Luke.   Luke loves to challenge our ideas 

about money…and possessions…and how they relate to our faith.    

 

So I DID NOT win the Billion dollar Lottery on Friday.   But there is a 

guy in Illinois who’s gonna need some way bigger barns…but today, we get 

to talk about a different rich guy.   He’s kind of a 1st century Lotto winner.    

Our story today starts out:  “The land of a rich man produced abundantly”  

SO abundantly in fact that he had nowhere to store his stuff.   What’s a 

poor rich guy to do?  We sometimes think of him as a rich farmer but 

that’s not what the parable says.  He is not called a farmer.  He is a 

landowner who has likely become rich from the labor of others and 



because of that labor and good fortune, he ends up with a big luxury 

problem:  where will I store all my stuff? 

So he launches into an incredible, self-centered dialogue.  Which sounds 

something like this: 

 

●  Woe is me what am I to do? 

● I have so much stuff where will I store it? 

● Wait!  I know what I will do 

● I will tear down my barns and build bigger ones 

● I will store my stuff in these new barns and then… 

● I will say to my soul:  Soul!  We are all set 

● I will eat and I will drink and I will be merry for many years.   

● I got this all figured out.   Whew! 

 

But of course in the story, it doesn’t go as planned because his life was 

required that very night.   Foolish man, God says.  You’ve stored up riches 

on earth but are not rich towards God.   There’s a lot to unpack in the 

story.    

 

I can’t preach this lesson without saying a word about the current state of 

our country when it comes to income and wealth inequality.   It is a fact 

that we live in a country where every day more and more wealth gets 

accumulated into the hands of fewer and fewer people.  In the first half of 

this year the top 10% of wealthy people in America control 70% of all the 



money in the country and here’s what’s really shocking, the bottom 

50%...the majority of Americans…control only 2.8% of our nation's 

wealth.  Think about that.  The majority of people in America have access 

to less than 3% of our country’s  resources.  For most Americans, building 

more barns is not something they need to worry about and the chance of 

them ever sitting back, relaxing and eating, drinking and being merry for 

the rest of their retired lives is just not reality…unless they do hit the 

lottery.  You see my friends…the majority of Americans have WAY more 

in common with our LTM friends than they might want to believe.  I don’t 

want to spend time talking about what to do about that economic reality 

but I just think it’s important to remember that this is a luxury problem we 

are discussing today and that most of us have way more in common with 

the labor force than the landowner.  There is certainly a message about 

greed in the story and about not hoarding our wealth and even a call for 

more sharing and that’s an easy sermon to preach but on another level, the 

story isn’t about money at all, or about crops.  It’s not about stuff.  It’s 

about our relationship with our stuff.   

 

 

Whenever I think about storing up treasures on earth I think about my 

friend Al Poletti.  Pastor Susan will remember him.   Al was a lifelong 

member of our church and a beautiful man.  He was predeceased by his 

wife Ruth and they had no children or close relatives so I kind of ended up 

taking care of Al at the end.  I remember one time in hospital when Al was 



having a bad day and he looked at me very intently and said, “come closer 

Mark I need you to ask you something.”  Yes Al. what is it I said?  “If I 

ever get out of this hospital, you have to promise to do something for me 

before I die.   Promise me…that you’ll take me to Walmart!”  Yup!  

Walmart.  Al loved that place and I took him there many times before and 

after that day.  He bought household goods and other things but what he 

really went there for I found out later was socks.  I didn’t take it in at the 

time but every trip…Al bought socks.  When Al died, and it was left to us 

to clean out his house, we discovered that he had well over 300 pairs of 

socks.  Still in their packaging.   

 

 

Al was also storing up treasures on earth.   Socks represented something to 

him.  As a child of the depression and a veteran of WWII who served in 

the Pacific Theater, Al knew the importance of clean dry socks and I 

suspect he decided never to get caught short again.   Socks were security 

for Al so he bought more and more.  Two whole dressers in his house 

were dedicated to socks alone.   

 

 

Al wasn’t a fool.   He was rich in God as well as rich in socks.   He was one 

of the most faith-filled people I have ever met but it is worth talking about 

his fascination with socks and to ask ourselves the important question:  

What treasures are WE storing up on earth?  What things are WE 



sometimes putting before God and our relationship with Him or at least 

using as a security blanket?    How are WE relying on stuff instead of 

relying on God?   

 

It’s not an easy question to answer…especially when you get to a certain 

place in your life.  My wife Carol and I are both 61 and our kids are grown 

and almost out of the house.  We are actively thinking about and planning 

for our retirement.   We constantly struggle with the question of whether 

we’ll have “enough”.  I’m sure many of you have had those thoughts and 

conversations and they are real and important!  The gospel lesson today 

reminds us however that planning and storing and pretending that our 

Fidelity account is a barn full of security is not the only thing to think 

about.  Jesus reminds us today that if we spend all of our time worrying 

about whether we’ll have enough…we will miss the more important reality 

that we already do.   I try to remind myself and my budget-conscious wife 

and I guess I’m here to remind you all as well that thanks to a relationship 

with God and the redeeming fact of Jesus Christ…we already HAVE 

enough…we already ARE enough…and that fear of financial insecurity is 

just that:  FEAR.   God does not promise us that we’ll hit the lottery or 

that we’ll ever need bigger barns or even that we’ll ever have enough socks.  

But God does promise us that we will NEVER…EVER be alone,  

whatever our economic reality is.   

 

 



My friends at LTM certainly have no barns…no 401K’s…no future 

retirement plans but I have met people who know…in the 

moment…God’s presence in a way that I aspire to.  And I have witnessed 

acts of generosity and kindness which most of us can only imagine.   I have 

literally seen homeless people give away their ONLY spare pair of socks in 

a rainstorm.   The great thing about being “rich in God” as Luke says…is 

that it requires no money…no stuff.  All it takes is realizing that we already 

are.   All it takes is knowing WHO we are and WHOSE we are.   Godly 

riches are available to us all every day because they are free.  Whether 

you’re a homeless guy in Hoboken or that guy in Illinois or just you…it 

doesn’t matter.   We are rich in God…and if we can just live in that reality, 

we’ve already hit the lottery.    

 

Al did pass away after a few more Walmart trips.  I was with him when he 

died.  At the moment he died.  And you know what?   He died barefoot.  I 

remember putting the blanket over his feet.  When his time came,. Al had 

no socks but he was not alone.  Peace 

 

 

 

 


