
26th Sunday in Ordinary Time 

 

The parish church was badly in need of repair.  So the pastor 

called a special meeting inside the church to raise funds.  At the 

assembly the pastor explained the need of an emergency fund 

for plastering the roof and the other areas which needed repair.  

He invited people to pledge their contributions.  After a brief 

pause Mr. Murphy, the richest man in the parish, volunteered he 

would give $50 dollars.  Just as he sat down, a hunk of plaster 

fell from the ceiling on his head.  Mr. Murphy jumped back up 

looking terribly startled and corrected himself: “I meant to say 

$500 dollars.”  The congregation stood silent and stunned. Then 

a lone voice cried out: “Oh Lord, hit him again!” 

Jesus told this wonderful story.  "There was a rich man," he said.  

I don't know what you think when you hear those words, but 

when I hear, "There was a rich man," I think of a man who lives 

in a different world –– a world of privilege.  Frankly, even 

though I've been taught that there is more to life than money –– 

and even though I know that many rich people are not happy –– 

still, I think, "That guy was lucky.  It must be nice to be rich."  

Just think of the Power Ball winners. 

 

As Jesus describes him, this rich man seems lucky.  He wears 

the finest clothes and eats at the best tables.  He wants for 

nothing.  It's a nice life.  Many would be tempted to trade. 

 

Then Jesus says, "At (the rich man's) gate lay a poor man named 

Lazarus, covered with sores."  It's interesting that Jesus gives 

this poor man a name.  This is the only place in Jesus' parables 

where Jesus tells us the person's name.  You see, naming this 

poor man gives him dignity.  Jesus will not let him be 

anonymous–– He will not let us write him of as riff-raff.   

 



It's also interesting to note that Jesus does NOT tell us the rich 

man's name.  He doesn’t honor the rich man in the same way 

that he honored the poor man. 

 

Jesus goes on to say that this poor man was so hungry that he 

"longed to satisfy his hunger with what fell from the rich man's 

table."  It's pretty obvious that the rich man never gave this poor 

man any food –– not even the crumbs from his table.   

 

Then Jesus says that "dogs would come and lick the poor man's 

sores."  I'm not sure what that means.  Maybe the dogs were this 

man's only source of comfort, but I doubt it.  I suspect that they 

were just an added source of misery. 

 

Then Jesus says that both men died –– both the rich man and 

Lazarus.  That's surprising, isn't it!  We expected the poor man 

to die, because he had neither food nor physicians –– but it was 

different for the rich man.  The rich man had more food than he 

knew what to do with.  He could summon a physician to his 

bedside even in the middle of the night.  When you have money, 

anything is possible. 

 

But both men died.  That happens, doesn't it!  Death is the great 

equalizer!  Pretty soon, rich or poor, man or woman, black or 

white –– we all die.  A rich person might get a fancier funeral 

and a larger tombstone, but that's about it.  At the moment of 

death, we all fall into God's hands to receive whatever He has 

waiting for us. 

 

In Jesus' story, a great reversal took place.  Listen to the 

contrast.  Jesus said, "The poor man died and was carried away 

by the angels to be with Abraham."  That's just another way of 

saying that the poor man went to heaven.  Note that Jesus did 

not say that the poor man died and was buried.  He died and 

went to heaven. 



But Jesus said, "The rich man also died and WAS buried."  No 

angels!  No Abraham!  No heaven!  Just died and buried!   

 

Next we learn that the rich man went to Hades, where he found 

himself in agony from the fire.  The rich man was as far from 

heaven as he could get, but part of his torment was his ability to 

see into heaven –– to see what he was missing.  He saw Lazarus 

there by Abraham's side, so he cried out: 

 

"Father Abraham, 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." 

 

But Abraham said, "No!  That's impossible!" 

 

So the rich man said:  "Then I beg you to send Lazarus to my 

father's house––for I have five brothers –– that he may warn 

them, so that they will not also come to this place of torment." 

 

But Abraham replied:  "If they don’t listen to Moses and the 

prophets, neither will they be convinced if someone rises from 

the dead." 

 

Now if that story doesn't cause you to stop to consider where 

you stand with God, you weren't listening.  I must have heard 

this story a thousand times, and every time I hear it I begin to 

wonder if I am the rich man or Lazarus.  I don't think that I'm 

either one.  I am neither as rich as the rich man nor as poor as 

Lazarus.   

 

However –– and this is a big however –– I do eat pretty well, 

probably more than I should –– and I have a closet full of 

clothing.  I live in a nice house with all the amenities –– running 

water, electricity, flush toilets, a microwave and a refrigerator. 



I know that many people in this world –– have none of those 

things –– no house, no plumbing, no refrigerator, no closets, and 

not much food.  Suddenly, I feel more like the rich man than 

Lazarus. 

 

But let me be clear about something before I go any further.  

The poor man did NOT go to heaven because he was poor, and 

the rich man did NOT go to hell because he was rich. 

 

Frankly, I don't know why the poor man went to heaven, but I 

am pretty sure that the rich man went to hell, in part, because he 

neglected the poor man at his doorstep. 

 

The rich man could have helped, but didn’t.  That makes me 

wonder if I have done enough for the Lazarus at my doorstep. 

 

Then I ask myself, "Who is the Lazarus at my doorstep?"  The 

first person who comes to mind is the person who sits at a busy 

intersection holding a sign that says, "Homeless –– will work for 

food."  To be honest, I always wonder if those people are legit.  I 

suppose that some are and some aren't. 

 

But there are other Lazarus at our doorstep –– people who live 

with little comfort or hope –– people who could use our help: 

 

• Some might be as near as the next pew.  There are people in 

this congregation who are sick or lonely or depressed –– people 

who could use a friend –– people who could use a hand.  Take 

some time to get acquainted with people here and in your own 

neighborhood.  You might find a Lazarus at your doorstep. 

 

• How about the hungry?  There are hungry people all over the 

world.  There are even hungry people in this community. 

  



Some of them are hungry for food.  Many of them are hungry 

for someone who cares.  Could one of those be the Lazarus at 

your doorstep? 

 

You might say, "I'm just barely getting along myself!  How can I 

take time to help someone else?  Where would I get the 

money?"  Let me ask you to take a look at the other side of the 

coin –– the side that portrays God's blessings.   

 

A young woman who found life depressing and boring. She 

went to a therapist, but after several sessions with him, felt that 

the effort was futile.  

 

Then one day she came into his office, her face radiant with 

excitement. "I've just had the most wonderful day," she 

exclaimed. "This morning I could not get my car started, so I 

called my minister and asked him if he could drive me to my 

appointment with you. He said he would but on the way he had 

to stop by the hospital and make a call. I went with him and 

while I was in the hospital I visited some elderly people in one 

of the wards. By the time the morning was over, I was higher 

than a kite. I haven't felt this good in years." 

 

The therapist quickly responded, "Now we know how to make 

you happy! Our problem is solved! Now we know how to keep 

you from being depressed!"  

 

Much to his surprise, the woman answered "You don't expect 

me to do this sort of thing every week, do you?" 

 

Maybe Jesus does expect us to do that sort of thing every week.  

Maybe that's how He dispenses blessings.  Maybe that's how He 

takes care of the Lazarus at our doorstep.  And maybe that's how 

He dispenses blessings to us as well.  AMEN. 

 


