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Homily for 26th Sunday in Ordinary Time

Many years ago a man came to church on a Sunday in the Fall.  He came in the same way that you and I have come this morning.  As this man sat in the church he listened with great intensity to the Gospel. It was the same Gospel that we just heard. 

This Gospel is the story of two very different human beings.  The first is called Dives.  Dives would have felt comfortable living in our present time.  He was progressive and self-indulgent.  Dives was a connoisseur, a lover of the arts, one who knew and appreciated the finer points of living.  The Gospel even tells us that he habitually dressed in a manner that was affordable only to the rich and famous.

Lazarus was…well…homeless….starving.  The Gospel also tells us that he was crippled.  He was a survivor who barely made it from day to day.  He used to sit outside of Dives’ home and pray for a morsel of food that might fall from the table.  Unfortunately, the dogs got that. 

Jesus tells us that both men died.  I’m sure that Dives had a great funeral.  I suspect that Lazarus was just cast into a pit.  To this story Jesus adds one poignant fact.  The soul of Dives was sent to hell.  Lazarus, on the other hand,  rested in the arms of Abraham…an image of paradise for a Jew living in 32 A.D.

The man who listened to this story was young and extraordinarily talented.  He held two doctorates: one in theology and one in philosophy.  He was a concert organist and was a respected authority on the life of Johann Sebastian Bach.  He had everything.  And this gospel moved him…shook him from his complacency and challenged him.
And so the man whose name was Albert Schweitzer went back to school and became a doctor.  Once he achieved that goal he established a hospital in French Equatorial Africa.  Like Mother Teresa he ministered to the poorest of the poor.  He was awarded the Nobel Peace Prize and used the money from that award to build a leper colony.  Some 15 years later, in 1965 Albert Schweitzer died in his beloved Africa.  Along with the Nobel Peace Prize, he had been awarded numerous honorary doctorates, the Goethe award from Germany and the “Order of Merit” which is the highest civilian honor that can be given in England.  All this because he took the Word of God quite seriously.

I wonder what it would be like if we all could take the Word of God as seriously as Albert Schweitzer? I wonder what kind of world it would be if we could come to understand that Lazarus sits at the gate of all our lives and begs for help?  Lazarus is there in the homeless and the starving. We find Lazarus in the immigrant who feels written off.  It is Lazarus who begs for our attention in the lonely young and the lonely old. Lazarus is everywhere.  Sadly,  we often pretend that Lazarus is nowhere.

May the Word of God touch each of our hearts so that Lazarus will no longer go unnoticed and that together we may all be one when we shall rest in the bosom of Abraham and find our fulfillment in God’s eternal life.

