
EIGHTH SUNDAY AFTER PENTECOST - ASCENSION  - 4 August 2019  Luke 12. 13-21 

From a series of thriving bumper crops, a   hardworking, responsible landowner amassed 

ample savings to invest in future barn building.  His fine example of doing just what we are 

encouraged to do, could have entitled him “Farmer of the Year.” Yet, he is called “The Rich 

Fool.” Why is this so? Because of his deafness to the Higher Calling. In all his blessings 

received, he has forgotten God. He lives the Good Life, not the God Life. He has accorded 

finite things infinite value. 

Perhaps the “Rich Fool” feared that God would not take care of him and of his needs. As a 

result, the barn-builder has fallen prey to worshipping the most popular gods in his retirement 

plan, the holy trinity of “me, myself, and I.”  In a 54 word parable, 18 words are “me, my, I.” 

“What will I do? I will pull down my barns, I will build, I will store my grain, I will say to my 

soul…” He had become self-hypnotized to a kind of atheism, that   his faith was a kind of self-

praise. Given that he had more grain in storage than he could ever hope to use, he chose to 

control the vagaries of life through his own unaided efforts.  

In Israel’s story, it was laudatory for landowners to set aside a portion of their barns for the 

poor to collect a share. Yet his barns were for hoarding just for himself. He had become utterly 

de-sensitized towards sharing with family, community or charity. He expressed no sense of 

gratitude to God for his land’s abundance. What God might want of him was not even a blip 

on his radar.  

The barn-builder attempted to insulate himself against fate through productive farming. But, 

no amount of wealth can protect us from a genetically inherited disease or from a sudden, 

tragic accident. And no amount of wealth will keep greedy relations happy, because 

disgruntled heirs love riches more than they love family. The seduction of wealth will tear 

apart a clan into estrangement and bring out the worst in people. 

The Rich Fool had placed his whole security in his abundant possessions. But, in the end, our 

possessions are not our own. They have been lent to us by God. We are merely stewards of 

them. “This very night” the fortune that the barn-builder worked so hard to amass will be out 

of his control. It will end up in some other bounder’s paws, perhaps to be squandered in ways 

the barn man would never envisage nor approve. As moth and rust corrupt even his most 

prized possessions, his last words may be “the horror! Whose will it all be, now?” 

In Jesus’ parable, the man, buried to his neck in grain, was already in a sense, dead. He had 

not planned for what the old religion called The Eternal Verities, pointedly, Death. No matter 

his prowess as a successful farmer, he was blind to the fact that his life was not his own to 

secure; that he was still a vulnerable, fragile being, fraught with insecurity and uncertainty. 

Where are we? Do we feel the need to build larger barns? Daily, our senses are assailed by 

the ploys of consumptive consumerism, by seductive massagers, by marketing wizards, who 

entice us to buy more and more material products, which, in a matter of months we may 

discard to the rubbish pick-up. The Lord offers us an antidote to frenzied accumulation of 

empty treasure, not the way of earthbound, inward-looking continual barn-building. His is the 

way to collect the treasure of the heart. 



Throughout the Hebrew Scriptures, God blessed many folk with great wealth. Solomon the 

Wise built the fabulously adorned and expensive First Temple. Job’s material possessions and 

family were restored to him, with greater blessings than he had before he was struck down.  

With the barn-builder, the problem was not wealth. This hapless bloke forgot the counsel of 

Deuteronomy 8.7-18. With a few minor adjustments, may I precis this tremendous passage: 

‘God said to the people of Australia “I have brought you to a good land, a land where your 

barns are filled with plenty. But, take heed, lest, when you have built your Toorak mansions 

and your Merinos and Herefords multiply and the stock market booms, take heed that you 

forget NOT the Lord your God, who preserved the pioneer settlers through privation and 

drought and you say in your hearts, like the Rich Fool, power and the cleverness of our hands 

have gained us this wealth. You shall remember the Lord your God, for, it is God who gives 

you power to get wealth.”’ It is only as we hear and heed that call to the ancient people of 

Israel, sounding down the centuries to us now “Forget NOT the Lord your God,” can our hearts 

find peace and our hopes be fulfilled. 

It is only as we remember the last words of the parable today “be rich towards God,” in return 

for all God’s blessings, only as we remember that we are all individually gifted with a spiritual 

artesian well within us, to bubble up with gratitude for the glories, which God-in-Jesus has 

done for us.  And this only happens as we invest our lives outside ourselves to aid God’s 

mission to uplift and redeem our neighbours’ world by a life of loving generosity, that we will 

turn from what is corruptible towards the fullness of life to be found in wholehearted love of 

God and love of neighbour and so build the Lord’s eternal barns here and hereafter. Amen. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


