
Lazarus & Dives 

 

While this story was adapted and used in a popular movie years ago, it is true and occurred in 

Hershey, Pennsylvania.  In a crowded parking lot was an older woman driving a Mercedes, 

patiently waiting for a driver who was vacating his parking space.  When the space was clear, 

however, a young man in a Corvette zipped in from the opposite direction, beating her to the 

parking space.  She pulled behind the car, rolled her window down, and as the man exited his 

sports car said, “You know, I was waiting for that space.”  The man replied, “Hey, that’s how it 

is when you’re young and fast.”  The woman pondered this for a moment, put her car in reverse 

and backed up several feet, and then proceeded to gun her engine, crashing into the back of the 

Corvette.  From his state of apoplexy, all the young man could stammer was, “Are you crazy, 

lady?!”  The woman coolly responded, “That’s how it is, when you’re old and rich.” 

 

 While I hope none of us would condone the woman’s reaction, I think there is something in her 

attitude which we can all appreciate: money is a nice thing to have.  It’s not necessarily a matter 

of greed, but freedom and some peace of mind.  If something breaks, we can buy a new one.  If 

we feel like eating in a nice restaurant, it’s no big deal.  When vacation time comes around, we 

can go where we like without sweating the price.  I am sure that most people with this kind of 

financial flexibility would admit that it is a nice feeling; and those of us who do have to watch 

every penny and forego a lot wouldn’t mind experiencing that feeling of financial freedom 

ourselves.  Still, when confronted by the harsh fate of the rich man in today’s Gospel, how can 

we not recognize that for all the pleasantries money affords, there is certainly a grave risk to 

those who cling to it too much, while sharing it too little.   

 

When I first read The Dialogue of St. Catherine of Siena, it took me two years.  It is one of those 

dense works which, in order to do it justice, needs to be slowly absorbed line by line, not read 

like a novel.  As she systematically made her way through every failing and defect of the soul, I 

could easily recognize myself, and Catherine was by no means a “soft touch” when it came to 

doing everything necessary to uproot every fault from our souls.  When it came to the section on 

money, I was expecting another stern rebuke on the need to follow the Gospel to the letter and 

surrender all of our money and possessions.  Instead, her counsel boiled down to this; “Admit it.”  

She advises the reader to simply admit that they enjoy the things of this earth and a little extra to 

spare, and to at least maintain a sufficient level of detachment so that greed is not given a 

foothold.   

 

The rich man’s neglect for Lazarus is seen as even more profound in the exchange with Abraham 

in the netherworld.  The rich man calls him Lazarus; he knows his name.  He does not say, “Hey, 

it’s that beggar who was always at my gate.”  Even with that added dimension of knowing who 

this suffering person was, he was not moved to help him.  How often do we traipse through life, 

happy to claim the little (or big) extras that come our way, complaining about what we still lack, 

all the while oblivious to the millions of people like Lazarus in the world.  When does the rich 

man finally take Lazarus seriously?  The moment it is too late. 

 

I once read a great book entitled Spoon River Anthology, in which the deceased residents of a 

fictitious town speak from beyond the grave.  I can still recall the words of one Alexander 

Throckmorton: 



 

                                              In youth, my wings were strong and tireless, 

                                              But I did not know the mountains. 

                                              In age, I knew the mountains, 

                                              But my weary wings could not follow my vision. 

                                              Genius is wisdom and youth. 

 

 Perhaps this is charity and holiness as well; to recognize Lazarus when recognizing him can still 

make a difference, for him and for us, rather than the moment it is too late.  When in seminary, 

going out to dinner was a favorite pastime of my fellow inmates.  I would often have a little pang 

of conscience, or, as St. Catherine would say, the worm of conscience would gnaw at me, when 

invited to go along.  I enjoyed the company of my friends, yet part of me said, “Look, we have a 

free meal right here already cooked and paid for.  Let’s just have dinner in the refectory and then 

go out for a cup of coffee for the sake of spending time together, giving the money we save to 

the poor.”  There was something truly pitiful about this reservation, in that it was never quite 

enough to prompt me to act upon it, yet enough so that I never really enjoyed the meal.   

 

Still, it should not be guilt or fear which prompts us to forsake some of our own treasure for the 

less fortunate, but genuine Christian joy at the opportunity which is ours to seize.  St. Catherine 

once reprimanded a pope for not making the most of his opportunities to do good, warning him 

that if he did not become more diligent and quick to act, he would earn the reproach, “Cursed 

may you be, for you had time and power, and did not use them.”  My friends, time is power.  

Time is the power to act, to love, to sacrifice, to give, to ease the misery of others.  As the rich 

man so desperately wanted to warn his brothers, it is a window of opportunity that soon closes, 

and the repercussions of our use or misuse of those opportunities are eternal.  Time is the power 

to feed the Lazaruses at our doorstep, rather than lament our failure to do so as we gaze at him 

with bitter regret across that great chasm.   

 

      


