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A Sermon by Robert W. Prim 

11th Sunday after Pentecost; August 4th, 2013 

Luke 12:13-21 

“The Scent of Money” 

~~~~~~~~ 

When we first moved to Sautee Nacoochee, Georgia we had a 

big, fat, and happy Golden Retriever named Bailey.  She was 

seven years old when we came, and she so loved it here I think 

she wondered why we had waited so long to come.  We would 

take her for walks down Lynch Mountain Road and stop at the 

Sautee Creek for her to take a swim.  She was in heaven, and I 

suspect she didn’t have too far to go to get to dog heaven when 

we buried her shortly before her fourteenth birthday.   

 

But I have to say, Bailey could be really stupid.  It wasn’t that as 

soon as she got off the leash she scrambled down into the little 

branch that runs next to Lynch Mountain Road and then would 

immediately come back up and shake herself right next to us.  

Bailey weighed over ninety pounds and being behind or next to 

her shaking off water was a bit like driving behind a Mac truck 

in the rain.  We learned to dress for Bailey’s water shakes.   

It wasn’t the shaking at inopportune times that made Bailey 

stupid; what made Bailey stupid was that when she would catch 

a scent of something, when her nose really began to work on 

something she wanted to follow, track, or, most likely, roll in, 

her sense of smell took over.  When Bailey caught a smell she 

went deaf!   

 

On one occasion just at the curve in front of the Sautee Manor,  
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Bailey caught a scent and went deaf on us.  There was 

something delectable in the middle of the road –  something 

dead or something dropped, no doubt –  and Bailey was 

transfixed.  She did not hear us as we shouted for her to come.  

She did not hear the tires of the pickup truck crushing the gravel 

while rounding the bend.  She did not hear because her smeller 

had taken over.  It all happened rather suddenly –  though not 

surprisingly –  and I had to make a stupid decision myself.  I ran 

out in the middle of the road and bulldozed Bailey to the side 

just before the truck passed.   

 ~~~~~~~~ 

Now the reason I bring up this ancient history is not simply to 

reminisce about a dog I loved – even though she could be a little 

stupid every now and then, but, hey, who isn’t – rather, I bring 

this story out because I think Bailey’s overpowering sense of 

smell and her single minded devotion to following the allure of 

whatever she caught wind of in her nostrils models some of our 

human behavior.  We, too, can lose all sense of proportionality 

and propriety when it comes to financial security, toys, property, 

IRA’s, stocks, retirement plans, cars, golf, clothes, shoes, 

vacations, food, wine, .... none of which are bad in and of 

themselves, but I think we often dull our spiritual senses by 

focusing, as Jesus said, on all kinds of greed.   

 

We don’t hear the voice of God calling us because our spiritual 

hearing has shut down while we pursue that which we think will 

bring us pleasure or security.  We don’t hear the voice of God 

leading us to health and well-being –  calling us from the middle 

of the road where machines bear down –  because we are too 
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focused on what we have decided will bring us happiness.  Too 

often we are deaf and blind to the eternal things because we are 

transfixed by money –  we want to roll around in it and wear it 

for all the world to see.  Too often we are deaf and blind to the 

eternal things because we think money is what will bring us to 

the promised land of milk and honey.   

 ~~~~~~~~ 

A while back I did something that, as a rule, I do not do –  I 

bought a lottery ticket.  I don’t think lotteries are good ideas for 

state governments. Lotteries are not good social policy.  I think 

they lure people who cannot afford it to take risks with pie in the 

sky hopes for solving all of their financial problems.  I think 

lotteries are a government’s cowardly way to raise revenue.  It is 

easier to establish a lottery than to raise taxes or cut spending in 

bloated bureaucracies to help build the infrastructure of our 

society –  roads, bridges, education, health care –  I am not in 

favor of lotteries, but on this occasion I laid my money down.  

 

That week I had been back and forth to Gainesville several times 

visiting with a family facing death.  Those visits were good 

visits, spiritual and uplifting visits, but I was still sad about it.  

So, driving home after one of the visits, I stopped to get gas and 

on a whim bought a “Mega Millions” ticket – three of them.  

The jackpot was 48 million dollars!  I had to get the woman 

behind the counter to explain to me how you did it.  You can 

have the computer assign your numbers –  five numbers and 

then a mega ball number.  I laid down the money and got three 

sets of five and one numbers.  I put the tickets in my wallet and 

drove home –  it was Friday.   
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The drawings are on Saturday nights, but I forgot I had bought 

the tickets.  The woman at the counter told me that you can 

check online.  Well, Wednesday night rolls around and before 

going home I stopped to pray in my office.  I closed the door.  I 

lit candles.  I was practicing centering prayer.  And in the midst 

of that prayer time, I gasped –  literally gasped –  hhhhua –  I 

remembered my tickets!  It was not too late.  I remembered my 

tickets and my spirits rose.  Who knows, I thought to myself, I 

might be praying by myself in my office with millions of dollars 

just waiting to be claimed and put to use in the overall well-

being of Bob Prim.  48 million dollars!  I could eat, drink and be 

merry! Oh, I might give a little to the church; I’d try to be a 

good rich person!  But oh what fun to be swimming in cash!!! 

 

It was at my prayer time, my quiet time, my centering prayer 

time that I got all caught up in this wonderful possibility.  In 

fact, the remembrance of my lottery tickets ... ruined my prayer 

time.  I was no longer nestling into the bosom of God and 

finding there my solace and my comfort.  I was no longer 

praying for my congregants, my friends, my family. No.  I was 

diving head first into my millions.  Mine, mine, all mine.   

 

Well, I forced myself to stay at prayer a few more minutes and 

then I pulled out my tickets and went to my computer to see if I 

had won.  There were 18 numbers on my tickets.  To win you 

had to get all five in a group plus the extra mega-ball number.  

There were 18 numbers on my three tickets and not one, not one 

number matched.  I should have won something just for that 

amazing accomplishment.  Not one number matched!   
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I know all of this because I saved my tickets for weeks as a 

reminder about lotteries and, more importantly as a reminder not 

to place my hopes on financial windfalls.  I should spend my 

time listening for God and for my neighbors.  I will find peace 

and well-being in my relationships with God and neighbors as 

those relationships are grounded in gratitude, love, prayer. Barns 

full of money will send me away empty. 

 

Jesus told the man in the crowd –  Take care!  Be on your guard 

against all kinds of greed; for one’s life does not consist in the 

abundance of possessions.  I think Jesus wanted this man to go 

home and make amends with the brother with whom he was 

feuding over money.   

 

There are far more important things than making piles of money, 

and most of those more important things have to do with our 

relationships with God and neighbor.   

 Can I get an “Amen”? 
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