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Just the other day, I had a delightful conversation with a friend. It was a conversation about fantasy. See, 
my friend likes to buy lottery tickets. Now, I’m not talking about those dinky state lottery things. A ten million 
dollar prize won’t cut it. Nope, we’re talking Powerball and MegaMillions. We’re talking hundreds of millions 
of dollars, with jackpots easier to describe in terms of how they relate to billions. Half a billion, three-quarters 
of a billion, so on. We’ve got a lot of ways to describe how much money we’re talking, most of which I can’t 
say from the pulpit. Lots. Let’s leave it at lots of money. More money than you know what to do with, right? 
That’s probably true for most of us, but my friend has done this enough times that he’s sort of figuring it out.  

But before you write my lottery-playing friend off as wasteful or whatever, let’s back up. I had an 
algebra teacher back in high school who called the lottery “a tax on people that are bad at math.” That stuck 
with me, and I’ve never been all that interested in buying up a ticket. I bought a scratch-off once and won, but 
my “jackpot” was the same amount I’d paid for the ticket in the first place. Not much thrill there. It was just a 
convoluted path to reimbursement. For me, the lottery never seemed like a good investment. But my Powerball 
playing friend, he told me it’s not about that. He’s not trying to outsmart random drawings with the numbers on 
the back of a fortune cookie. He doesn’t have a “fool-proof system.” He’s not trying to win, so much as he’s 
just there to have fun. 

It’s about the fantasy. For a dollar or two a month, he buys an hour of fantasy. An hour to imagine how 
he’d live in the world if money didn’t limit what he’d choose to do. Better yet, an hour to imagine how he’d live 
in the world if money allowed him to do whatever he wanted to do. Sometimes he doesn’t even check his 
numbers right away. Sometimes he’ll set his ticket aside for a few days, extending the lifetime of the fantasy. 
As long as he doesn’t know he’s lost, he might as well keep on imagining he’s won. He calls this “Schrodinger's 
Wealth.” 

With the possibility of more money than most of us know what to do with, he gets to thinking. First off, 
before he’d even get the chance to say “I won!” the government would take its share. Roughly a third of his 
many millions gone, right off the bat. Poor fella. Like any responsible priest, I interrupted the fantasy at this 
point and took the opportunity to suggest that, when he comes into his lottery-fueled kingdom, he should 
consider tithing. Of course! By this point, his jackpot is down by almost half, but he’s still got plenty to fuel a 
fantasy. Let’s say now he only has 500 million. Now, we’re in the realm of numbers that’s hard to wrap our 
heads around, so, just for the sake of illustration, if you were to stack 500 million one dollar bills on top of each 
other, you’d have a tower 34 miles high. 34 miles of money! Lord, have mercy, this is quite the fantasy. But 
here’s what I love about my friend’s approach. He’s very practical about all of this. He’s been doing this for 
years, one month at a time, and he’s really thought it through.  

Of those 34 miles, he’d like to give enough to his family so they’ll be taken care of. But what exactly 
does “taken care of” mean? A million per sibling? Ten million per sibling but only 5 for a first cousin, 1 for a 
second cousin, half-a-mil for an out-of-the-woodwork supposed relative that found you on the internet? Say you 
give each sibling the same amount. Well, you know this one’s responsible, so they’ll be fine, but this one over 
here? Dead within the year. So maybe you decide to set up a trust for each sibling, divvying out a sort of 
allowance every month. What, you don’t trust your siblings? The gift becomes an insult, or worse. So, family’s 
tricky. There’s gotta be a good way, but it’s gonna take another month or two to figure that one out. So, on to 
the next step. A few million here and there for some pet charities, like a library in a small town that meant 
something to him once. 
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But after years of buying tickets, my friend’s fantasy has narrowed. Of all things, he goes window 
shopping online for, and this is what really gets my imagination going, he goes window shopping online for 
castles. The British Isles have a bunch of ‘em just waiting to be scooped up. For just a few million pounds, you 
can buy your very own castle. Not a fortified mansion, not a guard house, but an honest to God castle. It’s gotta 
have crenelations, places you can imagine archers keeping watch. As soon as he said this, I started laughing. 
Because I misunderstood the fantasy. I was imagining ermine capes and servants peeling grapes. But no, he 
said, it’s important to take the fantasy seriously. Why a castle? Because it’s ancient, and it needs to be cared for, 
and it needs to be cared for so that someone after you can care for it, too.  

My friend’s fantasy isn’t solely to roll around in cash, though maybe that could be the first thing after 
taxes and tithing. My friend’s fantasy is to be a caretaker. Keep the grounds, repair old walls, if there’s a title 
that comes with the property, become a modern day baron. And by that, he means, use your influence in the 
area to benefit the people. How do you furnish a castle? Probably not with Ikea. Find a local carpenter and give 
‘em the chance to create a masterpiece. Become a benefactor to the arts, share the abundance of the land, serve 
the people around you, and make room for them to thrive. It’s a beautiful fantasy, and you get it all for a buck. I 
realised as he was describing what he’d do, how different people are. When I started imagining my own 34 mile 
high stack of money, my brain went to all the different ways I could play. His went to caring for a corner of the 
world, being a steward, if you will.  

I’d imagine every single one of us in this room, if we took that fantasy seriously, would end up valuing 
different things. I mentioned this to my buddy Steve, and he spent the next three days worrying over each 
hypothetical fantasy decision. Another friend fantasized about giving every penny away and living the rest of 
life unchanged. If any of y’all’s fantasies involve tithing, just call us in the office, and we’ll happily get you set 
up with a pledge card. Maybe you’re paying off student loans or a mortgage. Maybe you’re setting some aside 
for retirement. Maybe you’re seeing the world. But I’m guessing there’s not that many of you sowing your 
millions into the mattress, storing it up for a rainy day, and hoping nobody’ll notice.  

Now, when Jesus talks about this Rich Fool tearing down his barns just to build bigger barns so he can 
fill ‘em with his jackpot of a growing season, I don’t think he’s talking about money. Rather, I don’t think he’s 
talking about just money. My friend’s lottery fantasy isn’t really about money, either. It’s about who he is once 
all the worries and responsibilities and limitations of this world get cleared away. Want to know who you are at 
the core? Imagine your life if there were no constraints. It’s a scary thought, and this is why I love the 34 miles 
of money thought experiment. It gives you a glimpse at a possible reality, and if you don’t like what you see, 
you can still work to change it. How selfless are you really? How caring? How faithful? Jesus’s parable is 
another fantasy of sorts. Imagine a man who has everything. For him, where is God? And now that you’ve 
imagined that man, imagine you have everything. For you, where is God?  

Now, in just a minute, we’re gonna flip through those prayer books to the pages for baptism. Baptism’s 
about a lot of things. It’s about faith and love and promises to live in certain ways. It’s about the individual and 
it’s about community. And it’s about dying to one way of life and rising to a new way. What we’ll hear in a bit, 
the questions, the promises, the prayers, and the covenant, they’re also a kind of fantasy, an impossible fantasy 
that asks us to live an impossible kind of way. We could never do all these things as we are, there’s too many 
constraints and not enough resources. It is a fantasy, but unlike the buck-a-month fantasy of playing the 
numbers, this fantasy has already been won. The difference is, we have all we need to live this fantasy out 
through God. So it’s not fantasy any longer. It’s reality. And in that reality, we raise this child up, and we send 
an old friend on her way. Take that reality seriously. Like those castles, this reality of God is ancient, and it 
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needs to be cared for, and it needs to be passed on. But it cares for you, too. And it passes your love on to those 
who follow. For in Kennedy and in Judy and in you in the pews and in the fantasy of more to come, we are rich 
in the reality of God. Take that reality seriously.  
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