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I once heard a priest say that there is nothing colder than a cemetery in January. And he was 
right. I remember the day that we buried my grandmother at Saint Anne’s cemetery near Valley 
Forge. It was a sunny day, but it was a windy day. Oh, and it was 19 degrees outside. All of us 
were shivering as we stood around her grave for the final prayers. There’s nothing colder than a 
cemetery in January. 
 
But this week I’ve learned that there is a flip side to that saying, and it goes like this: there is 
nothing hotter than a cemetery in July… in Richmond… when it’s 100 degrees. In the past 7 
days, I’ve celebrated funerals for three different families, going from the church to the cemetery. 
Each day, it was over 100 degrees when we arrived at the grave. You could feel the heat 
radiating off the undertaker’s tent. Believe me, the prayers get very short when I’m wearing a 
vestment outside on a 100 degree day. 
 
All these visits to cemeteries reminded me of  a conversation I had with my parents about 8 years 
ago. In that conversation, my parents mentioned that they had recently purchased burial plots at a 
local cemetery. What do you say when someone makes that announcement? Do you say, 
“Congratulations?” or “Mazel tov?” Does Hallmark have a card for that occasion? 
 
And then my mom asked me, “Mikey, where do YOU want to be buried?” And I became Ralph 
Kramden in The Honeymooners…..  “hamamamamamamah.” At first, I had no answer! 
 
But finally I realized why. “Where do I want to be buried?” No where! Because I don’t want to 
die! This world which God has made, this life which he has given us, this human experience, is 
so full of blessings, and grace, and God’s beauty….and real challenges too… I really don’t want 
to think about the fact that this life, as I know it, will end some day. 
 
But it will. And in today’s Scripture readings we are invited to remember the fact that someday, 
God will call us to himself, and we will have to let go of this life, and the staff from Bliley’s will 
come, and they will prepare to bury us….somewhere. 
 
Now, I’m not just thinking about this because of all of the funerals I’ve done recently. Nor is this 
just a reflection of my horror at the martyrdom of Fr. Jacques Hamel, the French priest in his 
80’s, who was killed by Islamic terrorists in the midst do doing what we are doing right now – 
celebrating Mass. Those things are on my mind.  
 
But in today’s Gospel, Jesus tells the story of a wealthy man who has an abundance of life’s 



riches. He has accumulated so much stuff, that he needs to build bigger barns just to hold it all. 
He is focused on his material possessions. He thinks he has lots of time to keep making more 
money, and accumulating more stuff, and building more barns. 
 
But God says to him, “You fool, this night your life will be demanded of you.” In other words, 
God says to the man: “You are going to be buried tonight. Now, what will happen to all your 
stuff?” Jesus is trying to ask a question which many of us don’t want to deal with: “Where do 
you want to be buried? And, as you take your last breath, how will you define wealth, or 
success?” Jesus says: “Take care to guard against all greed, for though one may be rich, one’s 
life does not consist of possessions.” 
 
I have had the privilege of standing by the deathbeds of many parishioners over the years. 
Families have invited me to be there in the last days of a loved one’s life.  And I can tell you that, 
in all of the years that I have been in those situations, no dying person has ever said to me, “I am 
so glad that I worked all of that overtime so that I could make that extra $1000 in 1978.” 
 
No one has ever said to me, “I am so happy that I worked so many extra hours that my marriage 
fell apart because we never had time for each other.” No one has ever said to me, “Father, as I 
get ready to die, I am so pleased that I spent way too much money buying my kids stuff they 
didn’t need, because I never had time to read to them, or go to their games, or watch their 
recitals.” 
 
In all of my years of standing on the verge of death with people, I have never heard anyone say, 
“Father, I am so glad that my family and I never had time to serve the poor, or feed the hungry, 
or work for justice, because we were so busy making sure that he had enough money to pay for 
our vacation home.”  
 
It’s a funny thing. When you allow yourself to think about the fact that you are going to die some 
day, you can very quickly gain a new perspective on what is important in life, and what is worth 
doing, and what REAL riches are. The wealthy man in the Gospel kept planning and building 
and accumulating, but in an instant, he had to let it all go. What did he have left? 

What will I have left? What will YOU have left? 
 
Years ago my mom asked me, “Where do you want to be buried?” That question reminded me 
that I must define my life, and its real riches, based on what Jesus has taught us.  
 
So in my prayer, I’ve pondered again this week… If I am ever martyred in the middle of Mass, 
what will be the true treasure of my life? If I am blessed to die peacefully in my bed, I ask 
myself: “When I am look back on my life, which decisions will I be glad that I made?” 
 



With my last breath, I will discover that Jesus has been showing me what true riches look like all 
along: 
 
With my last breath, I will be glad that I chose time with family. 
With my last breath, I will be glad that I chose to make time for friends. 
With my last breath, I will be glad that I chose forgiveness over anger, truth over lies, 
faithfulness over cheating. 
With my last breath, I will be glad that I chose service over being served, charity over avarice, 
justice over the easy way out. 
With my last breath, I will find true riches in the times that I comforted the sick, visited the 
prisoner, sat with the sad, clothed the naked, fed the hungry, and advocated for a just society. 
With my last breath, I will look back gratefully on the days when I took time to pray, and tried to 
love God wholeheartedly, and put God’s people first. 
With my last breath, I will find that the only things that I can hope to take with me to heaven are 
the things I gave away lavishly on earth – my heart, my love, my gifts, my joys. 
 
Too many people are wasting their lives chasing a wealth that will fade away. They forget the 
frighteningly honest warning of Jesus in today’s Gospel – “one’s life does not consist of 
possessions.” 
 
Where are you going to be buried? When you want to know what true riches are, simply ask 
yourself: “If I knew that I was going to take my last breath tonight, how would that change how I 
live today?” 
 
May the Lord be praised now and forever. Amen. 
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