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"IIAKING LIFE COUNT"

TEXT: Romans 12:1-6 "Having gifts that differ according to the grace
given us, let us use them,"

We may express it in a great many different v/ays, but all people
need to feel that somehow their lives make a difference, that their
existence matters. We can see that in the young child who will do
almost anything, good or bad — even if it means a spanking — just
to be noticed. We see it in the teenager v/ho conforms, sometimes
slavishly to the fads of the day in order to be "one of the gang."
We see it in career people, including homeraakers, who invest so much
of themselves in their work that, as Picasso said, "They wind up
becoming their work" and experience pain, or even panic at the thought
of retirement. Even after death, we see it in tlie exorbitant ways
through which people sometimes seek to commemorate either their own
lives or those of loved ones.

The simple truth is that all cf us have a kind of "hunger" to feel
that we count. To believe that, when we are gone, it will have made
some difference to someone that we were here. If we can't believe that,
then we are almost literally "nobody", and life has no meaning. For
most people, such a thought is unbearable, and mental health workers
frequently find themselves working with those whose underlying problem
is their fear that they are unneeded, unwanted, and unworthy. In fact,
Carl Jung actually defined neurosis as "the suffering of tlie soul that
has not found its meaning.'5 And Viktor Frankl developed a whole school
of psychotherapy to deal with what he calls existential frustration—
the despair over a meaningless life, and a lack of knov/ledge as to what
makes life worth living.

Unfortunately, many people today are finding it harder and harder
to feel that they matter. The size of the universe, the sheer size of
the world's population, the complexity of life today, and the growing
tendency on the part of others, if not ourselves, to think of us as
numbers rather than as names, all make us feel more and more like
little cogs in a huge machine or, at best, like ants in a giant ant
farm. I remember being fascinated as a boy by one of those gadgets.
It was just a thin wooden box with a glass front, filled with dirt
and with a small colony of ants. Inside the box, tlie ants busily did
all the things that ants are supposed to do, but for what purpose?
Well, sometimes it's like that with people. We're busy enough, all
right, but to what purpose? When all is said and done, will it matter
tliat we were here — or not.

The need, then, is to feel that we count. And the problem is that
more and more people today have little confidence that they do. But
what's the answer? No doubt there are many, some better than others,
but one that helps me is contained in this morning's scripture lesson.
Those eight verses tell us three tilings we need to know in order to
make life count.








