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The stores are full. All the trimmings for the yet to be bought
Christmas trees can be found in stores, prominently displayed. Christmas
music is being played on the speakers in the malls. There's no denying it,
Thanksgiving is near.

We are looking ahead to the rapidly approaching holiday season. A
time when we re-immerse ourselves in the spirit of thankfulness and giving.

It's almost traditional at this time to pull out a sermon on the evils
of possessions, the proper attitude of giving—we can almost predict that
we'll hear something about all the things that we have, words veering very
near the suggestion that we should feel guilty about them. As Christmas
draws near, I'll bet we'll hear something, if only an aside comment, on the
commercialization of Christmas.

I want to talk about materialism this morning—but I want to encourage
all of you to be materialistic—not in the purest sense of the word, where
one believes that only matter exists and has meaning—but perhaps in the
perfect and divine sense of the word, as an act of praise.

Before we can give thanks for what we have, before we can give to
others, before we can take joy in material blessings at all, we must have a
proper attitude about those things we possess or seek to possess.

I have problems with many of the writings and scripture texts that are
used in connection with the issues of materialism and wealth. Just the
other day I read this, "If we are outside the resurrected state, which we
are until the return of Christ, it is wrong to have wealth." And you know
the scripture passages: "The widow's mite...' "The rich young ruler..."
"It's easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than for a rich
man to enter the kindom of heaven."

All of that's tough for me, because, to be blunt—I want to be rich.
I want to be wealthy—so much so that I can taste it. (God only knows why
I chose to enter the lucrative field of ministry.) That's not entirely
true--God knows and I do, too.

But that doesn't change the fact that I want nice things. I find
myself thinking about the gifts of the Magi to the baby Jesus. Certainly
they were symbolic gifts—but really, for a baby, or at the oldest a two
year old, what good is gold, frankenscense and myrrh? Those gifts were an
exercise in revelry in.the high life—and I think there's something to be
said for enjoying things--things that don't always have to be especially
functional. Erma Bombeck has said, "I would love to get a gift for once
that didn't have a warranty card with iti" Well, I'd like a few of those
kind of gifts too. This is not, by the way, a sly attempt to get my^
Christmas list out to the largest number of people possible. If you're
interested, though, an astronomical telescope is high on my list. But as
my life proceeds down it's hopefully long road, I want to be able to have
the company of nice things and that scares me more than you could
know—more than I can tell you.

The long-standing sense of Christian tradition would suggest that we






