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The school year is about to begin. Some of those I
knew as seniors in last year's P.F. group have already
arrived at their colleges. But I am aware that some are yet
to go and sit in the pews today.

I remember my own college days being days of great
folly as we who sought wisdom and knowledge learned of the
opportunities and consequences of our independence. And so
to you who are about to enter your college years, or who are
about to go out into the world, I say, pay particular
attention to what I have to say today, for I speak of wisdom
and folly.

"... the nature of the problem of [humanity]" writes
Stephen King-Hall, "... has always been the same. It has
been the need of making a choice between self and
selflessness; hatred and love; taking and giving;
competition and co-operation; the short view and the long
view; ... ."

The need of making a choice, that is to say, between
wisdom and folly.

Our scripture reading today offers a rich and colorful
picture of that choice.

Wisdom or Folly? Which do we choose?

Augustine wrote that "The greatest good is wisdom."
and 900 years after him, Thomas Aquinas wrote, "Of all human
pursuits the pursuit of wisdom is the most perfect, the most
sublime, the most profitable, the most delightful."

To begin, let's look at that part of the scripture
passage that peaks of wisdom. Here, Wisdom is a woman who
has built her house, slaughtered her beasts, mixed her wine,
set her table, in preparation for a great feast. And we are
invited to that feast, for the lady wisdom has sent out her
maids to proclaim the invitation to the feast of wisdom.

The feast will take place in her house— a house
supported with seven pillars—suggesting that the house is
one of some expanse and wonder. A house that was not built
in a day, but rather over time—upon the experience that
comes with years.

We all hope that we grow in wisdom and stature as the
experiences of our lives add up. And experience is a fine
teacher. Several years ago, some months after my younger
brother had died of cancer, I visited a woman, whom I would










