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            Sermon: Lottery Winners 

 

 When you see a person on television who has lost it in complete excitement, you know that 

they are showing a lottery winner. Several years after winning the lottery, some have divorced, 

become exasperated, succumbed to depression, or gone back to work. 
 

 Winning a great and undeserved gift is like that. We are not built to appreciate anything that 

we don’t work, plan, and strive for. What if we discovered that each of us has already won the 

lottery? Isn’t this the message of the church? God has come to us. We are saved. We are heaven 

bound. We have won the greatest prize of them all, we are God’s children. He has shown us his 

love in the broken body and shed blood of Jesus and we have this loving fellowship as proof. 
 

 It has been suggested that if you can go through a single day without experiencing heaven 

on earth, something is wrong with your soul. 
 

1. If we have won the lottery, are we ready for heaven? 
 

 Think about what a cultural shock heaven will be, even for the best of us? Where we turn 

the other cheek instead of getting even. Where gold bars are paving stones and goodness is 

treasured. Where love is neither a full-body contact sport nor a winner-take-all competition but is 

the atmosphere we breathe. Where instead of struggling to gouge out a niche for ourselves, we are 

enfolded by the unity of peace. Where the only designer label to be found reads “Graced by 

God”—and it is found on everyone and everything. 
 

 Our cultural shocks today are not material. We Americans, like the Japanese, have whole-

heartedly embraced the gadgets of the electronic age. We love toys. Our problem is the spiritual 

shocks within our culture:  
 

  When we hear about a group of 12-year-olds brutally gang raping and then   

  murdering an 8-year- old girl. 

  When “protective” authorities return an abused child to her abusive mother  

  where she is then suffocated at the hands of that parent. 

  When we see people living their whole lives—birth to death—on top of a  



  garbage dump in Manila. 

  When a young, unmarried, college-student couple deal with an unplanned   

  pregnancy by delivering the child in a Motel 6 and then dumping the baby in the  

  trash to die. 

 

 Those are the real culture shocks—events still too far outside the realm of what our cultural 

psyche deems acceptable, that they send tremors through our souls. The text from James declares 

that every “generous act” and “every perfect gift” we experience on Earth are in fact heaven-sent 

from God. Each moment of grace and goodness we experience during our lifetime is a tiny 

glimpse, a momentary preparation, for the heaven that awaits us. In stunning fashion, James' 

epistle counts our very existence—as flawed and frail as it is—as one of those heavenly glimpses, 

for God has created men and women to be a promise of eternity, “a kind of first fruits of his 

creatures”  (James 1:18). 
 

 Could it be that our shock ability, our naïveté, if you will, as Christians, is a natural 

outgrowth of being exposed to God? Shouldn’t those of us who saw the degeneration of Saul, who 

sought the witch in a cave, be surprised at those who will pay money to call a psychic? We know 

what a great event it was in Roman society for Jesus to honor children as members of the 

kingdom. Why shouldn’t we be appalled at their neglect and abuse today? 
 

2. When we are not captured by our culture, we are free to be disciples. 
 

 When we realize that we have won the great spiritual lottery of all time and act like it, 

people will see that we are different. Some would question why these church members would 

establish Habitat for Humanity and spend time building a house for a habitat person, when we 

could be earning money. Some would wonder why anyone would take good time giving the 

money or collecting the supplies children in Rowan County needed to go to school. Others might 

wonder why we would waste our time getting legislation passed. Parents might wonder about that 

dutiful child who voluntarily cleans up his or her room. Might he or she be sick? Your 

Alzheimer’s friend, parent, neighbor, doesn’t even know you are there, yet you hold their hand in 

the nursing home. Do you really tell your children you love them every day? 
 

 Jesus came down hard on the Pharisees who had bought into the superficiality of the culture 

and were more concerned about clean hands than pure hearts. He is as supportive of us, his 



disciples today, as he was of those disciples in the first century. But are we different enough? Are 

you? Are your hands dirty enough doing heaven’s work that people can tell that you are strange—

that you have been with Jesus? We need to define ourselves very carefully. 
 

 C. S. Lewis told a story of an artist who was thrown into a dungeon, whose only light came 

from a barred window high above. In the dungeon, the woman gave birth to a son. As he grew, she 

told him about the outside world, a world of wheat fields and mountain streams and cresting 

emerald waves crashing on golden shores. 
 

 But the boy couldn't understand her words. So with the drawing pad and pencils she had 

brought with her into the dungeon, she drew him pictures.  At first, she thought he understood. But 

one day while talking with him, she realized he didn't. He thought the outside world was made up 

of charcoal-gray pencil lines on faded-white backgrounds and concluded that the world outside the 

dungeon was less than the world inside. 
 

 The story is a parable, showing us in much the same way the artist tried to show her son, 

that all we see before us are merely pencil sketches of the world beyond us. Every person is a 

stick-figured image of God; every place of natural beauty, a charcoal rendering of Paradise; every 

pleasure, a flat and faded version of the joy that awaits us. We need to boost others to the window 

of God’s grace before they can see beyond the lines of their own experience. Only then can they 

see how big the trees are, how bright the flowers, how breathtaking the view. 
 

3. Following Jesus calls for uncommon valor. 
 

 The courage does not need to hit the paper. Others need to be able to see it and understand 

your dedication to Jesus Christ for what it is. 
 

 The British rock star Cliff Richard, once called the “bad boy of pop” and “too sexy for 

television,” became a devout believer and disciple of Jesus. Back in the 1970s, he visited 

missionary outposts in the Sudan and refugee camps in Bangladesh as part of a mission trip for 

Tear Fund. In his book about his conversion to Christianity called Which One's Cliff ?, he tells 

how "the first morning, I must have washed my  hands a dozen times. Whenever we stopped, I 

made a beeline for the communal tap or the well; I didn't want to touch anything, least of all the 

people. Everyone in those camps, even the babies, was covered in sores and scabs". 

 



 "I was bending down to one little mite, mainly for the photographer's benefit, and trying 

hard not to have too close a contact, when someone accidentally stood on the child's fingers. He 

screamed out, and as a reflex, I grabbed hold of him, forgetting all about his dirt and his sores. I 

remember now that warm little body clinging to me, and the crying instantly stopped. In that 

moment, I knew I had an enormous amount to learn about practical Christian loving, but at least 

I'd started." 
 

 He agonizes over the fact that the global needs are so great, and what we can do so small. 

So what if the Tear Fund supports a handful of Bangladesh refugees when the numbers who need 

help are in the tens of millions? It's only a tiny drop in a vast bucket. To which Richard responds: 

“Drop it may be, but at least the bucket's moist. Something is happening; somebody is being 

helped.”  Cliff Richard, Which One's Cliff?  pages 178-179, 184. 
 

 Do people see in us the Christian difference? Can they tell that we stand for something and 

that something is the love and compassion we are given? Do we forgive as we are forgiven? Do 

we turn gossip with a kind word? Do our words and actions show that we are accountable? Is our 

yes, yes, and our no, no? When we tell our story, does it always include our indebtedness to the 

God who made us, the Savior who redeems and rules us, and the Spirit who comforts and 

strengthens us?  
 

 Let us pray. Help us to remember Lord. Fill our eyes with the agonizing cross, our hearts 

with the love of Christ, our minds with the determination to be our best, and our lives with the 

generosity that causes us to give ourselves away in service. Amen 

 

 

   

 


