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Our Gospel story from St. Luke today tells a parable of a wealthy man who wants 
to store up his stuff—in particular an abundance of produce from his lands. The 
conclusion of the parable leads to the warning: Don’t store up treasures for 
yourselves. Instead strive to be rich toward God. And the even more direct 
warning: Be on your guard against all kinds of greed.  
 
It’s pretty easy to understand what this parable is trying to tell us. I think of Mark 
Twain’s clever quip: “It ain’t the parts of the Bible that I can’t understand that 
bother me. It’s the parts that I do understand!”  
 
For most of us, it is hard to let go of our stuff. I have experienced the pain of 
purging these past 18 months or so. I moved residences 5 times, including 2 
transatlantic moves. I sent some stuff on a fast plane, some on a slow boat,  
carried stuff over, sold stuff before I left, gave stuff away, junked stuff, and still had 
to put stuff in storage! 
 
Storing Stuff is one of the biggest businesses in the US. In fact, off-site storage is 
the fastest growing segment of the commercial real estate industry. Along with 
the increase in storing stuff has come the impulse to reduce clutter. Home 
organization is now an 8 billion dollar industry. 
 
Reams of articles have been written about the psychological cost of clutter. 
Studies have shown that people who live and work in cluttered environments 
share a predictable cluster of 5 similar anxieties: 
 
--clutter makes them feel that their work is never finished 
--it makes them less able to relax 
--it makes it harder to focus 
--it overloads the senses and causes them to overwork 
--it can lead to lower self-confidence, a sense of being out of control, to guilt, 
even to feelings of shame. 
 
As our Gospel passage suggests, it can be helpful to meditate and muse about 
how your possessions might be possessing you.  
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But can the story take our thinking further? What if we thought for a moment  
not just about items that clutter our living spaces but also about all the mental, 
psychological, traumatic, mercenary, neurotic stuff that daily clutters our psyches? 
 
In other words, we looked a bit at the psychological cost of clutter.  
What about the cost of psychological clutter? 
 
In my experience, psychological clutter does similar things to our psyches. When 
the news waves swell with stories of another senseless shooting, racially 
motivated massacre, or terrorist attack; when we see video of the latest natural 
disaster or projections of environmental apocalypse when the talking heads natter 
on and on—what must that do to our psyches? 
 
A number of my friends say that they dread checking the news in the morning 
anymore. I know that I feel all five of the anxieties that I just listed: 
Like my work is never done and I can never do enough.  
I get anxious and on edge.  
It’s hard to focus.  
I feel overwhelmed.  
I feel helpless, out of control, guilty, and ashamed I’m not doing more  
or even caring more. I numb out and tune out. And that’s just checking the news, 
before I’ve accounted for all of my own personal clutter (or finished my coffee)! 
 
Agitated, in the swirl of warring emotions and what feels at times like living in a 
world at war, I long to be able to Keep Calm and Carry On. 
 
Keep Calm and Carry On. That slogan has seen a revival in recent times. Do you 
know it’s history? 
 
It popped up in 1939, after the outbreak of WW2. The Ministry of Information in 
London began designing morale boosting posters to be displayed across the 
British Isles.  
 
Set against bold backgrounds, posters designed and produced by Her Majesty’s 
Stationary Office included peppy lines like “Freedom is in Peril” and “Your 
Courage, Your Cheerfulness, Your Resolution Will Bring Us Victory.” 
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And then there was “Keep Calm and Carry On.” One of the original posters 
turned up in a pile of dusty books headed for auction. It was reprinted and the 
slogan has become ubiquitous in souvenir and curio shops the world over.  
Indeed, it has become so popular that there is now an App for it. With the Keep 
Calm Creator you can keep calm and fill in the blank with any action with which 
you would like to carry on. 
 
In blocky lettering, the posters proclaimed a message of forbearance in the face of 
great danger, loss, and anxiety. Without denying real peril and pathos, they 
encouraged the cultivation of peace and calm even in the midst of upheaval.  
 
They aimed to create a reflective people who would respond out of experience 
and wisdom rather than react out of rashness. In essence, they bid citizens to bide 
their time in tumult and terror while a part of them remained free from the chaos 
unfolding all around. Ideally, the more citizens flexed this muscle of fortitude,  
the stronger they became, and the less they found themselves at the mercy of 
what happened around them. In this, the Ministry hoped to maintain a common, 
national decorum of civility, dignity, empathy, and humanity even with evil 
breaking out all around. 
 
Amidst our own swirling clutter, it helps to find ways to keep our core selves 
calm even while restiveness rages around us. It may take more than a poster or 
snappy slogan to cultivate forbearance in the face of our personal firestorms.  
Each of you may have a different way of doing that—walking the labyrinth, hiking 
outdoors, meeting with friends, lifting your voice in prayer in the soaring space of 
this cathedral. 
 
We have been talking a lot here at Grace Cathedral about the power of coming 
home—home to a place where burdens are shared, joys are celebrated in 
community and we gather around a solid core of trust, promise, and hope.  
 
A practice of keeping calm and carrying on creates space between our outer 
turmoil and our inner soul. This spaciousness allows us to develop intentional 
patience instead of impatience, a rich repertoire of responsiveness instead of 
reactivity, a pondered thoughtfulness instead of haste. 
 
On Friday afternoon, I stood in a beautiful, sun-drenched garden at an elementary 
school in North Richmond—an area that claimed the 4th highest crime rate in the 
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country and 5 times the cases of hospitalization due to childhood asthma, most 
likely due to the Chevron refinery located there.  
 
The garden existed because visionary teachers and students partnered with Urban 
Tilth to transform part of an asphalt parking lot into a lush plot filled with apple 
trees, pendulant grapes, bright sunflowers, and fragrant herbs.  
 
As a graduation project for the Embarq summer architecture program at Berkeley 
University, a group of High School students had built (and donated) a pavilion for 
teaching classes, drying herbs, and enabling a program which grows fresh food for 
a community so lacking in services that it doesn’t have a grocery store. 
 
I watched these high school students—Black, White, Asian, Latino, Slavic, Gallic, 
gay, straight, boys and girls admire the pavilion they’d built, full of wonder for 
what they could do together—how they could make a difference in the lives of so 
many. And I remembered rallying words I heard this week from a good news 
story (words of President Barack Obama):  “We are not a fragile or frightful 
people….We don’t fear the future; we shape it, embrace it, as one people,  
stronger than we are on our own.” 
 
And that little urban garden became the symbol of home, the incarnation of the 
spiritual practice of spaciousness, that creates a protected place of quiet, calm, 
stillness, peace in the midst of turmoil—a place of trust, promise and hope.  
 
In some measure you determine what clutter you will allow in and what gets 
filtered out. The more you practice spaciousness, the vaster your interior place 
becomes, and the deeper peace you have to draw from. And, finally, the more 
available is your soul to wonder. 
 


