
Vinnie Wants Ta Buy Yez a Drink 

Read: Mark 10:17-27 

Rudy came from a family of modest means.  They weren’t poor but they 

but they weren’t rich either.  They managed to pay their bills and get by.  When 

Rudy graduated from high school there was no money for college so Rudy went to 

work, doing various minimum wage jobs.  He soon grew tired of life on the 

bottom of the labor food chain and began to dream of one day owning his own 

business and of being his own boss. 

Like so many of his co-workers, Rudy played the New Jersey lottery even 

though he knew his chances of winning were somewhere in the neighborhood of 

a ga-zillion to one.  A man can hope can’t he?  One day his number hit the jackpot.  

His winnings weren’t of the huge variety that makes all the news, but it was a 

substantial sum. 

Down on the corner an elderly Asian couple was retiring and had their small 

corner store up for sale. Rudy had just enough to buy the property with enough 

left over to open up a restaurant and pub.  He named it “My Life and Times 

Bistro.”  It turned out he was good at what he did.  The food was good, the drinks 

flowed among his increasingly loyal customers, and Rudy had a good head for 

business.  He managed “My Life and Times” as well as any seasoned pro. He even 

hired several servers to help wait on the customers. 

One day three men dressed in suits, one short man flanked by two 

muscular men who looked like NFL linemen or professional wrestlers came in and 

sat down in the booth near the back of the pub, away from the windows and the 

door.  The server went over and offered to take their order.  They ordered 

nothing, saying that they had business with the owner. Then one of the large men 

who was so burly he had no visible neck came over to the bar where Rudy was 

busily tending to drink orders.  He motioned Rudy over and said, “Vinnie wants ta 

buy yez a drink.”  Rudy politely said to thank him; he would like to but he was very 

busy and didn’t drink during business hours.  At this the burly man’s countenance 

darkened and his face turned into a menacing scowl.  He said, “This is not a 



request.  Come over and take a seat.” Rudy sensed danger and didn’t want 

trouble so he came and sat down.  Vinnie introduced himself. 

“Nice place you have here.  It would be a shame if something were to 

happen to it.”  

Rudy said, “I’m not too worried.  I’m well liked in the neighborhood and I’ve 

never had any trouble.” 

Vinnie said, “That’s good.  But you never know.  Times are changing.  For 

not too much money, say 10% percent of your take, me and my boys here could 

provide you with some insurance against, you know, unforeseen troubles.” 

Rudy began to get the feeling that this was an offer filled with a threat of 

real damage.  “Let me think it over,” he said.  To which Vinnie replied, “Have it 

your way but don’t think too long.  Like I said, you just never know, kabish?”  The 

short hairs on the back of Rudy’s neck felt like they were standing at attention in 

front of a dark and simmering malevolence. 

That night about 2 AM., as Rudy was closing up, a large brick crashed 

through the front window and a black car sped off into the darkness of the wee 

hours.  Attached to the brick was a crude note which read, “Like I said: you just 

never know.” 

Up until that night, Rudy had been quite happy running his own life, 

minding his own business, and being his own boss.  Now he found himself being 

pressured by fear and intimidation to put himself under the thumb of a boss 

much worse than the ones he had had back in his minimum wage days.  The 

stakes were a lot higher now and the risks of defiance had the potential to 

become very ugly indeed.  Was a broken window merely a warning of broken 

bones to follow?  He didn’t know. 

There once was another young man.  We don’t know his name.  He grew up 

in a family of means and when he grew up he took his inherited wealth and 

greatly added to it.  He was well known in town to be an upstanding citizen, both 

ethical and moral.  He was faithful, attending synagogue every Sabbath and a 



close adherent to the Law of Moses.  He never killed anyone; he didn’t sleep with 

anyone else’s wife; he didn’t steal; he didn’t lie, never falsely accused either a 

neighbor or even an enemy; he didn’t cheat other people in his business dealings 

and he didn’t cheat on his income tax either, rendering unto Caesar that which 

belonged to Caesar; and he honored his father and mother and saw to it that they 

were cared for in their old age.  He’d always been upright in all ways since the 

time he was a little boy.  Everyone looked up to him.  “There goes a fine young 

man;” that’s what everybody said when he passed by. 

This young man had everything anyone could ever want.  He was financially 

secure.  He could dress the way he wanted, eat whatever he wanted, buy 

everything he wanted, even travel if he wanted and stay in the finest inns.  You’d 

think he’d have been happy, but underneath all that wealth and privilege, he still 

was not satisfied.  Something was missing.  An emptiness gnawed at his soul, 

down there, out of sight and invisible to all his fellow villagers who looked upon 

his life with envy.   

He was what today we would call an “up-and-outer.”  He was rich in things 

but poor in soul.  In spite of all his good behavior and obedience to God’s law, he 

worried that he still didn’t measure up to God’s standards.  What if he were 

missing something crucial that in a final unwelcome and shocking surprise would 

bar him from inheriting the one thing his money couldn’t buy, eternal life.  

One day, a wonder-working rabbi named Jesus came to town.  His 

reputation had preceded him.  He was becoming increasingly famous for both his 

spiritual wisdom and his miraculous power.  The rich young man had nothing to 

lose, or so he thought, and time was of the essence.  He might never again have 

such a golden opportunity to satisfy the deep hungering of his own heart.  So, he 

did not walk, he ran up to Jesus and knelt before him.   

We, you and I, both know, that kneeling is an act of both humbleness and 

submission.  Kneeling shows honor and respect, like in the old days when a man 

would kneel before his beloved and ask for her hand in marriage. Kneeling says 

right up front: “You are greater than I.  You are most important to me.” 



Just in case that were not enough, the young man decided to preface his 

haunting question with a little flattery.  “Good teacher, what must I do to inherit 

eternal life?”  Jesus deflected his attempt to ingratiate himself with words.  “Why 

do you call me good?  No one is good but God alone.”  Those of us in the know 

realize that Jesus is good and is the very Son of God and a member of the divine 

Holy Trinity.  But the young man didn’t have the full revelation that we have at 

our disposal.  He only had rumors about Jesus’ ministry to go on.  But Jesus was 

and is smart enough to know that if we are allowed to approach him with 

flattering words we succumb to the danger of practicing religion without being 

changed down where our hearts cry for something more.  Jesus cared enough to 

deflect the flattery that many others would have soaked up like a sponge. 

Without even a hint of coercion, Jesus spread on the table before him the 

contents of his spiritual life so far, all the rule keeping had failed to satisfy him 

already.  Do these and you will live.  The young man said, “Teacher, I have kept all 

these since my youth.”  Left unspoken are the words: “But I still haven’t found 

what I’m looking for.”  I’m still not satisfied.  I still lack assurance that all is well 

between me and God. 

Now came the decisive moment.  It was a moment bathed in the love of 

Christ.  Jesus loved him enough to be honest.  Real surrender is more than 

kneeling, more than obeying rules; it is letting go.  It is possible to conduct an 

intensive search for a pearl of great price, but in the moment you find it, to be 

unwilling to pay the price.  There come many points in our walk with Christ when 

the challenge is simply to let go and trust God to lead you into a new future. 

Sometimes we surrender, but often we walk away thinking, “It’s too much; I can’t 

do it.” 

Many of us are like our fictional character Rudy.  We like being our own 

boss.  We like charting our own course.  We’re even willing to let God tag along 

behind us in all our choices and decisions just in case we need a blessing or two 

along the way.  That’s as natural as breathing to us but that is not the lot of a 

disciple of Jesus Christ. 



Jesus loved the young rich man enough to tell him the truth.  “You lack one 

thing; go, sell all you own, and give the money to the poor, and you will have 

treasure in heaven; then come, follow me.”  When he heard this, he was shocked 

and went away grieving, for he had many possessions.   

What was uncovered in that moment in the young rich man would just as 

easily be uncovered in most of us.  The natural human desire is to have treasure 

in both places, in heaven and on earth. Most of us learn stewardship in smaller 

increments, increasing or sometimes decreasing what we give as we go along.  

Perhaps that’s possible, even permitted, but in the case of this young man, the 

choice was either/or.  He couldn’t have it both ways. He chose to walk away from 

Jesus offer to find satisfaction by following him.   

I wonder what comfort he was able to take from his riches after that day.  I 

wonder if he lived with constant regrets that he’d missed his chance to change his 

life.  We don’t know, maybe later, he had another chance to reconsider.  Maybe 

he was in one of the crowds who later witnessed an appearance of the 

resurrected Christ.  What happened next in his life is concealed from us in the 

mists of time.  

 But perhaps the answers to those questions are not what is important for 

us today.  Maybe what is important for us today is for us to enter the loving 

honesty of Jesus Christ.  Maybe we are the ones being confronted by a choice of 

our own. 

Today we begin our annual series considering the topic of stewardship.  

We’ll be challenged to reconsider our own commitments, our priorities, and our 

tithes.  For some, stewardship as a function of our relationship with God is more 

akin to Rudy’s relationship to Vinnie.  We think we are buying protection against 

the bad things in life if we will but give to God. We fear that if we are not diligent 

with our giving we might find a brick of harsh judgment crashing in to shatter our 

lives.  We think of God keeping strict accounts, meting out or withholding 

blessings according to our performance as stewards.  I think that’s not right. 



 God’s name is not Vinnie and God is not malevolent toward us.  God is 

ceaselessly, tirelessly, and we might even say obstinately loving toward us.  You 

can’t buy the goodness of God.  You don’t even have to try.  God is good all the 

time.  Good is who God is.  Goodness is what God gives.  Goodness is what God 

does; God showers us with goodness all the time, even when we can’t see it, feel 

it, and even in the times when we struggle to believe it because we are in hard 

times.  God is good, all the time; all the time, God is good. Being a steward is not 

about buying rewards from a stingy God; it is about us becoming free to trust in 

God’s goodness. 

To most of us, the real challenge of stewardship feels nothing but 

impossible. We’re willing to leave some but not all to follow Jesus.  When we read 

this story, we may feel like we are camels that someone is trying to pull through 

the smallest of spiritual openings, through a needle’s eye.  We hear the call to be 

generous.  Some of us are shocked: how could anyone ask such a thing of us?  

Some of us are too filled with insecurity to respond generously enough to learn 

about the faithfulness of God’s promises to supply all our needs.  Some of us are 

grieved and walk away shaking our heads in regret for ever having come near to 

such a demanding Savior.  And some of us are incredulous along with a whole 

host of other disciples: “Then who can be saved?”  The whole notion of being a 

good steward seems impossible.  The bar seems set too high for us to jump over. 

Now here comes the best part.  Jesus answered them and said, “For 

mortals it is impossible, but not for God; for God all things are possible.”  I guess 

what I’d like to challenge each one of us with during this season of stewardship 

emphasis is that we honestly lay everything on the table before Christ, our ethics, 

our morality, our sins and failures, and our stuff.  Don’t forget your stuff; you 

know: your possessions, your finances, your riches, and your treasures.  Examine 

how much you rely upon earthly treasures to satisfy you.  Question what you 

think they will do for you when eternity comes knocking to collect your life.  If you 

haven’t done so already, dare to set out on a quest to acquire heavenly treasure.  

That treasure will last forever.  Treasures here will simply pass away in just a few 

short years from now. 



Let this be a moment of decision for you.  What will you do?  How much of 

who you are and what you possess are you willing to place at the foot of Christ? 

 


