
This past May while I was on pilgrimage to the Holy Land the Toronto Raptors 

won the Eastern Conference finals and were for the first time headed to the NBA 

championship.  I jokingly said that what you would pay to see the Raptors play in 

the finals could pay for a 10 day pilgrimage to Israel.  Little did I know at the time 

that as the series would progress you could choose to pay to see the Raptors play 

or pay for an entire bus load of people to go on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land.   

One article I read explaining the phenomenon of such huge expenditures was 

what the journalist described as the “Experience economy”.  In the past wealth 

was generally defined by stuff.  As the parable in today’s Gospel, bigger barns 

filled to the brim with grain for years to come.   What the journalist described as 

the experience economy is not necessarily about things but more about being in a 

unique place at a unique time which would provide a memory that could be 

shared and recalled for the years to come.  Being at the right place, the right time 

and being able to post a picture of it on social media is a sign of wealth in today’s 

world.   

The experience economy.  When I was first ordained cameras still used something 

called film, which you had to purchase and then pay to develop.  This meant that 

photographers at weddings and other events were usually pretty discreet, only 

taking pictures of a few select moments.  In my first parish, St. Clement’s in 

Cambridge, we did a lot of weddings and there was a photographer, a regular at 

weddings, who, during the Eucharistic prayer, would actually put his camera 

down and kneel with the congregation.   

When digital arrived photography got a bit out of hand.  There was no reason not 

to take a picture of everything and every moment, it wasn’t going to cost any 

more. Discretion and control went out the window.  Heck photographers started 

taking pictures of me.   One day I tried to explain to a photographer how 

distracting this can be, to which she replied, “You know I am here to capture the 

entire experience.”   Actually, when you use the kneeler as a stool to stand on to 

get a better shot as opposed to using it for prayer and adoration you kind of 

missed the experience entirely.  



The first reading today from the book of Ecclesiastes speaks of vanity.  “Vanity of 

vanities says the Teacher, all is vanity.” The work we do, the riches we horde are 

vanity.  As some commentators state the word vanity could also be translated as 

mist.  Something of no being, no permanence, something fleeting and passing 

away.  The fruits of our labour, our riches are mist.  

In this age of the experience economy, we may pay big bucks for these supposed 

life changing, history making, once in a life time experiences which are the bench 

marks of wealth today but do they really have any value?  Are they worth it?  Are 

they nothing but vanity?  Nothing but mist?  

Unfortunately today many young people are caught up in anxiety and are very 

unsure of themselves and they say one of the reasons is the constant connection 

to their phones and social media.  They constantly see all the fantastic 

experiences of others and feel that their lives are inadequate and a failure.  They 

can’t compete with the vanity of the experience economy.   

In the second reading today St. Paul tells the Colossians, “Set your minds on the 

things that are above, not on the things of earth, for you have died, and your life 

is hidden with Christ in God.”  “Your life is hidden with Christ in God”. 

What do we do with wealth?  We show it off?  We have nice stuff, lots of stuff so 

others can see it.  In the modern experience economy we do things and go places 

so others can see.  What good is a social media posting that doesn’t get lots of 

likes?  However it is all vanity, nothing but mist.   

What is really important is that which is hidden, the life we have in Christ.  Take 

time to pray, to listen to the word of God, to kneel in adoration and stop 

sacrificing our lives for that which is nothing but a passing, ephemeral mist.   


