
Isn't life more than food and the body more than clothing? 
Mt 6,25c 

Dear Ella, dear family, dear guests, 

Do angels kiss? Do they play heavy metal in heaven? Are 
there smartphones there? Do you recognize saints by their 
halos? If God created cute mice, why cats? Why did God give 
the dinosaurs so few brains? And what about humans? Why 
can't humans fly like birds, scent like dogs, and run like 
cheetahs? Can pastors walk on water like Jesus? Is God a 
man or a woman? Can I still be baptized when I am 80 years 
old? How can I talk to God when I often don't know myself 
what I want? 

Questions about questions! That is exactly what human 
beings do: ask questions. There are no good and bad 
questions, no smart and stupid ones; they only exist in 
school. In school, there are class tests and exams, grades and 
reports, but in confirmation classes, also everywhere where 
it is about faith and religion, I can simply ask without having 
to be afraid of getting grades for it. I should enjoy this time! 
Where does that still exist today: That I can ask questions 
without being graded for it right away? 

Questions are dangerous not only at school, but also at 
work and elsewhere. They show that I don't know 
something, and that at a time when we should have an 
opinion on everything and an answer to everything. This is 
the case in big politics. You watch politicians who a 
journalist puts a microphone in their face and asks them a 
question. Who of them would admit that they don't have an 
answer to a question? Most of them save themselves in this 
situation by uttering irrelevant phrases. Of course, it works 
that way, too. 

Or - as I sometimes experience it in the lessons at school - a 
student saves himself in a class work with a question, which 



he cannot answer, by writing about something else. 
Preferably about God and the world, about Jesus and the 
Holy Spirit, so there will be something right. These are all 
rescue attempts in a situation where I have no answer to 
something.  

When it comes to God, I can and should ask questions! And I 
will experience that adults, even pastors, do not always have 
an answer to everything. On the contrary! They probably 
have more questions than answers. At least that's how it is 
for me. The longer I am a pastor, the more questions I have 
and the more fragile my answers become. That's just the 
way it is. Life hammers away at our convictions. And 
sometimes all that's left is rubble. That's why I don't have 
answers to everything. 

But I have questions! And I hope that the one who can still 
ask is not completely lost. Who has an opinion to everything 
and to everything an answer, he is finished. In the truest 
sense of the word! Would there still be something to learn? 
Are there open questions? Open wounds? Insecurities? 
Probably not. But whoever still has questions and can ask, 
whoever keeps discovering new questions, is on the way. He 
does not resign himself to what he has found so far. He 
admits to himself that he does not know everything and 
cannot know everything. He is honest and probably also 
modest. And above all: he is open to the religious. 

Perhaps - I say to myself - at your age you are still closer to 
the subject of religion than in adulthood. Perhaps because 
we adults are often busy enough with ourselves and our 
lives, because we have had to bury some dreams, because 
life has disappointed or disillusioned us. Because we have 
become indifferent or jaded. Because we are satisfied with 
the cheap and superficial and renounce the deep and 
valuable. 



Man is incurably religious - this is how one of the great 
thinkers put it. And he did not mean this in a pejorative 
way, as if this were a disease to be cured. For him it was a 
statement: religion is an essential part of man. We need 
religion because it opens up a different and deeper 
approach to life. Because we are not satisfied with the 
visible and measurable, because we recognize that life is 
more than the everyday. 

Is not life more than food and the body more than clothing? 
This sentence of Jesus comes from the Sermon on the 
Mount. A sentence that makes me sit up and take notice. 
More than! What does it mean? More than food, the body 
more than clothing? Do we even need to be told this? 
Haven't we known that for a long time? I will tell you what I 
think: We have known this for a long time, but we have 
often forgotten it! Adults in particular are so consumed by 
everyday life. I get up, I go to work, my head is full of things 
for which I am responsible, I have stress with the boss, 
colleagues or customers, I come home, there is my family, 
who expects something from me, sometimes I don't see eye 
to eye with them, then there can be arguments, that puts a 
strain on me. I have a hobby that I cultivate and that costs 
me time. I have a health that sometimes leaves something to 
be desired. The older I get, the more the little ailments of 
everyday life plague me. 

And in the midst of all this, in addition to all the things of 
everyday life, there are still many things that captivate and 
imprison me: the desire to have more, to own the latest 
smartphone, a bigger car, a house of my own, I desire the 
recognition and respect of others, I pay attention to my 
image, perhaps I am also a little vain, sometimes selfish, 
carry a touch of narcissism inside me. All this occupies me so 
much that I often forget that Jesus is right: Life is more!  



Perhaps you young people are even more open to this. Of 
course, there are also many things that occupy you. School, 
appearance, which is so important at this age, fashion and 
how I come across to the opposite sex, friends and sports, 
the latest electronics, my music and binge-watching a series. 
These and much more are your topics. And yet, I think that 
at your age, you are still open to the religious. At least so 
open that you are insecure, that you ask yourself if there is 
something to it? Whether this God really exists? Whether 
what we read about him in the Bible is really true? Whether 
he really likes me? I, who am certainly no role model and no 
ideal!  

Corona has postponed your confirmation for over a year. 
And this pandemic is not over yet! What misery it has 
brought upon this earth. Sick and dead, children and young 
people in online classes, loneliness, a life without friends, 
without contacts, a failing economy, and besides everything 
else the sudden self-centeredness of the rich countries, 
which forget the trouble spots of this earth. As an example I 
mention the famine catastrophe in Yemen, which at the 
moment plays no role in the media. Does God really carry 
this world, which is sometimes so chaotic and scares us, does 
he really carry it on his hands? 

Once again, you don't have to have an answer to all these 
questions. But one must take care of and keep these 
questions like an important and precious treasure! They 
keep us open, they do not spill the religious, which slumbers 
so incurably in us. Whoever keeps the question about God 
open, whoever asks about the traces of God in his life, 
whoever asks what all this has to do with him, is on a hot 
track. Jesus does not have to tell him that life is more than 
food and clothing, than objects and everyday things. You 
don't have to tell him that, he is already very close to it. And 



he has something that supports and holds him when life 
becomes difficult. 

Life sometimes shakes us awake. We are quite sure of 
something, and suddenly something happens and nothing is 
the way it used to be. How often have I had to experience 
that people who were quite sure of themselves, who were 
bursting with strength, had to experience something that 
brought their whole world crashing down. That happens. 
But what keeps me going then? What gives me strength and 
hope? What carries me through? And another question: 
What carries me through when everyday life has become a 
routine for me? When I experience the same thing day after 
day, at work or at home. 

Is not life more than food and the body more than clothing? 
Says Jesus! I prefer this little question a thousand times 
more than long answers. I need this, me personally! That 
when I get lost in the routine, or when I am too sure of 
something, I am asked a question. A small question, 
admittedly. Without many words. But one that suddenly 
unsettles me, shakes my firm conviction, makes me open to 
a reality that is very close to me, but which I keep forgetting 
and overlooking: the reality of God. That God is there for 
me, is close to me, cares for me, even if I don't always see 
whether and how he does so. 

Jesus was sure: God cares for us. Look at the birds, he says 
there in the Sermon on the Mount, they do not sow, they do 
not reap, but your Father in heaven takes care of them. 
Shouldn't he do that much more for you, O ye of little faith? 
I need to be told that sometimes: You are worth something 
to God! God cares for you, you just have to learn to see it, 
life is more than food and the body more than clothing. Let 
us make a promise today: That we will never forget that 



God cares for us, and if one of us should forget, then the 
others may remind him. This is a promise! 

Amen 


