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Last week my best friend won a million dollars on a lottery ticket she 
bought at the Top O’ The Rock store in Eugenia. She must have 
bought a new phone too because she’s not returning my calls or 
texts.  
  
A million bucks sounds like a lot of moola and it kinda’ is…but today 
that would get you half a house and a big mortgage in Thornbury.  
  
If you are of my vintage, you might remember the excitement that 
gripped the entire nation for the first national lottery draw for one 
million dollars in 1974? The tickets were ten dollars each and the 
money raised was for the 1976 Montreal Olympics.  (Turned out that 
a lot of that money went to the Mob and some very sketchy 
politicians…but that’s another story.) 
  
Millions of people sat watching television with their ticket in hand as 
the winning number was announced. 
  
It was a big deal. In 1974, houses, on average, cost around forty 
thousand dollars. If you wanted to buy a brand new Pinto it would 
cost you around two thousand dollars. Ted Rush could get you one 
for eighteen hundred with studded snow tires thrown in too, as long 
as you didn’t care about the colour.  
  
So winning a million dollars in 1974 would buy you 20 new houses 
and around 100 new cars that most of us wouldn’t purchase anyway.  
  
A million just isn’t what it used to be and unlike the claim of the Bare 
Naked Ladies…if you had a million dollars, it would be nice, but you 
wouldn’t be all that rich.  
  
And what’s so great about being rich anyway? Bill and Melinda Gates 
are worth over 130 BILLION dollars and they live in a modest castle 
that measures around sixty-six thousand square feet. They’re not 
happy because they can’t “grow as a couple” so they are divorcing. If 



they can’t avoid arguing with each other in a house that size and with 
that much money, what hope is there for the rest of us? Couldn’t they 
just move to their own wing?  
  
Everything is relative of course and there’s always somebody richer 
than we are, so we can start feeling sorry for ourselves pretty quickly. 
I think it might help alleviate my woe-is-me feelings, if I quit playing 
hockey with lawyers and doctors.     
  
Case in point, hard-working Jason Spezza only makes seven 
hundred thousand a year playing for the Leafs, while his relatively 
lazy team mate, William Nylander, is making a cool six million.  
  
But, bigger reality check…Jason Spezza is making almost a million 
dollars a year playing hockey. Nice work, if you can get it. 
  
He makes almost as much as I do per diem, given that, on average, I 
only work 20 minutes a week. Nice work, if you can get it.  
  
He probably has more shekels in the bank that I do but I haven’t been 
entirely reliant on my own earning power. The best advice I received 
when I was studying to become a minister came on my very first day 
of seminary. An old and very wise professor looked carefully at us 
over his glasses and said, “The best financial advice I can give all of 
you who want to be a United Church minister, is to marry a teacher.”  
  
So I did. (There were, of course, other better reasons too!)    
  
Even though my friend did win the lottery, I’m still not likely to start 
buying tickets anytime soon. I just don’t spend much time “imagining 
the freedom” the lottery tells me would come from winning.  
  
I feel pretty lucky already, and rich enough. Maybe, as the poets and 
the book of Ecclesiastes say, chasing after money to find fulfilment 
and happiness is as fruitless as trying to catch the wind.   
  
Money is just a tool and not how we should ultimately measure the 
success or value of our lives. This gets a bit preachy but…I really 
believe the true measure isn’t how much we made in life, but how 
much we made of life. AMEN     



  


