A dad was tucking his little girl into bed.  The young girl asked, “Daddy are you afraid of the dark?”  “No I am not afraid of the dark” the dad replied.  “Are you afraid of long slimy worms?” The girl asked.  “No I am not afraid of long slimy worms,” the dad said.  “But are you afraid of snakes?” the girl asked.  “No I am not even afraid of snakes,” the daddy replied.  The girl sat still in her daddy’s arms for a moment and concluded, “Then you are only afraid of Mommy.” 

 There is so much to fear: terrorism; war; the economy; global warming; unemployment; hunger; poverty; homelessness; disease; and death; sometimes we fear for our moms and dads and some moms and dads fear for their children, too.  It is impossible to escape: we see the signs all around: walk the neighborhoods and drive on the interstate.  Or, if you prefer, stay at home and watch the news where the news team proclaims the bad news from studio sets, with more bad news texts scrolling at the bottom of the screen.  At home you can have your computer on too with flash updates from web browsers and spam e-mails announcing that we are doomed if we don’t forward the bad news to as many friends as possible about the forthcoming and already present calamity.  If we were not afraid before we are certainly encouraged by the media and our culture to be afraid now.  

My Granny, bless her heart, is the worst. For someone with macular degeneration she can see the bad news clearly on the internet.  She has a special e-mail program that enlarges the text in her e-mails on her screen.  So when she opens her e-mail it is in bold print and all caps saying something dreadful like, “Bad bananas from Brazil have big bugs.”   Then there is a giant picture of a big bad banana with bugs and a message that says, “If you love Jesus send this to your whole family. If they send it back they love you.”  Then in extra large print it says, “Don’t eat big bad Brazillian bananas with bugs. God Bless America.”  
I call these e-mails family spam.  They trick me every time because the subject line says “I love you.”  And it is from my Granny.  I love my Granny, don’t get me wrong, but when she forwards the gloom and doom spam to me her special e-mail program doesn’t change the message back to it’s original format so when I open the e-mail I see a giant rotten banana with a message in all bold capital letters screaming out “Brazilian Bad Bananas.  Send this to everyone you love.”  So I think, “I better forward this bad banana to the congregation because I love them and how many is a Brazillian?  My Granny’s e-mails, are like the socially acceptable version of the old cardboard sign reading the end is near.  Fear surrounds us but it is not new.

It is into this fear, across centuries of human experience, that Jesus’ offers an extraordinary word of comfort in an increasingly threatening world, “Do not worry….Do not be afraid, little flock, for it is your Father’s good pleasure to give you the Kingdom (Luke 12:32).  
Imagine a man who loved ants. Out behind his house he had an ant hill, and everyday he would go out and yell at the ants, “I love you! I love you! I love you!”  Of course, the ants never got the message since they were ants and he was a man, and humans can’t communicate with ants by shouting at them.  So the man did something more than just shout.  Each day he would bring them sugar, pieces of bread, and other goodies to enjoy.  And as the ants devoured the good things he would yell at them, “They’re from me!  They’re from me! I love you! I love you!”  Still the ants did not get the message.  But in this make believe story the man had magical powers, and he was able to transform himself into anything he wanted to be.  What he wanted to be must seem all too obvious.  To communicate with the ants there was only one thing to do: transform him self into one of them.

So he did just that!  He became an ant and went in among them.  He told all the other ants about the goodness of the great man who hovered over them.  He told them how much that man loved them.

The other ants could not help but be curious and asked, “How come you know so much about that man?”  To which this special ant replied, “Because I am that man.  I became one of you because only by becoming one of you could I communicate how much I care for you, and let you know what I am really like.”


Tony Campolo told that story in his book Let me tell you a story. He says perhaps the most incredible claim we can make about the man Jesus, is that he is actually God.  We Christians believe that in Jesus, God the creator of the cosmos, the breath of life became one of us, so that we might get a glimpse of what God is all about.  The most incredible claim I think we can make as humans is that we no longer have to fear because Christ rose defeating sin and death and that same victorious God loves us as much as the birds of the air and the ants in the field.  Despite our ability to get it right, God forgives and gives us the good gifts of life to remind us of that love.

When I was in the Marine Corps I used to love getting packages from home.  Mail call was everyone’s favorite time.  Often when we were deployed in the field for many months a box of cookies would go a long way to let us know we were loved.  I knew my parents loved me but the socks, razors and cookies served as powerful reminders of that love.  Dietrich Bonhoeffer was a brilliant young pastor and teacher in the 1930s who opposed Hitler’s policies.  On April 5. 1943 the Germans arrested Bonhoeffer and put him in prison.  Two years later the Nazis executed him, hanging him in the gallows just days before the allies swept in to liberate Germany.  About ten weeks after his arrest, Bohoeffer ended a letter from prison to his parents with these words:
“It is Monday, and I was just sitting down to a dinner of turnips and potatoes when a parcel you sent me by Ruth arrived.  Such things give me greater joy than I can say.  Although I am convinced that nothing can break the bonds between us, I seem to need some outward token or sign to reassure me.  In this way, material things become the vehicles of spiritual realities.  I suppose it is rather like the felt need in our religion for sacraments.”

Bonhoeffer knew his parents loved him.  Yet he still hungered for that love to be reaffirmed.  He needed to be reminded of their love in a tangible way.  His package from home served that purpose, and John Claypool in his sermon on communion says Bonhoeffer saw the Lord’s Supper serving the same purpose.  The Lord’s Supper is a package from our heavenly home, a tangible expression of God’s love for us.
It is God’s good pleasure to give us the Kingdom and the gifts to proclaim Christ’s love.  This is not some whistling in the dark comfort.  It is the reassurance that what is seen is not all there is.  The fear of sin and death are no more.  Moreover, the Kingdom does not refer to simply eternal life in the sweet by and by.  Here the Kingdom refers to God’s active reign in this world.  God’s kingdom is putting the positive over the negative.  It is the victory of joy in hearts, minds, values, and actions.  The Kingdom isn’t just near. It is here (hands on the heart).  Christ came here so that we might know peace in this world.   Through this bread and wine, this uncommon common meal our hearts and minds are prepared to be like Christ to conquer the fears of this world and death in the next.  

Thomas Kempis in his book The Imitation of Christ reveals the heart of this truth when he shares his humbling thoughts about the Creator of the cosmos coming to us mere creatures in the sacrament of communion.  After hearing of God’s majesty and love he says, Lord, you say come to me you who labor and are heavily burdened, and I will refresh you. Oh how sweet and how friendly a word is this to someone so small.  Heaven and earth may not comprehend you, and yet you say: Come all of you to me.  What is the meaning of this humble and friendly invitation?  Noah built the ark to showing his trust in God.  Wise Solomon spent seven years of his life building a temple for God.  Moses built the ark of the covenant and covered it in pure Gold then placed the ten commandments inside.  They prepared their lives to receive God’s blessing.  Let us spend the rest of this hour preparing ourselves to meet the One who comes to us in a way we can understand. 
The Lord God, our Lord Jesus Christ is wholly present in the Sacrament this package from above?  There are no bad bananas here.  This feast is a victory over fear.  The only news we have right now is the Good News.  Amen.   Let us continue to worship standing together to confess what we believe.
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