   On Bringing Ourselves—and Everything about Ourselves—to Christ!




Psalm 121     John 6:1-13     John 12:20-36

It seemed to be completely impossible!

How could the disciples possibly manage to find food for that large a

crowd in such a short period of time before the sun’s light withdrew over the
western horizon? 


Philip said it could not be done: “The situation is impossible.” he told Jesus.

“Where can we find bread for these many people to eat.”


And this Philip’s advice was well worth listening to! After all, this was

Philip’s territory—on the other side of the Sea of Galilee— where these 5,000 people had gathered! They were pilgrims from all over, now converging on Jerusalem for the holy season of Passover — all of them hoping to hear and

be in the presence of a Messiah who, it was said, could—Make the rough places in life  plain!—who could lift up every valley—make the uneven things of life level—change their lives and their world!

Philip knew the villages that had grown up by these waters! He knew the local merchants, the farmers and their potential supplies of food at this time of year. Why even if they could find the bread, it would be impossible to pay the impossibly steep price!—hundreds, even thousands of dollars in today’s currency.  Why put the effort into an impossible cause that is bound to fail? 

And yet, no one, including Philip, had counted on the possibility that Jesus of Nazareth might fall in love with this secluded area on the far side of the lake

where the Jordan River poured into the fish-filled water of the Sea of Galilee.


And then there was a little plain nearby where the grass always grew!


It’s name—El-Batiyah! which means “Daughter of God”

Imagine Jesus and the disciples sitting down on a hill overlooking this plain of tall green, grass fluttering, bowing, dancing in the wind. And the droves of people begin to sit down below him on the grassy plain—to listen—to see—what

might happen. 







Aren’t impossible things possible in places that people truly love?
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Don’t wondrous things unfold in places where people love?—where they love themselves?—where they love one another?—where they love God? 

I have no doubt but that Jesus came to this place he loved, where the ancient
stream flowed into the fertile lake—because Jesus knew something wonderful and

impossible and miraculous might need to unfold here!


But even a lonely and sacred place is, by itself, not an adequate ingredient for the wonders that human need requires—or for the signs that hungry souls watch for all the day and all the night long.


And so to this quiet hillside above the grassy plain where the Jordan River
created a lake full of life, and 5,000 persons had come and collapsed, exhausted

and hungry—Andrew— the disciple Peter’s brother—brought a boy!

“Let us try!” he said. “And we’ll trust Jesus to do the rest.”

You never know what may happen when you bring a person to Christ!


You never know what will happen when you bring yourself and

everything about yourself—your hopes!—your joys!— your fears!— your 
regrets!—your mistakes!— your sins!— your loves!—your passions!—to Christ!


You don’t know what might come to pass when you bring a thought—an

idea—a prayer—a plan—a problem—or a question—or a doubt—to Jesus Christ!


You don’t know what will happen when you bring an obstacle—a worry—

something you are wondering about—or praying against—even an impossible thing that seems as though it will not budge—to Jesus Christ.

Andrew brought a boy!


Amidst an impossible situation and having no idea what might become of 
his actions, Andrew brought a youth!


I once read of a teacher in Asia who, when he entered his classroom at the
beginning of the day, took off his hat and bowed ceremoniously to the boys and

girls seated before him. “Why do you do that?” a colleague asked. “You never

know what one of these children may someday become.” he replied.
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Which is another reason why you should come and consider further this boy whom Andrew brought!


Imagine this youth now! What does he have to offer? A few loaves of bread? A couple of fish? That’s not much given the need to feed five thousand people! 


But suppose he had withheld his little food supply! Suppose he had simply said to himself, “It’s not enough. I’ll go away.”


The truth is that Jesus—God—need whatever you can bring!


You never know what might begin to grow when people begin to bring whatever they have and whomever they are to Christ! 


There is no telling what Christ can do with you!


There is no telling what Christ might be able to make of you!


There is no telling what wondrous, seemingly impossible thing Christ

could do through you if you put yourself at Christ’s service!

There’s no telling what prayer might be answered!


There’s no telling what obstacle might be removed!

What crowd might be fed!


What worry might be resolved!


What healing might happen!


What impossible thing might become possible when you bring what you have and who you are to Jesus Christ!


Across the bow of time, we cannot know for sure exactly how this miracle
of feeding happened.
   


Was it a miracle of sharing, as some have suggested? One in which Jesus

changed not the quantity of bread and fish on the scene, but instead he changed

the souls of women and men!
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Did the loaves and fishes literally multiply in the hands of the Messiah?

Miracles do happen and many have experienced such miracles! Still, some might find it difficult to fathom, and especially when Jesus had refused the Devil’s offer to turn stones to bread and feed the hungry during Jesus’ forty days of testing and temptation in the wilderness. 

Is there more here than meets the eye? 


We can’t know for certain and never will! Many wondrous things have happened—miraculous things!—that remain hidden within the hearts of men

and women—children too! But we do know that something astonishing and wonderful and awe inspiring unfolded—at this crossroads, where there came a boy with a little food—a disciple with a little faith—a Messiah with an abundance of compassion—and a God who is always making a way out of no visible way.


Every night, some transcontinental jet airplanes are landing at airports
around the world. These planes are so fast, and so powerful that they can climb

thousands of feet into the sky, and they can cross vast oceans and continents

with incredible speed. Nevertheless, when their wheels hit the runway, and they

taxi toward the passenger gates, their tremendous assets become a liability. In

the confining space of the airport, they are helpless to direct themselves correctly.

They can’t complete their trip. Were they forced to do it on their own, their huge

wings would crash against other planes or against the airport itself. All of the

sudden, they are dependent on one or two small figures waving flashlights in the

dark to guide them to their destination gate.


Andrew and the boy he brought and every Christ follower like them ever

since are like those small figures waving their flashlights. In the words of the

old African-American spiritual “There Is a Balm in Gilead”, they may not be

able to preach like Peter or pray like Paul. But they can tell the love of Jesus—calmly and quietly introduce people to Jesus Christ—thus rendering an invaluable

service to God and to the church and to humanity at large.


In the end, by bringing ourselves  to Christ—and by bringing everything

about ourselves to Christ, we are freed, forgiven, healed, made whole, saved—and I hope moved to carry that message, in word and in deed, to others!
Amen.       




 Rev. Scott Myers, Sunday, March 29, 2009, 5th Sunday of Lent
