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Last week I wasn’t here with you because I was in the process of packing up and returning from the Creation Festival.  If you’ve been around for more than a couple of years, you probably know by now that when I come back from the Creation Festival I usually have a message about something I learned there.  And usually, like today, I can’t wait to share it with you.

Usually I share with you something I learned from one of the speakers or one of the Christian musicians.  But this Creation Festival was different for me. It wasn’t about the concerts or the speakers.  This year the Creation Festival was all about the people who were attending – all 80,000 of them!

Last year, as my daughters were old enough to take care of themselves, I got the idea that I wasn’t needed so much as a chaperon anymore.

I started to get the idea that God had something else for me to do – some kind of service – some way to give back to his Festival – his Festival that had given so much to me!

So I signed up to work at the Festival.

_______________________________________________

My shift assignment was to work each day from midnight to 4:30am.

As midnight approached on the first evening I began to get a little nervous.  I know it sounds silly, but I had no idea what I was going to be doing.  Would I be able to handle the job?  Would I be able to enforce rules?  Would I be able to stay awake?

I wasn’t the first person to feel apprehensive about a new job serving the Lord:
Jer 1

”Ah, Sovereign LORD,” I said, “I do not know how to speak; I am only a child.”

But the LORD said to [Jeremiah], “Do not say, ‘I am only a child.’ You must go to everyone I send you to and say whatever I command you. 8 Do not be afraid of them, for I am with you and will rescue you,” declares the LORD.

Do you ever refrain from taking on a volunteer position here at church because you don’t know if you will be able to do a good job?  Does fear of the unknown paralyze you when it comes to stepping up and serving?  Are you convinced you’re not good enough?

The Lord straightened Jeremiah out: “Do not say, ‘I am only a child.’ You must go to everyone I send you to and say whatever I command you.” declares the LORD.

___________________________________________

When the time came to report for work, I found the “grounds traffic” tent.  I sat down with the others and noticed that I was almost 25 years older than any other volunteer.  I was at least 15 years older than the supervisors.  I felt a little out of place – but I was there.

The old, familiar line for Gal. Came to mind as I felt out of place:  “There is neither Jew nor Greek, slave nor free, male nor female, for you are all one in Christ Jesus.”

I guess I could add “old or young” to that list too.

Do you ever feel like you are too old or too young to serve in the church? Are you too old to help at VBS or to work with the youth group?  Are you too young to help with a fellowship event or the sewing group?

Remember Jeremiah thought he was only a child, but God reminded him that it was God’s power – not Jeremiah’s – that would carry him through.

_________________________________________

After a short orientation, I was taken out and left with one other 18 year old guy at the back gate of the camping and festival area.  It was our job not to let people onto the grounds without a parking pass.

It was very quiet and cold.  The supervisors checked up on us via the radios and they read us a devotion.  But mostly we spent a lot of time doing absolutely nothing.

I was really doubting whether I was making any difference.  Do you ever feel that way when you are working in the congregation?  Does your time and skill count for anything?

Well, anyway, at about 3:00am all that changed.  No, it’s not because something bad happened and I stepped in as a hero.  It was because of some words from my supervisor over the radio.

She said, “It may seem like you are out in the darkness, doing nothing and not making a difference.  But right now tens of thousands of campers are sound asleep and you are the only people that stand between them and the rest of the world.  Someone could come through your gate and cause any kind of trouble on the grounds.  It’s up to you.”

In a matter of moments I went from wasting my time sitting in the darkness by the gate to being the protector of tens of thousands of people.

Do you ever think your work at church doesn’t make a difference?  Maybe you’re making a huge difference in the lives of people you don’t even know.

The body of Christ is made up of many parts – and each and every one of them is vitally important.

1 Cor 12:21-23

The eye cannot say to the hand, “I don’t need you!” And the head cannot say to the feet, “I don’t need you!” On the contrary, those parts of the body that seem to be weaker are indispensable,

1 Cor 12:27

Now you are the body of Christ, and each one of you is a part of it.

Sitting out in the quiet darkness I felt like the tiniest, most dispensable part of the body of Christ.  Maybe I would be likened to the little toe or the pinky finger.  But the fact was that I was part of the Body of Christ and that meant everything.  There is no insignificant part of the Body of Christ.

________________________________

All throughout my time sitting at the gate in the darkness different people came out of the darkness to visit with us.

Most of the people were what we would judge as “normal,” but not all. One guy came by at about 2:00am and said, “My cousin is on CNN, do you ever see her?”  I said, “What’s her name?”  And he said, “I’m not sure; but do you ever see her?”

Creation is the only place where I see people wearing tee-shirts that say “Abortion is Mean,” or, “Virginity Rocks,” or, “They Don’t Serve Breakfast in Hell.”

Of course there were the typical boys and girls with green and red hair. Mohawks must be in style right now – there were lots of them.  There were older men (senior citizens) with really long hair and beards.  Some of the kids rolled around in mud and left it on them for the rest of the day.  Some of the kids had jet-black hair and white makeup. You’d be surprised by how many different places one could pierce one’s face?  People brought tiny babies and old parents.

My point is that just about any type of person you could possibly think of was there at the Festival.  But they we were all more similar than different. We all (or at least most of us) had the only thing that really matters in common.  We believed in Jesus – the only thing that really matters in this life.

____________________________

One of the main events of the Creation Festival is the candle-lighting service on Friday night.  I had to go up the hill to the Grounds Traffic tent to report for my shift.  When I got up there I had a view of the entire amphitheater where 80,000 people were gathered to sing praises to our Lord.

I watched as the candles began lighting from the right and as the light swept across the crowd.  It was an awesome sight.  It was awesome when all 80,000 candles were lit and the crowd started singing “How Great is Our God.”

________________________________

It was that moment when I realized something -- “Jesus is the great equalizer.”

Jesus is the great equalizer because he came to die for the sins of every single person.  He died for the guy whose cousin is on CNN even though he didn’t know who his cousin is.  He died for the people wore white makeup and pierced their faces in most unlikely places.  Jesus is the great equalizer because he died for the babies and the old people.  He died for men with Mohawks – even red and green Mohawks.

Jesus is the great equalizer because he died for the so-called “normal” people who had contempt in their hearts for the people with piercings and green hair.

____________________________________

I got the idea that Jesus is the great equalizer when I saw every type of person that I just described holding a candle in the huge crowd singing How Great is Our God.

I thought that Jesus doesn’t look at our piercings, or lack of them.  He doesn’t look at red, green or brown hair.  He doesn’t worry if we are smart or not. None of that matters to Jesus.

All he cares about is whether or not we believe in him and receive the righteousness that he won for us on the cross.

All he cares about is that we are his.

I imagined Jesus looking at us as all the same in his eyes.  Kind of like when I viewed 80,000 people and only saw their candles – not their age or size or appearance.  They were shining like the righteousness of Christ shines through us and that is what the Heavenly Father sees instead of our sin and imperfections.

I didn’t see 80,000 sinners that night.  I saw 80,000 lights shining.  I saw the redeemed of God gathered together to sing his praises.  It was almost as if I had a glimpse of people as God the Father sees them – shining with the righteous of his Son!

Amen.

