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When I was a kid, my sister and I used to get so excited when the mail would arrive. 
We’d be sitting in our house and with some kind of extra sensory perceptive power we would 
hear Mr. Campbell drive up in his mail truck; stop at our mailbox and then move on. 
If we were in the same room, we’d look at each other, give a little smile, nod our heads to one 
side, raise an eyebrow… and then the race was on. 
We’d fly up or down the stairs – depending on which level we were on – we’d barrel out the 
front door and sprint for the mailbox.  (She always cheated though by running straight through 
the flower beds – whereas I would go down the front porch, turn left onto the driveway.) 
 
I’m not sure how you feel about the mail though as a kid my sister and I loved getting mail. 
I had a roommate in college who loved getting mail probably more than anybody I know.  He’d 
race home from class so that he could be first to the mailbox. 
 
There’s something about that piece of metal at the end of a lane or driveway or lobby of an 
apartment building that beckons to us. 
 
For my sister and me, we couldn’t wait to see what was inside. 
We couldn’t wait to see who sent us what. 
Did grandma send us a note with five dollars tucked inside? 
Did my cousin send a letter with a picture of the latest model he’d assembled? 
Did a best friend who moved away send a letter describing the new school and friends he was 
making? 
 
We love to get notes. 
We love to get them delivered to our mailbox or (9:30 a.m. ‐ play audio of AOL) – our inbox. 
 
Think about the stories by our grand and great‐grand parents who talk about receiving those 
letters from spouses or fiancées or friends or children who were stationed overseas during 
wartime.  Those letters would come and in some homes you find them tucked away in attics in 
shoe boxes or cigar boxes neatly wrapped by lace or string ties. 
 
We love to get letters and notes. 
We love especially to get notes of encouragement. 
We love reading those love notes sent to us from those who care about us. 
We love reading those notes which affirm us and tell us there are those out there who believe 
in us and care deeply for us. 
 
Some famous love notes are: 



1. Elizabeth Barrett Browning’s The Sonnets of the Portuguese – Sonnet #43 – it’s 
interesting to note that these sonnets were written between the years of 1845‐1846 – they 
consist of 44 love sonnets by Elizabeth Barrett Browning which chronicle the period leading up 
to her marriage to Robert Browning in 1846 – urged Mr. Browning, Elizabeth Barrett had them 
published – and sonnet #43 (along with #33 is one of the most famous) – maybe you’ve heard 
it: 

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways. 
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace. 
I love thee to the level of everyday's 
Most quiet need, by sun and candle‐light. 
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right; 
I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise. 
I love thee with a passion put to use 
In my old griefs, and with my childhood's faith. 
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 
With my lost saints, ‐‐‐ I love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life! ‐‐‐ and, if God choose,
I shall but love thee better after death. 

 
2. Not to be outdone – there is Mrs. Coleman’s Kindergarten class 1975: 
   Roses are Red 
   Violets are Blue 
   Sugar is Sweet 
   And so is…Lou 
Yes, those words of love were written by Ann Nesbitt to yours truly. 
 
We love to get affirming notes. 
Whether delivered to our mailbox – our inbox – or taped to the wall outside the office of the 
workcamp or conference you are attending. 
 
When you see that note something happens inside the recipient. 
Maybe, hearts and pulses race.   
Palms may sweat. 
Smiles sneak across one’s face. 
You get excited –your heart jumps – because when you see that note and read that name you 
know someone loves you. 
When I get those notes in the mail from Candace & Alex while I am away from them – I can’t 
wait to tear the envelope open and read the letter because it says to me – they’re thinking 
about me – they care – they miss me – they love me. 
 
You know what? 
Someone cares about you. 



In fact, there’s a letter for you here today. 
It’s right here – in this mailbox. 
See, it’s addressed to YOU. 
 
This is what it says: 

November 11, 2012 
 
Dear Child, 
I Love you very, very much. 
I have such great plans for you. 
I want you to know that you are special to me. 
No matter what happens in this lifetime…you will always ALWAYS be my child. 
Love, 

God, (The Creator of the Cosmos…AND…You) 
 
You see, the God of the Universe, declares to you and to me that we are possibilities. 
We might think we’re impossible – however – God declares all things are possible. 
We are creations which have potential. 
 
I’ve heard it best when I heard someone once say, “When you look in the mirror you should 
smile because God made you and God does not make mistakes.” 
 
You are created in the image of God. 
You are somebody. 
You are special. 
You are not a mistake. 
 
And for that we are grateful. 
 
God’s grace has a way of doing that – changing the way we see the world. 
God’s grace has a way of shaping the way we interact in the world – with ourselves…with each 
other…with our God. 
God’s grace has a way of opening us up to live lives in grateful response to God. 
 
God’s grace is the basis for our stewardship – remembering that all we have – and all we are – 
and all we will become are influenced by God’s declaration of grace – a declaration made in the 
greatest love note of all time – Jesus the Christ – for in Christ’s life, death and resurrection God 
has declared, “For mortals it is impossible, but for God all things are possible.” 
 
Around the middle of October we went to our mailboxes and we opened a letter from our 
Stewardship Team and in that letter we read about some possibilities. 
Last Sunday, Pastor Dave spoke to us here in worship about some of those possibilities.  I like 
very much how he put it, “[They] are not just idle dreams…they are real possibilities.” 



 
In just a few moments, we will have the opportunity to come forward and dedicate our 2013 
pledges to God. 
We’ll have an opportunity to participate in those possibilities by pledging our support to the 
work of God here in our midst.  In essence, we’ll be saying to God “Here you go.  We’ve got 
some ideas on how me might proceed in utilizing these gifts, but now we place them at the foot 
of the cross.  We dedicate them to you.  And we ask that you work with us and together we 
seek to discern where you call us to use these gifts of tithe and offering and our very lives.” 
When you come forward you will have the choice of laying it inside this mailbox or in this 
basket next to it. 
I’ll even put the flag up so God knows there is mail. 
 
Before we do that though, I share the following story I heard recently. 
 
It comes from Parker Palmer – a Quaker Theologian. 
 
Palmer tells the story of a flight he was on. 
The plane had pushed away from the terminal when it stopped. 
Sitting there on the tarmac – with the engines powering down – the Captain’s voice came over 
the loudspeaker. 
“I’ve got some bad news and some really bad news,” he said. 
“It appears as though the storm has shut us down.  Denver is socked in and no planes are 
landing or taking off.” 
“The really bad news is that the storm is so bad that no delivery trucks were able to get into the 
airport and we were not able to restock our pantries, so we have no food to serve you and it’s 
lunch time.” 
 
Well with that the grumbling in the cabin started. 
Passengers began to complain.  The decibel level in some sections began to rise. 
And then a flight attendant’s voice came over the intercom. 
 
“Folks,” the voice said, “We’re sorry.  We didn’t plan it this way.  And if we could we would 
make it better.  We’ve heard from some of you that you need to eat because you have medical 
necessities.  And I’ll bet some of you brought something with you to tide you over.  Maybe you 
have a bag of chips or pack of crackers or a muffin from the food court.  Maybe you are heading 
home after vacation or holiday and have an edible gift you’re taking to someone who already 
has everything they need.  So, here’s what we’re going to do.  I’ve got these two big bread 
baskets up here and we’re going to pass them around the cabin.  They’re going to go up and 
down the aisle – row by row – and everybody is going to put something in.  And if you don’t 
have anything to eat – then maybe a bookmark from the book you’re reading or a picture of a 
loved one from your wallet. 
 
Then, we’re going to reverse the process.  After everybody has put something in, we’ll pass the 
baskets back around and when it comes to you – take what you need.” 



 
Well with that the demeanor in the plane changed. 
Overhead compartments were opened.  The sounds of carryon luggage and backpacks could be 
heard opening as people began to find and place items in those baskets.  Boxes of cookies – a 
bottle of wine – fruit – candies and candy bars – even a salami were placed in the baskets. 
 
The baskets were overflowing. 
 
Then as the baskets were passed back around… 
 
People began to see how truly blessed they really were. 
Needs were met. 
Lives were fulfilled. 
Grace abounded. 
 
That is the power of God at work. 
That is a testimony that with God all things are possible. 
That is stewardship. 
 
Amen & Amen. 


