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I would like for you to get comfortable, as comfortable as is possible in a wooden pew. Take a deep breath and close your eyes and let your mind once again consider that vexing problem or stressful situation you have recently been grappling with. Go ahead, take it down off the shelf and turn it this way and that. Closely examine its various facets of despair and its pointed barbs of anxiety that usually get you to worrying to no end. Feel again the acute levels of anxiety it instills in you. Experience afresh the way it gets your blood pressure up and your heart racing. 


Now, I'll bet you're wondering why I would ask you to engage in such an exercise in futility and worry, now especially, during worship. I know you've tried really hard to put those issues aside so you could concentrate on God's Word this morning. That's what the minute of silence was for earlier, so you could get your thoughts in order and prepare for worship. With all the troubles you've gone through this past week, it can be extremely hard to concentrate on worship. Now here I am, encouraging you to pick up all that baggage again, and as a result, initiate all the tension and worry you had last week. 


 Worry is the usual result when we focus too much on all the cares and difficulties and unfortunate predicaments we find ourselves in. Sometimes, we dwell on them with such  intensity that it leaves us so stressed out we end up with a panic-induced paralysis. We compulsively think about them and obsessively relive them over and over, kicking ourselves relentlessly for the mistakes we made and hoping, hoping, hoping that by some off chance, that our worrying will sort of make the problem just go away. Fat chance of that, huh? 


As you look at that trouble again, wow, it's big, isn't it? Bigger than you thought, right? I don't know about yours, but mine tend to be ugly beasts, great, fire-breathing demons that I cower before in fear. They appear as unbeatable monsters, immense woes that have us gasping with terror. 


At times, they seem nearly insurmountable and unsolvable. They seem to have no end and no way to escape the suffering. They have left you sleepless at night, pacing the floor or chewing your fingernails. You alternate between how did I get into this mess with there's no way out, there's no hope, I'm lost, I'm ruined, I'm doomed.  


All of which serves to effectively magnify the problem to an almost alarming size. Worrying about it day after day makes them grow into something so big it defies logic. They just keeps getting worse and worse and bigger and badder and more hopeless with every moment you wring your hands about them. And the larger they become, the more the list of solutions shrinks. And the more you despair and sigh and worry. And the more you resign yourself that this is your lot in life. 


Some of those problems are so unbelievably strength-sapping, aren't they? There seems to be no way out and no relief in sight. Maybe you're pretty sure you messed  up big time this time, and no amount of desperate prayers and teary eyes pleading and lying and pretending it doesn't exist has helped. The more you cry out to God, the quieter and farther He seems to get. Sometime back, you lost all hope of rescue, resolution and redemption. You feel as if this monstrosity will be your worst friend for the rest of your life. 


Now that you and probably me too, have expanded these woes to such an immeasurable status, now that they are front and center in your mind and occupying your thoughts again, now that I have helped you blow them so out of proportion they seem to have no limits, good. 


It doesn't matter if you got yourself into this or not. It doesn't matter if you voluntarily dived headlong into something you knew with every fiber of your being was wrong. It doesn't matter if you were forced into this predicament that has left you hopeless and helpless. It doesn't matter what the source is anymore. 


Whatever it is, it's a giant migraine you want gone. Right? If you could turn back the clock, you would in an instance and not fall into this trouble. If you could buy your way out, you'd spend your IRA and your inheritance and maybe even cut off a limb if it would help. Anything to get out. 


It doesn't matter if its a sin either. Maybe you think this sin is just about the worst thing anyone could have ever done, something so despicable that just the memory of makes your cringe even now. Maybe it's even a crime you committed but were never caught. You've told no one, absolutely no one, because if it got out, you would be ruined.  You would be so ashamed that you would rather die than face the embarrassment. You might be convinced that your sin is the lowest of the low, the  mother of all sins, the one that shocks even God. 


In fact, you know what. Make them bigger. Expand them to ginormous proportions. Look at them as so large that you can't see where one begins and the other ends. Let them turn into your worst nightmare. Feel the hopelessness of the situation. Relive the intense anxiousness it causes you just thinking about it. 


Now, hold those troubles, that predicament, that sin, that humongous distress, up to Jesus. Yes, little Jesus, maybe standing a whole five foot five. One small man, unbecoming in appearance, who slept in a boat, wept at a tomb, hungered and thirsted, bled and bled and bled some more. That Jesus, who looked and acted and felt and walked and talked like a mere human. Yes, hold that giant thing up to little Jesus. 


Put that monstrosity of a problem next to Him and prepare to be amazed. Hold it up to the One who for all appearances is way too human, standing on God's green earth, on that mountain top. Set it there, in front of Him and get ready to be thrown back on your haunches. Prepare to rub your eyes in utter unbelief. Get ready to fall to your knees in shock and awe.


For when you hold up your problem, your difficulty, your transgressions, your worries, your cares, your concerns, your desperate needs, up to the Tranfigured One, you'll think your eyes are deceiving you. You'll think you are viewing an optical illusion. You'll ask if there is a trick to this. You'll shake your head, blink and do a double take. You'll take that back that beast and then put it next to Him again and again, just to convince yourself that what you are seeing is real. And you'll end up with the same result every single time. 


That enormous problem shrinks. That ugly beast becomes a teensy-weensy mouse. That trouble that you worried over for so long pales in comparison to the Hugeness of Jesus. What was a huge and unbelievably complex problem becomes a mote of dust floating in the air. What appeared to your eyes as something so out of anyone's control, a monstrously big sin, a ginormously difficult dilemma, is a speck of near nothingness in Jesus' hand. 


Which might leave you tempted to pull a Peter, and start to ask all kinds of questions of how and why. You'll begin flapping your lips, because your mind cannot fathom what your eyes are beholding. What happened to that huge problem? What happened to that giant malignant growth of a trouble that just kept getting bigger and bigger every day? Suddenly, in Jesus' hands, it is so small, so trite, so impotent.


Then, do what Peter should have done when he first beheld the wonder of Jesus' transfiguration. Be silent. Be still. Kneel down, close your mouth, open your ears and listen. Listen to the beloved Son, the one with whom the Father is well-pleased. Behold the one who calmed the storm, healed the sick, made the lame to walk, the blind to see, and raised the dead. Just contemplate the fullness of the divinity in this little man Jesus.  


Watch as the Father draws back the curtain a bit and you get a peek at what's behind the humanity. It's God in all His glory and might. It's THE GOD, the one who created heaven and earth with just a word. This is He whom angels worship and prophets foretold and demons shudder before. This is God most high, God the One and Only, God the Mighty, your God and Father. 


This is the one, the little one, the weak and humble one, who is about to go and do something so monumental as to send shock waves through history. Down from that mountain He'll go, down into the city, down into the heart of trouble and woe, down into your valley of the shadow of death. With a determination driven by a love that knows no bounds, He'll make his way to another hill. Golgotha. And there He'll be nailed to a cross, with your huge sins and my bad sins and all our troubles and problems and woes upon his shoulders. 


And there He will make them shrink. There, He will dispose of them. There, He will bury them with his blood, dripping into the ground. With every minute He suffers there, your problems and your troubles and your worries get smaller and smaller and less powerful and less worrisome. Till finally, with his last breath, all of them die. All of them collapse into this heavy ball of matter and God the Father shoves them into the grave, where they will never be a threat to you again. 


It's astonishing what God can do. It's nothing short of miraculous how He can make our monstrous problems into tiny specks of stuff not worth the worry we spend on them. He takes this small wafer and joins it with His Son's body and just like that, turns your losses into victories. He makes the unmanageable a piece of cake. He takes the sip of wine you drink and packs it full of your sins, and changes their bitterness into the sweet taste of forgiveness. Nothing is left behind. Every one is drowned in the blood. Yes, even the worst sins you have committed. 


You see, it doesn't matter to God how big you think your problems are. He doesn't care if you think they are so large that they seem impossible to resolve. It doesn't matter even if they really are that huge. To God, there is no impossible problem. There is no sin you can commit that He cannot forgive. There is nothing in all creation that is bigger or more powerful than God. He's bigger than all of them. He's more powerful than all of them. He's got it all well under control.


And even collectively, as a church, our problems and concerns may seem astronomically huge. But to God, they are not even close. For nothing is impossible for God. He keeps us secure in His hands and will always supply our needs with his riches in Christ. Just as He supplies all your needs with those same riches in Christ. 


So the question you need to ask yourself is this: Do you trust God? I know it's hard when the problems that are besetting you this day seem so large. You don't see any way out. There doesn't seem to be a solution, and that's not for lack of trying almost everything you can think of, some desperate measures you never would have thought you'd stoop to do.


But when you place them in God's hands, notice how small they seem. Notice how powerless they are in the hands of the Powerful God. Trust God with your problems. He won't let you down. He won't ever leave you to make it on your own. Though it may take some time, which can create doubt, because we are so fixated on instant results, God will always get you through.  That's a promise from God and God's promises will always trump your worries.


Rise, and do not fear. The Lord is on your side, and there is no one who can defeat Him. Not sin, not the devil, not your problems. And especially not death. He has beaten every last foe of yours, no matter how small or large or powerful they seem to be. Be still and know that God is God. He will be exalted on the earth. 


Listen to Him. Get out your Bible and see how big your God is. Open the Good book and your ears. Listen to the Son speak to you with words of comfort and love. Be silent before Him and trust His grace to be sufficient for all time. 


Your problem is never as big as you might think, and your God is always bigger than you can imagine. Your sins are always serious, but Jesus' suffering and death is always sufficient to forgive each one of them. His death is big enough to cover the sins of the whole world for all time. He took care of the worst problem you would ever have, death, so do you not think He can take care of the little things that give you fits now? Think big. Think God-big. Amen. 
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