LIVE LIKE YOU’RE TWO YEARS OLD.
Just a moment while I get the prop for the sermon – you can’t have a sermon without a prop.  (Picture of me the Easter after I turned two with a stuffed rabbit.)  It’s called ‘Bunny and Me’.  My Aunty Mid took the picture a few years ago.  In those days, you didn’t take your roll of film to the drugstore to have it developed – you took it to your local photographer who did his own developing.  The photographer liked the picture so much that he enlarged it, framed it and put it in his window.  That was my 15 minutes of fame.  It was also probably the best picture I have ever had taken!

As I looked at it, I realized that no two year old ever took a bad picture.  Even if the kid is as ugly as sin, his hair is sticking out in all directions and he’s making faces, you think ‘Oh, isn’t he adorable’.  And he is - he’s open and natural, delighted with the world around him – he’s also not trying to be cute, not trying to show his best side and not trying to hide those extra 10 pounds he put on over the holidays.  He’s just being himself.  And by the way, a two year old delights in a big tummy – he’ll show it to you any time.
Two is a wonderful age and I think that we would do well if we all were more like we were when we were two but seem to have forgotten how.  
For instance, a two year old doesn’t choose his friends for their gender, the color of their skin or their religious affiliation – all he cares about is that they are nice.   He hasn’t learned to associate with people only for the ‘right’ reasons –   whatever his parents, teachers or society has decided are the ‘right’ reasons.  And if the friend isn’t nice – if feelings are hurt – if they’re fighting over a toy – many times you just give them two minutes and everything can be back to normal – the two year old doesn’t hold a grudge.
The young child has imagination – the ability to dream far beyond what he can see and feel.  If it wasn’t for imagination, we would still be living in caves, hunting with rocks and eating our food raw.

When I was two, I had an imaginary kitty.  As anyone knows who has seen me with my kitty sweater, I have always loved cats.  The kitty’s name was Purr and I had a string, a leach, that I would lead Purr around with.  Of course, no respectable cat would allow you to lead him on a leach, but Purr would. Purr was a good kitty.
 And I can remember one time hearing my daughter tell her friends, “Pretend my husband died and I ran away and became Santa Claus.”  Imagination.  How much time do we spend day dreaming today?

A two year old also knows how to eat – the way his body was designed to deal with food.  If you want to lose weight, just eat the way a two year old eats.  Believe it or not, God has designed our bodies to deal with food automatically.  There are four, what I call, principles built into each one of us and a two year old listens to his body and follows those principles.  This is something that we adults have forgotten how to do.  The principals are as follows:
#1.  If you’re not hungry, don’t eat.  Makes sense, right?  A two year old is much too busy to stop playing and eat if he is not hungry.  We, on the other hand, will stop anything if there is the prospect of chocolate cake or pie Sunday.

#2.  If you are hungry, then eat!   We parents all know what a small child is like if he is hungry – ‘For Heaven’s sake, will someone feed that child – He’s driving me crazy!’   We adults can go for long periods of time without eating and then will eat everything that isn’t nailed down, along with a few of the nails.
#3.  Eat what you like.  Just try feeding a small child some icky  liver or some slimy spinach.  Adults, on the other hand, will waste their calories on food that really doesn’t taste very good but it’s there in front of them.  Or perhaps we’re too polite to push it aside.
#4.  When you have had enough, when your body is satisfied, not stuffed, stop eating!   When a two year old is finished – he is finished and wants to get down and go back to something more important.  You might get him to eat one additional bite of his favorite food but that’s all.  We adults, on the other hand, will continue eating until the plate is empty – and those restaurant plates can be pretty full!
You might also exercise like a two year old – they don’t need a gym, a personal trainer or to run 10 miles every day – just follow one around one whole day and do whatever he does.  I guarantee that you too will need your afternoon nap!

Small children laugh a lot – it is said that a child will laugh several hundred times during a day.  We are lucky to knock off one or two.  Laughter is one of the healthiest things we can do.  My daughter, the doctor, wrote her dissertation on the healing powers of laughter.   Laughter has been known to cure cancer!  Think what it can do for you.  A two year old will laugh at anything or anyone – and laugh over and over again at the smallest thing.  The world is a delightful place for a small child.  
Try looking at that ‘delightful place’ through the eyes of a child.  Everything is new and wonderful.  When was the last time you got down on your knees and looked at an ant working or a seed growing?  Or watched the stars coming out or that first snow fall?  I mean really looked.  Everything that happens around a child is exciting.  We watch the snow fall and all we think about is having to drive to work in it or to shovel it off the driveway, but a child sees playing in it and maybe building a fort or a snowman or going sledding.  Wouldn’t you rather?  
When my grandson, Ben, was two, my son and his family lived in Papua New Guinea. That’s on the other side of the world and about 5 degrees below the equator.  Every day is Summer there.  Each afternoon around 4 o’clock, the clouds would gather and it would rain – every afternoon except for the month of July.  Now to accommodate all that water, to keep from flooding, the people have dug ditches between properties that drains the water down the hills and out into the ocean.  The thing that Ben loved most to do at that age was to take off all his clothes and play in the ditches.  ‘I want to go naked’.  Ah, freedom.
And then there is faith.  I think I should extend the age of faith to that of a three year old – they are still not spoiled or overly influenced by grownups or their own peers.  The Christmas that a child is three can be the most magical – they are old enough to know what is going on and be excited by it and they have all the faith in the world.  The Christmas that my daughter was three years old was a prime example.  We were living in St. Louis at the time and had come up to Chicago to stay with my parents for Christmas.  

Now, the only thing Coral wanted Santa to bring her for Christmas was a stove.  And I had found a small one – just big enough for a three year old, packed it into the car and brought it with us.  Christmas Eve, Coral spent the night with her ‘other’ Grandmother.  You’ve know about ‘other’ Grandmothers – ‘My other Grandma does so and so’ – ‘My other Grandma lets me do such and such’.  Anyway, the next morning, Coral opened her presents at Grandma’s – and there were a good many - but there was no stove.  It didn’t seem to bother her though.  They all came over to my folks around eleven or so for lunch and more presents.  We finally went down to the family room where the tree was set up and all the presents laid out – the stove over in the corner, unwrapped.  Coral walked into the room, spotted the stove, grinned, pointed and said ‘There it is!’.  That’s faith, baby.
A two year old is enthusiastic.  My granddaughter Ruth was just over two when her brother Michael was born.  Michael was born at home and Miss Ruth knew all about babies being born – she certainly knew more about ‘birthing babies’ then Butterfly McQueen knew in ‘Gone With The Wind’.  Ruth would walk into the living room every few minutes, look around and ask ‘Where Michael?  Where Michael?’  Not yet, dear.  When the time finally came and Michael was just entering the world, we were all gathered in the birth room.  I was busy taking pictures – I was the official photographer as I had been at Ruth’s birth – and I looked over at Ruth.  She was so excited that she was jumping up and down and screaming!!  There were a number of adults in that room and, as happy and excited as we all were, not one of us was jumping and screaming.  
I might extend enthusiasm to a ten year old that day.  Older brother Robert, who had seen his sister Ruth being born, was very blasé about the whole thing – after all, you’ve seen one birth, you’ve seen them all – when Michael arrived, Robert climbed over the bed, mother and baby to get to the phone to call all his friends to tell them that ‘my brother was just born’.

Now, I know that you will say that there is a down side to a two year old.  After all, two is when they learn the word ‘no’ – their first step into the world of independence.  And when you’ve heard ‘NO’ for the hundredth time in a day, you might feel that it’s not a good thing.  However, we adults sometimes say ‘yes’ to things that we really don’t want to do.  Take a hint from a two year old – they’re not afraid to say what they really feel.   Of course, this does not apply to working on a board, teaching Sunday School or hosting coffee hour!  
So, what have we learned here?  A two year old is open, natural, loving, giving, kind, imaginative, enthusiastic, free, looks in wonder at the world around him, listens to his body, has faith and tells it like it is.  A two year old doesn’t judge, try to be something he’s not or hide his feelings.  All the attributes that, I believe, Jesus was talking about when he said of children that ‘of such is the kingdom of God’.
So, it’s OK to let you ‘little child’ out once in a while.  Try it.  Enjoy.
