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Often times I hear people talk about why they are so happy to be an American.  The number one reason I hear them give is “because I am free!”

What are some of the freedoms you enjoy as an American?

1.  Freedom of speech.

2.  Freedom of religion

3.  Freedom to assemble.

4.  Freedom of travel within our boundaries.

I appreciate these freedoms and many more!  These are freedoms worth having, worth fighting for, and worth dying for!

In addition to being happy being an American, I am happy to be a Christian.  The number one reason I’m happy to be a Christian is “because I’m free!”

Not only am I outwardly free, I am inwardly free! Not only am I physically free, I am spiritually free!
What are some of the freedoms I enjoy as a Christian?

1.  Freedom of conscience.

2.  Freedom from sin.

3.  Freedom from death.

4.  Freedom to love.

My conscience is free!  I am free to think for myself.  One law binds me; a law of One, the one true God, a Spirit of love, truth, righteousness, justice and peace.   I know intrinsically what is right and wrong.  And when you are a Christian, so do you!  Your conscience is free!

I am free from sin!  I am free negativity. I am free from greed, hatred and delusion.  I am free from ignorance of the truth.  My faith has led me to Jesus, to knowledge of God and new life.  I am free from the restrictions, distortions, and generalizations of ego.  By the life and death of Jesus I am free from sin!  And when you are a Christian, so are you! You are free from sin!

I am free from death!  This body can die!  It certainly will!  This ego can die!  It certainly will!  I am free from worry, fear and depression and from the limitations of time, space and corporeality that have defined me.  I am a spiritual being who abides with Christ in eternity; who abides with Christ in God.   By the resurrection of Jesus I am free from death!  And as a Christian, so are you!  You are free from death!  You have eternal life!
I am free to love!  I am free to love God, to love myself, to love my wife and children, to love my parents and siblings, to love my in laws, to love my neighbor, to love you, to love and befriend the stranger, and to love my enemy.  And when you are a Christian, so are you!  You are free to love!

John Lennon once wrote, “Some say that I am a dreamer. But I am not the only one.                                                                     I hope someday you join me and the world will be as one.”  This isn’t idealism.  It’s seeking after and realizing the ideal life, the kingdom or the reign of God here on earth!
As a Christian I am going on to perfection in love in this lifetime.  I am free.  My conscience is free.  I am free from sin.  I am free from death.  I am free to love.  As a Christian are you ready for that commitment to the freedom only Christ can give?  Are you willing to live into the promised perfection of human life and community?
As a Christian I am going to experience life in the reign of God in this lifetime.  This is what life in Christ is!  This is the promise Christ has made with us.  There will be a new heaven and a new earth.  God will be our God and we will be God’s people.  And God will abide with us forever.  As a Christian, are you ready to receive that promise fulfilled? 
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It happened one Christmas day.  Santa Claus had placed a little toy doll inside the child’s Christmas stocking.  That little doll had a precious name, “Freedom.”

All Christmas morning that Christmas stocking hung on the mantle over the fireplace.  The child didn’t even see it.  

The first thing the child saw when he awoke was the Christmas tree.  It had changed overnight.  Underneath it and all around it were Christmas presents in packages of every imaginable size and shape.   One present stood out from all the others, as it wasn’t wrapped, a shiny red tricycle.   Because it was cold and snowing outside he couldn’t take it outside, but he rode it up and down the hallway, until it was time to go to the Christmas program at the church.  When he returned he road it up and down the hallway.

His mom took down the stocking from the mantle and emptied its contents on the table.  First, a ball with jacks.  The boy immediately began playing jacks with his mother.  Then, a jar with bubbles; He removed the cap, took the wand to his lips and began blowing.  Then, a jump rope; he took the jump rope and began jumping.  By the time he was done looking at his presents and playing with them he was tired and took a nap.  The little doll, “Freedom,” remained on the table.  His mom took the doll in her hands and said to her husband, “He didn’t even look at Freedom.”  She took the doll and placed it beside the boy’s pillow as he napped.

In the days to come the boy hardly noticed “Freedom.” It would end up next to the bed on the floor, under the covers and under the bed, but every night his parents would find Freedom and place him beside their child’s pillow as he fell asleep.

Years went by.  The boy grew up to be a young man.  It was time for him to go to college.  That tricycle became a bicycle and now a car.  The little jack ball, become a pinkie, a softball, a baseball, a basketball, a soccer ball and basketball.  The bubbles became a trombone.  He was packing his bags with the things he’d be moving to his college dorm.  His eyes fell upon “Freedom.”  All those years, “freedom” has been there, first on his bed, then his dresser, and lately on a shelf next to his trophies.  He picked up Freedom, wrapped him in a soft cloth, and placed it in his bag.  Freedom would be joining him on his journey.

