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TEXTs II Corinthians 5s 17 "There-fore, if any one is in Christ,
he is a new creation; the old has passed away, behold

the new has come."

Have you ever made such a mess o-f things that all you could
do was go back and start all over? Perhaps some of you women
here can remember knitting something or other, maybe a scarf or
a sweater, only to find that you had made a serious mistake
somewhere back near the beginning. No doubt, you wanted to fix
it, but you found that you Just could not do so. It was what
computer people sometimes call a "fatal error." And, no matter
how many hours you had already put in, the only thing you could
do was to rip it out and start over.

Or perhaps there are others here —men or women, it does not
matter which— who can remember working on some piece of writing.
It may have been a term paper, or a marketing report, or, for
that matter, even a Sunday morning sermon. You got a bright idea
for the beginning, and you started in to write. At first
everything went smoothly, but after a while <it may have been a
long while) you discovered that you just could not make it work.
You tried to fix this or to adjust that, but it was no use. The
only way out was to go back and start over.

Or consider the example of the small rural congregation that
wanted to paint its old and somewhat dilapidated church building.
But they were very poor, and even when they took up a special
offering, they raised only enough money to buy just one can of
paint. Undaunted, they decided to start painting in the hope
that the Lord would provide. But no more money came in, and, by
the time they had used up half their paint, it began to look like
they would never finish the job. Then some smart fellow
suggested that, since the paint was water—based they could
stretch it by adding more water. And that idea worked all right
at first, but as they went on the paint got thinner and thinner.
Finally, they finished the job with something that looked about
like skimmed milk. Then, just as the last few strokes were being
applied to the steeple, there was a loud crash of thunder and a
voice cried out from heaven, "Repaint and thin no more." Well,
it may be a silly little story, but it illustrates my point.
Sometimes we make such a mess of things that all we can do is go
back and start over.

And are there not times when we have wished we could do the

same with life, itself. Times when we have looked back over the
past and said, "Oh, if only I could go back and begin again. I
would never make the same mistakes a second time." Some here






