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 There is a strange and wonderful dynamic that goes on when you have a grandchild - at least for Sue and 

I and, I suspect, for most of you. You have the opportunity to tuck them in at night and always, before you do, 

you read a book or two to them. Kids love to be read to and reading to them is the best way of getting them to 

one day be readers themselves. The strange dynamic is that while you're reading an old favorite, you have deja 

vu. You remember reading the same book to your own child - twenty five years ago - and that child responding 

in the same way.     

 

 We’ve always been partial to books. They make great gifts. They last a long time. They give a lot of 

pleasure and, quite often, they become good friends. Getting rid of books you’ve loved is, if you’re a book lover, 

among the hardest thing a person may ever have to do…  

One of the books that we read to the girls and now to Asher is one I remember so well. It's titled, 

"There's No Such Thing As A Dragon." It was one of my favorites. 

 It's about a little boy who wakes up one morning to discover a little, tiny, dragon about the size of a 

kitten in his bedroom. He's not exactly sure how you treat a dragon but he reaches over and gives it a little pat 

on the head and the dragon seems to like that just fine.  As he goes downstairs for breakfast, he very carefully 

closes his door so the dragon won't get out. He tells his mother this wonderful news. “Mom! There’s a little 

baby dragon in my room!” She, of course, tells him there is no such thing as a dragon.  ...He knows that it is no 

use arguing with an adult, so he says nothing more. He'll show her.  He runs back upstairs and he discovers that, 

in the short time he has been gone, the dragon has grown a bit. It's now about the size of a full grown cat – still 

small for a dragon but about 5 times the size it was before...  He picks up the dragon and takes it downstairs and 

sits it on the table while he eats breakfast. "Mom--look at the dragon!" Without even turning to look, she says, 

"There's no such thing as a dragon. Eat your breakfast.”  

 By the time breakfast is over, the dragon has grown some more -- almost visibly while he sat there – to 

the size of a medium size dog. It's becoming a bit scary and little Peter isn't too sure he ought to pat it anymore.   

 He leaves the dragon to go brush his teeth and get ready for school. When he comes out of the bathroom, 

the dragon is in the hallway – now it's at least as big as his mother. Today, unlike most days,  Pete is glad he has 

to go to school. The dragon is becoming more frightening than he is comfortable with… 

 

 During the day the dragon continues to grow. As mother goes about her daily chores she finds that the 

hallway is blocked with something and she ends up having to climb in and out of windows to get from room to 

room--but mom insists there is no such thing as a dragon. 

 By noon the dragons head is protruding from the front door and his tail is wagging out the back door. 

When an ice cream truck goes by, the dragon gets so excited that the he begins chasing it, carrying the house on 

his back like a snail... 

 

 When dad comes home at 5:00 and notices the house is missing. He is quite concerned, of course, but 

eventually, finds it several blocks away. "What happened?" he asks. Billy says, "It was a dragon!"  

 Mother started to correct him, "Peter, there's no such thing..." then she stopped. She knew there was no 

denying it now...  And immediately the dragon began getting smaller and smaller and soon it was the size of a 

kitten again. “I don't mind dragons this size,” says Pete's mother. “Why did it have to grow so big?” 

      “I think it just wanted to be noticed.” replied Peter. 

 

 So the Son of God comes to earth and, except for a few shepherds and wise men, he is ignored by all 

God's children for 30 years... Then he grows larger and gathers a few around him who seem likely candidates for 

recognizing him, but they are dense and for nearly three years they are blind to the truth...  They ask, “When will 

Messiah come?” “Or is there no such thing as Messiah?”  He continues to grow larger still and begins healing 



the sick and feeding the hungry and giving hope to the hopeless...and a few in the crowds begin to see him – but 

only a few...  He continues to grow larger with each and every passing day. He walks on water and he calms the 

storm. He teaches of righteousness and truth and justice and forgiveness… He heals the lame and casts out 

demons and makes the blind to see.... But no one seems to notice exactly who it is in their midst. He raises a 

little girl from her death bed and his own friend from the grave… But is there really a Messiah? Is it even 

possible for God to become man?  The questions continue to come even with Jesus in their midst. Eventually a 

ruler named Pilot will ask him the big question: “Who are you? Are you what they call ‘the King of the Jews?” 

And Jesus says it. “I am,” he says. 

  

But until then most still denied that such a thing is possible. So Jesus continues to grow until he is so 

large that the day comes when they want to make him King!  He becomes a threat to the welfare of the nation....  

People now see him for who he is but, unlike the dragon, he doesn't go away or grow less in significance when 

he is recognized.... But he does become suddenly very dangerous. The officials have to do away with him before 

He carries the house away--so they plot to kill Him...and they succeed.... 

 …His followers decided to go home, back to their fishing nets, one to his medical practice, another to 

the business he had before the adventure began... It's all over.... The King has come and gone – He was the real 

thing – He was, perhaps, even messiah – but nobody believed... 

 

 For three days the depression was great – Friday and Saturday and Sunday seemed endless. The disciples 

felt numb – they had just wasted 3 years of their lives for nothing... 

 

 “Mary, go away. It's too early to get up. The sun has barely risen.... What?  Slow down – you're not 

making any sense....  You what? You saw Jesus alive? Where? When?” And, even though they didn’t believe it, 

they knew they dared not NOT believe again”...and suddenly a ray of hope returns... Could it be? 

 

 "What do I have to do to convince you? Rise from the dead? Feel my flesh, hear my voice, give me 

something to eat.....  They all asked for a sign... Do you think this will do?" 

 

 Back before Jesus crucifixion, Jesus had been challenged by the Pharisees and Saducees to show them a 

sign if he truly were from God. He told them that they already had plenty of signs. He reminded them that, just 

like you can tell with fair accuracy what the weather holds by looking at the sky or the setting sun, so they ought 

to be able to tell that God would intervene by the events in the world.  "If you want a miracle. I'll offer you the 

'sign of Jonah.’” 

 

 You remember the story of Jonah...  Jonah was a prophet of God who was sent to the city of Nineveh – a 

very sinful city in the midst of a pagan nation. Jonah didn't want to go because he hated Nineveh and wanted 

God to destroy it and knew that if God was sending him, some kind of great revival just might break out and the 

people might repent of their wicked ways and God would spare them.... He boarded a ship in the opposite 

direction, a tremendous storm threatened to sink the ship until he confessed to the captain that it just might be 

that his disobedience was causing the storm...  The captain promptly had Jonah thrown overboard...  A huge fish 

came along and rescued Jonah by swallowing him whole.  He was in the fishes belly for three days until the fish 

got sick of him and vomited him out on the shores of....Nineveh (of course). 

 

 It's a great story. Jonah was, to all the world, dead—drowned – sunk to the bottom of the sea – for three 

days. Then he was alive again and followed the direction of the Lord. The Pharisees and Saducees knew the 

story of Jonah but hadn't a clue what he meant by the “sign of Jonah” that he would offer as proof that he was 

the long-awaited one--the Messiah... 

 

 It must have been very frustrating to Jesus. “I've come into the world. I've become one of them. I've 

confronted everyone I've met with the love and graciousness and justice of God. I've practically shouted from 



the housetops that I AM the one they've waited for...  But they're blind...  If they can't see me after all these years 

of growing larger and larger, is there any hope that they will ever see? – that they will ever believe that there is a 

Messiah?” 

 

 Jesus probably knows that most of the world will make excuses and rationalizations and try to push the 

facts aside even if they should see him die then rise from the tomb. They've heard his teachings, they've seen the 

healings, they've witnessed the wonders that can be done by him just speaking a word... But they still say, 

“there's no such thing as a messiah.” They would sooner believe that professional Roman guards fell asleep on 

duty and just at that moment conspirators snuck in and stole the body...  They would rather write-off several 

hundred eye-witnesses who saw him alive...  How large does he have to grow before they acknowledge him? 

 

 Just before Palm Sunday, Jesus wanted the assurance that somebody could see him. “Who do people say 

I am?” he asks the disciples...  “Some say you are John the Baptist; others say Elijah; still others say you must 

be Jeremiah or one of the prophets.” 

 "What about you? Who do YOU say I am?"   

 No one wanted to say it because it sounded so strange. To say it aloud would seem brazen –  even 

blasphemous. What if we say it and Jesus laughs in our faces and calls us fools?  Finally Peter speaks - he 

doesn't care what anyone thinks --  “You are the Messiah – the Son of the living God.” 

     I imagine Jesus' voice cracked a bit with emotion, “Bless you Peter. You see. Your eyes have seen the truth 

of God when most of the world has not.” 

 And when Peter said those words, the other disciples joined in and admitted that they can see too... And 

they began saying it aloud and others began to be able to see....  It wasn't a dragon – it was Christ, the Lord – 

God with us – Emmanuel – the Prince of Peace – the Mighty God.... And the ripples from that statement of faith 

and sight have gone from that place throughout the world and they have crossed centuries of time and come to 

us today on Easter Sunday 2015! 

 

 Jesus comes out of the tomb somewhat different than he went in. He had been dead to all the world but, 

as Jonah, death could not stand him and spit him out alive and whole and victorious and doing the will and work 

of God... 

 

 He looks you and me in the eye today and asks us who we think he is.  Is he a small, cute baby on Mary's 

knee? Is he a brazen young boy standing in the temple talking freely with the elders? Is he only an itinerant 

preacher who roamed the hillsides of Galilee? Is he a good, moral teacher and leader? How BIG is Jesus to you? 

How real? How alive? 

 

 "Who do you say that I am?" The question won't go away. Let us open our eyes and see that he is the 

Lord, RISEN and alive. Rejoice in the fulfillment of the promise.  Rejoice that life overcomes death...today and 

always.  Alleluia. Amen. 

 

 


