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Theodore Geisel, better known as Dr. Seuss, wrote with wisdom and power for children young and old.   For the young in years he created fanciful creatures whose words fell from their mouths in amazing rhythms and rhyme.  There were cats that lived in hats and Horton’s who heard a Hoo.  But each of his books also carried a deeper message, one set aside for children a bit older.  The story of the Sneetches is one such story. Hear the story of The Sneetches, this morning, in its entirety. 
Now, the star Belly Sneetches

Had bellies with stars.

The Plain Belly Sneetches 

Had none upon thars.

Those stars weren’t so big
They were really quite small.

You might think such stars

Would not matter at all.

But because they had stars

All the Star Belly Sneetches

Would brag, “We’re the best kind of Sneetch on the beaches.”

With their snoots in the air

They would sniff and they’d snort,

“We’ll have nothing to do 

With the plain belly sort”.

And whenever they met one
When they were out walking,

They’d hike right past them

Without even talking!

When the star belly children 

Went out to play ball

Could a plain belly child 

Join the game?  Not at all!

You could only play 

If your bellies had stars

And the plain belly children 

Had none upon thars.

When the star belly Sneetches 

Had frankfurter roasts,

Or picnics or parties 

Or marshmallow toasts,

They never invited the 

Plain belly Sneetches

They left them out cold, 

In the dark, on the beaches.

They kept them away, 

Never let them come near,

And that’s how they treated them 

Year after year.
Then one day it seems,

While the plan belly Sneetches

Were moping and doping 

alone of the beaches,

Just sitting there wishing 

Their bellies had stars

A stranger zipped up,

in the strangest of cars.

“My friends”, he announced 

In a voice clear and keen,

“My name is Sylvester 

McMonkey McBean.
And I’ve heard of your troubles 

I’ve heard you’re unhappy

But I can fix that right up 

I’m the fix it up chappie!
I’ve come here to help you 

I have what you need

And my prices are low 
And I work at great speed

And my work is 100% guaranteed!”

Then quickly Sylvester McMonkey McBean 
Put together 
A very peculiar machine.

And he said, “You want stars 

Like a star belly Sneetch?

My friends, you can have then,

For three dollars each.

Just pay me your money 

And hop right aboard.”

So they clambered inside, 

Then the big machine roared.

And it klonked and it bonked.
And it jerked and it berked

And it bopped them about 

But the thing really worked!
When the plain belly Sneetches 

Popped out they had stars

They actually did, 

They had stars upon thars!

Good Grief, groaned the ones

Who had stars at the first

We’re still the best Sneetches 

And they’re still the worst

But now, how in the world 
Will we know, they all frowned

If which kind is which, 

Or the other way round.

Then up came McBean, 

With a very sly wink.

And he said, “Things are not as

Bad as you think.”

So you don’t know who’s who

This is perfectly true

But come with me friends, 

Do you know what I’ll do?

I’ll make you again, 

The best Sneetches on beaches

And all it will cost you

Is Ten dollars eaches.” "

Belly stars are no longer in style," 

said  McBean.  "

What you need is a trip through 

my Star-Off machine.  

This wondrous contraption 

Will take off your stars 

So you won't look like Sneeches 

Who had none upon thars."  

And that handy machine 

How it worked quite precisely 

Removed all the stars 

From their tummies quite nicely.

 

Then, with snoots in the air, 

They paraded about 
And they opened their beaks 
And they let out a shout, 

"We know who is who! 

Now there isn't a doubt.  

The best kind of Sneetches 

Are Sneetches without!"

 
Then, of course, those with new stars 

Got frightfully mad. 

To be wearing a star 

Was now frightfully bad.  

Then of course, old Sylvester 

McMoneky McBean 

Invited them into 

His star-off machine.

 

Then of course from then on 

As you probably guess, 

Things got themselves 

Into a terrible mess.  

All the rest of that day, 

On those wild screaming beaches, 

The fix-it-up Chappie 

Kept fixing up Sneetches.  

Off again!  On again! 

On again! Out again!  

Through the machines they all raced 
Round and round and round and round again, 

Changing their stars 

Every minute or two.  

They kept paying money.  

They kept running through 

Until neither the Plain 

Nor the Star Bellies knew

Whether this one was that one...
Or who was just who.  
Then, when every last cent 

Of their money was spent, 
The fix-it-up-chappie

Packed up and he went.  
And he laughed as he drove 
In his car up the beach, 
"They never will learn.  
No. You can't teach a Sneetch!"

 
But McBean was quite wrong.  

I'm quite happy to say 

That the Sneetches 

Got really quite smart on that day.

That day they decided 

That Sneetches are Sneetches 

And no kind of Sneetch 

Is the best on the beaches.  

That day, all the Sneetches 

Forgot about stars 

And whether they had one, 

Or not upon thars.

 

The Sneetches learned a deep and abiding lesson that day.  They learned that no one is made better or worse by their appearance.  They learned that everyone has value and dignity.  And by the end of the book no Sneetch looks down on another as if any is less than the other.  What a wonderful lesson, what a marvelous thing to know, that God has created each creature with intrinsic worth; that no person or Sneetch is inherently inferior or to be separated out as bad just because of who they are or how look.  Yes, as the story ends we, who sit on this side of the page, can see how the Sneetches have changed, once sad and divided now they are unified and delighted.  
But, if I am to tell the truth, even after the Kumbahyah ending of the story there is still at least one more lesson left to be learned.   

Did you notice, at the very beginning of the story the plain belly Sneetches, for no explicable reason, seem to believe that their difference makes them naturally less than?  Though they have exactly the same number of hairs on their little heads and the same number of ruffled black feathers around their tiny throats, though they are the same yellow color, with the same little collar of white; somehow the plain belly Sneetches see themselves as inferior and something other than good, just because they are different.  
What in the world happened to convince the plain belly sort that they had any reason to think of themselves badly?  What in the world happened to think that the only good in life would come if they looked like the star bellied ones?  What was it that made them focus on their differences instead of all that they had in common?   

And the same questions might have been asked in the Apostle Paul’s day.  You see as he founded churches throughout Asia Minor people came from every part of the community to become a part of the new church of Christ.  But as they came their differences got in the way.  
Differences often get in the way.  It seems we humans, and even Sneetches, have a need to set up hierarchies, where some are better just because they are different.  In Paul’s Galatian church that is precisely what is going on.  Free Christians felt superior to slave Christians, I am better because I am different!  Male Christians felt superior to female Christians and oh my word, if you were a Christian from a Jewish background, well then, you were definitely superior because you were a descendent of Abraham’s line, a true child of the chosen race, you had kept the law all the days of your life, and it was you who knew the scriptures and knew Jesus to be the root and the offspring of David and Jesse.  If you were a Christian from a Jewish family, well then, you were simply better than these Johnny –come-lately Gentile types.  Even in Paul’s day, people, like Sneetches, set up structures to say we are the first, we’re still the best and you are not!
No, no no!  Paul tells them, no!  In Christ there is no difference, there is no better or worse, there is not top or bottom.  In Christ we are exactly the same.  God looks from heaven on all people and sees us; sees us with the love of a Creator for the very best of the creation.  God looks and see us, those who love and follow Christ, through the blood of the lamb through the grace that was made whole at Calvary’s mount.  God looks at us and see us with or without stars, with or without perfect records, with or without anything you can name, different in our individuality and the same in our need for hope and justice, joy and redemption; God looks at us and see us and to God we are just the same, beloved and chosen, and the very object of God’s desire for relationship.  Oh if the plain belly Sneetches had only known that God loved them just as they were, if all who joined Paul in the Church of Galatia could have known and if we only we knew the same.

Yes, we.  And in this moment I am not talking about you and me as individuals.  In this moment I am thinking about we as a church.  

You see the lesson that strikes me from the Book of the Sneetches that is so easy to overlook is that the Sneetches felt less than not just as individuals but as an entire community.  The lesson that I learned last week, as I say with pastors from other churches with worshipping congregations of less than 100, is that we who gather in intimate congregations like ours can too often feel like plain belly Sneetches.  
Somewhere, somehow, someone has placed in our institutional hearts and minds that bigger is better and that we, who sit in places like this, are not as good or as great as the Star Bellied Churches.  Somehow when the star belly Churches, those with multiple services, or multiple choirs, or multiple anythings, have frankfurter roasts, or picnics or parties or marshmallow toasts, we seem to feel left out, we can’t throw such parties and we sit and wonder why they are such smarties.  
But here is the truth, 
Now listen my dears, 
God’s purpose for us 
Is abundantly clear. 
We aren’t like the big ones, 
This fact is so true, 
But we are God’s beloved 

And here’s what we do.

We know each other 
By name and by face.  
We touch and we welcome 
With joy in this place.  
And all those large churches 

Would struggle to do, 
What comes to us easy 
And that’s living our I love you’s.

So smile church of people 
Who know one another, 
Smile and delight 
In your sister and brother.

For we are so like 
The churches of old, 
What we have together 
Is worth more than gold.

Like the Plain Belly Sneetches you and I often look toward how to be more like churches who are larger and have more of this or that.  But the past week, as I was away with pastors of other small churches, I was deeply and clearly reminded me that we have a place in the life of the body of Christ that no one else can fill, no one else can take.  Community Church we are the place where one who wants to find Christ in the love of a hug, in the presence of a companion, in the warmth of a good morning, in the touch of a hand in prayer, in the sound of a voice in song, can find Christ and see him in our eyes.  We are the place where people can come and be welcomed for who they are, not who they are pretending to be; where they can come and find place, their place, as God’s son or daughter, as God’s fallen or redeemed, as God’s own beloved and chosen one.  The churches of this size do the relational part of Christianity oh so very well.

Now this is not to say that our sisters and brothers who gather in churches larger than we are not good, but their gifts and our gifts are different, and different, is good.  

And here is the good news promised by God, that all of God’s churches, large or small star bellied or not, all of us are promised in Deuteronomy as we seek God, as we obey God, we will be blessed, blessed in the city, blessed in the country, no matter our size, no matter our shape.  As we seek God, we will blessed when we come in and blessed when we go out, no matter whether we have stars on our bellies or not.  As we, who are on this corner, who love and serve God seek to hear God and follow God we will be blessed in work and blessed in our leisure and our enemies will not overcome us.  And make no mistake, sometimes our enemies look like wanting to be star bellied churches.  Sometimes are enemies look like wanting to be anything other than what God has made us.  
Beloved, as we seek God we will be blessed by being prosperous, not in the things of the world but in the lives we touch, in the difference we make, in the hope we bring, in the good news we share, in the welcoming of new hearts and minds into this place and into relationship with Christ.  We will be blessed in ways we cannot imagine, not because we have become something else but by living into being who God has called us to be, the church on the corner of Lincoln and Grove, the church that had chosen to be the best we can be, in God’s name, for God’s purpose, in God’s way.  
Oh beloved of God, if the plain belly Sneetches could only have seen their worth before the craziness of the star off machine, what amazing things might they have done?  Community Church if we will see our worth as the beloved of God, chosen and set apart for a particular task that no other church can accomplish, what will we do?

Come beloved of God, we who worship in this church, come if your belly has stars or there are none upon yars; come and let us bring our gifts; come and let us serve our God, the God who has promised to bless.   
