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Young at Heart Message 
 
I’ve always been a daddy’s girl. From a young age, I adored my dad and I 
wanted to be just like him. 
 
When I was four or five years old, I wanted so badly to learn to ride a bike so I 
could ride with my dad. 
 
My parents started me on training wheels, but I hated them. They scared me. 
 
Yes, I was afraid of falling, but I was far more afraid of those training wheels. 
 
The training wheels created a level of uncertainty and surprise that I couldn’t 
stand. 
 
You’re riding along and then all the sudden you start leaning to one side. Yes, 
the training wheels catch you, but before they do, you feel like you’re falling. 
 
Then, you’re stuck riding off to the side, and you’re too afraid to try to right 
yourself for fear of leaning too far to the other side and then waiting for the other 
training wheel to catch you. 
 
No thank you. 
 
But, I also didn’t want to fall and skin my knees. 
 
So, my ingenious solution was to practice in the grass. That way, when I 
inevitably fell, it wouldn’t hurt so much. 
 
It also forced me to learn quickly because I didn’t want to keep falling, even in 
the grass. But more importantly, I wanted to be able to ride on the sidewalk or 
the road with my dad. 
 
It did not take me long at all to learn to ride a bike. Soon, my dad and I were 
riding around the block, to the cemetery down the street, and to church. 
 
Eventually, I was able to ride by myself on our street. I wasn’t afraid of falling 
anymore, and I loved being outdoors. 
 



One day, I was riding along, just about back to my house from down the street, 
when I felt my shoelaces get caught up in the pedals. 
 
Kids bikes have the brakes on the pedals, or at least they did at that time. You 
pedal backward to brake, so you couldn’t pedal backward to unloop your 
shoelaces from the pedals. 
 
I had no choice. I had to fall because both my feet were stuck to the pedals. I 
was scared. 
 
I pulled over to the side of the road, found what I thought would be the softest 
grassy area along the curb, and I fell. Disgraced, I took my shoes off and got 
the laces free. 
 
I was afraid of that happening again, so I learned how to tuck my laces into my 
shoes so they couldn’t get wrapped up in the pedals. Problem solved, and fear 
abated. 
 
When my family moved to a new house in a rural area, our house was the 
second one built on our street, which was a cul-de-sac. 
 
Unfortunately for me, the cul-de-sac met up with a busy rural road, and I was 
still young, so I was only allowed to ride my bike on our short street. 
 
I was riding one day, and my dad came home from work and drove into the cul-
de-sac. The road was newly paved, and they hadn’t built the gravel shoulder up 
yet, so there was about a 5-inch drop-off from the road to the gravel shoulder. 
 
As my dad pulled in, I tried to move over to make sure I gave him plenty of room 
on the road, and my back tire slid off the pavement. 
 
I went down hard. I skinned my knees and I had a huge scrape on my chin. 
 
I was distraught, not just because it hurt but because the next day I had my very 
first day of school at a brand new school. I was starting third grade. 
 
This felt like the end of the world. I was afraid of what the other kids would think 
about this new girl with a huge band-aid on her chin. 
 
Weirdly though, I don’t remember being afraid to get back on my bike. I loved 
riding so much, and I just learned to steer clear of high shoulders. 
 
As I got older, my dad and I started to ride together on the busier rural roads. 
 
I was afraid to ride alone, and I am sure my parents were afraid to let me. 



One day, my dad asked if I wanted to ride and I must have said no because he 
left without me. 
 
But then, I must have changed my mind. I hopped on my bike and followed him. 
 
But, my dad was too far ahead. The wind was in his ears, and he couldn’t hear 
me yelling at him. 
 
I pedaled harder than I’d ever pedaled, but I couldn’t catch up to him. My bike 
was smaller than his, and even though by this time I had a bike with gears and 
handlebar brakes, it still wasn’t big enough and didn’t have enough gears for me 
to be able to catch him. 
 
I rode the entire way with him about half a mile ahead of me, no idea I was 
behind him. 
 
My fear of riding alone on the rural streets was dissipated because, after all, I 
could see my dad ahead of me. (If anything happened to me though, he never 
would have known, but that didn’t occur to me.) 
 
We got home and I pulled into the driveway after him, out of breath and sweaty. 
 
Surprised, he said well, I guess we don’t need to be afraid of you riding alone 
anymore! 
 
As I got older, I rode more and more, and most often I rode alone. 
 
In university, I decided I needed to buy myself a decent bike if I was going to 
take riding seriously. 
 
I bought myself a Giant brand road bike. This thing was fancy, and it was 
expensive. 
 
It had the curved handlebars, 21 gears, and… it had pedals that I needed 
special shoes for so I could clip my feet to them. 
 
I hadn’t had my feet stuck to bike pedals since my shoelaces got wrapped 
around my pedals as a kid. 
 
I was scared to try these new shoes. I mean, who wants to be stuck to their 
pedals when something comes up and you need to take your feet off the pedals 
unexpectedly? 
 
But, this bike was SO cool, and I was so excited to ride it. I set aside my fear 
and I practiced clipping and unclipping each foot. 



Then I rode around large parking lots, practicing clipping and unclipping while I 
was riding. 
 
Soon enough, I was riding and I wasn’t scared of getting my feet stuck. 
 
Until one day, it happened. I took a turn wrong, couldn’t get my feet unclipped, 
and took a huge fall. 
 
I don’t know if you know this, but falling as an adult hurts a lot more than falling 
as a kid. 
 
You’re a lot farther off the ground, and I was moving fairly fast. 
 
But, the fall didn’t stop me, and fear of falling again didn’t keep me from getting 
back on the bike. 
 
Now that it had happened once, I guess I figured I knew what it felt like. I had 
learned more about the clips and how to use them, and I loved riding so much 
that I didn’t want to give it up. 
 
I have a million more examples of the fear that has come along with riding my 
bike. 
 
People would often ask me, “aren’t you afraid of getting hit by a car riding on the 
road?” 
 
My response would be sure, if I think about it, I should be scared. A lot of bad 
things could happen when you mix bikes and cars on the road. 
 
But I don’t think about it. Because if I think about it too much, I would never do 
it again. 
 
And that’s where the lesson in this small story lies. There are many, many 
things that, if we think too hard about all the bad things that could happen, we 
would never do them. 
 
But if we let fear overwhelm us, we would never do anything in our lives, either. 
 
Fear can paralyze us. Fear can consume us. 
 
And often, we can let other people’s fear become our fear. 
 
The Message 
 
And this is where we find ourselves in scripture today. 



Once again, today’s passage starts with a reminder that Herod was king at the 
time Jesus was born. 
 
Sharing this is like asking me “aren’t you afraid of getting hit by a car on your 
bike?” 
 
Everyone knows that Herod is dangerous, violent, and paranoid. 
 
Just offering that reminder would fill anyone living in that era with fear. 
 
Meanwhile, the magi hear about the birth of Jesus, king of the Jews, and wish 
to worship him. 
 
When Herod hears about this “king of the Jews,” he becomes worried – not 
because he’s worried for the child, but because he’s worried about the threat to 
his own reign of power. 
 
So Herod calls these magi to him. 
 
He lies to the magi and tells them that the reason he wants to know as soon as 
they find him is so that he can worship him, too. 
 
Luckily, the magi were warned in a dream not to take the news of Jesus’s 
location back to Herod. 
 
The scripture doesn’t speak of their fear, but they must have been filled with 
fear. 
 
They were defying the orders of Herod, a ruler known for violence and 
vengeance. 
 
The magi couldn’t possibly have known what was coming next. 
 
They could not have known that their act of defiance would cause Herod to 
order the murder of all the young boys living in or near Bethlehem. 
 
And yet, they had to have known that there would be consequences to their 
actions. 
 
And they bravely chose love over fear nonetheless. 
 
Their choice could have been the end of Jesus’s life. His life could have ended 
before it began if they had chosen to give in to their fear. 
 
Instead, they chose love. Instead, they chose hope for a better world. 



They did not allow their fear to stop them from doing what the angel in their 
dream told them to do. 
 
They did not allow fear to paralyze them. 
 
And really, when it comes down to it, they did not allow Herod’s fear to become 
their fear. 
 
Herod’s actions – his violence and paranoia – also stemmed from fear. Fear of 
losing power and control. Fear of someone who may one day be able to turn 
people against him. 
 
Fear of loss of control or power is a major driving force for those who oppress 
others. It is a contributing factor in many, if not most wars. 
 
The magi were certainly afraid, but they did not allow their fear to paralyze 
them, and they did not allow Herod’s fear to influence them. 
 
This is the power of epiphany: the beginning of a new path. 
 
The magi do what Herod and his allies refuse to do: they seek, they kneel, and 
they listen. 
 
So, on this Epiphany Sunday, may we wonder how the story of the magi might 
guide us in our own lives. 
 
Like the magi, let us kneel in awe, not before the powerful, but before the 
powerless Christ, whose birth marks the beginning of God’s peace campaign. 
 
Let us believe, with trembling hope, that fear does not have the last word. 
 
Because we cannot allow fear to stop us. We cannot allow the fear of others to 
become our fear. 
 
Instead, may love lead us forward. May love lead. Amen. 
 
Let us pray: 
 
God of the Stars, like the magi, we come to this place searching for you. So 
today, just like every day, we ask that you would remove any barriers that keep 
us from your Spirit. Clear out the distractions. Wipe away the doubt. Open up 
our hearts.   
 
And as you do, help us to keep walking. As you do, help us to move toward you. 
With hope we pray. Amen. 


