It’s a Small World After All
      The highlight of my trip through Disney’s Magic Kingdom was not meeting Mickey Mouse.  It wasn’t even watching the excitement in my six-year-old daughter’s eyes.  I was moved most by the now decades old water ride assuring me that “It’s a small world after all.  It’s a small, small world.”  All of the distinctive races and cultures are colorfully depicted in separate rooms with mid-sized miniatures, and at the end all of the races come and sing together clothed in a beautiful white, suggesting the unity of all mankind.

       It was beautiful.  I reminded me of my own childhood when such a message was not particularly threatening.  It’s nice to sing about valuing different kinds of people as long as they are not your neighbors.  And when I was young they were not.

       I don’t remember seeing a black person until I was 11 years old.  Diversity in my home town meant that half the people felt guilty about not being in church and the other half went to Campbellite, Baptist, or Churches related to the Methodist Holiness Movement.  Catholics were quiet about being Catholic and they drove 15 miles to the nearest Parish.  
      Today my children know it’s a small world in a way that I couldn’t have.  On any given Sunday I face members and friends who are from Mexico, Tunisia, and Nigeria.  And, I almost forgot, my daughter is from China.  It’s a small world whether we like it or not.

     Churches today are faced with the fact of diversity.  Those that embrace it, will grow and reach the lost in the 21st century.  I have never been more proud of my congregation than this last Sunday when we all went over to our Nigerian member’s house to dedicate their new American home to the glory of God.  Together we prayed that no spirit would influence that house other than the Spirit of Jesus Christ.  The Olorungbaunmi’s attempted to show American style hospitality, and we tried to be Nigerian for a while.  We may not have fully succeeded but the love of the attempt covered over a multitude of errors.  In today’s church we must all learn to understand others like missionaries do.  We must be the one’s willing to adapt to the changing culture.  I don’t care if my great-great grandparents did work the land here.  The world around “here” (wherever here is) does not belong to a sectarian group.  The entire earth is an inheritance to all who meekly name Jesus as Lord.
       It is not enough to say Nigerians can do church their way.  “But we want to do it our way here.”  That’s a lazy sectarianism that denies the reality of our world, and leaves all  the loving up to “them.” Our use of the word “we” does not yet include “them.”  Churches such as mine must make sure that “we” embraces all of those who name the name of Jesus.  Any other “we” is sin.
      The doctrine of diversity of typical today’s Disney does little besides encourage us to suspend all ethical judgment other than the ethic of sanctioning what others want to do.     It’s a weak and flabby ethic that is leading to chaos.  And I bet the culture will wake up and realize this if there are enough believers who really live Christ’s love to all in this increasingly small world. 
