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Cracker Jack! When I was kid, I loved them. Some of my favorite Tiger Stadium memories are 

waiting for the barker to come around hawking Cracker Jack boxes. If I saw them in the grocery 

store, I always wanted a few boxes. It had nothing to do with the caramel corn and peanut treat, 

although I must confess that I didn’t mind eating them. Rather, it had everything to do with the 

potential prizes that could be inside. 

 

While some looked for the baseball cards, I was always looking for a tin whistle. I loved whistles 

and always wanted to find one in a box of Cracker Jack, so I’d buy them whenever I had the 

chance. The only problem was that all I ever got was temporary tattoos or stickers. They were 

okay, but they weren’t a whistle or a toy. Searching through the box only to discover a lick-and-

stick tattoo was a little bit of a let down. 

 

The other day, I walked by some Cracker Jack boxes in the grocery store and had to pick up a 

few for old times’ sake. When I got home, I dove into the first box and emptied it out, only to 

discover that they don’t put surprises in Cracker Jack boxes anymore. Did you know that? What 

has this world come to when you can’t get a surprise in a box of Cracker Jack? Is it even a box of 

Cracker Jack if there’s no surprise in it? No, instead I received a QR code that I could scan that 

would allow me to play an online game on their website. 

 

After a little research, I discovered that Cracker Jack ended the 125-year tradition of putting a 

prize in every box back in 2016. I guess it’s been a while since I’ve had a box of Cracker Jack.  

Can you believe it? What will happen to the coming generations? They just won’t know what 

they’ve missed out on over the past five years. I feel a little cheated. 

 

Speaking of cheated, I wonder how the owner of the field felt in this parable that Jesus tells 

about the kingdom of God in our gospel lesson today. This one-verse parable seems to be more 

of a simile than a complete story. It is a one sentence story. Yet, it leaves us with so many lines 

between which to read, doesn’t it? 
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Hear it again. Jesus said, “The kingdom of heaven is like treasure hidden in a field, which 

someone found and hid; then in his joy he goes and sells all that he had and bought it.” 

 

You know, we really don’t know much about this man who is out walking in a field. In fact, all 

we know is that he doesn’t own it. He may have been trespassing or just taking a shortcut into 

town that day. Who knows? We only know that somehow, while walking across the field, he 

happens to come upon treasure that had been hidden there. Realizing the value of his find, “in his 

joy,” he goes and sells everything he owns to buy that field. Of course he’s filled with joy. He 

just pulled the wool over the eyes of the landowner who, for whatever reason, didn’t know that it 

was there in the first place or forgot where he hid it. 

 

In any case, Jesus says that the kingdom of heaven is like that treasure. Yet, I’m stuck on this 

parable for a moment. I’m stuck at what this trespasser does. Now maybe he has no legal 

obligation to disclose what he knows about that field. After all, shouldn’t the seller know the 

value of his own field before he sells it off to this trespasser? On the other hand, it seems kind of 

shady and perhaps unethical, doesn’t it? It reminds me of my childhood when I’d find something 

that belonged to my brother (especially money), and I would yell out, “Finders keepers, losers 

weepers.” It’s almost like saying, “Suck it up, buttercup! You should have known what you 

had!” 

 

Jesus, what in the world are you getting at here? What does the kingdom of heaven have to do 

with this trespasser who cheated the original landowner? 

 

Two weeks ago, I shared the parable of the pearl of great price that follows this one. In that 

parable, the pearl merchant goes out looking for the pearl and finds it. Here, however, the 

traveler who is crossing the field stumbles upon the hidden treasure almost by chance. We don’t 

know whether there was a portion sticking up from the dirt or if he was shuffling through the dirt 

when he found it. It simply feels like he comes upon the treasure and there it is. 

 

Earlier this month, a woman went to visit Crater of Diamonds State Park. After searching all 

over for diamonds, she happened upon a shiny 4.38 carat yellow diamond lying in the dirt that 

she noticed after it had rained in prior days. The sun was shining and she just stumbled upon the 

discovery. 

 

You know, most often Christians seem to talk about the kingdom of heaven as if it is that “pie in 

the sky when we die.” It’s all about what comes to us after death. It’s something far off into the 

distant future that we must somehow work towards in one way or another. If we’re just good 

enough or do enough, we can make it some day. 

 

Before the pandemic began, I was visiting one of our oldest members, Jean Batts. She wasn’t 

doing so well and she knew her time on earth was coming close. As I stood by her bedside to 

pray with her, I asked her what she wanted me to pray for. She said, “Pastor, I just hope that I’m 

good enough to make it to heaven when I die.” 

 

Jean had been the secretary here for many, many years. She was an active member of this church 

who loved Jesus and loved this church. In her last years, there weren’t too many people left who 
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remembered Jean or seeing her in the office. She had outlived many of the people who were her 

contemporaries here. After all of her years of faithfulness and service, and if God is different 

than the pure, unconditional love that I’ve always proclaimed, then I’m concerned about any 

hope that I might have of the same. 

 

Yet, how many of us are just as curious as Jean about what comes next? After all, no one comes 

back to tell us. 

 

I looked at Jean and said, “You know Jean, the good news is you don’t have to be good enough.  

God loves us and that’s good enough for you and me both.” She smiled as we prayed together.  

What Jean didn’t know is that she caused me to stumble into the kingdom of heaven for a 

moment with her that day. You see, in that moment, heaven wasn’t some far off, distant reality, 

but the kingdom of God became real as we experienced God’s grace and love in that moment. 

 

Could it be that what Jesus is getting at here is that the kingdom is not something so far off, only 

available in the afterlife, but rather something that we can reach out and touch, right here, right 

now? 

 

Bishop Will Willimon shared that Fred Craddock, the great preaching professor, once swore that 

something odd had happened to him when he was visiting the home of one of his former students 

following graduation. It seemed that after an amazing dinner, the young parents went to put the 

kids down for bed and left Fred in the living room with their beautiful old greyhound. Earlier in 

the day, Fred had noticed that the kids were playing with the old dog all over the floor. 

 

Now it was just Fred and the dog. Earlier in the evening, the father had told Fred that the 

greyhound was full-blooded. He had once raced in Florida, but now was their family pet. He 

said, “He’s great with the kids, too.” 

 

Now, later in the evening as the two of them were just sitting there together, Fred and the dog, 

the old greyhound turned to Fred and asked, “This your first visit to Connecticut?” 

 

“No,” Fred answered. “I went to school up here a long time ago.” 

 

“Well, I guess you heard. I came up here from Miami,” said the greyhound. 

 

“Oh, yeah, you retired?” Fred said. 

 

“No, is that what they told you? No, no, I didn’t retire. I tell you, I spent 10 years as a 

professional, racing greyhound. That means 10 years of running around that track day after day, 

seven days a week with others chasing that rabbit. Well, one day, I got up close; I got a good 

look at that rabbit. It was a fake! I had spent my whole life chasing a fake rabbit! Hey, I didn’t 

retire; I quit!” 

 

I don’t know about you, but I think I can sometimes understand that greyhound. I, too, spend my 

life chasing after things that don’t always matter much in the scheme of my life; almost as if they 

are the most valuable things in my life. I love to appear successful. I hate to fail. Those of you 
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who know me, know that I’m a perfectionist. And when I feel like I’m failing, I’ll beat myself up 

more than anyone else could ever do. I want the A, and anything less is failure. 

 

When people ask what we do, we’re quick to show our credentials, almost as if we are always 

having to prove ourselves to everyone we encounter. We strive to get the greater paycheck or the 

climb the ladder of success in our jobs. Or sometimes we just seek to keep up with the neighbors 

around us. 

 

In our faith journeys, we want to be viewed as the more faithful Christian, as if we might get the 

yearbook accolade of “Most Likely to Make It to Heaven.” We compare ourselves to one another 

as if there are degrees of Christian faithfulness as we seek after the best place in the family of 

faith. We might even take a few of those religious elitists down a notch to raise ourselves up in 

our own eyes. 

 

We chase after rabbits, hoping to catch up to them, until we notice that they’re fake. They are not 

real! I wonder if it’s in those moments that we stumble into the kingdom, not as some distant 

reality for another life, but right here, right now. It’s in those moments that we touch grace, 

sitting with a loved one who is recounting their story of faith. It’s in those moments when we 

find ourselves serving alongside others that we catch a glimpse and maybe even give others a 

glimpse of the kingdom of God. It’s in those moments that love can be made real again when we 

find ourselves in the home where love is shared and we are part of a family of faith with people 

at all levels of searching, but most of us just stumbling into grace. 

 

Perhaps it’s as Charles Anthony Silvestri wrote and the choir sang for us today: “When we love, 

simply love, even as we are loved, our weary world can be transformed into the Kingdom of 

God.” Not some place or time far off, but right here, right now. Look around! You just might 

catch a glimpse of heaven when you didn’t even know you were looking for it! 

 

  


