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Sermon 
I’m excited, for today I’ve been given permission to speak about something of which I haven’t 
been allowed speak for 18 ½ years. It was March 17, 1994. My wife Susan needed the evening 
to work on taxes, so I gladly volunteered to take our three older children to McDonald’s. 
Jonathan was five, Elizabeth was four, and Becky was two. Colman was still in utero. 
 

 
 

(Elizabeth, Becky, John, Colman) 
 
I took them to the McDonald’s near the Westminster Mall, because it had a huge playroom with 
a humongous, three-level, tube structure for the children. Traffic was heavy, we got lost, and it 
took forever to get our Happy Meals. The play land was an absolute zoo: a million kids and two 
birthday parties. Parents, grandparents, friends, relatives…two birthday parties being held at the 
base of this gigantic, intestine-like, tube structure. 
 
Well, I made the kids take a few bites of their cheeseburgers before they took off their shoes 
and ran off in their socks. I sat back, drank my coffee, and tried to relax. But I couldn’t relax 
because of the mass of screaming children. I sat there quite a while and began pondering how 
rude and undisciplined other people’s children were. I judged them and their parents. Unlike me, 
Rev. Hiett, with my Christian commitment, education, and hours of listening to Focus on the 
Family broadcasts, these parents were ignorant and inadequate disciplinarians. 
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I distinctly remember this little voice that interrupted my thoughts at that point: “You know, Peter, 
every time you think like this, God teaches you an embarrassing lesson.” Well, it was just about 
then that my wonderful, sweet, four-year-old daughter Elizabeth came shooting out of the green 
tube. She ran over to me, and trying to catch her breath she pointed to the massive tube 
structure and said, “Daddy, Becky’s up there, and she pooped!” I said, “What?” “Becky’s up 
there, and she pooped!” I looked at that massive, tube structure full of constantly moving 
children and said, “Oh, honey, she probably just had gas or something.” Elizabeth said, “Uh-
huh” and pointed at her left foot. There on her sock was irrefutable evidence that someone had 
pooped. 
 
Just then I picked up a familiar smell. I looked up and could actually see it waft out of the tubes 
and across the room. I could see it, because one after another, the happy people eating 
birthday cake got this horrified look on their faces. It was like the wave at a football game, but 
instead of lifting their arms, they’d get stink face one after the other. “Becky’s up there, and she 
pooped!” Elizabeth was pointing to the very top level of the tube structure. I jumped up and ran 
to the teenage, McDonald’s employee monitoring the room. In a panic, I explained the situation, 
figuring there must be protocols. I said, “What do we do?” She looked at me as if to say, “What 
do you mean ‘we’?” Then she said, “Go get her.” 
 
I didn’t know exactly where she was, so I began interviewing preschoolers flying out of the 
tubes. They’d hold their noses and talk about the “poopy girl.” Just then I spotted Becky through 
a little window in a chamber of the top of the red tube. Immediately I scrambled up the tube. I 
found Becky standing in this small, red room being counseled by a group of older children who 
were obviously trying to contain my daughter’s failure. In unison, they all pointed and exclaimed, 
“She pooped.” I scanned the chamber and was relieved to see that there wasn’t much evidence 
of her crime. But then Becky’s counselors informed me that the incident had occurred in the 
green tube. We were in the red chamber at the top of the red tube slide. Becky had been 
traveling. 
 
In an instant, I pictured what would later be confirmed as fact by my children: With all those 
children moving so fast, the evidence of Becky’s sin nature had spread through the tube 
structure like motor oil through the parts of a finely tuned and revving race car engine. Well, I 
just grabbed Becky. I put her on my stomach with all the remaining…sin, and we slid down the 
red tube into the midst of one of the birthday parties. I ran past the people eating their Happy 
Meals, informed the McDonald’s lady that I found her, and ran to the men’s room where I did a 
preliminary cleaning job, wrapping her panties, socks, and the remaining excreta in a big wad of 
toilet paper. 
 
I ran back out into the playroom looking for Jon and Elizabeth. I had the wad of toilet paper in 
one hand and Becky in the other, but because of my cursory and insufficient cleaning job, I 
didn’t put my arm under Becky’s bare bottom. Instead, I wrapped it around her back, but she 
had slid down through her dress and through my arm, exposing her backside and the fact that 
she was the perpetrator of the crime and the source of the powerful odor that now filled the 
happy play land. 
 
I made eye contact with no one as I searched for Jon and Beth. Once I found them and told 
them it was time to leave, they protested the injustice loudly. “We still haven’t eaten our Happy 
Meals!” I snapped. “Just get your shoes and follow me to the car!” After securing the kids in their 
car seats, I ran back in to appraise the situation. The young, McDonald’s attendant wouldn’t 
venture into the tube structure. With a nervous laugh I said, “This must happen all the time.” She 
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looked at me and said, “Well it’s never happened when I’ve been here.” At that, I judged the 
situation a total loss and ran away. 
 
On the way home in the smelly car (I had forgotten about the evidence on Elizabeth’s sock), 
everyone was silent…until one of the children spoke for all. “Daddy?” “Yes?” “I don’t want to go 
to that McDonald’s anymore.” And I just started laughing. When I got home, I wrote down every 
detail so I wouldn’t forget. 
 

It’s 18 ½ years later now, and we still haven’t been back to that McDonald’s. 
 
For at least six months after the incident, from time to time, Becky would get real pensive, then 
out of the blue she’d look up at me with those big, beautiful eyes and say, “I pooped on the 
green slide.” And I would say, “Yes, you did, Becky, and I think you’re awesome.” And she’d tell 
people, “I’m Becky awesome and gorgeous too!” At Sunday School registration they asked for 
her middle name and she said, “It’s Pretty Pretty Princess. Becky Pretty Pretty Princess Hiett.” 
That’s what I called her, and I named her. They tried to name her that day on the slide. So I’d 
say, “Yes, Becky, you pooped on the green slide, but you are a pretty pretty princess. You are 
Becky Pretty Pretty Princess Hiett.” It’s so obvious to a proud father, but it must be confusing for 
a little kid. 
 
Potty training must be confusing. I was just thinking about that this week. You know, it’s got to 
be a child’s first encounter with “the knowledge of good and evil”—the law. Right? Up to that 
point, everything is good; everyone smiles at you, hugs you, and is delighted in you. But one 
day, you begin to learn that the one thing you produce (tangibly produce and have to produce), 
the one thing you make with your body of flesh, is not good. And it’s good that you know it’s not 
good and so get rid of it. That’s got to be confusing. 
 
One day while Coleman was being potty trained, Susan looked in the potty and said, “My 
goodness, Coleman, that’s a big poo-poo!” And Coleman said, “Yep. I poop like a man. I poop 
like a man!” And then what did Susan do? She flushed the toilet! And Coleman watched his 
manhood—his trophy—go down the drain. 
 
Yes, Becky, you pooped on the slide, but you are Pretty Pretty Princess. Yes, Coleman, you 
poop like a man. Man makes the poop, but the poop doesn’t make the man. In other words, 
Becky and Coleman, you are not your poop. You are not what you do…do. Whether you judge it 
bad, Becky, or whether you judge it good, Coleman, you are not what you do, and you are more 
than you know. You are my daughter. You are my son. And I will tell you who you are, Rebecca 
Hiett, Coleman Hiett. You are my treasure. And no matter how deep the poo-poo in which you 
find yourself and cover yourself and hide yourself…even boast in yourself, I will see you. And I 
will come for you. I know who you are. 
 
See, the kids on the slide all counseled Becky and judged Becky in their knowledge of good and 
evil. Do this and do that. But her sister Elizabeth knew that this was more than Becky could 
handle. She needed Dad. Not simply because he was stronger, but because he was better. He 
wouldn’t only see chaos and crap; he’d see Becky the Pretty Pretty Princess. 
 
Well, this world is an awful lot like that giant, intestine-like, tube structure at McDonald’s. And 
once you realize that you’ve made a mess of things, that you’re lost and covered in crap and 
surrounded by accusations and angry advice, it makes a difference to know that you have a 
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Father, that He sees you, names you, and loves you. So He’ll come for you no matter how deep 
you’re buried in crap…whether it’s your own or another’s. 
 
Let’s look at our text, Ephesians 3:14-21: 
 

For this reason I bow my knees before the Father, from whom every family in 
heaven and on earth is named…. 

 
“For this reason”—because the dividing wall is torn down and God is uniting all things in Christ, 
“Every family”—literally, “every fatherhood, lineage, or family.” In Greek, “I bow my knees before 
the patera from whom every patria is named.” That probably means that all good fatherhood is 
derived from God’s fatherhood, so God is saying, “Think of a good father, and I’m better than 
that.” But no matter what, He certainly seems to be saying, “I am the Father of all fathers.” 
Fathers name things. So: 
 

• “Children of Israel, I am your Father.” 
• “Children of Esau (that’s Edom), I am your Father.” 
• “Children of Ishmael (that’s the Arabs), I am your Father.” 
• “Children of Adam, I am your father, and I name you.” 

 
In the Bible, names are a huge deal. They tell you who you are. So God tells Abram, “No longer 
are you called Abram but Abraham, father of nations.” Through the God-man He says, “No 
longer are you called Jacob. You are Israel, he who wrestles with God.” “No longer are you 
called Simon—no longer the name of a coward. You are Peter, the Rock, and on you I will build 
my church.” 
 
The Revelation says, “All that are with Christ will conquer,” and “To him who conquers, He will 
give a white stone, and on the stone, a name that no one knows….” No one, except the one 
who gives it and the one to whom it is given. And Paul says, “God will reconcile all things in 
Christ Jesus,” and “God the Father names all families.” 
 
Well, if God names you, wouldn’t He name you with His Word, who is Jesus? 
 
Paul certainly seems to be saying that we’re all named through Christ Jesus our Lord. And so 
we’re all children of God. Ephesians 4:5-6: “One Lord, one faith, one baptism, one God and 
Father of all, who is over all and through all and in all.” And if Paul doesn’t mean all, he sure is 
doing a bad job of expressing it. He just spent three chapters describing how God reconciles the 
Jews and the Gentiles, which is all humanity. So God is Father of all and names all. Yet so 
many Christians argue He’s not Father of all or namer of all. 
 

1. Some argue He doesn’t name us; we name ourselves. That is, we decide who we are. 
We decide to become children with our will, with our choice, and they call that faith. So 
my Savior is my faith, which is really my choice. But it’s because of my choices that I find 
myself covered in crap. So I’m saved from my crap with more of my crap. I’m saved from 
my bad choices with more bad choices. And that’s hardly good news. It’s actually 
terrifying news. 

2. Some argue that of course He names His children and saves His children. But not all are 
His children. Because not all will be saved. Because God doesn’t love His enemies (who 
also happen to be our enemies) but will, in fact, torture them forever without end. 
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Now, some people say, “Not this again, Peter. Why does it matter? Why don’t you drop it?” 
Well, I can’t drop it because it keeps coming up in the Bible. And why does it matter? It’s the 
only thing that does matter. When you find yourself lost, covered in our own crap, and 
surrounded by a world of accusers, faith in your Father’s heart is all that matters. 
 
See, if I think that when my Father climbs the red tube, if I think that when my Father comes 
back, He’ll accept or reject me based on my choices—my crap—well, I’ll hide my crap and hide 
myself in darkness and run from His judgment. The last thing I’ll do is look Him in the eye and 
confess, “Abba, I pooped on the slide.” 
 
And if I think He won’t judge me on my crap—my choices—but instead arbitrarily pick some 
crappy kids for grace and other crappy kids for endless torment, well, I certainly won’t be able to 
trust His heart—Jesus from the bosom of the Father. In fact, I’ll be so terrified, I’ll crap my pants. 
I’ll be anal explosive or anal retentive, like Martin Luther before the Reformation. You know, the 
famous, Freudian, psycho-historian Erik Erikson postulated that Luther had his revelation of 
salvation by grace on the toilet after a good bowel movement in the Wittenberg Tower. That 
actually makes some sense. But what if only a few are saved by grace? And named by grace? 
What if only a few are His children? 
 
In high school, I saw this movie: 
 
 
 
 
 
 
That’s Gregory Peck, and he’s really bummed because he just found out his son is the 
Antichrist. He found out by shaving his son’s head and finding the number 666. In high school, I 
was terrified to shave my head, because what if I found that God was not my Father? 
 
You know, in the Gospels at one point Jesus said to the Pharisees (that is, the Bible study 
leaders and pastors of the day), “You are of your father the Devil.” That’s terrifying, for sure! But 
does that mean that God is not their Father? Did Satan take dust, breathe into it, and make 
those men? Is Satan the father of people? No. Satan is not the father of people. Jesus says that 
Satan is the father of lies. So it’s almost like each of those Pharisees were not one but two— 
 
 a false man and a true man, 
  a lie and a thing God made, 
   an outer man and an inner man, 
    a real man covered in fig leaves or 
     a real woman encased in crap, 
    a pretty pretty princess covered in poo, 
   a new man and an old man, 
  a spirit man and a flesh man. 
 
In the next chapter, Paul will tell us to put on the new man and put off the old man—just let him 
go, put him off, and flush him down the toilet, if you will. You may think he’s you, but he’s not. 
That’s the lie. The old man is the product of a lie first told in a garden long, long ago. 
 

Movie clip from Damien: Omen II: A man cuts a boy’s hair while he sleeps. Scary music 
plays in the background. The man continues to cut until he sees a symbol on the boy’s 
scalp. 
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Ephesians 3:14-17: 
 

For this reason I bow my knees before the Father, from whom every family in 
heaven and on earth is named, that according to the riches of his glory he may 
grant you to be strengthened with power through his Spirit in your inner being, so 
that Christ may dwell in your hearts through faith…. 

 
In Greek, it’s your “inner anthropos”; in Hebrew it’s “inner Adam.” “Strengthened with power 
through his Spirit in your inner Adam,” or more literally, “into or toward the inner man.” Paul calls 
Christ eschatos Adam or ultimate Adam. 
 
Paul seems to be saying, in the words of St. Augustine, that faith in me is Christ in me; that my 
faith is Christ’s faith taking root in me, the Spirit of the ultimate Adam in me. Paul has already 
told us in Ephesians 2:8, “You have been saved by grace through faith, and this not of 
yourselves.” Your faith in God the Father is the Spirit of God the Son given to you. In Galatians 
2:20 Paul just says it: “It is no longer I who live but Christ who lives in me, and the life which I 
now live in the flesh, I live by the faith of the Son of God who loved me and gave himself up for 
me.” 
 
Christ is my new man, or me in communion with His Spirit is that new man. The new man is 
God’s creation. 
 

So what’s the old man? 
 
He must be my creation. He is the self that I create by believing a lie. 
 

And what’s the lie? 
 
The lie is that if I take the knowledge of good and evil from the tree, I can make myself in the 
image of God through the power of my own will—my flesh. The lie is that I can create myself. 
But all I can create in the power of my own flesh is crap. I mean, I literally eat life and crap 
death. Sorry to state the absolutely obvious which we work so hard to hide. But in this fallen 
world, where my flesh feels only its own sorrow and its own pleasure, I take life (called food) 
and crap death, just like I take the fruit of the knowledge of good and evil from the tree. I take 
life from the tree and only make death. “I’ve got a river of…something…coming out of me”—out 
of my body of death (Romans 7:24), my flesh. 
 
The problem with my flesh is not its physicality. The problem is that it is self-centered and so cut 
off from God. It’s the me that I have created or think I have created. It’s the product of a lie told 
in a garden long, long ago and told every day by the principalities and powers and world rulers 
of this present darkness. 
 
So listen to what Paul writes in Philippians 3:4-10: 
 

If anyone else thinks he has reason for confidence in the flesh, I have more: 
circumcised on the eighth day, of the people of Israel, of the tribe of Benjamin, a 
Hebrew of Hebrews; as to the law, a Pharisee; as to zeal, a persecutor of the 
church; as to righteousness under the law, blameless. But whatever gain I had, I 
counted as loss for the sake of Christ. Indeed, I count everything as loss because 
of the surpassing worth of knowing Christ Jesus my Lord. For his sake I have 
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suffered the loss of all things and count them as rubbish, in order that I may gain 
Christ and be found in him, not having a righteousness of my own that comes 
from the law, but that which comes through faith in Christ [faith of Christ], the 
righteousness from God that depends on faith—that I may know him…. 

 
Did you notice that all Paul’s works of the flesh were religious, good deeds? Not just sex, drugs, 
and rock & roll, but the self he had made. It’s all sin. “I have suffered the loss of all things and 
count them as scubala [in Greek].” And now I’m going to stop talking baby talk and talk to you 
like adults. The translation is clear. It’s not rubbish. Paul is saying, “I’ve suffered the loss of all 
things”—my accomplishments, my resume, my position, my honor—“and I count it all shit. It’s all 
shit.” 
 
Now, Paul will soon talk about “unclean or rotten speech,” but he doesn’t mean words that 
describe unclean things. He means speech that does unclean things. He means slander, 
gossip, speaking a curse, boasting, and speech that builds dividing walls. But Paul is very 
explicit in the Greek: That life that I produced in the power of my flesh according to my 
knowledge of good and evil…it’s all shit. So sin is not a small thing. Sin is my old everything. 
Everything I produce apart from faith in grace and by grace is shit. Now, that is some shocking 
and painful news, especially if you’re proud of your shit. It’s shocking and painful whether you’ve 
judged it bad like Becky or good like Coleman. Bad shit or good shit, it’s all shit. It’s all shit. But 
now listen to the Gospel: 
 

You are not your shit. 
 
You are God’s man. You are His Pretty Pretty Princess. Man makes the shit, but the shit does 
not make the man. God the Father makes the man and names him with His Word—Jesus. The 
principalities and powers will name you with your shit. Satan will get you to focus on your shit. 
Bad shit or good shit, it’s still shit. And then he’ll tell you that you are your shit. And then he’ll 
expose the stench of your shit. And then he’ll tell you to flush it down so you’ll flush yourself 
down, thinking you are your shit. 
 
Do you know what the “mark of the Beast” is? I don’t think it’s a freaky tattoo in 2059. The mark 
of the Beast is allowing the Beast to name you. Six is the number of the sixth day, the day Adam 
falls and tries to name himself. And 666 was a numeric code for the emperor Nero. The Beast 
was the Empire of Rome and the religious institutions of Old Israel. I think the mark of the Beast 
if allowing the Beast—allowing the principalities and powers of this world—to name you, 
whether those powers be the empire of Rome, the KKK, the Masons, the United States 
government, or the institutional Church. They will all tell you in some way that you are what you 
do. And if you believe them, you will be judged by the burning, hot grace of your Father in 
Heaven. Your lot will be in the Lake of Fire and Divinity. And I think that means your Father will 
burn that mark right off of you. Your Father will burn the crap out of you because He loves you 
and refuses to flush you down. 
 
So rather than have Him burn it from you at the end of days, why not surrender it to Him right 
now? Just look Him in the face, whenever in doubt, and say, “I pooped on the slide.” And He’ll 
say, “I know, but that’s not who you are. You are my man. You are my Pretty Pretty Princess.” 
Believe Him. Don’t believe the lie that you are your sin, for then you’ll run from His presence and 
hide yourself in outer darkness until that day that Hell is thrown into the Lake of Fire and 
Divinity, and this old world is flooded with the glory of God. 
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Ephesians 3:17-21: 

…that Christ may dwell in your hearts through faith—that you, being rooted and 
grounded in love, may have strength to comprehend with all the saints what is 
the breadth and length and height and depth, and to know the love of Christ that 
surpasses knowledge, that you may be filled with all the fullness of God. Now to 
him who is able to do far more abundantly than all that we ask or think, according 
to the power at work within us, to him be glory in the church and in Christ Jesus 
throughout all generations, forever and ever. Amen. 

See, everything good grows out of love, and God is love. “Comprehend with all the saints”: You 
need to stop comparing your crap to their crap. It’s all crap, and they are not your competitors. 
Paul prays that we would know the love of Christ, which surpasses knowledge. 
 

Well, what is the love of Christ? 
 
The love of Christ is the Good. And Christ is the Word of the Father who names us. So Paul 
prays that we’d know the Good that surpasses knowledge. 
 

How do we know what we cannot know? 
 

In Scripture, there are two ways of knowing: 
 

• One by taking knowledge and the other by being known. 
• One by conquering the good and one by being conquered by the Good. 
• One by taking knowledge of the good and the other by receiving knowledge of the good. 
• One like earning a name for yourself—like Reverend or Doctor—and the other like 

receiving a name for yourself—like Son or Daughter. 
• One like law and the other like grace. 
• One like taking fruit from the tree of the knowledge of good and evil and the other like 

receiving body broken and blood shed from the tree on which Christ was crucified. 
• One is taking life and the other is receiving life. 

 
I suspect it’s really all one tree: those two trees in the garden, that one tree on the hill on which 
Jesus was crucified, and the one tree in the New Jerusalem. If we take His life, it’s sin. But if we 
receive His life, it’s grace. It’s the knowledge of the good, because the love of Christ is the good. 
God told us not to take the knowledge of the good, but I think He wants us to have the 
knowledge of the good. I think He wants us to know the love of Christ that surpasses 
knowledge. 
 
See, if someone says, “Do you know the love of Christ?” you can conquer love, crucify love, and 
dissect love and thus know love like a law that you apply to yourself. You can conquer love, or 
you can be conquered by love. You can fall in love and know Him like a Pretty Pretty Princess 
knows her prince after he has rescued her from the deepest mire. And when that princess 
comes to know her prince, that’s when she learns her name, at the end of the story. 
You know, when I say the name Snow White, you think of a story—a story that gives meaning to 
the name. When I say Sleeping Beauty or Cinderella, you know the name because you know 
the story. Maybe God is telling your story to reveal your name. Now, the story may include your 
crap, but that’s not your name. It’s part of revealing your name. 
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I mean, if Snow White hadn’t bitten the apple and gotten herself in a load of crap, she would 
never have been saved by her prince. And she (and we) would not truly know the meaning of 
her name: the princess wakened by love’s first kiss. That’s what it means to be Snow White, 
pure as driven snow. 
 
I mean, if Becky hadn’t pooped on the slide at McDonald’s, she might not have known that I’ll 
come for her no matter how deep the poop. She might not know that no matter what she does, 
no matter how she succeeds or how she may fail, she is and will always be my Pretty Pretty 
Princess. See, I’m her father. And so I know Becky did not make herself. She is not the product 
of her own will. She is the manifestation of the will of God. She is a miracle. And check this out: 
I’m not really her father. God is her Father. I may fail her one day, and I’m sure I already have 
on many days. But God is her Father. He creates her and He names her, and I’m convinced 
He’ll come for her no matter how deep it gets. He wants her to know that, but not just as a 
theory. So He made the world and planted a garden. And in the garden, He planted two trees 
that became one tree, and He allowed her to sin. He allows all of us to sin so that we might see 
that He saves us from our sin, that He saves us from ourselves, that He makes us and He 
saves us with His Word—Jesus Christ and Him crucified. 
 
He wants us to know the love of Christ that surpasses knowledge. 
He wants us to know Him but not as a theory. 
He wants us to know Him quite literally as our life. 
 
Knowing Him, we’ll know ourselves, and then know our name. We don’t make it for ourselves; 
He makes it and He’s revealing it. I don’t know exactly what it is, but you’ll share it with Him, for 
He will have lived it with you—even in you. He hands you the white stone with the name only 
you know and only He knows. He is God Saves. In a word: Yeshua–Jesus. If you know that, if 
you know Him, you won’t let the principalities and powers name you. You won’t compete with 
others for a name, for every real name is grace. And you won’t run from your Father on 
Judgment Day. Even now daily you’ll confess your crap and listen for your name, for even now 
He’s with you. Even now, He’s rescuing you from your crap. 
 
As I sat in the McDonald’s play land on March 17, 1994, judging everyone else and feeling 
superior, I was drowning in my own crap. So when I saved Becky from her crap, God my Father 
was saving me from my crap. 
 
Now, I chose to tell you a cute story about Becky and me, but I could have told some stories 
that would curl your hair, because there’s some really bad crap that happens in this world. And 
there really are demons that tell you that you are your crap. And I want you to know that even if 
you had no father, or if your father was a wretched and evil father, God Almighty is your true 
Father. And Jesus can handle the absolute worst crap. In fact, He’ll use the crap to tell your 
story and His story, reveal your name, and so change the meaning of the crap from shame into 
glory. 
 
I could tell you those stories. Some couldn’t bear to hear and some would find them too 
incredible to believe. But for now, I just hope you can believe this:  
For 18 years now my family has avoided the McDonald’s by the old Westminster Mall. The kids 
will talk about it, and we’ll avoid it. And for 18 years I haven’t been allowed to tell the story. But 
recently Becky said, “Sure, Dad, you can tell that story.” One of the kids said, “We ought to go to 
that McDonald’s.” And, you see, I’m actually really glad Becky pooped on the slide. I think she’s 
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actually really glad she pooped on the slide. It’s our story—the story of our love. And it’s how 
Becky learned her name: Becky Pretty Pretty Princess Hiett. 
 
Now, some will say, “Oh great. So I guess we should sin that grace may abound? I guess we 
should just go poop on the slide so our Daddy will call us Pretty Pretty Princess!” Well, if that’s 
what you think, you don’t understand. For 18 years now, not once has Becky pooped on a slide 
or, as far as I know, had another accident. Not once! And that’s not because I bribe her with 
rewards or threaten her with punishment. Becky doesn’t poop on the slide because Becky 
doesn’t want to poop on the slide, and that’s the power of grace. Becky knows her name is not 
Poop Girl. Her name is Becky Pretty Pretty Princess Hiett. And pretty pretty princesses do not 
poop on the slide at McDonald’s. 
 
Communion 
So on that night when we were all drowning in our own failure, Jesus the Christ—the Ultimate 
Adam—Son of man—took break and broke it saying, “This is my body given to you. Take and 
eat.” And in the same manner after supper, and having given thanks, He took the cup and said, 
“This cup is the new covenant—the eternal covenant—in my blood poured out for the 
forgiveness of sins. Drink of it, all of you, and do it in remembrance of me.” 
 
Do you understand your situation? You’re Becky, two years old, and you are having so much 
fun. Then you begin to realize you’ve pooped on the slide. You don’t exactly know what it 
means; you don’t exactly understand how it happens, but you are surrounded by a room of 
accusers, and it smells. They’re angry, and you hear a sound. It’s your Father coming up the 
slide. Is that good news? Or is that bad news? If you think it’s bad news, you’ve been listening 
to the Liar. You are not your crap. You are His treasure. And He comes to save you, for He sees 
you. You are His treasure more valuable than anything you could even begin to perceive. He 
wants to tell you who you are. 
 
So just tell Him how you feel. Confess to Him, “I made a mess of things, Dad. I can’t hide it.” 
And listen for His voice. He says, “I know. I have always known, my man, my princess. You are 
not what you do. You are who I say you are. I spoke a Word and the universe came into 
existence. I speak a Word and tell you who you are. And the Word is Jesus.” 
 
Listen for a name. He’s naming you. If the name does not fit on Jesus, or if the name does not 
go with Jesus—like Bride or Body, then that name is probably coming from an accuser, a liar. 
Don’t listen to it. And if you hear nothing, that’s fine. God is naming you, and He uses your 
whole life to do it. I know your sir name: You are of the house and lineage of David. You’re of 
the house and lineage of Jesus. You belong to Him, and He is writing on a white stone. And one 
day you will receive it. When you receive it, you’ll say, “Of course! That’s who I am! And I don’t 
want to be anybody else.” 
 
So in Jesus’ name, believe the Gospel, children of God. Amen. 
 
Prayer 
You are good, Father. I thank you for who you are. Some of us feel like everybody’s pointing the 
finger but no one will touch us because they’re terrified of our crap. Father, I thank you that you 
are the one who wears all our crap. That’s what you did on the cross. I thank you, Lord Jesus, 
for who you are: the Word of the Father who names us and loves us. We worship you, because 
you deserve our worship. In Jesus’ name, amen. 
 



	  

	  

11	  

 
 

Disclaimer: This document is a draft and has not been edited by the author. Therefore, there may be 
discrepancies. Some discrepancies may be minor; some may have to do with theology. When in doubt, please 
refer to the audio version of the sermon on this website and don’t be shy about informing us of errors. 

	  


