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“Living Letters” 
Children’s Sermon 

By Rev. Lucas Bruder de Oliveira 
February 22, 2026 

 

One afternoon in a small town, a group of 

children sat on the floor of their church hall. It was 

a rainy day, the kind that makes the windows foggy 

and the air smell like wet leaves. 

Mr. Daniel, their teacher, walked in holding 

an old wooden box. He placed it on the table. The 

children leaned forward. 

“What’s inside?” asked Maya. 

“A treasure,” he said with a smile. He slowly 

opened the lid. Inside were letters, dozens of them. 

Some were tied with ribbon. Some were folded 

neatly. Some were wrinkled and worn. 

“Are they old?” asked Liam. 

“Very old,” Mr. Daniel said. “These letters 

were written long before emails, phones, or 

texting. When people wanted to share something 

important, they wrote a letter.” He picked one up 

carefully. “This one was written by a soldier to his 

family. He wanted them to know he was safe.” 

He picked up another. “This one is from a 

grandmother to her granddaughter. She wrote it to 

say how proud she was of them.” 
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“These letters,” he continued, “are more 

than paper and ink. They carry love, hope, courage, 

and memories.” He paused, then looked at them 

with gentle eyes. “But today I want to tell you 

about a different kind of letter.” The children 

leaned closer. “A letter written… by God.” 

Mr. Daniel took a piece of chalk and wrote 

on the board: LOVE 

“What does this word mean?” he asked.  

“Caring!” said Maya. 

“Being kind,” said Noah.  

“Hugs!” said Sophie. 

Mr. Daniel smiled. “Yes. But this word means 

even more when someone lives it.” 

He turned back to them. “If your friend 

shares their lunch when you forget yours… you feel 

love. If someone sits with you when you feel 

lonely… you feel love. If someone forgives you after 

you make a mistake… you feel love.” He tapped the 

board. “Words are small,” he said. “But they carry 

big experiences.” 

Then he wrote another word: PEACE 

“What if I say peace,” he continued, “but 

your house is full of shouting and noise? That word 

feels far away.” 

The children nodded. 
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“But when you feel safe, when you rest, 

when your heart is calm, then peace is real.” He 

looked back at the box of letters. “Words on paper 

can tell us things. But when words become part of 

our lives, they change us.” 

Mr. Daniel reached into the box and pulled 

out a small Bible. “Long ago,” he said, “God made a 

promise to His people. He said: ‘I will put my law 

within them, and I will write it on their hearts.’” He 

tapped his chest. “Not on stone. Not on paper. On 

hearts.” 

“Why hearts?” asked Liam. 

“Because,” said Mr. Daniel, “God didn’t want 

people to just read His words. He wanted them to 

live His words.” 

The children were quiet, thinking. 

“So instead of carrying rules in their hands,” 

he continued, “they would carry God’s love inside 

them. Then,” he said softly, “something amazing 

happened. God didn’t just send words. He sent 

Jesus. Jesus is called the Word made flesh. That 

means God’s message didn’t stay as ideas, it 

became a person.” 

“What does that mean?” Sophie asked. 

“It means,” Mr. Daniel said, “if you want to 

know what love looks like, look at Jesus. If you 
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want to know what forgiveness looks like, look at 

Jesus. If you want to know what kindness looks like, 

look at Jesus. Jesus didn’t just teach God’s love. He 

lived it.” 

Mr. Daniel picked up another letter and held 

it up. “The apostle Paul once told the church 

something surprising,” he said. “Paul said: You are a 

letter from Christ, written not with ink but with the 

Spirit of the living God.” 

The children looked confused. 

“We are letters?” Noah asked. 

“Yes,” Mr. Daniel smiled. People can read 

your life the way they read a letter. When you help 

someone, they read kindness. When you forgive, 

they read grace. When you share, they read love. 

When you include someone left out, they read 

Jesus.” 

Maya’s eyes widened. “So people see God 

through us?” 

“Yes,” he said gently. “They experience God 

through us.” 

Liam frowned. “But what if we mess up?”  

Mr. Daniel chuckled. “All letters have 

smudges.” He picked up a wrinkled envelope. “This 

letter got wet in the rain,” he said. “But the 

message still arrived.” He looked at the children. 
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“God is not looking for perfect pages. He is looking 

for open hearts. Sometimes we think we must be 

strong, brave, or perfect for God to use us. But 

God’s Spirit writes best on hearts that are willing. If 

you feel small, you are ready. If you feel unsure, 

you are ready. If you feel nervous, you are ready. 

Because God’s power works through His Spirit, not 

our perfection.”  

Mr. Daniel handed each child a blank piece of 

paper. “What do you see?” he asked. 

“Nothing,” said Noah. 

“Space,” said Maya. 

“Possibility,” said Mr. Daniel. “This blank 

space is where writing begins. God writes His love 

in our lives the same way. When you choose 

kindness, a sentence appears. When you choose 

forgiveness, a paragraph grows. When you trust 

God, a story unfolds.” 

The rain tapped softly against the windows. 

Mr. Daniel spoke quietly now. 

“Some people may never open a Bible. But 

they will read your life. They will see how you treat 

others. They will notice your kindness. They will 

feel your patience. They will experience God’s love 

through you.” 

The children sat very still. 
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“Your life,” he said, “is a living letter.” 

Mr. Daniel began placing the old letters back 

into the box. “These letters were written long ago,” 

he said. “But God is still writing today.” He pointed 

gently at each child. “He is writing in you.” He 

closed the box softly. “And the world is reading.” 

As the children stood to leave, Maya turned 

back. “Mr. Daniel,” she asked, “what will my letter 

say?” 

He smiled. “That is what you and the Holy 

Spirit will write together.” 

 

Dear kids and youth from Calvin Presbyterian Church, 

You are not a letter written with ink. 

You are a letter written with love. 

Written by the Spirit of the living God. 

And when people see your life, 

they don’t just hear about God’s love, 

they experience it. 

 

 
This story was adapted from Rev. Lucas Bruder’s sermon “Living 

Letters,” with the assistance of AI tools. 


