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 “Freed by Love” 

 

Her face glowed.  Her eyes sparkled.  And she couldn’t stop smiling.  I had never seen anyone look so radiant.  

“Ok”, I said, “what’s happened?  You look like you’ve won a million dollars or something.” 

“Oh, better than that!” she grinned.  “I’m in love.” 

I had known this woman for 25 years and although just about everyone saw her as a happy, successful person,  

  I knew that under that perfect mask was a woman who knew the pain of guilt, loneliness, and depression.  

 Years before she had had her heart broken, and she had never really recovered.   

 She had simply built a fortress around her heart so that no one could ever get in and hurt her again.  

 The fortress had done its job. It had been impenetrable.  

 She had not fallen in love again; she hadn’t even been tempted.  

 

Paul sat there, eyes closed, smiling, his face a picture of perfect peace and overwhelming joy.  

Timothy had never seen anyone look so radiant.  

“Ok”, Tim said, “what’s up?  You look like you’re king of the castle.” 

“Oh, better than that!” Paul said, opening his eyes and smiling broadly at Timothy.  “My heart is full of love.” 

It made no sense to Timothy.  

 Here they were in a dark, dank, stinking prison cell, their legs shackled so that they could barely move.  

 How on earth could anyone not be miserable in this hell of a prison?  

“Paul”, he said quietly, almost under his breath.  

“Yes, my son?” Paul replied.  

“How can you look so serene when we’re in prison?”  

“Prison?” Paul queried. “Why this is nothing compared to other prisons I’ve been in!”  

“You’ve been in worse?” Tim couldn’t imagine any place worse than this hellhole.   

“Oh, yes”, affirmed Paul, “before I met the Lord.  

 My heart and mind and soul were imprisoned by walls of self-righteousness and arrogance.  

 I knew I was extremely intelligent and that I had received the best education possible.  

 I knew the truth.  I knew the law.  And I knew the right way to live.  

 I lived by the highest standards and made it my business to ensure everyone else did, too.  

 If they didn’t, I made sure they were held accountable.  

 No one did more to keep the community of faith pure and blameless than I.” 

“You’re talking about the days when you were a Pharisee and persecuted Christians, aren’t you?” Tim asked. 

“Yes”, said Paul. “I’m talking about the days before I fell in love.”  

“Fell in love?” Tim asked, wondering if he had heard right.  

“Fell in love,” Paul affirmed and smiled. 

 

I looked at the woman before me.  

“You’re in love?  With whom?” 

“Oh, that doesn’t matter”, she said dismissively. “You see he’s not available.” 

Seeing the bewilderment on my face, she explained,  

“Look, I love him, I even think he loves me - although I’m not certain about that –  

  but I know he loves his wife, so nothing is ever going to happen between us. 

 I’m not happy because I’ve found a new relationship – I haven’t – I’m just happy because I’m in love.”  

Not sure how to respond, I sat still and waited for her to continue. 

“For the first time in 25 years”, she went on,  

  “God has poured love into my heart and my life is overflowing with joy.  

 I was like sleeping beauty locked up in a castle protected by an impenetrable fortress.  

 I wasn’t actually dead, but I might as well have been. 

 And then God gave someone the key and it was as though he came in and kissed me,  

  awakening in me all the feelings I thought were long dead and buried –  

   love and hope and faith and joy.” 



“But you said this guy is married….” I persisted. 

“You’re not getting it”, she said, looking at me the way a parent looks at a confused child. 

“It’s not about being loved”, she said patiently.  “It’s about loving.  

 My heart has been imprisoned for 25 years – afraid to love for fear of being hurt.  

 But all of the sudden, it seems, the light of Christ has flooded my heart and filled it with love.  

 That’s why an actual physical relationship doesn’t matter.  

 All that matters is that God has filled my heart with so much love that it overflows in joy.” 
 

Tim looked at Paul with confusion written all over his face. 

“What do you mean you ‘fell in love’?” he asked.  

“Look”, Paul said, “I had built an impenetrable fortress around my heart - and I didn’t even realize I had.  

 I was so focused on being right, and expecting everyone else to conform to my standards  

  that I didn’t realize my heart was empty.  

 And then that day when I was on the road to Damascus, I ran into the light of Christ,  

  and it totally blinded me so I could no longer see outward, could no longer see others.  

 That forced me to look inward at myself –  

  and to see all the self-righteousness, arrogance, and judgment that lived inside of me.  

 I realized that I had been living inside a prison of fear –  

  fear of not measuring up, fear of not being loved and accepted by God, or by anyone else.  

 And that’s when the light of Christ flooded my heart and filled it with love.  

 That’s why it doesn’t matter where I am physically.  

 All that matters is that God has filled my heart with so much love that it overflows in joy.”  
 

Two stories:   

 one about a man in a physical prison; one about a woman in an emotional one. 

 Both the Bible and our life experience tell us that “we are in bondage to sin and cannot free ourselves”. 

So today I invite you to consider what imprisons you. 

 Are you imprisoned externally by bars of life’s circumstances? 

  Are you trapped in a job you don’t like?  or in a relationship that is broken?   

  Are you trapped by financial constraints?  or health issues?  

 Or are you imprisoned internally by the bars of fear? 

  Are you trapped by fears that manifest outward  

   in feelings like self-righteousness or arrogance or judgmentalism? 

  Are you trapped by fears that manifest inward  

   in feelings like guilt or loneliness or depression? 

The truth of the matter is:  each and every one of us is imprisoned, most of us by many different things –  

 by hurts and pains of the past,  

 by emptiness and loneliness in the present,  

 and by anxieties and fears of the future. 

As long as we live, prison walls will surround us. 
 

But the good news that our Christian faith proclaims  

  is that God’s love has the power to free us right here and right now.    

 It doesn’t mean that the prison walls will disappear,  

  but it does mean that they will no longer imprison our souls. 
 

Paul sat in that cold, dark, stinking dungeon cell, but because he opened his heart to the light of Christ, 

 God poured so much love into it, that it bubbled over in thanksgiving and praise and joy. 

The woman was still alone, still single and still without a significant relationship in her life, 

 but because she opened her heart to the light of Christ, 

  God poured so much love into it, that it bubbled over in thanksgiving and praise and joy. 

Each and every one of us came here in bondage to sin and we will leave the same way. 

 As long as we live, we will remain in bondage. 

 The things that imprison us externally and internally may or may not change. 

 But if we open our hearts to the light of Christ, 

  God will pour so much love into them, that we, like Paul and the woman,  

   will leave with faces glowing, eyes sparkling, and hearts bubbling over with thanks and praise and joy.   
 

That’s God’s promise.  And we can believe it.  For Christ is risen!  Christ is risen indeed!  Alleluia!  Amen 


