




kindest memory, in the Apology that followed it, and in 
the Smalcald Articles and the Large and Small 
Catechism of that highly enlightened man, Dr. Luther. 
On the contrary, we are minded by the grace of the 
Holy Spirit to abide and remain unanimously in this 
confession of faith and to regulate all religious 

controversies and their explanations according to it .... 

+++ 

Jesus and Johnny Cash: 

Stories Of Lazarus, Sue, And You 

BY CHAD BIRD 

http://www.christholdfastorg/blog/jesus-and-johnny-cash-stories
oflazarus-sue-and-you 

The boy was named Sue. His drunk, deadbeat daddy 
branded him with that name. Then he skipped town 
and never looked back 

I needn't tell you that Sue's not a playground-safe 
name. The boy grew up quick and he grew up mean. He 
roamed from town to town, bar to bar, on the prowl for 
the man who named him Sue. 

When he finally lucked upon that scoundrel, he 
was playing cards in a dark saloon. Sue introduced 
himself. Then he introduced his fist to his daddy's 
teeth. They cussed. They brawled. And when the dust 
finally settled, Sue's daddy fessed up to why he'd given 
his boy that name: to toughen him up. To make him 
hard and quick and mean. And it'd worked. 

Johnny Cash tells a memorable tale in that old 
song, "A Boy Named Sue." The man in black reminds us 
that, we may choose our friends, our sports teams, and 
our favorite beers. But our names we don't choose. 

Names are given. We aren't consulted. And even if 
we don't like our name, I suppose having a bad name is 
better than having no name at all. Nobody wants to be 
called "Hey, you" their whole life. 

Johnny Cash had his musical stories. Jesus sang a 
few of his own. The thing is, Jesus left out all the 
names. 

The sower went out to sow ... 
A merchant was seeking fine pearls ... 
A woman lost one of her coins ... 
What was the farmer's name? Tom or Peter? Was 

the woman named Miriam or Rebekah? When 
preachers retell these stories, ever notice how they like 
to make up names for the characters? A certain man 
had two sons. Let's call the younger one, Mike. 

But Jesus didn't call him Mike. Or Tom. Or Sue. 
From the king, to the vineyard owner, to the unfaithful 
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steward, they're all anonymous. Jesus didn't see fit to 
name any of them. 

Except one. 

Of the fifty odd parables that Jesus told, in only 
one of them does he name a character. I'd never 
noticed this until my friend, Michael Dennis, pointed it 

out. Now that I know it, this fact has become, for me, 
the most beautiful truth expressed in all the parables. 

The only person Jesus names in all his parables is 
the lowest, loneliest, most helpless and pitiful 

character in them all. Only on him does Jesus bestow 
this honor. 

But it's an honor no one else would have given 
him. He's a homeless, penniless beggar. He's "laid at a 
rich man's gate," which means he can't walk His skin 
oozes with sores. His only companions are local street 
dogs. They encircle him to lick his rashes. Without 
money, without shelter, without food, without a scrap 
of dignity. Yet this man was not without one thing. He 

had a name. Jesus called him Lazarus. 
It's a telling fact about us that we know the names 

of people we'll never meet, but we don't know the 
names of people we see everyday. 

On my delivery route, for instance, are about a 
dozen homeless people who stand on the corners of 

intersections holding cardboards signs. I look at them 
through my truck window almost every day. I know 
their faces. But I've never taken the time to learn their 
names. However, I do know the names of Kim 
Kardashian, Peyton Manning, and Tom Hanks, people 

I'll never meet. 
Luther reminds us that we're always looking up. 

We look up to people with power, fame, money
things we admire, things we covet for ourselves. We 
don't look down, in compassion, on the lonely, the 
forgotten, the forsaken. We don't even know their 
names. 

If we'd have walked by Lazarus on the way to one 
of the rich man's shindigs, we'd have looked the other 
way. Not one of us would have stopped, shook his 
grimy hand, introduced ourselves, and carried him 
somewhere to buy him a cheeseburger and Dr. Pepper. 

But that's the difference between us and God, isn't 
it? Our eyes are always looking up; God in Christ is 
looking down. And, as Luther says, the farther away 
from God we are, the better he sees us. 

He looks down on Lazarus. But not only that: he 
names him. When Lazarus dies, he sends angels to 
wing him to Abraham's bosom. By the end of this 
parable, the tables have been turned: Lazarus is the 



rich man. Rich in joy, rich in love, rich in celestial fame. 
Every angel knows his name. 

Are you lonely? Do you feel forgotten? Do you 
sometimes wonder if there'll be more than a handful of 
people at your funeral? Are you one of those 
anonymous faces in that swirling mass of humanity 
that no one will remember, much less shed a tear for, 
in a few short years? 

Jesus knows your name. Whether you're a boy 
named Sue or a beggar named Lazarus, the God who 
named that forgotten man has not forgotten you. How 
could he? Your name is tattooed on the palms of his 

hands. Inked there in crucifixion blood. His nail
pierced palm is a page from the Book of Life. A nursing 
mother could sooner forget the child at her breast than 
Jesus can forget you. 

I'll let my friend, Michael, sum it up. "It is 
interesting to me," he writes," that history has 
forgotten the names of the tycoons, businessmen, 
scholars, and politicians mentioned in Scripture, but 
we know of an insignificant beggar named Lazarus. For 
all those who feel alone, defeated, lost, and forgotten." 

Indeed, for them, for you, Jesus has a name, a 
place, and a heart full of love. 

+++ 

Events for lune /July 

Voters' meetings: 
June 5th, after the service, Center 
June 6th, 7pm, Scarville 

Vacation Bible School 
Wednesday, June 15th 
9am-3pm, at Scarville 

Saturday afternoon June 18th 
Multi-parish picnic, BBQ 
Stateline Park 
Emmons,MN 

Annual Synod Convention 
June 19-22, 2016 

Bethan Lutheran College 
Please prayer for our synod, that we may remain faithful to God's Word, that we may grow in love, compassion, 
and generosity to all, that we may be blessed with the continued boldness to proclaim Christ in our own country, 
and in those places we may reach throughout the world. 

Scarville Lutheran School 

We are sad to bid farewell to Thalia Londgren, our teacher these past three years. We thank her for her 
dedicated and faithful service to the children of our 
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congregation during this time. We pray for God's 
blessings upon her and her husband Peter as they 
make their home in Mankato, MN. 

Calendars for the 2016-17 schoolyear are available. 

School classes resume on Monday, August 22nd. Enjoy 
summer vacation! 

All age 3+ thru 8th grades 

( entering this fall) are 

welcome! 



How a Small, Country Congregation Became a 

MegaChurch Overnight 

by Chad Bird 
http://www.chadbird.com/blog/2016/5/15/how-a-small-country
congregation-became-a-megachurch-overnight 

This is the story of how a small, country church 
astounded the experts on church growth by becoming 
a megachurch overnight. Without even trying. 

The gravel parking lot around St. John's began to 
fill early that morning. The shadow from the steeple 
cast the image of a cross on the western side of the 
church. Families from miles around climbed out of 
Fords and Chevrolets to make their way into the 
sanctuary. 

The pastor stood by the front door to greet folks. 
He asked about Aunt Susan's broken hip, the Reynold's 
new horse, and how the football game turned out in 
Sunray the other night. 

The man of God who shepherded this flock wasn't 
much to look at. He had a bit of a gut. And he laughed 
too loud, especially at his corny jokes. But they loved 
the man. He had baptized their children, buried their 
grandparents, and even preached a decent sermon on 
occasion. 

By the time worship was ready to begin, it still 
hadn't happened-that shocking influx of worshipers I 
spoke of. In fact, things looked as ordinary as ordinary 
could be. 

The Kirkpatricks, with their five children, squeezed 
into the next-to-last pew. The spinster organist, Ms. 
Schultz, played softly and hit, well, almost every note. 
Hymnals were opened to the page where the service 
would soon begin. 

At 10:30 sharp, Pastor Baker walked up front and 
spoke the same words he did at the start of every 
Sunday service, "In the name of the Father and of the 
Son and of the Holy Spirit." And the congregation 
responded with a hearty, "Amen!" 

Then, without any warning, it happened. 
The floodgates opened. Worshipers streamed in. 

Before the congregation had finished saying, "Amen," 
this rural Texas minichurch was transformed into the 
mega of megachurches. 

Here's how it all went down. 
Through the stained glass windows and the steeply 

pitched roof, seraphim swooped down from heavenly 
perches. Each sported six wings: with two they 
covered their faces, and with two they covered their 
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feet, and with two they flew. And around the sanctuary 
they chanted one to another, 

"Holy, holy, holy is the LORD of hosts; the whole 
earth is full of his glory!" 

The foundations of St. John's quaked at the sound 
of their voices. The whole church swam with the 
smoke of incense. 

But that was only the beginning. 
Cherubim winged their way down from the 

heavenly city. Not the cute, chubby Precious Moments' 
angels, but manly warriors who stationed themselves 
like sentinels around the sanctuary. They belted out 
the words to the hymns, added their Amens to the 
divine words read and preached that day. 

But the tingels were not alone. With them came 
saints innumerable. Men and women who had fought 
the good fight, finished the race, and gone on to glory. 
But here they were, back at St. John's on this Lord's 
day. They added their voices to the earthly choir of 
farmers and ranchers and coaches and teachers who 
still trod the pathway toward the heavenly Jerusalem. 

The pews were packed. Standing room only in the 
aisles. Some perched on the rafters and peered down 
with serene gazes upon the altar. There, wonder of 
wonders, was a throne. And on that throne stood a 
Lamb, slain yet alive, sacrificed but resurrected. Every 
face of every worshiper, angelic and human, earthly 
and heavenly, was fixated upon his face. 

There they looked upon the countenance of the 
merciful Almighty. 

With angels and archangels and with all the 
company of heaven, the people of St. John's lauded and 
glorified the name of that Lamb, their Lord Jesus, that 
day. 

Sacred songs shook the building as the choirs wed 
their voices. The Lord's Supper was a reunion meal. 
The folks on earth and the saints in heaven dined on 
the feast of feasts and the drink that slakes the deepest 
thirst. 

It was a day to remember. A day to repeat. 

The following Sunday it would happen again. And 
then again. This tiny rural church would bulge at the 
seams with worshipers from realms seen and unseen, 
all mixed together in the adoration of the Lamb whose 
kingdom is without end. 

That's how a small, country congregation became a 
megachurch overnight. Without even trying. They 
gathered around the word of Jesus, ate his meal, sang 
his songs. 

And Jesus showed up, every Sunday, with all of 
heaven along for the ride. 
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