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“Recognizing Easter People” 

Text: Acts 2:42-47 

 

When you move to a new community, one of the difficult things you have to do is find that group 

of professionals that you can trust.  To be honest with you, for the first year here in Columbus, I 

drove up to Indianapolis for my dental appointments.  I liked the dentist that I had and it took me 

a while to begin to find someone closer.  But you have to find medical professionals, mechanics, 

hair dressers and the list goes on. 

 

I was in that situation when I was appointed to a rural congregation.  I needed work done on my 

car and didn’t know where to take it.  The advertisements all looked the same.  No company 

advertises that they are slow and undependable.  They all sound good on paper.  So, I took a 

chance on a nearby shop. 

 

Standing at the counter, there was an older woman in front of me.  Her car needed a tune-up.  As 

I watched, I was impressed by his patience.  She was slow moving and asked a lot of questions.  

He listened carefully and seemed to answer everything.  When the paper work was complete, the 

mechanic told her that he would give her a call that afternoon when the service was done. 

 

The woman had not made plans to sit at the station for that length of time.  And her home must 

have been too far to walk.  Again, with great patience, the service manager got on the intercom 

and called for another worker to come to the service desk.  When he arrived, the manager 

instructed  him to take one of the company cars and drive Mrs. Hoadley to her home.  He then 

turned to Mrs. Hoadley and explained that when the car was done they would send someone to 

pick her up at her home and bring her back.  It seemed like everything was resolved. 

 

But then Mrs. Hoadley said, “I was planning on going to the grocery store and the pharmacy this 

morning.”  Without missing a beat the manager instructed the young man to take Mrs. Hoadley 

to these errands before dropping her off at home.  And then he turned to her and asked, “Is there 

anything else you need to do this morning?”  I thought that was a dangerous question to ask!  But 

she couldn’t think of anything and soon Mrs. Hoadley and the service man were off. 

 

Watching all of this unfold, I was quite impressed.  Anytime I had need for a mechanic, I took 

my car to that shop.  I was so impressed with their patience and kindness that I wanted to 

patronize such a business.   

 

I suspect that we could all tell similar stories.  Places where we have been touched by the service 

and kindness, either toward ourselves or others.  Restaurants, dry cleaners, grocery stores, auto 

shops…their reputation can be made on their customer service. 



 

It is true as well of churches.  I once read that most people who are visiting a church for the first 

time make up their mind whether they will come back in the first ten minutes of their visit.  It is 

why the warmth of a welcoming greeter, the smile of an usher, the friendliness of someone in the 

pews is so important.  We make our first impressions quickly. 

 

Customer service and hospitality are vital components for any church or business.  Just ask 

United airlines about public perception right now.  Just as clearly as we can tell stories about 

when someone gave us exemplary service, we can also think of times when someone was rude or 

insensitive or uncaring.  Many years ago there was a business model called the principal of 

seven.  It stated that if someone had a bad experience, they were likely to tell seven people about 

that.  And this was before the age of social media when one bad event can become viral and 

spread around the globe. 

 

I remember a story that Bishop Ken Carder told about attending a meeting at a church he had 

never been to before.  Because of his uncertainty, he left plenty of time in case he got lost, but 

arrived well ahead of the meeting’s start time.  So he began to walk around the block and as he 

did, he stopped random folks along the street.  He would point to the church and ask, “What do 

you know about that church?”  Although most of the folks had never been inside, they were not 

without opinions.  At least this time he asked, most of the people had very favorable comments.  

They heard about their ministry to the poor, they knew about a festival they sponsored each year 

and they had heard that the church was friendly.  Bishop Carder called this the street reputation.  

What do the people around the community say about the church? 

 

I would be curious about what people might say about this church.  Sometimes people tell me the 

complimentary things.  They tell me how much they enjoy Smorgasbord, that they appreciate 

ministries like Hot Meals and the Preschool.  I recall one person, after I introduced myself saying 

that they had heard that this was a welcoming and friendly church.  I suspect there are some 

negatives as well, but it is nice to hear that there are these positive perceptions are prevalent. 

 

Let us examine this in light of this morning’s reading from the book of Acts.  This brief reading 

tells something very important about the growth of the church.  Remember that at this point, the 

church is still in its infancy.  It all began with a few disciples and was expanding.  These were 

followers of Jesus trying to live according to his teachings.  They followed his example, seeking 

to love one another, to live compassionately toward those in need, forgiving generously, acting 

justly.  They were attempting to practice what he preached.  And as they did so, the people 

around them took notice. 

 

Their actions stood out because the way they lived was so different from the rest of society.  And 

this was compelling.  In those days, the scriptures tell us that they held everything in common.  If 

anyone had a need, they would sell what they had to help another.  And those who were often on 

the receiving end were three categories of people who were overlooked by many within the 

dominant society: the poor, the widows and the orphans. 

 

The early Christians welcomed everyone, especially those who were overlooked and in need.  No 

longer did the widow have to suffer the pangs of hunger.  No longer did the orphan have to beg 



for money in order to buy the necessities needed.  No longer were the poor ignored as a common 

nuisance.  Those in need were given the same treatment, the same welcome as those of great 

means. 

 

It reminds me of a parishioner in Indianapolis who, with all sincerity and with the best of 

intentions, provided a great idea for our church to grow.  George said that all we needed to do 

was to convince Peyton Manning to attend our church.  Once that news got out, everyone would 

want to come to our place on Sunday morning.  I appreciated his idea, but I was also aware of 

some challenges to that.  None of us knew Peyton making it difficult to tell him that he needed to 

attend our church.  And I was also aware that most Sundays are work days for professional 

football players meaning that his attendance would be a bit spotty most of the year. 

 

What George was proposing was thoughtful, but when I read the book of Acts what I hear is that 

it was not built upon celebrities, but upon treating every person who attended like they were 

special.  And that in itself is a miracle.  The power of this brief reading is not just the fact that the 

poor and widows and orphans were cared for.  The power is that a community of believers 

understood that their destinies were tied together in such a way that they wanted to help.  It is a 

miracle how people were treated with dignity and compassion.   

 

Some day I pray that we will come to that realization in our society.  It saddens me that we are 

still finding ways to deny people the basic health services that they need.  I am frightened for my 

daughter who has Crohn’s disease and my grandson who has Sickle Cell Anemia. I worry about 

them losing health coverage.  But not just them.  When I speak out for universal health coverage 

it isn’t just because of the people I know, it is because it is the right thing for all people.  If it 

weren’t so important, why would Congress include pre-existing conditions for their coverage and 

not for everyone’s?  This is the point at which some will say that I have ceased to be preaching 

and have gone to politics.  But if we read the gospels closely, we see that Jesus was intensely 

concerned about the health and well-being of the people around him.  He was moved by the 

suffering of the lepers, the sick children, those who were hurting.  To say that the church is 

concerned about the health and well-being of all people is not a political statement, it is an 

important part of living like Jesus.  

 

In the book of Acts, the early Christians were living out their faith as best they understood.  And 

people noticed.  People were watching.  And many were so impressed with how these disciples 

lived that they wanted to be a part of it.  The Christian life was not easy.  But when we dare to 

live it in meaningful ways, our actions will make a difference among the people around us. 

 

There was a book published a few years ago which advanced the thesis that the growth of the 

early church could be traced to its emphasis upon caring for the people around them, especially 

those most vulnerable.  This was unlike what anyone had seen.  The author notes that it was not 

uncommon to help someone who might never be able to repay you or even total strangers.  These 

folks weren’t likely to be able to return the favor.  The church acted this way not because it 

expected anything in return, but because it was the right thing to do. 

 

I have shared a bit about my involvement in church.  As a baby I was baptized at the Bellaire 

Methodist Church.  Later our family attended another Methodist church near our neighborhood.  



I remember attending Vacation Bible School and Sunday School classes.  We didn’t attend 

regularly, but I recall some positive moments. 

 

When I was thirteen we moved away from that neighborhood and I began to attend a new school.  

I didn’t know anyone.  A friend invited me to attend the youth group at a nearby United 

Methodist church.  I went primarily to find a group of friends.  It didn’t matter that it was a 

church.  And I did find some good friends there. 

 

That youth group was active and they took many trips and did regular service projects.  One of 

those trips had us volunteering at a soup kitchen in a big city.  Before we began, some of the 

leaders spoke to us about the soup kitchen.  They were understandably proud of this ministry.  

They walked us around the neighborhood and told us where people were coming from.  Many of 

them were homeless.  Others were the working poor.  They told us what they knew of their 

stories.  Veterans, people with mental illness, folks with addictions, children and families. 

 

And then we returned to the church to serve the meal.  I watched as the people kept coming 

through the door to be fed.  For some this would likely be the only meal they would have that 

day.  The church provided a warm meal and a friendly welcome to all.  Those they knew, they 

called by name and asked how they were doing.  I remember one of the workers introducing me 

to a homeless man. He called the man by name and introduced him with the same warmth that 

one would use to introduce a friend. 

 

As a high school student watching this, I remember sitting among those folks and praying what 

may have been one of the most sincere prayers I would ever pray.  I said, “God, if this is what 

your church is about, then I want to be a part of it.”  It was as simple as that. 

 

I look back at that moment grateful for the ministry of that particular church, thankful for my 

own church that introduced me to such meaningful service, thankful for the kinds of challenging 

places God calls us to work. 

 

But it isn’t just soup kitchens and feeding programs.  When I see the members of this church 

caring for one another in more ways than I could begin to name, I am still glad to be a part of 

this.  When I see members sitting with families who are grieving or facing illness, I am glad to 

be a part of the church.  Whenever people are bold enough to reach out to want the best for 

someone else, I know that God is present there. 

 

That is what happened in the early church.  People saw how they lived and were so moved by it 

that they wanted to be a part of it as well.  The same is true today.  People are looking for 

something.  They are looking for meaning.  They are looking to make a difference. We don’t 

need to add a disco ball to our sanctuary or recruit a big name celebrity to attend here.  What we 

are called to do is to practice God’s love and care for all people and creation.  When we do this 

our actions proclaim the power of the gospel and the One who calls us all beloved children. 


