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4th Sunday of Easter C (May 8, 2022 STM: 7:30, 9:15) 

One of the most beloved sitcoms of all time was CHEERS.  The show revolved around the lives of the 

patrons, owners and works of a Boston bar.  A central character was Norm. He was a larger-than-life 

accountant who occupied a corner stool in every episode.  There is a great line when Sam, the owner, 

asks Norm “what’s happening?” His response?  “It’s a dog-eat-dog world, Sammie,  and I’m wearing milk 

bone underwear.”  Anyway, Norm felt like a loser in every other area of his life, but when he came into 

Cheers, everyone there called his name in a unison welcome “NORM!” And suddenly he felt like 

somebody. Who wouldn’t, in “a place where everyone knows your name”?   

It makes a difference when someone knows our name.  I have used the same dry cleaner probably for 15 

years.  When I walk in, the staff welcomes me by name “Hello Mr. McCue.” Probably the only people 

who call me “Mr. McCue.”  It makes a difference. It is a bit out of the way, but I keep going there, in 

part, because they call me by name and provide good service.”   It is important too for me as a pastor to 

know your names as best I can. I admit though that  this is a big place and I am not the best with names. 

I try.  Many of you I do know by name.  Think too about when you were a kid, and you were outside 

playing and it was time for dinner. Your mom may have called, or screamed, at you by name. You heard 

and, maybe, responded depending on hunger level and what game you may have been playing. 

My dear sisters and brothers in Christ Jesus, today is Good Shepherd Sunday. Earlier in the same chapter 

of John’s gospel, Jesus called himself the Good Shepherd who calls his sheep by name.  There is nothing 

so personal as our names.  And nothing feels quite as good when we hear our name called by someone 

who cares about us. It is our name that keeps us from feeling anonymous, or invisible, in a large crowd.  

Think about the scene on that first Easter morning.  It is a darkened garden.  Mary Magdalene came to 

the tomb to grieve her Lord’s death. Stretching her aching body and prying open her red, raw eyes, all 

she could think of was the memory of Friday—the horror of the cross and the urgent rush to prepare 

Jesus’ body before Sabbath began.  What does she find? An empty tomb. She did not think about 

resurrection. He assumed someone took the body of Jesus. When she stood talking to herself, she still 

did not realize it was Christ there with her. She thought it was the gardener.  What an ironic moment, 

talking to the risen Lord while looking for the body of the deceased Jesus. But Mary’s moment of truth, 

her moment of recognition, came when Jesus simply called her by name “Mary.” That was it.  He did not 

perform a miracle, nor provide any proofs.  He did not answer any big questions about heaven.  He just 

spoke Mary’s name. His voice pierced the foggy, befuddled chaos of her brain and she looked up in 

sudden recognition and said, “Rabboni”, “teacher”. In the moment when Jesus called her name her 

whole world shifted, and she knew in an instant: nothing would ever be the same again. Jesus called his 

sheep by name.  And that sheep, The Magdalene, recognized His voice.  And for Mary, that made all the 

difference.  

I don’t think it is any different for us today.  What we want, what we really want, is to know that God 

knows about us.  We want to know that God cares for us and, in the end, will carry us safely across the 

shadow of death in his eternal arms.  We want to know that God knows us individually, personally, that 

He knows our name. Well, we are told that God knew us before we were even formed in the womb.  We 

are told that every hair on our head is counted. We are told that Christ died for us, each of us.   This is 

the intimacy we have with God. This is the intimacy that each and everyone of us has given the fact that 

we have been made in God’s own image and likeness.  We are the beloved of the Father. 
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Today is Mother’s Day. Dawn Benson Jones writes this about her experience of being a mother and her 

experience of God. I think it relates well to what I have been talking about. 

Just as I delight in spending time with my children, He (GOD) delights in spending time with me. 

Just as I set boundaries for my children because I love them and want to keep them safe, He also sets 

boundaries for me out of love, not to withhold blessings from me. 

Just as I grieve when I see my children making unwise choices, He also grieves when I make choices that 

are not in my best interest. 

Just as I celebrate my children’s accomplishments, He delights in my victories. 

Just as my heart breaks when my children are unkind to one another, His hearts breaks when I am 

unkind to my brothers and sisters in Christ. 

Just as I would be willing to take on all of my children’s pain so they wouldn’t have to endure hardship, 

He has already demonstrated His willingness to love sacrificially when He sent His own Son to die on the 

cross in my place. 

 

Jones continues: As I reflected on these parallels, I camped out a while on how my love for my children 

compares to God’s love for me. I thought about how special the love I have for my children is. It’s: 

unconditional 

fierce 

nurturing 

forgiving 

protective 

unrelenting 

 

She concludes: The list goes on and on, but here’s the big truth I took away and that I hope to convey to 

you. As amazing and all-encompassing as I think my love for my children is, it’s nothing compared to the 

love my Heavenly Father has for me. Never forget that He loves you in a way that you will never truly be 

able to wrap your head around. Take all of the wonderful feelings you have for your children, and let the 

fact that He feels the same for you on an incomprehensible level permeate your very being. Never 

forget that you are fiercely loved by your Heavenly Father, precious mom. No one can ever take that 

away from you. 

Some good thoughts for us, mothers or not.  We are fiercely, fiercely loved by God.  The Magdalene 

heard her name.  She knew that her great love, the Christ was alive.  We too desire to hear our name: 

Scott, Mary, Adam, Theresa, Norm! We want to be known, called by name, especially at he end of our 

days.   It’s that great image we have today from Revelation: We are told about the Communion of Saints, 

that great multitude that no one could count from every nation, race, people and tongue standing 
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before the throne and before the Lamb.    We desire to be a part of that communion and so walk 

through this life. We live and love as best we can.  We serve those in need, we live resurrected life.    The 

Good Shepherd loves us beyond measure and He calls us more and more into His divine life and love 

and does so by name. Amen.  

Portions adapted from: Rev. Amy Butler 

 

 

 


