
 
Easter Season Toolkit | Apr. 11 – May 16, 2021 

 

 This year, our worship services and messages during the Easter season will help us 

celebrate God’s magnificent glory of transforming life by transforming people, including us.  

The way Easter takes hold in the daily life of the world is when people of faith in Jesus Christ 

zero in on what Christ won for us at the cross and through the empty tomb and then make those 

gifts central parts of our lives and living.  Our faith should transform us into Easter people.  

Easter people live with hope for a future with our loving God fully in it, forgiven lives, empathy, 

mercy, justice and service, and great joy and gratitude.  God’s grandeur and glory is found in 

God moving within us to continue working on us in sanctified ways.  To this end, we will center 

on our Focus Readings for our sermon inspiration, we will sing a specific Hymn of the Day 

after the sermon which rings out God’s glory, and we will highlight a particular poem or 

story each week that speaks of God’s Easter movement and gift of blessing to us in our real 

lives.  We hope you will fully enjoy this season with its deep promises from God, its hope for 

new and renewed life, and it powerful grandeur of our God who never gives up on transforming 

us and God’s beloved world. 

 

Please remember the following worship options for Sundays: 

 

+ Parking Lot worship – 9:00 am on Apr. 11, 18, 25 and May 2 

                                           8:30 am, starting on May 9 and into the foreseeable future 

+ In-Sanctuary worship – 10:00 am, tentatively starting on May 9-100 people, max;  

Must register ahead by 3:00 pm Fridays by calling church (952-469-4916) or by 

registering online here:  https://rsvp.church/r/7PsAUDTq 

+ YouTube online video worship – click on the “Sunday Online” button at  

 www.sjlcl.org or  

go here:  https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCtqhmin2C7rAR0ofydvAHJQ 

 + “Altar Echo” podcast – go to www.sjlcl.org and click “Podcast Links” button to go 

to where you get your podcasts, or scroll down page to listen to podcast directly  

https://rsvp.church/r/7PsAUDTq
http://www.sjlcl.org/
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCtqhmin2C7rAR0ofydvAHJQ
http://www.sjlcl.org/


Sunday, April 11 – Second Sunday of Easter 
 + Focus Reading:  Luke 24:13-35   

 + Sermon Title:  “Give Us Good Heartburn, Lord!”   

 + Hymn of the Day:  ELW #393 – “A Hymn of Glory Let Us Sing” 

 + Poem/Story:  “The Ragman,” by Walter Wangerin, Jr. 

 

The Ragman 

 One Friday morning I noticed a young man, handsome and strong, walking the alleys of 

our City. He was pulling an old cart filled with clothes both bright and new, and he was calling 

in a rich, baritone voice: “Rags!” 

Ah, the air was foul and the first light filthy to be crossed by such sweet music. “Rags! 

New rags for old! I take your tired rags! Rags!” 

“Now, this is a wonder,” I thought to myself, for the man stood six-feet-four, and his arms were 

like tree limbs, hard and muscular, and his eyes flashed intelligence. Could he find no better job 

than this, to be a ragman in the inner city? I followed him. My curiosity drove me. And I wasn’t 

disappointed. 

Soon the Ragman saw a woman sitting on her back porch. She was sobbing into a 

handkerchief, sighing, and shedding a thousand tears. Her knees and elbows made a sad X. Her 

shoulders shook. Her heart was breaking. The Ragman stopped his cart. Quietly, he walked to 

the woman, stepping round tin cans, dead toys, and Pampers. “Give me your rag,” he said so 

gently, “and I’ll give you another.” He slipped the handkerchief from her eyes. She looked up, 

and he laid across her palm a linen cloth so clean and new that it shined. She blinked from the 

gift to the giver. 

Then, as he began to pull his cart again, the Ragman did a strange thing: he put her 

stained handkerchief to his own face; and then HE began to weep, to sob as grievously as she 

had done, his shoulders shaking. Yet she was left without a tear. “This IS a wonder,” I breathed 

to myself, and I followed the sobbing Ragman like a child who cannot turn away from mystery. 

“Rags! Rags! New rags for old!” 

In a little while, when the sky showed gray behind the rooftops and I could see the 

shredded curtains hanging out black windows, the Ragman came upon a girl whose head was 

wrapped in a bandage, whose eyes were empty. Blood soaked her bandage. A single line of 

blood ran down her cheek. Now the tall Ragman looked upon this child with pity, and he drew a 

lovely yellow bonnet from his cart. “Give me your rag,” he said, tracing his own line on her 

cheek, “and I’ll give you mine.” The child could only gaze at him while he loosened the 

bandage, removed it, and tied it to his own head. The bonnet he set on hers. And I gasped at what 

I saw: for with the bandage went the wound! Against his brow it ran a darker, more substantial 

blood – his own! 

“Rags! Rags! I take old rags!” cried the sobbing, bleeding, strong, intelligent Ragman. 

The sun hurt both the sky, now, and my eyes; the Ragman seemed more and more to hurry. 

“Are you going to work?” he asked a man who leaned against a telephone pole. The man shook 

his head. The Ragman pressed him: “Do you have a job?” “Are you crazy?” sneered the other. 

He pulled away from the pole, revealing the right sleeve of his jacket, flat, the cuff stuffed into 

the pocket. He had no arm. “So,” said the Ragman. 

“Give me your jacket, and I’ll give you mine.” Such quiet authority in his voice! The 

one-armed man took off his jacket. So did the Ragman, and I trembled at what I saw: for the 



Ragman’s arm stayed in its sleeve, and when the other put it on he had two good arms, thick as 

tree limbs; but the Ragman had only one. “Go to work,” he said. 

After that he found a drunk, lying unconscious beneath an army blanket, an old man, 

hunched, wizened, and sick. He took that blanket and wrapped it around himself, but for the 

drunk he left new clothes. And now I had to run to keep up with the Ragman. Though he was 

weeping uncontrollably, and bleeding freely at the forehead, pulling his cart with one arm, 

stumbling for drunkenness, falling again and again, exhausted, old and sick, yet he went with 

terrible speed. On spider’s legs he skittered through the alleys of the City, this mile and the next, 

until he came to its limits, and then he rushed beyond. I wept to see the change in this man. I hurt 

to see his sorrow. And yet I needed to see where he was going in such haste, perhaps to know 

what drove him so. 

The little old Ragman came to a landfill. He came to the garbage pits. And then I wanted 

to help him in what he did, but I hung back, hiding. He climbed a hill. With tormented labor he 

cleared a little space on that hill. Then he sighed. He lay down. He pillowed his head on a 

handkerchief and a jacket. He covered his bones with an army blanket. 

And he died. Oh, how I cried to witness that death! I slumped in a junked car and wailed 

and mourned as one who has no hope because I had come to love the Ragman. Every other face 

had faded in the wonder of this man, and I cherished him; but he died. I sobbed myself to sleep. I 

did not know—how could I know?—that I slept through Friday night and Saturday and its night, 

too. 

But then, on Sunday morning, I was wakened by a violence. Light – pure, hard, 

demanding light – slammed against my sour face, and I blinked, and I looked, and I saw the last 

and the first wonder of all. There was the Ragman, folding the blanket most carefully, a scar on 

his forehead, but alive! And, besides that, healthy! There was no sign of sorrow nor of age, and 

all the rags that he had gathered shined with cleanliness. 

Then I lowered my head and trembling for all that I had seen, I myself walked up to the 

Ragman. I told him my name with shame, for I was a sorry figure next to him. Then I took off all 

my clothes in that place, and I said to him with dear yearning in my voice: “Dress me.” He 

dressed me. My God -He put new rags on me, and I am a wonder beside him. The Ragman, the 

Ragman, THE CHRIST! 

 

Sunday, April 18 – Third Sunday of Easter 
+ Focus Reading:  Acts 6:1 - 7:2a, 44-60    

 + Sermon Title:  “Wait Three Days”  

+ Hymn of the Day:  ELW #856 – “How Great Thou Art” 

 + Poem/Story:  “It’s Friday, but Sunday’s Comin’,” S.M. Lockridge 

 

It’s Friday, but Sunday’s Comin’ 

 

It’s Friday 

Jesus is praying 

Peter’s a sleeping 

Judas is betraying 

But Sunday’s comin’ 

 



It’s Friday 

Pilate’s struggling 

The council is conspiring 

The crowd is vilifying 

They don’t even know 

That Sunday’s comin’ 

It’s Friday 

The disciples are running 

Like sheep without a shepherd 

Mary’s crying 

Peter is denying 

But they don’t know 

That Sunday’s a comin’ 

It’s Friday 

The Romans beat my Jesus 

They robe him in scarlet 

They crown him with thorns 

But they don’t know 

That Sunday’s comin’ 

It’s Friday 

See Jesus walking to Calvary 

His blood dripping 

His body stumbling 

And his spirit’s burdened 

But you see, it’s only Friday 

Sunday’s comin’ 

It’s Friday 

The world’s winning 

People are sinning 

And evil’s grinning 

It’s Friday 

The soldiers nail my Savior’s hands 

To the cross 

They nail my Savior’s feet 

To the cross 

And then they raise him up 

Next to criminals 



It’s Friday 

But let me tell you something 

Sunday’s comin’ 

It’s Friday 

The disciples are questioning 

What has happened to their King 

And the Pharisees are celebrating 

That their scheming 

Has been achieved 

But they don’t know 

It’s only Friday 

Sunday’s comin’ 

It’s Friday 

He’s hanging on the cross 

Feeling forsaken by his Father 

Left alone and dying 

Can nobody save him? 

Ooooh 

It’s Friday 

But Sunday’s comin’ 

It’s Friday 

The earth trembles 

The sky grows dark 

My King yields his spirit 

It’s Friday 

Hope is lost 

Death has won 

Sin has conquered 

and Satan’s just a laughin’ 

It’s Friday 

Jesus is buried 

A soldier stands guard 

And a rock is rolled into place 

But it’s Friday 

It is only Friday 

Sunday is a comin’! 

 

 



Sunday, April 25 – Fourth Sunday of Easter – Welcome Home, Johnnies! 
+ Focus Reading:  Acts 8:26-39    

 + Sermon Title:  “Homecoming, 2021!”  

+ Hymn of the Day:  ELW #858 – “Praise to the Lord, the Almighty” 

 + Poem/Story:  “I Praise You for This Resurrection Madness,” Rev. Ted Loder 

 

I Praise You for This Resurrection Madness 
 

Lord of such amazing surprises as put a catch in my breath 

and wings on my heart. 

I praise you for this joy, too great for words, 

but not for tears and songs and sharing, for mercy 

that blots out my betrayals and bids me begin again, 

and to limp on, to hop-skip-and-jump on. 

 

To mend what is broken in and around me 

and to forgive the breakers; for this YES 

to life and laughter, to love and lovers, 

and to my unwinding self; for this Kingdom 

unleashed in me and I in it forever. 

 

And no dead ends to growing, to choices, to chances, 

to calls to be just. 

No dead ends to living, to making peace, to dreaming dreams, 

to being glad of heart. 

For this resurrection madness which is wiser than I 

and in which I see how great you are, how full of grace, 

Alleluia! 

 

Sunday, May 2 – Fifth Sunday of Easter 
+ Focus Reading:  Acts 15:1-18    

 + Sermon Title:  “To God Alone the Glory”  

+ Hymn of the Day:  ELW #878 – “Soli Deo Gloria” 

 + Poem/Story:  “I Have Been Entombed,” Sr. Joyce Rupp 

 

I Have Been Entombed 

 

I have been entombed 

within the ego and the self;  

I have been dead 

within the walls of winter.  

 

I have long lain aside 

the hope that once I knew,  

many forgotten truths 

line the path of wilderness.  



 

I have grown weary 

with the waiting cocoon;  

I have sensed with sorrow 

the pain of transformation.  

 

Yet in the graceful stillness 

Of this early April morning, 

I am greeted in love 

with inside Eastering.  

 

I stand before this moment 

with silent, rising sun 

and page-full of Scripture 

and I proclaim: I am coming forth!  

 

I've left the linens of winter 

lying there behind me;  

I've shook off the dust of the dead 

and I'm bounding forth in Spirit.  

 

It is time to break loose. 

It is time to come forth.  

It is time to allow life 

to wing its way into depths. 

 

This is the season of my Savior 

the One whom God raised from the dead. 

This is the moment of resurrection 

and I know it is the right time.  

 

For I am coming forth, 

coming forth from the tomb 

and just like my God risen, 

I feel bonded with the world, 

I feel all brokenness brought unto one. 

 

I am on my way to bless bread 

With each of my dear friends:  

I'm on my way to offer presence 

to all those I meet on the road;  

I'm on my way to bring resurrection 

to all who need God's healing Life.  

 

It is Easter 

and I proclaim: 



I've been raised from the dead! 

I am coming forth from the tomb! 

 

Sunday, May 9 – Sixth Sunday of Easter  
+ Focus Reading:  Galatians 1:13-17; 2:11-21    

 + Sermon Title: “It’s All About Faith”  

+ Hymn of the Day:  ELW #883 – “All People That on Earth Do Dwell” 

 + Poem/Story:  “It Had Better Be True,” Dr. Gerhard Frost 

 

 

It Had Better Be True 

 

Yesterday was Easter Sunday, 

and today I met a friend. 

I greeted him with, “He is risen!” 

“He is risen, indeed!” 

he instantly replied, 

then added, “I must tell you 

what happened in church.” 

 

He told me how he’d no sooner  

Entered his pew than he recognized 

a childhood friend and playmate 

just in front of him. 

 

In the moment for exchanging 

the greeting of peace, he eagerly 

touched her arm, then, as she turned, 

exclaimed, “He is risen!” 

To his surprise there were tears 

on her cheeks as she said,  

“He is risen, indeed!” then added in a  

whisper, “and it had better be true!” 

She then informed him of her  

husband’s recent death. 

 

Reflecting on our conversation, 

I recall my early childhood. 

What wonder-filled luxury Christmas 

presented in the happy procession of 

days, when see from a child’s-eye view! 

But years have passed, and now I’m old. 

Time has brought its gifts of joy, 

but heartache and sorrow, too. 

 

 



I call to mind one special Christmas 

when the family news was bad. 

I had no heart for preparing 

with only a cloud-covered sky, 

but I knew that I must, and I did. 

Then I saw as never before 

what Christmas essentially is, 

not annual luxury, but daily, 

unrelenting necessity. 

 

So with Easter. 

It was fun, as a child, to bound 

down the stairs to find seasonal 

sweet-treats under each plate, 

but again, with the passing of time, 

and the shadow of death over our 

broken family circle, I’ve seen 

Easter as highest necessity.  If hope 

is to flourish, it had better be true!       

 

Sunday, May 16 – Seventh Sunday of Easter – Youth-led Worship Sunday 
+ Focus Reading:  Galatians 3:1-9, 23-29    

 + Sermon Title: “Gospel Proclamations from Another Generation”  

+ Hymn of the Day:  ELW #826 – “Thine the Amen” 

 + Poem/Story:  “We Won,” Dr. Gerhard Frost 

 

We Won 

 

I remember a moment long ago 

in a small-town restaurant. 

 

We’d played a basketball game –  

Played away from home and won, 

and were in a celebrative mood. 

I was fourteen, and not very good, 

nor was our team, and this made victory 

sweeter still. 

 

As we crowded into a booth 

I jauntily said, “Well, we won!” 

Quick as a flash of a knife 

came the remembered words: 

“What do you mean, ‘we’? 

You didn’t play!” 

 

 



I can’t forget the words 

or the one who spoke them, 

but I can turn to other words, 

sounding in my soul. 

My Lord says, “This do 

in remembrance of me.” 

Baptized into the death of Christ 

I die in him to rise again. 

With no part in the victory 

I’m still invited to say, 

“We won!”     

 

 


