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I had the great joy to worship in one of our small rural congregations yesterday.  There were 
fewer than 20 in attendance, including the young minister and me.  The heart of the church 
however equaled the hundreds gathered outside the same church building in a photograph from 
1894 that was hanging on the wall.  The comparison of numbers between three centuries reflects 
a story common in many of our old railroad and river communities. 
 
We heard a wonderful sermon on the Prodigal Son which aptly reminded us that regardless of 
circumstances, behavior, lifestyle, choices, or fears, we will always be welcomed home by a 
loving father who moves first to greet us in warm embrace.  A young woman came in late to the 
worship service and later apologized, as if necessary, that she just got off work and hurried as 
best she could to cover the 50-mile distance to her church home.  In visiting with me, she noticed 
that it didn’t take too long for the number of church folks to find their way to their cars.  She then 
told me this wonderful story that speaks of the power that can happen in a “tiny church.” 
 
The Missouri Boot Heel nestles the small country town of Daisy.   Back in 1972, a young 
preacher was taught that every time he would preach he should give his all. It did not matter 
how many people were in church a particular Sunday; what mattered was he needed to follow 
his calling and preach like it was a full house every single time.  
 
One morning when he came to the church, the people were either visiting others out of town or 
sick. So, he thought, no one was in the church. He remembered what he was taught and walked 
up to the front of the pews, and started to preach about how Jesus loves everyone.  He put 
everything he had into the sermon, as if every pew was crowded. Then, he packed up his 
materials and left.  
 
A few years later a man visited the church. The young pastor was still there, a bit older but still 
discerning his call as an effective preacher. After the service was finished, the man approached 
the pastor and said, “I know that you don't know me but I met you. About five years ago I was 
homeless.  I had snuck in the church to stay warm at night. Then, I was sleeping behind the pews 
one Sunday morning, I was woken by you preaching your heart out. I peered around the church, 
there were not one other person in the church. There you were just a preaching away. I started 
to listen to you about how Jesus died on the cross, because he loved me so much, and how all I 
needed to do was to do to be saved was to accept Jesus as my personal Lord and Savior. I just 
wanted you to know, I felt saved that day.” 
 
The pastor was speechless and did not know how to adequately respond.  With some relief, the 
stranger continued, “I decided to go back home to my family and I went back to school. I got my 
degree in ministry.  I now preach about how people can find the same love and acceptance I 
have in Jesus. My family could not believe the story of how you, thanks to your dedication to the 
Lord, made such a difference in my life. I just wanted to thank you so much for caring about me 
enough to preach even that day without you knowing I was there.” 
 
Blessings to the witness of our small churches, small communities, and our commissioned 
ministers who serve them.  Rev. Dr. Paul Koch, Transitional Ministry, Regional Minister Team 


