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INTRODUCTION: “Cloud of Witnesses” video 

Luke 10:30-35 (NIV) 

30 Jesus replied with a story: “A Jewish man was traveling from Jerusalem 

down to Jericho, and he was attacked by bandits. They stripped him of his 

clothes, beat him up, and left him half dead beside the road.31 “By chance 

a priest came along. But when he saw the man lying there, he crossed to 

the other side of the road and passed him by. 32 A Temple 

assistant walked over and looked at him lying there, but he also passed by 

on the other side.33 “Then a despised Samaritan came along, and when he 

saw the man, he felt compassion for him. 34 Going over to him, the 

Samaritan soothed his wounds with olive oil and wine and bandaged them. 

Then he put the man on his own donkey and took him to an inn, where he 

took care of him. 35 The next day he handed the innkeeper two silver 

coins, telling him, ‘Take care of this man. If his bill runs higher than this, I’ll 

pay you the next time I’m here. 

Romans 8:1-4 (NIV) pew Bible p. 800 

1So now there is no condemnation for those who belong to Christ 

Jesus. 2 And because you belong to him, the power of the life-giving Spirit 

has freed you from the power of sin that leads to death. 3 The law of Moses 

was unable to save us because of the weakness of our sinful nature. So 

God did what the law could not do. He sent his own Son in a body like the 

bodies we sinners have. And in that body God declared an end to sin’s 

control over us by giving his Son as a sacrifice for our sins. 4 He did this so 

that the just requirement of the law would be fully satisfied for us, who no 

longer follow our sinful nature but instead follow the Spirit. 

 

Good morning. I want to start by explaining just a little about my new role at 

Messiah. For nine months I was the part time worship coordinator for the 

Family Praise and Worship service at 11, and since January I have been 



brought on as a full-time worship and office coordinator. This means that I 

do some of Jeanette’s job, our church secretary, and her position been 

changed to part time. I also do some building and technology oversight, 

and I still lead worship at 11 am. All of those things have been comprised 

into a full time position. So, if you need anything that has to do with the 

bulletins, church announcements, office communication, building 

scheduling, or the tech side of things, I’m the guy. There will also eventually 

be a part time secretary in the office after Jeanette retires at the end of the 

month.  

 

I want to thank the pastors for allowing me the opportunity to preach this 

morning. Because I know that some folks might be wondering, why is Lloyd 

preaching, I feel I should explain. I come from the restoration movement of 

churches where I worked for nearly twenty years as a worship and youth 

pastor (among other roles at times). I was ordained in that movement, and 

my undergraduate degree major was Biblical studies and preaching. It 

works a little different in the movement, or denomination, that I come from 

than it does in the Lutheran church as far as how pastors become pastors. 

But, because it’s what I majored in in college, and because I have been 

doing it for so long, I appreciate the opportunity to share with you what God 

has on my heart this morning.  

Our theme this month has been “Surrounded by a cloud of witnesses”, and 

that passage in Hebrews 12 where this phrase comes from has always 

been one of my favorite passages of scripture. When we talk about 

witnesses, we often use the term in the context of credibility, and there’s no 

doubt in my mind that we can rely on the credibility of the witnesses 

outlined in Hebrews 11, which is what the author of Hebrews is referring to 

in chapter 12, that great list of people who were imperfect people trying to 

live out lives of faith. But those people: Moses, David, Abraham, and all the 

others that are mentioned in Hebrews 11, are the same as those who have 

been placed in our own lives to testify, to encourage, to guide us in our 

understanding of who God is. 

I know that I am personally very thankful for the many witnesses that, in 

one way or another, testified to me regarding Jesus and his wonderful 

grace. Now I was not raised in the church, and before I started attending 

regularly, I could count on one hand the times that we went to church when 



I was a kid. When we did go, oddly enough, it was a Lutheran church. But I 

don’t remember much of it except my mother letting me run Hot Wheels 

down the side of the wooden pockets where the hymns and Bibles resided, 

and shushing me when I got too loud. I also remember that it was the only 

time I’d ever seen anyone wear a robe, which, at the age of five, I thought 

was pretty cool. I still do. But I certainly didn’t understand the ritual or habits 

of it at all.  

But the big thing about church was, it just wasn’t on our radar very much. 

My mother was a single mom who worked all the time, and since I had no 

siblings, it was just me and her. We struggled to get by and church wasn’t a 

priority. I saw my dad every other weekend at that point, but he wasn’t 

interested in attending church either, and although we had a Bible in the 

house we rarely if ever read it. I remember trying to read the old King 

James Bible my mother had, but was stopped short by words and 

phrasings that made no sense to me.  

Growing up, my social calendar wasn’t exactly full. I was a pudgy, poor, 

quiet, unpopular kid who had a few friends who were equally unpopular. So 

what happened in high school to me could only be explained by God’s 

hand. I’d started playing guitar when I was twelve and then playing in a 

punk band when I was fifteen. I loved it. I loved playing music and still do, 

of course, and I loved everything about being in a band: the work, the 

camaraderie, the attention. It was great. And it was around that time that a 

guy at school had started inviting me to church.  

Now, this guy was popular. And I was, to be kind, not. But this didn’t seem 

to bother him. His name was Mike, and we started hanging out together, 

and became friends. Eventually, this friendship won me over into going to 

church. Mike was really into church and he’d been raised in it. I really didn’t 

want to go. My impression of church wasn’t good. It was where people tried 

to tell you what to do, a place full of hypocrites, a place that a guy like me 

didn’t belong and didn’t want to belong. After all, at the time, I had long hair, 

earrings (and this was back when that really wasn’t acceptable all that 

much), and played in a punk band. I was all about political and social 

rebellion and anti-establishment, even if the worst thing I ever did was stay 

out fifteen minutes past my curfew. The last thing a youth group in a small 

rural town wanted, I figured, was me. 



But boy was I wrong.  

When I first attended youth group, I found a loving and caring group of 

adults who were engaged in a labor of love, to tell teens about Jesus Christ. 

It was something I’d never seen before. Unlike what I’d thought about 

church, I found a very non-judgmental group of people who seemed to care 

about me unconditionally. Sometimes it was kind of weird because they 

were so nice and authentic. I didn’t have a frame of reference for how they 

acted. I’m sure at the time I committed all kinds of social faux pas at our 

Wednesday night youth group meetings. It was obvious that it was the odd 

man out. One night I distinctly remember is when one of the youth 

sponsors taught on Jesus washing feet to exemplify submitting and 

serving. After he taught, the adult sponsors washed our feet. This is not an 

uncommon display of servanthood in the church, but to me, with almost no 

church experience, I thought it was downright strange. I’m still not a fan of 

anyone touching my feet, and I’m sure the feeling is mutual. But I 

remember a guy named Ric Mussleman, who was the sponsor who 

washed my feet. And as I processed this object lesson later, I understood 

that this was truly an act of humility and service, the kind of which I’d not 

experienced before. It was like entering a different world. 

As I attended church more, I certainly engaged in the whole “one of these 

things being not like the others”, with hair dyed so black it looked purple, 

and wearing Metallica and other heavy metal band T-shirts that had 

probably never darkened the door of the sanctuary. But no one judged. No 

one sneered or complained, at least as far as I know. I was only met with 

love even though it was obvious that I was a little different from the other 

students who frequented the student ministry and worship times.  

After I’d started attending the Sunday service, Phyllis Eicher, a woman I 

barely knew, started giving me these letters. They did this for all new 

believers in the church. They were in manila envelopes. And each letter 

was written from the perspective of a seasoned Christian designed to help 

new Christians understand what following Jesus was all about. During that 

time I was baptized precisely because of the people in that church who 

showed me what it was like to live like Jesus. The youth pastor at the time, 

Scott Baker, would become a life long friend and colleague who would 



eventually hire me and give me my first job as a worship pastor at my home 

church. But my cloud of witnesses didn’t end there.  

After high school I felt led to attend a Christian college in the church of 

Christ brotherhood down in Kentucky. I initially was majoring in business 

administration, but God had something different in mind. During the 

summer after I graduated I attended my first week long youth conference. 

I’d never had any of the experience of attending church camps or student 

ministry retreats and this was my first one. During one evening, the 

speaker, Tom Lawson, who would eventually be one of my professors, 

preached on Romans 8:1, “Therefore now there is no condemnation for 

those who are Christ Jesus”. This verse and this sermon had a profound 

impact on me. Even though I’d been attending church and been baptized 

and was active in the student ministry, I’d never heard this passage in quite 

this way before.  

The chapter before Romans 8 is full of the apostle Paul wrestling with what 

he does. He says things like, “I do things that I don’t want to do” and “I 

know that nothing good lives in me, that is, my sinful nature”. Verse 25 

sums it up: “In my mind I really want to obey God’s law, but because of my 

sinful nature I am a slave to sin.” So he paints this picture of how dire the 

situation is, how bad the struggle is. And then Romans 8:1 relieves the 

concern. He says, “in light of this, in fact in spite of all this”, There is now no 

condemnation for those who are in Christ Jesus”.  

 

I was struck by this idea that no matter what had happened, Jesus had 

offered me no condemnation, no eternal denunciation. Jesus loved me, and 

He loved in such a way that I had a continued opportunity to have a 

relationship with God even though I knew I would do things that would 

displease him. And in that moment, hearing this sermon at this youth event, 

I knew I wanted to have a part in other people knowing this same thing. 

Every night at this event, there was what you’d term an altar call and they 

would invite people to come and give their lives to Christ. But they also 

invited people who felt led to go into the ministry to come forward as well. 

For no earthly reason, I felt that call on my life. And it didn’t make a whole 

lot of sense. I had very little church experience. I wasn’t raised in church. I 

was and am an introvert. I enjoyed speaking in front of people but I 

certainly had no pastoral experience. And yet I walked down the aisle, 



ready to commit to something that I felt led to do, even as I was 

apprehensive about how I could possibly do it. In that moment, God used 

the speaker at that event to be the witness I needed to spur me on to 

become a pastor.  

Since then, I’ve worked at six churches in the last twenty years, mostly in a 

full-time capacity as a worship and youth pastor. During that time, my wife 

and I have experienced many more “witnesses” who have displayed the 

love of Christ when we needed it the most. These “witnesses” surrounded 

us to speak into our lives and to become the ministers that we needed right 

in that moment. And God has always been faithful to place them into our 

lives.  

During our early years of marriage, Summar and I had struggled with 

having children, and it had become a source of contention between me and 

God. In late 2006 we moved to Kewanee, IL to take a worship ministry 

position there. I remember standing in the backyard of the parsonage 

where we were living, doing some chores and talking to God. And the more 

I talked, the more confused and dejected I became, wondering why God 

would bless us with ministry work but seemed to deny us having any 

children. In our conversations between Summar and myself, we were in 

danger of becoming bitter about what we were being deprived of, our “right” 

to have children. We knew that other couples had struggled. We knew that 

there were many children that needed forever homes. We knew that God 

doesn’t guarantee anything regarding our comfort or pleasure in this life. 

But the pain had overridden all of that knowledge. In that backyard, I 

mumbled an angry prayer to God, I admit. “Other people can have children, 

and yet you deprive us because of what? What have we done?” At that 

point, I left it at that. I was done speaking with God for a while.  

About a week later, we received a phone call. It was from a woman who 

had attended the church that I’d served before we moved to Kewanee. We 

knew her and her grandson, whom we had babysat for in the past. She had 

custody of her grandson, and had felt led to contact us about adopting him, 

feeling that raising him would be a difficult challenge for her. She also was 

aware of our situation. And in that moment I of course felt foolish. I felt that, 

even though I’d known all of those Old Testament stories where God’s 

timing isn’t ours, and that He always come through, even though I had a 



degree in Biblical studies, even though I had more than enough evidence to 

rely on God, I hadn’t, and yet He had come through in a way that was 

unfathomable for me. The outpouring from our new church, which we’d 

barely been at for a couple of months, came together to support us in our 

adoption, throwing a huge welcome party for Dylan, our new son. The 

church came together, and through its actions and words testified to us 

once again how great our God is. The cloud of witnesses was as active as 

ever.  

When bad things happen and the church comes together, it is a wonderful 

thing to see the obedience that God’s people show. But the church isn’t 

perfect. People make mistakes and portions of the church can sometimes 

cause hurt. A year and a half ago, I was let go from my full time position at 

a church in the suburban Chicago area. In fact, it’s the reason why we live 

in this area. As you do in ministry, you are often called to uproot your family 

and go to a new church in a new part of the country which may be 

unfamiliar to you, with a church culture that is brand new. And so the 

process of going to a new church as a pastor can be daunting. As you work 

and become part of the family of the church, you become intertwined with 

those people you partner with to labor for the kingdom. You become close, 

and when that ends, for whatever reason, it’s a difficult transition under the 

best of circumstances. So being let go was a challenge we’d never 

experienced. Although I’m still not really aware of why I was let go, I know 

that the church as a whole did what it always does and as usual, God 

gathered the witnesses for our family.  

The Sunday after being let go, we sat in a church in Aurora with a pastor 

who was a friend of ours. I had met him when I partnered with him for youth 

events at my former church. To be honest, church was the last place 

Summar and I had wanted to be that day. I remember feeling physically ill, 

like I had been kicked in the stomach. The lead pastor at this church spoke 

with me at length and the talk encouraged me. Over the next few months 

we attended that church and it began to feel like a family, much like I felt 

when I first started attending my home church in Ohio. I hadn’t felt like that 

in a long time, and we felt loved and covered in prayer and concern by the 

church. The witnesses had showed up again, right on time.  



And then I started working here at Messiah almost a year ago in a part time 

capacity, and now a full time capacity. And this church has ministered to us 

in amazing ways and in its faithfulness as well, all for which I am very 

thankful. And I share these parts of my life with you all this morning to 

encourage you: if you feel right now that God isn’t listening, if you feel 

alone or adrift, I want to let you know that God is sending witnesses your 

way to show you His love. They are on their way. He’s moving in ways that 

not only can we not understand, but that will eventually come to fruition and 

show us his amazing power and grace. He will place people in your life to 

show you what you hopefully already know but may need encouragement 

in, that He is doing something that will place you where you need to be. 

Much like the good Samaritan in our gospel reading today, God will bring 

people to you to testify, and act, and to bless. In Jesus name, Amen.  


