
Forty-Six of the parables Jesus told are recorded in the gospels. In 

those teaching stories we meet a whole parade of characters: the prodigal 

son and his father, the sower with his seed, the dishonest steward and his 

debtors, bridesmaids with torches and more, but the parable we just heard 

stands out from the other forty-five because it is the only one where a 

character has a name rather than just a label. His name is Lazarus, 

Lazarus, the poor man, Lazarus the hungry man, Lazarus the man covered 

with sores. 

Today let’s ask ourselves why Lazarus was given a name and the 

prodigal son was not. Why Jesus named him and not the dishonest 

steward. It well may be that Jesus was afraid that the poor could become 

just as invisible to us as Lazarus was to the rich man in the parable so he 

gave him a name. It certainly could be because Jesus knew that we could 

ignore a stranger, but not so easily overlook someone we knew by name. 

On Twitter I follow a group called The Auschwitz Memorial Project. 

Every few days they post a picture and story of someone who perished at 

Auschwitz. I do this because 1.1 million Jews is a number that I cannot 

begin to comprehend. Even 3,000 priests killed there is more than I can 

wrap my head around. But when I look at the picture of one of them -when, 

one by one, I learn their names and, one by one, I read their stories, I get it. 

My heart is filled with pain and sorrow and I join in the chorus of those who 

chant “Never again. Never again.” 

That temptation is still strong today – that enticing lure to put 

individuals into categories where they become nameless and faceless. 

That’s why at protests following racially motivated killings like that of 

Ahmaud Arbery, the murdered jogger in Georgia, those demonstrating are 

encouraged not to think of him as a casualty, or a victim, or another dead 



black man, but to remember him as a person. They are asked over and 

over again “Say his name. Say his name” 

We need to remember that migrants and refugees – whether they are 

in Texas or Martha’s Vineyard - are more than a caravan, more than a 

horde, more than a movement. Each and every one of them has a name – 

a name known to God. A name given to them by parents who loved them 

as much as we love our children. Each one of them is a son or daughter, 

husband or wife, father or mother, sister or brother. 

Jesus would not allow Lazarus to disappear into the nameless 

multitude of the poor. He tells us today to “say his name.” As members of 

his body we cannot dismiss any of God’s children. We can’t let their faces 

blur and be absorbed into faceless minorities or classes or genders or 

orientations that we can ignore. I know we can’t resolve every issue. I know 

we can’t provide for the human needs of everyone who suffers. The good 

thief who hung on the cross near Jesus did not ask him to save him or fix 

him – all he begged of Jesus was “remember me.” I know we cannot make 

every wrong right, but we can do what Jesus did for Lazarus - the poor 

man. You and I can begin as he did – by saying their names. 


