
Ah, Nebraska. Where the 
good life starts at the Muddy Mis-
souri and doesn’t stop for 500 miles 
west. 

Nebraska. Where Big Mac is a 
lake, not a sandwich and Runza is a 
sandwich, not the Italian track 
team. 

Nebraska. Land of contrasts, from the Fortune 500 power of 
Omaha’s business district to the Ford F-150 might of countless farms 
and small-town business districts; from the incredible horizontality of 
the Platte River valley to the incredible verticality of Chimney Rock; 
birthplace of Malcolm X and Gerald Ford. 

 Nebraska. Where the Scarlet Letter is the letter N, 
worn with pride by those on whose cream-colored hel-
mets and jerseys it is emblazoned, and viewed with fear 
of judgment by those who would oppose it on the play-
ing field. 

Nebraska. Home to 1.8 million friendly 
people and Alvina Crabmoore of Flatte Platte. 
Ah, Flatte Platte. Population 1,800. Situated not 
far from Colorado’s foothills, right on the Platte 
River, and close enough to the UP main line to 
hear the whistles blow their lonely calls through 
the night. Home to the Flatte Platte H.S. Muskrats, proudly defending 
the town’s honor in their Green and Gold.  

 More specifically – and practically – 
John Deere Green and Union Pacific Ar-
mour Yellow, paint that’s readily available. 
These colors signify reliance, strength, 
speed and endurance to the folks who 
see them day in and day out. 



 Those were the colors Rudy Wright wore when he 
played for the Flatte Platte Muskrats’ baseball team back 
in 2006 when they went to the state championship, as 
well as the Legion team called the Crawdads. To save 
money, the players wore the same green and gold pin-
stripe uniforms  and “FP” caps for the Muskrat and Craw-
dad teams,    but they’d change out the emblem on the 

sleeve with a Velcro patch. Sometimes a player would for-
get, but most folks in Flatte Platte are too polite to say 
anything. Not Rudy’s dad, though. He helped coach the 
team and drove the team bus to each and every game 
they ever played. Bubba was a stickler for details, and woe 
to the player who had the wrong patch on! 

That persistence helped Rudy when he went to play college ball. 
Oh, he could have played for a junior college somewhere, but he 
wanted to play for a school with the tradition and permanence of the 
Big 12 Conference … (oh, wait … but that’s a story for another time) … 
so he went to Kansas State University as a walk-on. For years he’d hit 
fly balls for the starters to catch, catch the starting pitchers, even pitch 
batting practice for the starting batters. But he rarely, if ever, saw any 
meaningful playing time. Still, the coach liked his dedication and persis-
tence, and this past year he’s seen some playing time, and just in time 
as well – the K-State Wildcats went to the regionals in Fayetteville! 

 When Bubba 
heard that they might 
make the College 
World Series, he did 
what he did best – got 
a bus trip together for 
the townsfolk to go see 

their favorite son play in the last Series at Rosenblatt. The “Flatte Platte 
to Rosenblatt” tour was on! 
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It didn’t take long for Bubba Wright to fill up most the bus, but 
the last few seats were still empty when Bubba showed up at Matt’s 
Flatte Platter,* the town diner. 

*OK, you guys are so clever! TWO of the twelve submitted forms sug-
gested this name for the town diner. So much more clever than “Thelma’s” that I 

came up with for Lake Beauregard. Thanks for the suggestions, whoever you were! 

Alvina Crabmoore, being proud of her Norwegian Vi-
king heritage, was always up for an adventure. When 
she overheard the buzz about Rosenblatt and all the 
places they’d be stopping at along the way (each pas-
senger was asked to pick one place to visit), she was 
eager to join up. But she didn’t want to go alone. Right 
there was Peggy the waitress, topping off her 14th cup 
of coffee, so Alvina asked her to go. 

“Oh, no.” Peggy said. “Don’t ask me. You don’t want me to be 
your friend. Ask someone else.” 

Having developed a keen sense of untold stories throughout her 
busybody way of life, Alvina knew there were TONS of untold stories to 
be mined here. “Come sit with me after your shift,” Alvina said. “You’ve 
always been so kind to me and to everyone here. I don’t know why we 
couldn’t be friends.” 

Peggy Gustafson had had a very hard life. Growing up, she loved 
to sing Country Western music and especially Gospel songs. Her family, 
of course, warned her against trying for a career in the music business, 
but she’d hear none of it. So when she met a guy from California who, 
on finding out she liked Hee Haw, told her to come with him to Holly-
wood to try out, took him up on the deal.  All she had to do was pay for 
their trip to California, and he’d get her on Hee 
Haw. Her friends begged her not to go. She 
told them where to go. Her parents gave their 
all to stop her, she gave them heartbreak and 
went anyway. Burning all her bridges behind 
her, Peggy gladly left Flatte Platte and all their 
narrow-minded people behind for good. 



On the way out, Peggy sang the “Oh, we’re not ones to go ‘round 
spreadin’ rumors” song from the show, seeing herself as the next Hee 
Haw Honey. They got to California and set themselves up with a cheap 
apartment. Then and only then did Peggy learn that Hee Haw was not 
filmed in Hollywood, but in Nashville, TN.  

 Kind of the opposite direction from 
Flatte Platte. She had been taken. It 
wasn’t long before “Gossip” turned to 
“Where, oh, where, are you tonight?... 
You met another and PFFT you were 
gone” and finally, “Gloom, despair, and 
agony on me.” She’d been lied to, stolen 
from, put down, and used up. 

The woman in today’s Gospel had been used up as well. We don’t 
know for certain what her “sins” were, but she found herself on the 
outside because of them. Nothing she could do could erase that scarlet 
letter of the Nathaniel Hawthorne type, the large “A for Adulteress” 
that brought shame to its wearing and smug contempt 
to those who viewed it. Embarrassed, hurting, and 
alone, she found herself at the feet of Jesus. She poured 
out EVERYTHING for him: Her tears - - drying them with 
her hair, which was probably cleaner than any clothing 
she was wearing; the expensive ointment - - which was 
probably the bulk of what she owned - - and then she 
waited. Waited for the deep, hopeful love with which she loved this 
man to be requited. 

Simon the Pharisee (not Simon Peter) THOUGHT to himself, “This 
is disgusting. I can’t believe she dragged herself in here. What a 
wretch. And this Jesus! He couldn’t possibly be a prophet if he can’t 
even tell what kind of woman this is!” 

Then Jesus Christ, the Son of God and Savior of the world, an-
swers the THOUGHT of Simon. “Simon, I have something to say to 



you.” And he answered, “Say it, Teacher.” 
Isn’t that rich? Simon tells Jesus to say HIS thoughts, even though 

he is unwilling to speak his hypocritical accusations against the woman 
out loud!! 
      [Jesus said,] 41“A certain moneylender had two debt-
ors. One owed five hundred denarii, 
and the other fifty. 42When they could 
not pay, he cancelled the debt of both. 
Now which of them will love him 
more?” 43Simon answered, “The one, I 
suppose, for whom he cancelled the larger debt.” And 
he said to him,  “You have judged rightly.”  

 See? When judging OTHER people, we can get it right. Remember 
David and Nathan? When David heard what another man had done in 
taking what was not rightfully his, David burned with 
anger. When Nathan turned the story back on David 
with the famous “Thou art the man!” David burned 
in shame and contrition! Even though he had pres-
tige, several wives, and a palace, he slept with  Bath-
sheba, killed her husband, and took her as his wife. 
David WAS that despicable, detestable, worthy-of-
dying man! Jesus now has this moment with Simon 
the Pharisee:  

“Do you see this woman? I entered your house; 
you gave me no water for my feet, but she has 
wet my feet with her tears and wiped them 
with her hair. 45You gave me no kiss, but from 
the time I came in she has not ceased to kiss my 
feet. 46You did not anoint my head with oil, but 
she has anointed my feet with ointment. 
47Therefore I tell you, her sins, which are many, 
are forgiven—for she loved much. But he who 
is forgiven little, loves little.”  
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Are you forgiven little? Ha. Silly ques-
tion. Of course not! We all sin daily, 
and deserve nothing but wrath and 
punishment! But if we THINK we’re 
better than everyone else, that we’ve 
got our lives together and don’t need 
this Jesus bloke to help us out, then 
why in the world would we want 
have the kind of love for others that 
Jesus asks us to have? Double stan-
dards? We love them when it comes 
to God: We’ll convince ourselves that 
God understands that we didn’t 
mean to hurt anyone by our 
thoughts, words, and deeds; that 
He’ll gladly forgive us our sins, but if 
anyone sins against us – deliberately 
or mistakenly – well, buddy, there’s 
going to be a price to be paid! Thank 

God He does NOT deal this way with us: 
[Jesus] said to the woman,  “Your faith has saved you; go in 

peace.” No conditions. No demands for explanations. His innocent, bit-
ter suffering and death would save her. She washed Jesus’ feet with 
her tears; Jesus would wash her soul with His blood. By grace, through 
faith, on account of Christ’s atoning sacrifice alone, she would be made 
an heir of paradise, to praise and serve Jesus in His presence forever-
more.  The unnamed woman in our Gospel had found her home. With 
that home in Jesus, she also found her peace, for her love was re-
quited. Not physically, but Spiritually. Emotionally. Agape love: selfless, 
divine, giving-for-the-sake-of-giving love.  He says the same thing to us 
as we confess our sins to him in tears and sorrow:  

“Your faith has saved you; go in peace.” 



One night Peggy Gustafson heard the train whistles call her 
home. Short-LOOOONNNNG, Short-LOOOONNNNG, the train blew. 
The harmony and rhythm of the locomotive’s signal horn reminded her 
of a Gospel song she had loved to sing: Come home, come home… Ye 
who are weary, come home… Softly and tenderly Jesus is calling. Call-
ing: “O sinner, come home!” She boarded the California Zephyr and 

headed home.  Amtrak arrives in Holdrege 
in the wee hours of the morning because, 
well, passengers would rather see the 
Rocky Mountains during daylight hours 
than the Platte River Valley.  

Peggy got off the train and hitched a ride back to Flatte Platte, 
where she planned to wait out the night wandering the aisles of Bill’s 
Highway truckstop. Fester Gustafson, her uncle, happened to be com-
ing though and took her home, setting her up with her job as a wait-
ress at the Flatte Platter. It wasn’t 
meant to be a lifetime thing, but 
you know how it is in small towns, 
small churches, small clubs… once 
you take a position, it’s yours for 
life. And hey, who doesn’t like a 
little consistency in life? 

Likewise, Peggy has grown comfortable in her misery. The con-
fines of her job, Flatte Platte’s tiny city limits, and the arm’s-length 

companionship of the folks at the Flatte 
Platter give her a sense of shelter. Out-
side Flatte Platte wait crooks, liars, 
thieves and murderers, so she won’t go 
there; and inside her heart there is still 
such a scar from the pain of heartbreak 
and the embarrassment of her past sins 
that she won’t let anyone enter there. 
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So many people are living in that kind of prison these days, and 
so unnecessarily so! But you know how it is in small towns, small 
churches, families or workplaces: We can let family feuds, grudges, and 
past injuries of word and deed build those prisons that not only keep 
us in, but keep others out. How are those prison walls broken down? 
How are those shackles removed? 

He who forgives much, loves much. 
Peggy quietly unloaded all her hurt to Alvina there at the Flatte 

Platter. Alvina listened to the hurt and sorrow pour out over that table. 
Peggy ended up telling ten times more than she had planned to tell, 
but then, here was someone new who was NOT judging her, who was 
able to understand, and who still wanted to be a friend. Perhaps, just 
perhaps, she could allow this person into her heart. It’s risky, this for-
giveness-love thing, isn’t it?  

Given the alternative, though, why 
not give it a try? You’ll never know what 
kind of journey it will take you on unless 
you take that first step and love and for-
give and care for others as much as 
Christ your Lord has loved and forgiven 
and cares for you. 

Alvina’s house in Lake Beauregard sold recently, so she has a little 
bit of money these days. She paid Bubba for the trip right there and 
then, and not only for herself, but for Peggy as well. Life’s journey was 
to be a blessing again for Peggy; Alvina couldn’t wait to see the sights. 

 But alas, as many of you know, the K-State 
wildcats did not make it out of Fayetteville. Rudy 
won’t be going to Rosenblatt, so the thrill is gone 
for many of the Flatte Platte residents. So many 
cancelled their tickets that Bubba was going to 
have to cancel the whole tour unless something 
drastic happened.  

Bubba Wrightð 

Rudyôs Dad, Bus Driver, 

Networking Maven 



So he got on the phone, called a bunch of his old friends in the 
sporting world, and got an incredibly famous to join the tour along the 
way. He could not believe it, nor could the townsfolk who quickly 
bought back their tickets when they heard who Bubba had booked. 
The trip is on again! 

Want to know who? You tell me! 
The congregation’s votes are in! Apart from some ballot stuffing 

from hooligans who won’t be mentioned here, we have a winner: 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Oh, come on – you didn’t think I’d tell you here, did you? See you 

in church this weekend June 19-20, or at the new informal Midweek 
Service on Wednesday, June 23, 6:30 PM. 

 

 


