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Being a stay-at-home Mom in the 90’s afforded me the opportunity to be more 

involved in my church.  While my youngest daughter, Arielle, was still an infant, I 

joined the Sweet Hour of Prayer group.  It was a diverse group with six regular 

members: four women, two men.  I was in my 30’s, four were in their late 50’s 

and, Margaret, the matriarch of the church, was in her mid-70’s.  Four were 

Canadian born, and there was Vince who had come to Canada from Barbados and 

Betty who had come from Jamaica. 

For seven years the Sweet Hour of Prayer group met faithfully once a week in the 

comfort of Margaret’s home.  Our times together had a simple but familiar 

pattern.  We opened and closed with prayer and, in between, we read and 

discussed scripture readings for the week and we sang hymns from Songs of the 

Gospel, The United Church of Canada’s hymnal published in 1948.  We sang oldies 

but goodies like Swing Low, Sweet Chariot; Leaning on the Everlasting Arms; When 

the Roll is Called up Yonder; and Bringing in the Sheaves. 

It was a rich time in the development of my faith.  I learned that a single bible 

story could mean different things to different people; or that, as we accumulate 

life experiences, the meaning of a bible story can change.  It was in this fertile 

ground of prayer, bible study and song that, unbeknownst to me, a call to ministry 

was being seeded. 

As Arielle, was approaching school age, my spirit grew increasingly restless.  I knew 

it was time for me to return to work.  I also knew I no longer wanted to just earn a 

paycheque.  I wanted to work at something I felt passion about but, for the life of 

me, I was struggling to figure out exactly what that was.  Then one day I heard a 

whisper inside of my head saying, “Ministry.”  My heart skipped a beat as absolute 

fear took hold.  “What?!  Me?  I get nervous just making an announcement in 

church!  Not me.  No way.  No how.  Never!”  The harder I tried pushing that 

thought, that voice, out of my head the more persistent it became.  Have you ever 

tried wrestling with God?  It’s exhausting! 
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That very Sunday the minister, Rev. Joe, preached on one of the call stories from 

the bible.  I can still hear him saying, “You know you’ve got a call from God when it 

strikes fear into your heart.”  Oh, great!  So, that day I made a deal with God.  I 

would prepare a list of the people I trusted most: family members, long-time 

friends, church elders and the minister of our congregation.  I would go to each of 

them with this ridiculous idea that I had received a call from God to go into 

ministry.  All I needed was for just one of them to laugh at the idea or say, “Are you 

sure God didn’t dial a wrong number?”  Then it would be game over! 

By the time I got to the second last name on my list not one of them had laughed.  

Rev. Joe was my last great hope.  Having experienced a call himself, he would 

know with absolute certainty that God was NOT calling me.  After sharing my 

story, Rev. Joe, leaned back in his chair and began twiddling his thumbs.  After a 

very long pause, he looked me square in the eye and said, “So, what took you so 

long?”  And, the rest, as they say, is history.  

God often comes to us in the night or during the darkest times in our lives.  It was 

in the dark of night that God brought Israel out of Egypt; and during the night 

when God wrestled with Jacob by the River Jabbok.  It was midnight when God 

loosed Peter’s chains and, the middle of the night, when God called Samuel to 

serve. 

Years earlier, a faithful woman named Hannah prayed to God for a son.  She struck 

a deal with God that if he would just answer this one prayer she would dedicate 

that child to God.  So it came to pass that Hannah’s prayer was answered and little 

Samuel was born. When he was about four years his mother, as promised, 

presented him to Eli, the high priest, to be raised in service to God. 

One night, when Samuel was about twelve years old, he was sound asleep in the 

tabernacle near the Ark of the Covenant when he was awakened by a voice calling, 

“Samuel! Samuel!”  Yvonne Lubberts read in this mornings’ passage that God 

called out to Samuel three times.  Each time the young Samuel confused the voice 
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of God for that of Eli, the elderly priest.  Each time he got up from his bed and 

went to Eli.  Eli kept telling him, ‘I’m not calling you go back to bed.’ Finally by the 

third time, Eli gets it; it must be God who is calling.  So he tells Samuel, “Next time 

you hear your name respond saying, “Speak, LORD, for Your servant is listening.”  

Samuel does as he is told and God reveals that Samuel will become God’s voice to 

the people. 

The Bible is packed with stories of ordinary people who did extraordinary things in 

response to God’s call.  Throughout the ages, prophets have responded first with 

doubt followed by fear, hesitation or avoidance of that call.  Take Moses for 

instance, he said:  “Who am I to go to Pharaoh?”  “Suppose the Hebrews don’t 

believe me or won’t listen?” “Please, I am not a public speaker.  I stutter.  I 

stammer.  Trust me, you don’t want me!  You REALLY want my brother, Aaron.”  At 

that point, I can just picture Aaron giving Moses a sharp elbow to the ribs! 

Then there was Jeremiah who had two objections to becoming a prophet: his lack 

of eloquence and his lack of experience. “Ah, wait a second.  About this whole 

prophet-to-the-nations thing . . . It really doesn’t sound like such a great idea. 

Prophecy is not one of my spiritual gifts, in fact, I just got a C in religious studies at 

the synagogue. Besides, you don’t want me, I’m just a teenager.” 

Next week, you will hear the story of Jonah whom God commanded to: "Go to the 

great city of Nineveh and proclaim to the people there a message of repentance." 

And, what did Jonah do?  He did what anyone with common sense would do; he 

booked passage on the next ship sailing to Tarshish, heading in the exact opposite 

direction to Nineveh. 

Each of us is called to ministry.  Mine happens to be a ministry of word, sacrament, 

education and pastoral care.  Yours might be a ministry of medicine or teaching; 

music or the arts; comedy or drama; a ministry of financial accountability; 

fellowship or hospitality; a ministry of woodworking or caring for others.  Being 

called to a ministry is to recognize the God-given gift that is within you.  Once you 
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recognize and understand your gift, being called is about how you choose to use 

that gift in service to others. 

On February 8th this congregation will hold its annual meeting.  Some of you have 

faithfully served this church on its Council and Committees for several years.  

Some are continuing in your positions while others are taking a well-deserved 

sabbatical.  On behalf of the congregation, I want to express our deepest thanks to 

all of you for your support of the life and the work of this congregation. 

I want to invite those who have not yet served on a Committee or on Council to 

give consideration as to how you might be called to share your gifts within this 

community.  On Monday evening, Council appointed Kim Cathcart and I as this 

year’s Nominating Committee.  One of us will be calling you during the next three 

weeks to talk about the needs of the church and how your gifts might fill those 

needs along with your ability to share your gifts with us at this time. 

For now, all I ask is that you resist the temptation to: a) prepare a well thought out 

list of ALL the reasons why you can`t commit to serving the church right now; or b) 

list all the reasons why any of your brothers or sisters in Christ would be better 

suited to the work than you are; or c) suggest ``I`m too young.`` or ``I`m too old`` to 

serve on a committee; and finally, whatever you do, don’t book passage on a ship 

heading to Tarshish (or Victoria).  I wouldn’t want anyone to end up in the belly of 

a whale.   

If you are feeling a sense of call to serve here at BNUC, read some of the biblical 

stories about how others heard and responded to a call from God. These stories 

may help you reflect on your own calling.  If you have already done some of that 

thinking and feel ready to participate, please approach Kim or I after worship 

today or in the next couple of weeks.  After all, it takes “the whole people of God” 

working together to meet the needs of a worshipping community.  Is God calling 

you?  If so, prayerfully consider responding, ‘Speak, God. I’m your servant, ready to 

listen.’”   Amen. 


