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 He was just a young boy.  Was he old enough to remember the story of why he 

was here?  Sleeping on a mat on the stone-cold floor of a drafty temple—with an old 

and aging priest snoring in the other room?  The very same temple that found his 

mother here not so many years ago.  Not a mother then, all reports would say she 

never would be.  That she was barren.  But nothing is impossible with God.  That is 

what they would say later as they told the story.  Of how she came to the temple and 

knelt before God.  How she wept and prayed, until her knees were raw.  Praying that 

God would give her a child.  Until the priest came.  Dismissed her.  Insulted her.  Said 

she was drunk, babbling.  That she should go home.  It wasn’t the first time the old 

man with dim eyes and dim faith would be unable to recognize the possibility that God 

would yet be among them.  That God would work something new.  It was a time when 

visions were rare.  When they said God did not speak.  When God did not hear.  

Perhaps not so much that God did not speak; but that the world had forgotten how to 

see and to dream.  The people had forgotten how to listen; they could no longer hear. 

But Hannah would not be deterred.  She made her vows to the God of her 

ancestors.  That if God were to give her a child, she would dedicate the child of her 

agony and prayers; dedicate the life of her child into the service of the Lord.  She rose 

from the stone-cold floor.  Straightened her dress over her knees raw and red.  Dried 

her tears.  And went home.  And so it was that God did work.  That God’s ears tingled.  

That God did hear her prayers.  So it was that a barren woman gave birth to her son.  It 

was not the first time as Hannah remembered Sarah of old; barren all her life but in her 

old age gave birth to a son, gave birth to laughter; and nothing is impossible with God. 
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Hannah rejoiced, the song rising to her lips in a time when the word of God was 

rare, when old prophets did not speak, but God was.  God was speaking in Hannah, to 

Hannah, through Hannah—God was tingling the ears, tingling the heart, tingling the life 

of the world.  Hannah prayed for a son; now her eyes were opened to the larger vision 

of God.  It was an epiphany moment.  A God-given, God-created, God-allowed, God-

revealing moment.  Something new snaps into focus.  And Hannah rejoiced, her song 

rising to God, a prophetic song that spoke of the possibility and hope of God; a song 

echoing in the generations to come to Mary and the birth of a Son for the nations; 

echoing to all generations; “My heart exults in the Lord; my strength is exalted in my 

God.  The bows of the mighty are broken.  The Lord raises the poor from the dust; God 

lifts the needy from the ashes to sit with princes.  There is no Holy One like the Lord.”   

And Hannah is transformed.  From weeping to joy.  From babbler, to prophet who 

sang out of the hope and promise and possibility of God—in a world where the word of 

God was seldom heard.  The call of God, not only on her son, but on Hannah; and she 

remembered her promise.  Hannah was faithful.  Brought her child to the temple; 

dedicated Samuel to the Lord.  Hannah gave her boy to the very priest who in the 

dimness of his heart dismissed her; the one whose voice had grown silent; whose ears 

no longer recognized the voice of God. 

And now we see him.  Samuel.  Not old enough to know the story. Sleeping on a 

mat on the stone-cold floor of a drafty temple.  A boy who did not yet know the voice, 

the possibility, the hope of God. But soon he would.  Because God was tingling.  God 
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was about to be revealed.  God would speak as God speaks.  In the dark of night.  

When it seems hope no longer has voice.  God would speak as God would speak to 

Elijah to come.  Not in fire or wind.  Not in fierce rumbling in the heavens or on a 

mountain-top; but in stillness; in a whisper; in the dark of night, “Samuel.  Samuel.”  

And Samuel responds, “Here I am, for you called me.” 

Samuel does not know it is the voice of God he hears; does not know it is God 

who calls; but rises none-the-less.  Bright, eager, ready to serve—Samuel stands 

before Eli, dull of heart, dull ears, dull eyes heavy with sleep.  “Here I am,” Samuel 

says, “for you called me.”  The old man confused, annoyed, muddled.  “I did not call 

you.  Go back to sleep boy.”  And feet scuttling across the stone and the cold, Samuel 

is obedient.  But in the darkness, he lies awake.  He too, is confused.  He was sure he 

heard someone call his name.  Was it only in his dreams?  Was it the wind as it blew 

through the drafty halls?  And the whisper comes a second time.  “Samuel!”   

A second time he stands before Eli, “Here I am, for you called me.”  Once again, 

the old man’s gruff response.  And then a third time.  “Samuel!”  Does Samuel dare to 

respond, dare to risk standing before the anger and power of an old man?  “Here I am, 

for you called me.”  But suddenly light, vision, tingling.  Once blind, a dull man’s eyes 

are opened to the larger picture and vision of God.  His heart opens.  His mind opens.  

Opens wide to the sudden realization that it is God speaking to Samuel, God speaking 

to all whose eyes were dull; to a dull world that can no longer dream dreams.  It is an 

Epiphany moment.  A God-given, God-created, God-allowed, God-revealing moment.  
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Something new snaps into focus.  And the prophetic voice of an old man that had long 

stopped speaking, speaks again.   

In his blindness and dull faith—through Eli God still works, God still speaks.  In all 

his flaws, Eli mentors Samuel to hear and to know and to understand the voice and the 

possibility of God.  It was a transforming moment for Eli.  It will be a transforming 

moment for Samuel.  His ears about to tingle.  Samuel is about to hear; and not only 

hear.  But for the very first time, Samuel will know the voice of God.  From boy to 

prophet.  From no understanding to knowing the voice of God.  From silence to 

speech.  It is and will be a transforming moment for the world.  Epiphanies are like that.  

God-given, God-tingling, God-allowed, God-revealing.  When God is spoken and seen 

and heard, when God is revealed, life is transformed.  Nothing is impossible with God.   

But will God speak?  The moment is uncertain, the old man’s vision dulls just a 

little.  “If… if God calls you again…”  We want him to say “When… when God calls…”  

But it matters not.  For God does call Samuel again.  And Samuel hears, rises; Samuel 

speaks, “Speak Lord, for your servant is listening.”  God speaks to Samuel.  God 

speaks through Samuel.  It is a message of hope for the world.  God puts the world on 

notice, “See I about to do something new.  The powerful will be brought down.  The 

weak and the small will be raised up.  The voice of God will speak and is speaking 

once more.  Ears will hear and tingle with the transforming, tingling voice of life for all. 

A young boy in the darkness.  A drafty temple with a stone-cold floor.  A time 

when visions are rare, when the word of the Lord was seldom heard.  And for all the 
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other ways God has and could have spoken—in blazing fire and devouring wind; to 

rumble mountain tops; in blazing light and peals of thunder to shake the heavens and 

tremble hearts—the Epiphany moment comes, the transforming moment comes; God 

comes in the darkness, in a whisper, a tingle, to call a boy by name.    

It is highly intimate, personal, and also fragile, uncertain, interdependent, 

interconnected.  Human.  The call of Samuel begun not in a drafty temple in the middle 

of the night, but in the intimate, personal, desperate prayer of a barren women with raw 

knees and tear-stained eyes who yet hopes.  God’s call on Samuel is God’s call on 

Hannah.  In Hannah’s fervent prayer, in her obedience, and in her song, God was 

already whispering Samuel’s name.  And God’s call on Samuel is God’s call on Eli too.  

In the dull eyes and dull faith of an old man, God was already calling a dull people to 

sight.  And God’s call on Samuel, is God’s whisper to an unhearing world, is God’s 

whisper to us in the darkness of night; is God’s call on the church; to all the baptized.  

A call to listen, to see, to mentor, to speak, to sing.  That God is speaking, will speak, 

chooses to speak to us, in us, through us.  And our Epiphany moments come to fullest 

clarity, to fullest vision—our hope and possibility of God in the world comes to fullest 

revelation—when our Epiphany moments are not one-time moments for ourselves 

alone; but when they are spoken and shared; when hope is multiplied; that when God 

is spoken and seen and heard, when God is tingling, we are transformed into a people 

of hope and speech and vision even in the darkest of times even when faith grows dull, 

when visions are rare; when we base our lives so much less in the possibility and 

hope, so much more in the impossibility; in the “if…. If God calls…”  
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But God’s call is never an if.   God’s call on our world is a call for life, to life.    A 

call that comes in the wide-open arms of the Christ of the cross.  In the invitation, 

“Follow-me.”  To walk and live in intimate relationship with Jesus, in the moment by 

moment revelation of God among us in healing life and justice and peace for the world 

in Jesus who never gives up, but continues to call again and again and again.  In the 

darkness of night to rouse us from slumber.  God calls.  In barren lives and barren 

times.  God calls.  In times when eyes are blind and minds are dull.  God calls.  In 

times when visions are rare; when ears cannot hear and hearts cannot believe.  God 

calls.  To old and young, doubters and flawed, to skeptics and to those who yet cry out 

to God with raw knees and broken hearts.  God calls.  From all our forgotten places of 

isolation and plague and separation.  God calls.  In apartment buildings and hospital 

rooms.  God calls.  Into the deafening silence of a world where God no longer speaks.  

God calls.  Into the stone cold, drafty, deafening silence of a church that no longer 

speaks.  God calls.  Into the very core of our deepest need.  God calls.  Into all our 

limitations, all our impossibilities, all our dreamless dreams.  God calls. God comes.  

God speaks.  God calls us to speak.  For nothing is impossible with God.   

And we have been put on notice.  That something new is about to happen.  That 

God is tingling our ears, tingling our hearts, tingling life.  That in Christ, God’s call is on 

all our lives, on the church, on our world, and we are being transformed.  That each 

and every moment will be filled; is filled with the hope and possibility of God.  

Something new is snapping into focus.  And right now! is an Epiphany moment.  A 

God-given, God-created, God-allowed, God-revealing, God-tingling moment.  Amen!   


