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Allen Pruitt

My youngest daughter is five years old.

About once a week
her best friend from school

will come over to the house to play all afternoon.

Sometimes I find myself driving two chatty little girls
down the road to drop her friend off.

And although I have driven the two of them out there a number of times,
this past week,

Ila’s friend started telling me how to get to her house.

She would say,
“You are about to turn.”

Turn…turn…turn…
Every time we went around a curve.

Turn…turn…turn…

And then: straight
…straight…straight…

Every time the road straightened out.

She wasn’t looking for the one left turn we have to make
into her neighborhood;

she wasn’t telling me to go straight through a big intersection;
she was only concerned about the next 50 feet of roadway.

Her eyes were fixed on what was coming next,
not something 3 miles down the road.
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Your vision tends to be limited when you are 5 years old.
If I am driving my youngest to a familiar destination,

and I have missed an easy turn,
she will ask, dubiously,

“Is this the way to get there?”

And my ready response is,
“This is A way to get there.”

The world is a confusing place when you’re 5 years old.
It’s hard to understand,

when you have just finally figured out
how to get from one place to another,

it’s hard to understand
that there might be a whole ‘nother way to get there too.

If there’s more than one way to get there,
then that means that there might be endless ways to get there.

Which for me,
is a comforting thought.

But when you are 5
and the world really is full of endless possibilities,

I think it’s an overwhelming thought.

About a few things,
you tend to think a little more clearly as you get older.

You understand that you just keep driving
until you get to that left turn;

you know that if you miss your turn
you can probably just find a different way to get there.
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But about some things,
we never really see any clearer.

About some things,
our vision is always limited.

Almost always,
it is fear which clouds our vision.

Usually we worry that there won’t be enough.
There won’t be enough love,

enough money,
enough forgiveness,
enough time,
enough of anything.

Even with God,
who made everything that is,

made it out of nothing,
even with God,

we worry that there wont’ be enough.

If God loves them,
how is he going to love me?

If God forgives that sin,
then maybe there won’t be enough grace

left over for me.

We are pretty limited,
our vision is narrow
and when our hearts do manage to see straight,

it feels like a revelation from the Lord.
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Our story from Samuel today
opens with one of my new favorite passages of scripture.

I don’t know how I’ve missed this all these years.
For a long time I’ve known this story of Samuel being called by God;

I’ve known how God called him three times,
and three times Samuel thought it was his master calling him.

For a long time I’ve known the story.
But this week,
reading for this sermon,

it’s the first time I’ve seen how the story opens.

“The word of the Lord was rare in those days;
visions were not widespread.”

What an amazing thing for the Bible to talk about;
what an amazing truth for the Bible to admit;
what an amazing thing for us to read.

How many of us feel like the word of the Lord is rare?
How widespread are visions in this day and age?

And if somebody says to you that they’ve got a word from the Lord,
how likely are you to inch back just a little?

If a friend tells you about a vision they’ve received from God,
aren’t you going to be counting the seconds

until you can make your apologies
and exit that conversation?
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And yet;
yet we must believe something of all this.

We must have some notion
that there is a word from the Lord,
that some new vision is possible.

Else we wouldn’t be here today.

I don’t have a ready answer.

I feel the same as you,
when somebody starts talking about visions
or hearing the voice of God.

I believed
and I continue to believe

that I have been called by God
to be a priest
and to be a priest here at St. Mark’s,

called by God on both counts.

But I don’t have any notion
that God spoke words into my ear.

Perhaps those things happen;
maybe that is possible;

but that is not how God has been made known in my life.
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I have never sat in the silence of the night like Samuel,
and heard the voice of my God,

confusing it with the person sleeping in the next room.

The Word of the Lord has come to me in different ways.
The Word of the Lord has come to me in surprises

and in doors now open,
where walls once stood.

God has come to me
in visions of grace
and forgiveness I didn’t deserve.

God has been made known to me
in gracious,
troublesome,
lovely people;

made known to me in bread,
blessed and broken,
wine offered and shared.

That’s my story,
the story of God in my life;

I wonder the story you can tell,

the story we can all tell together.
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“The Word of the Lord was rare in those days;
visions were not widespread.”

How do we make visions more widespread?
How do we make our vision more spread wide?

A wide vision,
looking everywhere for God,
looking even in the unexpected places,

especially in the unexpected places.

If our vision is wide,
looking everywhere for God;

if our listening is deep,
hearing whispers of God,

even in the deepest silence;

if,
if we can manage that,

I wonder how rare would be the Word of the Lord;

I wonder how often we’d catch a glimpse of the Lord.


