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How odd, the call of God.  We just heard the story of the call 

of God to Samuel, only 12 years old, living in the temple for 9 

years of his young life.  A nobody in the eyes of people.  Then 

there is one word, an unexpected word, his name called in the 

middle of the night, but that one word made all the difference. 

It was December 1, 1955.  Christmas was getting closer.  

The bus was crowded.  “Stand up, [expletive deleted]1 woman, 

and give up your seat to that white man!”  More words this time.  

Expected words this time for this was the Cleveland Street Bus in 

segregated Montgomery, Alabama.  These words were expected, 

but in them was the unexpected, the call of God.  In the words of 

a bigoted, angry racist bus driver was the call of God.  This time 

the one word was spoken by the called, by Rosa Parks, “No!”  

One word, one word spoken in the middle of a crowded bus, but 

that one word made all the difference. 

How odd, the call of God.  God calls in odd ways in odd 

places, unexpected places, in bed, on a crowded bus, right in the 

middle of your life, right when you least expect it. 
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How odd the places in which, from which God calls.  Not only 

that, how odd are those whom God calls.  God calls odd people, 

unexpected people. 

A child, imagine that, a 12-year-old child.  What an odd 

choice for the call of God.  Who would have thought it?  Would 

you have?  Do you?  Do you think that children are called by 

God?  Does God call children?  Does God call youth?  Does God 

call only adults?  Has God called only those we call Ministers, with 

a capital M? 

God called a child.  Did God know what God was doing?  Did 

Samuel know what he was doing?  Samuel didn’t even recognize 

God’s call.  He thought it was Eli, until Eli recognized what was 

happening.  Even then, Samuel thought he was simply called to 

tell Eli that his house was going to be punished because of the 

sins of his children. 

But Samuel went on to become a judge in Israel, the last 

judge and the first prophet of Israel after Moses, and the one who 

would begin a new stage in the life and history of Israel in which 

judges were replaced by kings.  Samuel would choose the first 

two kings, Saul, and then David the greatest king of all, and one 

of the central figures in Jewish and Christian history.  Did God 

know what God was doing? 

How odd when God called Rosa Parks, a poor black woman, 

a seamstress and housekeeper.  Do you think God knew what 

God was doing?  Here there was an entrenched system of 



3 | P a g e  
 

discrimination, segregation, prejudice and racism, entrenched by 

laws that denied the constitutional rights of a whole race of 

people, people who were Americans, but not Americans.  What 

was God doing calling this poor black woman?  Did God know 

what God was doing?  Did Rosa Parks know what she was doing? 

Rosa was a member of the Montgomery Voters League and 

the NAACP (the National Association for the Advancement of 

Coloured People), elected secretary of the Montgomery Branch in 

1943, but do you know what she said about that time in 1955?  “I 

was just tired, that’s all.  I wasn’t making a statement; I was just 

too tired to get up.”  Perhaps Rosa Parks didn’t know what she 

was doing, but did God? 

That fateful day, that one word, No, grew into a cacophony 

of no’s as a boycott of the Montgomery bus system began.  In 

1956, a federal lawsuit was brought that was won by the civil 

rights movement in December 1956 when bus segregation was 

ruled unconstitutional.  Rosa Parks lost her job because of this 

and moved on to Detroit.  There she managed the Detroit office 

of a civil rights leader and congressman, John Conyers Jr..  She 

remained active in the NAACP and the Southern Christian 

Leadership Conference.  She co-founded the Rosa and Raymond 

Parks Institute of Self-Development, offering help to young 

blacks.  She was awarded the NAACP’s Springarn Award and the 

Martin Luther King Jr. Award, as well as an honorary degree from 

Shaw College.  Did God know what God was doing? 
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And what about this young black evangelical Baptist 

preacher?  He was only 26 going on 27.  A kind of child prodigy in 

a sense.  He entered college at the age of 15 and was ordained a 

Baptist minister at 17.  But he was kind of an egghead, not very 

practical.  He had just finished his Ph.D. studying, of all things, 

the nonviolent philosophy of Gandhi.  But God spoke.  Martin 

Luther King Jr. was called to lead the bus boycott in Montgomery, 

Alabama.  King answered the summons, but did God know what 

God was doing?  On April 3, 1968 in Memphis, Tennessee, King 

was assassinated.  But not before he had “been to the 

mountaintop and seen the Promised Land,” not before 

segregation was ruled unconstitutional, not before the civil rights 

movement became a force which would change America forever, 

not before the massive voter registration programmes, not before 

the push for better education and housing throughout the south 

for blacks, not before the massive nonviolent march on 

Washington in 1963, not before the world recognized his work 

and awarded him the Nobel Peace Prize.  Imagine a preacher 

involved in politics and the world says, “Yes,” and he is awarded 

the Nobel Peace Prize.  Imagine that.  Did God know what God 

was doing? 

How odd, the call of God.  How odd the people God calls, 

such ordinary people, people no one would have expected.  How 

odd.  How odd that God called me. 
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You know I can’t figure that one out.  Did God know what 

God was doing?  Did I know what I was doing?  Do I now?  How 

odd, the people God calls.  How odd the purpose to which we are 

called. 

I remember the early days after I was called into ministry, 

called from physics research and study to theological college and 

preparation for ministry.  I’m sure all ministers remember those 

times vividly.  They were exciting times.  Our lives took on new 

meaning.  The future was opening up.  I, and others like me, 

ordinary people from ordinary places, were ready to give our lives 

for Christ.  It was like summer camp. 

Remember Christian summer camp when you’d all be sitting 

around the campfire, sparks rising in heat thermals into the starlit 

sky.  We’d be huddled together, one spirit, singing songs about 

God coming, accepting Christ in our hearts, prepared to go home 

new people to spread the Good News. 

“Can you drink for this cup?” Christ asks. 

“Yes,” we respond readily, mightily, confidently.  “Yes, I can 

drink from the cup.  Where is the cup?  Give me the cup.  Let me 

take a deep long drink from the cup.  I can do it.  I want to gulp 

it down.” 

Onward, Christian Soldiers was a good song for me then.  I 

had images of going off to fight for justice in the world.  For a 

while there, I thought I might be a prison chaplain working with 

hardened criminals, bringing them to Christ.  I had a picture of 
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being held against a wall, knife to my throat, “Denounce Christ, 

or die.” 

“Never. I will give my life for Christ.  I can drink from the 

cup.  Let me gulp it down.” 

But I haven’t.  No, I haven’t gulped it down.  No, I have only 

taken sips.  A sip here.  A sip there.  The cup is still full.  It never 

empties, just sips.  Nothing dramatic, no big deal.  Why, I go for 

weeks without saving the world.  I just sip from the cup of Christ.  

I study the Scriptures, pray, plan, write sermons and worship 

services, visit the sick, bereaved, the lonely, go to meetings, go 

to meetings, and go to meetings. 

When will my life be required of me?  I just continue sipping. 

This is nothing big…but it is something big. 

One day someone comes along and says, “Do you remember 

what you said once.  I think it was in a sermon in 1979.”  “I think 

it was when my mother died and you met me at the hospital 

and…”  “Do you remember when you…That has made all the 

difference in my life.  That has stuck with me since then.  From 

then on I took a different road.” 

I didn’t do anything.  It was just a sip.  Just a word.  Just a 

friendly visit.  Just a simple act.  I don’t even remember it now.  

But it made all the difference.  Did I know what I was doing?  No.  

Did God know what God was doing? 

How odd, the call of God.  How odd the things to which God 

calls us.  Unexpected ordinary people summoned from 
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unexpected ordinary places to ordinary tasks, which unexpectedly 

have extraordinary results. 

I remember being at a retreat once many years ago.  At this 

kind of retreat, there were open-heart sessions when people were 

moved to share from the depths of their being.  I remember Jim 

Earl standing up.  He had tears in his eyes.  His voice quavered.  

He spoke about his life and how he had never done anything 

important.  He had worked for Loblaws all his life but his life had 

never meant anything.  After some time he sat down. 

Someone else stood up and said, “Jim, what you said isn’t 

true.  You have made a difference.  You made a difference to me.  

You taught me Sunday School.  In those classes you did more 

than teach about the love of God; you loved with the love of God.  

You spoke to me a word of love and concern, and you remade my 

spirit.  You spoke my name, and summoned me into a new 

future.” 

Did Jim know what he was doing?  He had said, “Yes” to God 

and responded to God’s call but he didn’t really know what God 

was going to do through him.  Did God know what God was 

doing? 

I was that someone else who stood that day and I can 

answer that question.  Yes, and I have never been the same. 

Can you do that?  Can you say a word, just one word, that 

will make the world a different place?  Can you say yes to God?  

Can you?  Will you?  Can you do more?  Listen.  It is God calling 
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you.  God is calling your name, summoning you to a new future.  

Let God do with you what seems good to God.  God knows what 

God is doing. 

Amen. 
                                                        
1 The expletive is a common racist term referring to black people and based on the word Negro. 


