The Calling

Those of you that know me (and I am pretty sure that most everyone here knows me) know that the life I lead for myself some years ago was a destructive, selfish life to say the least. As a child I was a scared kid with little or no self-esteem. Skinny in size, uncoordinated, poor sports ability, and as the youngest of seven, I felt that I was lowest on the family food chain. 

In hindsight, none of this is true but I unfortunately did not have a crystal ball to help me out. I was smart in high school but a failure in college. I was anxiety ridden, losing weight, which I could not afford to lose, and not a big hit with the ladies either. I was a loser in my own mind.  My resolution-self medication. Massive quantities of alcohol, which was a career I was very successful at. 

I didn’t know who to turn to. And if I did turn to someone, it was a sign of immaturity. C’mon, I can handle it myself, right? Wrong. Oh there was some very good things in my life. My family, my parents and siblings, my wife and kids, were very loving, but unless I had my twelve pack of courage, I was useless. 

Like most young persons today, I was looking for a euphoric state that blocked out all the bad. Stay drunk, stay happy, be productive, and everything will be ok. But I had no money to speak of, never did. I was OK at work but never 100%. Never an employee of the month candidate. A successful working alcoholic. 

After someone drinks for so long, you eventually lose the ability to discern drunk from sober. I could either never get drunk, or on sip would get me drunk. I had a problem and I was realizing it but did nothing. 

God works in funny ways.  He kept me safe like when trying to swim across Queen Lake ( I swim like a rock), or when I drove a car with no brakes, just downshifting to stop. 

God would show me things that now I understand. When Michael was 1 years old I was putting him to bed. Probably not drunk but I had a few. I will always remember his face. It appeared almost angelic. Shining and happy. Glowing with love. I swore then and there never to drink. So Lauren and I talked about it and I checked into a lovely weekend facility where I could where pajamas and slippers all day and go to three meetings a day. God was at it again. I walk into my room and my roommate was the spitting image of Jesus. At least the Jesus’ you see in pictures or movies. Clear blue eyes, long straight hair, thin but strong. The only book available to me was the Bible which I read but didn’t understand a word.

But I didn’t get the hint. But I did quit drinking and have never had a drop since. Years later, Lauren and I still had money problems and I hated my jobs. I still wasn’t happy. I still could not provide for my family nor could I keep everyone happy. So I worked harder and harder to make more money which never works. We still struggled. 

God’s was at it again. Lauren was watching TV in bed with coffee like we did every weekend, just stalling in the morning until we got up. But there was a man on TV that said the right things. Dr. Charles Stanley. She continued to watch him and was reading her bible more and more. I never really caught on until she asked me to watch with her.

He was great! I liked what he was saying and we agreed that we need to go to church. But I was what I know to be called lukewarm. But she kept us in the spirit along with her brother Andrew and his wife Tracey. Godly people who invited us to their church. What an experience. Singing and raising hands and laughing and crying. Wow! It was an experience that changed my life. I gave my life to Jesus soon after that but God was still not done with me.

I had the fire in me for sure and I could not get enough of learning the Bible. It was starting to make sense and I started talking about it with Lauren and my brother and sister in law more and more. But god wasn’t done with me. He hit me with something that sent me over the top. 

It was June 16 a few years ago. The wedding of Lauren’s sister Barbara and her husband Ed, my new brother in law. Andrew, my other brother in law who I mentioned earlier was going to officiate the wedding as a lay person. He filled out paperwork and paid a fee and the state of Massachusetts gave him a license for one day.

It was a beautiful outdoor wedding. There were horses and apple trees. Barbara rode up to the ceremony in a horse drawn carriage. Just wonderful! Andrew began performing the ceremony and it was just an amazing wedding experience. Lauren and were seated with Andrew and his family at the reception table and I asked him about this experience and how he came to be allowed to do this, so forth. Then I asked him “who was that man standing behind you? Was he a real minister that had to be there to make it legal?” I was referring to a tall man with a dark suit and tie. Clean cut, big smile. He stood directly behind Andrew under this arch of flowers the facility used for functions like this. 

The look he gave me made me feel like I was drinking again. He said there was no one behind him. He was there by himself with of course Barbara and Ed. No I said, the man with the suit, hands folded. He again said there was no one behind him. Everyone else at the table is now looking at me like I had three heads. 

Of course we all sort of at once thought that I had seen a sign. Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t. But that’s what God does. He exposes you to something that all of a sudden, in the blink of an eye, will drop you to your knees and you will never be the same again. 

You know what I got out of seeing an apparition. I don’t even want to know if it was an angel of the Lord helping Andrew or if it was an angel for me. Or if it was just a passing employee of the facility that I mistook as an apparition. I don’t want to know. I don’t care. But what I got out of it is that the Lord sends help. You see I was working my tail off and not seeing my family to find happiness. This world’s happiness. But the Lord gives us all the help we need and the true happiness. Spiritual happiness. 

I was so happy after all this went down. I was no longer lukewarm, that’s for sure. I’m all in. 110%. You know what else happened? Everyone was beautiful! That’s right. Short tall, thin, fat, beautiful, ugly, it didn’t matter. I loved them all. A warm love.

I knew what was next. I didn’t want to be on the sidelines anymore. I wanted in the game! I wanted to be at church and this time, I want to learn, and I want the Holy Spirit to fill me up until I overflowed. 

The scripture says when the heart is full, the mouth speaks. That’s what I wanted. Today we read a letter from Paul. One of many letters or epistles. This one happens to be to the Philippians. However other epistles speak to the experience I was having.  

1 Timothy 1:12-17

The Lord's Grace to Paul 

I thank Christ Jesus our Lord, who has given me strength, that He considered me faithful, appointing me to His service. Even though I was once a blasphemer and a persecutor and a violent man, I was shown mercy because I acted in ignorance and unbelief. The grace of our Lord was poured out on me abundantly, along with the faith and love that are in Christ Jesus. 

Here is a trustworthy saying that deserves full acceptance: Christ Jesus came into the world to save sinners—of whom I am the worst. But for that very reason I was shown mercy so that in me, the worst of sinners, Christ Jesus might display his unlimited patience as an example for those who would believe on him and receive eternal life. Now to the King eternal, immortal, invisible, the only God, be honor and glory for ever and ever. Amen. 

Jesus chose sinners as disciples a lot. Matthew, Judas, Paul who used to be Saul-a Christian killer. Why? To show you and me that no matter who you are and what you did, He loves you. He created you to love you and for you to love Him. He died for you to save you from the slavery you are in called sin. Now you may not know you are in sin but we all are. Do we worry? Are we ever unkind? Do you rely on yourself and not God to get by day to day?

The bible started making perfect sense. Even the long genealogy parts that everyone skips over. And the Lord is telling me to spread the word. I am not an evangelist traveling or on the radio spreading the Word. I am not a good Sunday school teacher, or church planter like Paul, or church superintendent like Timothy, or missionary like Moses. But I have a niche that fits me. 

Ephesians 4:11-13

 It was He who gave some to be apostles, some to be prophets, some to be evangelists, and some to be pastors and teachers, to prepare God's people for works of service, so that the body of Christ may be built up until we all reach unity in the faith and in the knowledge of the Son of God and become mature, attaining to the whole measure of the fullness of Christ.

God uses me because of my sordid past. He chose me because of my weakness. Overcoming my weakness shows God strength. Moses had a speech impediment, Paul was almost crippled. Jesus healed blind men on the streets of Jerusalem to show that through Him, you have no weakness.

He wants me to tell you that you will never tap into the happiness and strength you are seeking. You do not know how. God took that power away from us courtesy of Adam and Eve. We now toil and struggle. We will die in sin. UNLESS we accept Jesus Christ as our savior. This Bible is His autobiography and your instruction manual. It is He. He wrote the Word and is the Word and with it, with Him, you will find the strength to make it through your day. The knowledge of how to run a family or a government. 

But you have to give up yourself and your weak state and let Jesus in. He will supplement what you lack and make you a full vessel. Full of the Holy Spirit. I also need to tell you that it is not for this world here on earth that you should try to impress, or do good works. We are mere babies here, learning to surrender and live in Christ. No, it is for heaven with God the Father where we will have everlasting life. A life of that happy worshipping I experienced at Andrew and Tracy’s church with the hands in the air and singing. 

I am here to tell you that what may seem dull and corny to you now, won’t once you accept Christ. To me, it happened in an instant. The so called AH HA moment. I wish you could see in my heart and in my mind so you could see the previews of heaven He shows me. My wish as a pastor is to tell someone enough of my transformation or my preaching that they too would discover the Lord’s strength inside them and come down here in front of the pulpit and accept Christ. 

Jesus’ commission to the apostles was to make disciples of all men. I am still the same John. Only now I have Jesus and He has me. In the words of Paul, I am a bondservant, a slave of Jesus. I still sin. I forget to thank Him daily. I forget to pray first then act. But He understands me. And He forgave me on the cross. He forgave you. Like the prodigal son and his father, you were always forgiven and He welcomes you home. His home.

