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Isaiah 49:1-7; Psalm 40:1-12; 1 Corinthians 1:1-9; John 1:29-42 

 

Eighteen years ago, I was a new mother. I was attending a meeting at a church 

conference center an hour from our house. When you’re nursing a baby and away 

from that baby, there is such a thing as staying too long. You’re like a bovine 

Cinderella. And you must get home. That was my condition. So, I left the meeting to 

go breastfeed son George. 

Heading down Interstate 55, my body became a geyser. Milk is shooting out onto the 

steering wheel, the dashboard. Not a pleasant drive. Sorry if this is too graphic, but 

it’s just a biological fact. When you stay away from the baby too long, that’s what 

happens. 

(I thought, before you watch the playoff game, you might need a little feminine 

energy.) 

My body was calling baby George, and I suspect, baby George was home wailing, 

calling for my body. Safe to say, it was a clear call! 

But then another call came. A very unexpected one. 

Driving down that road, in one of only a handful of mystical experiences I’ve ever 

had in my life, I heard a voice.  I guess it was interior, but it was so strong, so 

arbitrary, that I experienced it as audible in the car. 

Out of the blue came the words: 

Anoint Kay! 

Kay WHO?  I thought. 

It was a bizarre, out of the blue call to do something. And at first I didn’t even know 

for whom I was being asked to do this thing. 

I had a calling to which my body was already responding—to get home and nurse a 

baby. I had another calling I had just answered as best as I could, to be engaged in a 

Diocesan meeting at the conference center I’d just left. 



 2 

But I knew nothing of this strange, intrusive voice calling me to anoint a person I 

couldn’t quite place. 

So, I thought for a minute—none of my colleagues came to mind, none of my friends 

or family. And then, this strange pit came into my stomach, because our bodies 

usually discover important things before the message gets to our conscious 

thoughts. 

Kay was the woman who had been helping me select drapes for a room in our home. 

She worked at a store that made drapes and upholstered furniture. I didn’t know her 

personally well, hence the pit in my stomach at the thought I was being asked to do 

something so personal and potentially invasive to her. 

She was coming to our home to deliver some drapes. “Surely, God of the infinite, you 

are not speaking to me in this car asking me to anoint the person who is bringing 

drapes to my house?” I tried to make the whole uncomfortable woo-woo experience 

recede into the back corners of my mind. 

When the hour for Kay’s visit to my home arrived, my stomach got tight again. I tried 

to imagine handing her a check for the drapes and then saying, “by the way, while 

speeding down I-55 today to get home to breastfeed my baby, God told me to anoint 

you.” 

Or…perhaps, “a voice spoke to me today. I need to anoint you.”  

I feared a call to the police or to the mental health center would follow. 

So, she came. The drapes went up. I handed her a check. We chit chatted. She almost 

left. And then, I did it. I said, “Kay, wait. You may think I’ve lost my mind. But there’s 

one more thing I need to tell you.  Driving home from a meeting today, I heard this, 

well, this voice.” Her eyes got larger. “I don’t usually hear voices,” I told her. “So, it 

was more than a little odd.  Anyway, the voice said, ‘anoint Kay.’ I don’t even know if 

you know this, but I’m a priest. So, I keep holy oil around. Now, if this is making you 

uncomfortable, just say so, and I’ll stop talking about this.  I mean…” 

At that point, she talked over me. Her words were so forceful they stopped me dead 

silent from my nervous over-explaining. 

“Yes, Yes, please!” she exclaimed, tears streaming down her face. “Please anoint me.”  

So, fumbling around awkwardly I said, “okay, then, let me get my oil.” I found my oil 

stock, opened it, dipped my finger in, placed it on her forehead, and began to pray. I 

don’t have any memory of what words I prayed. 
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But by the end, she was sobbing. 

Turns out, her son was in deep distress. A crisis was unfolding in their family. She 

had been trying to get him to the right person for help. She was leaving my house to 

go to an appointment for him. She feared for his life. 

She needed healing.  

And somehow, through a spiritual experience I still cannot explain to you, we came 

together in the sacrament of unction.  

I don’t know the ripple out in Kay’s life of that anointing. I don’t even know what 

happened to her son, ultimately. I did make some calls to help her find the right 

help.  

But the point is not my knowing. The point is not my managing the story. The point 

is my being faithful inside the story, playing my part. 

Martin Luther King never got to see how the story of civil rights unfolded in this 

country after his death. He never saw the leaps we have taken in this country in 

racial justice since the mid twentieth century. He didn’t have a front row seat to 

President Obama’s inauguration.  

Now, I understand the difference between my story with Kay and the story of a 

movement that changed a nation. I’m not dense. 

But I also understand what these stories have in common. 

And that is call. The same call the prophet Isaiah speaks about in today’s first 

lesson—a call that begins literally in the womb where you were formed. The same 

call that Jesus issued to his first followers just after his baptism in today’s gospel.  A 

call to come and see and find what you are looking for—but don’t even know you 

seek.  

Nothing divine happens in this world absent call and response. Nothing. 

We are the present incarnation of the living God. We are truly integral to the story.  

When Martin Luther King was a youth, he had no idea how integral he was to God’s 

story. He struggled with the idea that he had a call in the tradition of his father and 

his grandfather. He was not at all sure about Christianity, and even less sure that he 

wanted to pursue the ministry. It was through his mentors at Morehouse that he 

went underneath the surface of this resistance and listened to their wisdom about 
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the force of Christianity to change the world and about the truths that lay beyond a 

literal interpretation of scripture.  

Had he stayed comfortable in his judgment of faith, had he indulged his cynicism 

and doubt for the duration of his life, there would have been no King-led movement, 

no March on Washington, no catalytic leader for the revolution that changed a 

nation, no dream speech to inspire generations to find our courage. 

It may seem a foolish thing to connect my mystical moment on Interstate 55 with 

the magnitude of Dr. King’s impact on our world. Indeed, they are incomparable. 

Except for this one link, and it is crucial to our purpose here in this place. The link is 

this: God calls. We respond. 

God calls; we respond.  

It’s as simple as that. 

And the call often comes when we think we see the whole picture, when we imagine 

we’ve got our marching orders down and really don’t need to listen for any other 

guidance. It’s a dangerous thing to believe we’ve got the whole picture. The whole 

picture is always bigger than the geysers shooting out just in front of us. Always. 

I have no idea how God will call you next. Or me, for that matter.  We are simply not 

in charge of the call of God. Even when immediate demands shoot out like geysers 

on the dashboard of our cars or our lives, screaming one call at us—even in those 

moments, God can issue an utterly foreign call that demands something of us that 

seems strange, something that makes us distinctly uncomfortable. 

And on the other end of that call, perhaps someone we have never even met or 

considered waits. Someone whose soul is depending upon our faithful response for 

healing, for justice, for forgiveness, for strength.  They may not have any idea that 

their soul’s life is hanging in the balance, its welfare hinging on the faithful response 

of a stranger. 

That is remarkable, utterly stunning when you consider it. 

And it just keeps happening, over and over again. God calls; we respond; someone is 

healed, or helped, or forgiven, or saved. 

We are far more connected than our conscious minds can grasp. And we are far 

bigger. I mean, our place in the scheme of things is far grander than we imagine. 

This is your place to find the call. This is your place to listen, to open your soul 

beyond all your resistance and cynicism. Here at the altar of St. Thomas, God has 
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called many a Christian over many a year. And on the other side of the yes’s that 

have been uttered, even reluctantly, have been countless people, families, and 

communities who have been healed, helped, forgiven, saved because of faithful 

responses from St. Thomas members. If we could lay them all out to see today, this 

holy room could not begin to contain them. They would stretch out the door, around 

the corner, into the streets of downtown Denver and far beyond. 

We are bigger than we realize. 

The whole business of being church is bigger than we realize. I know we have a lot 

of fun, a lot of joyful times. I know this is a place of belonging, a place of community 

and learning. A place of respite. A place where our better natures are invited to 

grow. I know, too, sometimes it’s a place of challenge and conflict, a place where our 

personal stories get all knotted up with the story of this community in ways we 

scarcely understand. A place where we are safe to be sad, angry, confused, 

depressed, and grieving.  

It’s all true. But there is something bigger than what we see, a story that holds all of 

that glorious messiness, a story that makes all our work and commitment here week 

in and week out worth it.  

And it’s not our story. I mean to say, it’s not about my personal agenda or yours. The 

story is God’s story of salvation. God’s story involves bringing the whole world back 

to himself—back from all the places where we get lost. 

It’s not our story to direct. But it is our story to enter, if we choose. We have a part in 

the story. And our part matters to people we may have never even met. How 

beautiful; how mysterious. 

Eighteen years ago, a strange thing happened on my way home. I wanted 

desperately to ignore it. Plenty of other times, I have missed or denied God’s call. But 

by the grace of God, this time I did not. 

Dr. King pushed past early resistance to God’s call. And God chose him to be, as 

Isaiah says today, a light to the nations to bring salvation. We remember blessed 

Martin not to keep him on a pedestal, but to see what marvelous things God does 

when we say yes. The world is brought back to God one faithful yes at a time. 

Martin’s call was bigger than he thought. What about us? 

God calls; we respond. It’s that simple. 
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I am so grateful to be here, in this place, where countless saints of God have listened 

to a voice that has led them to places they would never otherwise have gone. I’m 

grateful for their yes’s—and grateful for your yes’s. 

St. Thomas has done marvelous deeds, already. But our call is bigger still. 

Where is Jesus calling you, calling me, calling us next? 

God Calls; we respond. 

LISTEN! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


