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It was three years ago today, that I drove from Bluffton, Ohio, where I was 

serving as a pastor to Ontario following morning worship.  I was to spend the next 2 

weeks, helping my parents move from their house in small town Listowel to a condo in 

a 12 story high rise for seniors in the city of Kitchener.  This change was an intentional 

decision on the part of my parents – to live closer to children and grandchildren and 

transition into a new community while they had energy to “begin again”.   This move 

meant downsizing …. they had begun sorting through their “stuff” a year earlier, 

making regular stops at the local Thrift stores as well as occasional trips to the dump.  

The previous Christmas all the gifts given to family members came from within their 

four walls.  

 Since the beginning of January of 2012, mom and dad began taking a carload of 

belongings to their new home every time they made the 45 minute drive to Kitchener.  

This gradual move helped ease the adjustment to a new and smaller living space.  By 

early May, the final move and an auction sale were to take place.  I wanted to be a part 

of the move with them and for them in part because my parents have helped in many 

of the moves I have made in life.  But also because when one part of the family makes 

a change, it affects the entire family no matter where they live.  

 In spite of efforts to plan for everything to run seamlessly of course everything 

did not unfold that way.  The hope was to move before the auction sale took place.  But 

the auctioneers for the group auction set the date for the sale for 5 days prior to the 



date mom and dad had arranged with the moving company.  That meant that all the 

furniture for the sale needed to leave the house the day after I arrived --that included 

the bed on which I was to sleep as well as the other guest bed and the couches.    

For the duration of my Canadian stay, I gained a new appreciation for beds.  That 

first week in Listowel, I slept on a single sized air mattress on the floor in my basement 

bedroom.  It took a few days to adjust to this change. The day of the move to 

Kitchener, it soon became evident that there was not room for the hideabed couch in 

the den of the new home.  The hideabed couch was where I was supposed to sleep.  

And with all the boxes that fill up rooms after a move, there wasn’t floor space for an air 

mattress.   

So I moved my suitcase to my sister’s home for the next week.  They have a hide 

a bed couch in their basement family room.   That room is also home to the only 

television and the only computer in the house.  There would need to be flexibility and 

sacrifice on the part of the entire household to make the schedule work in this multi-

purpose room!    

That first night at my sister’s place, I arrived late evening and headed down to my 

room.  As I walked down the steps, I was delighted to find the bed already set up and 

made.  I noticed a handwritten note lying on the bed – but as I approached, I soon saw 

the note wasn’t for me.  For it read in bold print -- “No one on this bed except for Aunt 

Louise”.  But in the midst of all the adjustments, there was occasion for laughter.   

Change … it’s a part of life …it is not good or bad, it is how things are.  

Sometimes we choose to make changes – in how we live, our daily routines, our jobs, 



our living situations.  Sometimes changes come without our choosing –an increase in 

gas prices, an accident, an illness, the death of a family member or friend.  Some 

changes seem small; some are dramatic; some changes bring a good deal of joy; 

others are more difficult and involve a great deal of suffering. Whether chosen or 

unchosen, easy or difficult, changes open the door to the unknown. We as human 

beings like stability and certainty.  Most of us prefer the predictable and known.  

Changes unleash feelings of restlessness, anxiety and impatience.  Changes do shape 

our lives.  They are not merely events in the past, they are experiences that stay with 

us, that guide our lives in the future. 

The biblical story that we heard this morning invites us into a story of change – 

we break into a time of transition in leadership in Israel.  Samuel was the last of Israel’s 

judges.  Surrounding nations had kings as leaders.   According to commentator 

Stephen Harris, “national survival demanded the national unity that only an able king 

could give.  A loose tribal confederacy and uncooperative individualism were neither 

organized nor efficient enough to meet the current military crisis.” 

The Israelites wanted a king and had pressured Samuel to adopt a leadership 

structure in keeping with their neighboring countries.  Samuel, ever listening for God’s 

guidance, responded to God’s instruction to “listen to their voice and set a king over 

them” we read in 1 Samuel chapter 9.  Saul was the first king – a king who had been 

chosen by the people and blessed by Samuel.  But Saul had been a harsh and unfair 

leader; he had compromised his commitments.  In spite of these challenges, Samuel 

grieved over the loss of Saul.   



With any change in life, there is an element of grief – needing to let go of what 

was and moving into a new way of thinking, or acting, or living.  Even when it is an 

anticipated change, there is grieving to which to attend.  The birth of a child brings 

much joy but also a loss of living with less responsibility.  Moving from living alone to 

living with a spouse will mean some grief work.  There is an element of grief to live 

through with any kind of change.  

Perhaps a part of Samuel’s grief was in response to what the ending meant for 

Samuel – the discernment of a new leader … especially when the last choice had not 

worked well.  Where would this new king be found?  What kinds of qualities were 

needed?  Samuel was old and nearing the end of his working years.  Perhaps the task 

sounded daunting to him whose physical energy wasn’t what it had been in younger 

years.  Clearly, Samuel wrestled with his distress over Saul and was anxious about 

being able to identify a new king.  

God spoke to Samuel in the midst of his grief, reminding him that it was time to 

choose a new leader.  God turned Samuel’s eyes from the past to the future and sent 

him to begin a new thing.  God provided a sketchy plan – “fill your horn with oil and set 

out –one of Jesse’s sons will be king.”   And Samuel in his fear responds “How can I 

go?  If Saul hears of it, he will kill me.”  God reassures Samuel, telling him to take a 

heifer with him to sacrifice --- a tangible symbol of faith in God’s leading – “Invite Jesse 

to the sacrifice and I will show you what to do; and you will anoint for me the one whom 

I name to you.”  



And Samuel went …. Jesse invited his sons to come and meet Samuel and one 

by one, they were not the selected.  Undoubtedly, Samuel must have wondered if 

indeed this was God’s leading when the last son came by.  But Samuel persisted … 

and the ruddy, young and handsome son out tending the sheep was the one that God 

chose to be the new king.   

A story of about change – loss and grief for what had been; anxiety and 

confusion about the future.  A time of in between.  Yet, in the midst of the uncertain 

and unknowns, we see signs of hope. Samuel trusted that God was doing a new thing.  

Samuel reached deeply into his well of faith and lived into the changes, stepping out 

with courage, trusting that something new would emerge.  He took a deep breath and 

plunged into the muddle.  It reminds of the children’s game that I encountered at camp 

as child – a call and response activity.   “going on a lion hunt,  gonna catch big one; I’m 

not scared.  Oh, oh, there’s river.  Can’t go over it, can’t go under it; can’t go around it; 

gotta go through it.”   

  

Samuel went through it; he faced the unknowns and moved into the change, 

lived into the unclarity.   And he did so with faith that God was indeed in the midst of 

the muddle …. Samuel demonstrated the ability to wait on God.   

The issue of waiting on God is repeated over and over again in scripture.  

"Wait for the LORD; be strong, and let your heart take courage; wait for the LORD!" 

[Ps. 27: 



"Be still before the LORD, and wait patiently for him; do not fret over those who prosper 

in their way, over those who carry out evil devices." [Ps. 37:7] 

"I wait for the LORD, my soul waits, and in his word I hope..."  [Ps 130:5] 

"The LORD is good to those who wait for him, to the soul that seeks him." 

[Lamentations 3:25] 

"...those who wait for the LORD shall renew their strength, they shall mount up with 

wings like eagles, they shall run and not be weary, they shall walk and not faint." 

[Isaiah 40:31] 

The key in these verses is that it is not simple waiting  …."Grin and bear it, or 

"Keep a stiff upper lip," but "waiting upon the Lord,"  and it is waiting upon God that 

builds and deepens our faith and gives us a sense of peace. Waiting on the Lord is 

really the practice of slowing down, releasing all that binds within, our fears and 

anxieties and making space to receive the new.   Waiting patiently on the Lord takes 

practice and time. 

In her article entitled, What Do You Have Time For?  Joan Chittister, a 

Benedictine sister in Erie PA, considers how obsessive contemporary society is with 

speed – producing things faster, computer upgrades that work more and more quickly; 

a desire to live in the fast lane – fast food, electronic banking, online courses, world 

news in a few seconds.  We are people on the move, wanting results.   



But the spiritual life does not operate in high gear at high speed.  Chittister writes 

“The spiritual life is a slow, slow uncovering of the mechanics of the soul and the even 

slower process of putting it all back together again, of coming to see what we never 

saw before—God everywhere and, most of all, in us. Ironically enough, in our haste, 

our generation has lost a sense of the value of time. Speed has not saved us time. It 

has simply enabled us to fill it with twice as much work as we used to do. The faster we 

go, the more we leave ourselves behind.”  

She continues,   “But there are some things that cannot be hurried. We cannot 

hurry the process of grief, for instance. We cannot rush the project of growth. We 

cannot speed the effects of hurt. We cannot hasten the coming of love. Each of those 

things comes in stages. Each of them takes soul-work. Time is given not for the sake 

of perfection but for the sake of discovery. We must begin to see time, not as a 

commodity, but as a sacrament revealing God to us in the here and now.  Always.”   

 I waited patiently for the Lord proclaims the Psalmist --- and he inclined to me 

and heard my cry … he drew me up from the desolate pit.  God put a new song in my 

mouth.   Waiting on God is to allow faith to engage our lives at the point of difficulty and 

rest in a gentle trust that we are cared for by our loving God … who hears our cry, who 

draws our lives from the wilderness of the unknown; who puts a new song in our 

mouths.   We are invited to trust in God’s ways … to look for the ways God is at work in 

the world – in the ordinary times, in the challenging times, in the times of uncertainty. 

On my bulletin board above my desk, I have posted a brief reading that a friend 

sent me some time ago.  The author of this reading is Pierre de Chard, a French 



philosopher and Jesuit priest who lived from 1881 –  1955.  The reading is entitled, 

Patient Trust – a part of it reads: 

Above all, trust in the slow work of God.  We are quite naturally impatient in 

everything to reach the end without delay.  We should like to skip the intermediate 

stages.  We are impatient of being on the way to something unknown, something new.  

And yet it is the law of all progress that it is made by passing through some stages of 

instability – and that it may take a very long time. Give our Lord the benefit of believing 

that his hand is leading you, and accept the anxiety of feeling yourself in suspense and 

incomplete.”   

 Trust in the slow work of God.  Profound words … ones that that remind us to 

patiently wait for God’s love to be revealed in unexpected and surprising ways … most 

certainly as we live into the challenges that comes with change.   

An African American woman was asked, “What was the hardest time in your 

life?”  Fully expecting to hear stories of poverty and prejudice, it was a surprise to hear 

the story the woman relayed.  She said,” It was just a few years ago when my younger 

sister Emma came to live with me.  Emma was sick and there was no one left in the 

family but me to care for her.  What could I do?  I took her in. Kin is kin.  But it didn’t 

take my heart but 2 or 3 days to be filled in every crook and crevice with resentment.  

She was the baby sister my daddy loved the best.  Emma wasn’t disciplined like the 

rest of us.  The hickory stick never crossed her legs.  She was spoiled through and 

through.  The world revolved around Emma and the rest of us kids stood around her 

holding resentment.  Even as an adult, she was queen of complaint.  No one could do 



enough.  When she came to live with me, she expected me to be her maid.  She would 

moan and groan if I asked her to help.  Well, I couldn’t stand it.  My resentment grew 

so big it smelled up the whole house like a mess of collards cooking.  So I got down to 

do some serious praying.  Every morning I’d stir a pot of grits – her favourite.  As I 

stirred, I asked God to remove this mountain of resentment.  I stirred and I prayed day 

after day.  Plenty of grits went down until finally God set me free.   

You know what finally did it?  I started feeling deep down that I couldn’t love her.  

But I loved someone who knew how to love her.  And that was the beginning.  I even 

got where I could laugh at myself and Emma – us two old women hobbling around 

trying to make do.  Emma eased up a bit, though she still could complain, but it doesn’t 

stand in my way anymore.  I just go on.  I even have some love in my heart.  God is 

mighty big, child, mighty big.”  

As people of faith, we like Samuel are called to live into change with grace and 

courage, confident that God’s Spirit is with us and at work in the world.  Living into 

change as people of faith doesn’t mean there will not be times of confusion; it doesn’t 

mean we will be spared times of sadness or anger or difficulty.  Living into change as 

people of faith invites us to hold on to that which is life giving and letting go of all that 

would hinder our perspective.  We are called to trust in the slow work of God ….to find 

ways to live with patient trust in God.  For God is breaking into our lives and world in 

new ways.   AMEN    

 


