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 During seminary it was our custom to gather for worship on Tuesday mornings. 
These meaningful services are among my most treasured memories of my four 
years at Lexington Theological Seminary. In the first semester typically, we would 
enjoy sermons from various professors or guest preachers from the community. 
However, during the second semester the pulpit would be given to select students 
in their senior year of study. 
 Senior Sermons were a big honor that we looked forward to with excitement. 
But they also occasionally felt just a bit… odd… See, we students lived on campus 
together, played sports together, hung out together, grilled out in the quad 
together, went to class together, and even occasionally studied together! 
Then, when one of us was called out and set apart to preach, it felt strange. As a 
colleague was explica�ng the Gospel with all of the elegance of an emerging 
theologian you might even hear the whispers from the back pew, “Oh that’s just 
Mike, don’t you remember when he threw an elbow on the basketball court?” Or 
“That’s just Holly, she’s so funny to talk to.” Or “Rob’s preaching??? Please… didn’t 
he bomb that Old Testament quiz?” Familiarity with the preacher was both a 
blessing and a curse.
 When Jesus was called out and set apart those who were familiar with him 
struggled to see past the man they knew. It seems that some had difficulty hearing 
the message of God because it was being delivered in a familiar voice. 
 I wonder what God is saying to us today, that we struggle to hear. I pray we don’t 
miss the message because it’s delivered in a voice we know and comes wrapped in 
a face and a life that’s all too close to us. 

Intimate God, you are always nearby. 
Give us ears to hear you in the voices we know 

and eyes to see you in every face we meet.
Amen. 

https://bible.oremus.org/?ql=482734502

