
1	

A sermon preached at St. George’s Anglican Church Calgary, by the Rev. Clara 
King, May 7, 2017. 
 
Easter 4 – Year A 
1 Peter 2:19-25 
John 10:1-10 
 
May the words of my mouth and the meditations of all our hearts, be always 
acceptable in Your sight, O Lord, our Strength and our Redeemer.  Amen. 
 
 
When I first applied for ordination in the Anglican Church in Vancouver, I was 
turned down.  And it wasn’t gentle.  I was turned down cold. 
 
It was one of those moments it feels like your whole life is leading up to.  This 
was supposed to be my big moment.  I had worked hard for it for a fair long time, 
and in more ways that one.  As a kid, I was bullied at school, I was bullied at 
home, and I bullied myself, inside my head, with words of self-loathing and 
despair, convinced that I was useless and would never amount to anything.   
 
That was, until God got to me and changed my life.  God gave me a reason to 
live, and eventually, a passion for life.  God planted in my brain the tiniest seed, 
that perhaps I could amount to something, and God coaxed and called me to 
water that little seed and watch it grow.  And by the support of God’s magnificent 
grace, I persevered, and did the hard work of healing from that terrible hate-filled 
voice in my head saying I was useless and foolish to believe I had anything to 
offer.  With God’s strength, I spent years healing, and became almost healed.  
And I longed for my life to be of use, and to use my gifts in God’s service. 
 
So being turned down was almost the very worst thing that could happen.  And to 
pour salt on the wound, I was turned down by 3 people I’d never met before in 
my life, after a 45 minute interview, because I had insufficient work and life 
experience, and an idealized sense of self, the ministry and the Church. 
 
My very large parish in Vancouver all knew that I was waiting for news; they’d 
been praying for me for weeks.  So I had to go back and tell them the news, the 
news which would change how they looked at me and thought about me, or so I 
was certain.  News which would make them turn away in disgust, so useless and 
vain as I apparently was. 
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But they didn’t turn away.  They didn’t think less of me.  To my great surprise, 
they gathered round, and kept on praying for me, and offered endless grace and 
love. 
 
Encouraged by my congregation and supported by God’s grace, I found myself 
believing that those Examining Chaplains were not right about me – and thinking 
about how I could prove them wrong.  If I screamed and pouted and fought tooth 
and nail, or became rebellious against the Diocese, I would prove I was a spoiled 
entitled brat with, indeed, an idealized sense of self.  And if I ran away from the 
Church, and hid myself in shame, as so many do who are rejected so harshly by 
the Church, I would prove them right that I wasn’t ready for ministry and had an 
idealized sense of the ministry and the Church.   
 
So the answer lay right down the middle: the answer was to stay put, to stay 
connected, to live through the humiliation and learn humility, and learn everything 
I could, and trust that God did indeed have a purpose for me, and grow in 
strength and grace and trust.   
 
I am the priest I am today because of what I learned through that dark and 
difficult – and profound and beautiful time.  I was ordained here in Calgary three 
years later (5 years ago next month), much stronger, much more resilient, much 
more humble, much more rooted in the Grace of God, much more appreciative 
and trusting of the support of other people, and better equipped to give my life in 
service to the Church.  It was a terrible moment in my life, it shouldn’t have 
happened, and yet, I am glad for all the blessings God has fashioned out of that 
broken lump of clay; I am so grateful for the brightness of the light that shone 
through in the darkness. 
 
I do not believe that God caused things to happen that way in order to teach me 
a lesson; I do not believe God causes us suffering in order to test us and force us 
to learn.  Rather I believe God can find light in the midst of the darkest of nights – 
God can turn death into life and disaster into opportunities for new growth.   
 
Terrible things happen to us in our lives; painful things; awful things; and 
sometimes we struggle to find God in the midst of it all.  1 Peter was written to a 
community living in the midst of a very painful situation: they were despised and 
rejected by the Roman community; they were abused, bullied and mistreated; 
they were arrested and killed for small infractions and lived always in anxiety that 
the wider community would turn against them in violence.   
 



3	

The community was stuck between two terribly hard choices: they could give up 
their faith and slink back into polite pagan society, or they could stand up 
uncaring of the consequences and proclaim their faith far and wide and get many 
of them killed.   
 
So how to live as faithful Christians in the midst of this very difficult situation?  
The answer lay right down the middle: to trust that God was indeed with them, 
even in the midst of darkness, and to make their choices in the best, boldest, 
brightest, most faithful, most Christian way that they could, given the 
circumstances. 
 
We read 1 Peter now; we read the instructions to wives to be subject to their 
husbands, and the pronouncement to slaves that when they suffer unjustly it 
adds to their righteousness, and it’s easy to misunderstand.  But when we set 
this letter in context – when we listen compassionately to this voice speaking 
compassionately to a community who is suffering, we start to listen with different 
ears. And we start to hear them wrestling to find a way to live forward in faith in 
the midst of suffering they could not escape or overcome. 
 
1 Peter taught the community how to find hope and resilience even in the most 
difficult of circumstances.  It helped them believe that God was with them 
whether or not terrible things happened in their lives.  It helped them find a 
middle way, a bold, creative, courageous, clever and mature middle way between 
running away from suffering and putting up the wrong kind of fight. 
 
And there, between those two dangerous poles, they found God’s presence, 
active and alive in their midst.  They proclaimed that God had not abandoned 
them; they proclaimed that their suffering was not a sign of God’s displeasure – 
quite the contrary!  God was right there with them in the midst of the struggle, 
working with them as they discovered, step by step, their middle way. 
 
It takes a lot of work, and a lot of faith to find a middle way in the face of suffering 
– to find that space, very small at first, between fight and flight, between running 
away to make the pain stop, and fighting back blindly.   
 
But if we can find that space, if we can draw on God’s strength to can stand in 
the face of suffering and be not overwhelmed, we will find that space is not so 
small at all.  It is a whole landscape, filled with God’s presence and God’s 
transforming grace.   
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And God is with us in the midst of our suffering, in the midst of our struggles. God 
is endlessly alongside us, calling us and coaching us and encouraging us – just 
as God is endlessly alongside us, supporting us, weeping with us and comforting 
us and celebrating with us.  
 
Whether we believe it or not, God is with us.  Our choice, when there is suffering, 
is whether to live as if God is truly with us.  Our choice is whether to take a deep 
breath, and look around us for the light shining in the darkness, showing us the 
middle way between fight or flight.  God meets us powerfully there, and 
welcomes us into greater spiritual maturity. 
 
Whatever suffering or struggle you may be experiencing in your own life, may 
you feel God’s presence supporting you, and find by His grace, the strength to 
stand in the midst of it, take a deep breath, and see the light glimmering 
steadfastly, resiliently through the cracks. 
 
As we head towards our event on Friday and Saturday, I pray God’s grace upon 
us all. 
 
Amen. 
  


