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Scripture: 
 1 Samuel 1:4-20 

The Altar of Prayer 

When I read this scripture of Hannah in desperate longing prayer I can envision her, kneeling at 
the altar, tears streaming. I imagine she begins her prayer somewhat dignified and sober but 
eventually  her body slumps forward drunk with sorrow until she is laying on the cold steps sick 
with grief. It’s not a beautiful sight but it’s a sacred one.  A faithful woman coming to the temple 
to do what the temple is built for. Hannah comes to commune with God and cry out to her source 
of being. Even the priest forgets what the temple is for expecting only a certain type of refined 
religion but still she prays because she does not know what else to do.  

In Ponca City, Oklahoma, an artist depicted in a statue some of the women who helped settle the 
West. The pioneer woman has a bonnet and long dress. In one hand she holds a Bible close to her 
heart. With the other hand she leads her child. Her face is turned upward and her eyes gaze into 
the distance. She is striding boldly across the prairie. Strength, pride, courage all represent what 
is held up as faithful.  

Consider what a statue for today’s mother might be. A woman in heals and business clothes, 
Phone in one hand, computer bag slung over her shoulder, pushing the key button to unlock the 
car. Her child is running behind to catch up with her, eating breakfast on the run. Late for 
preschool, day care or some other productive educational engagement.  

Both of these images contrast with Hannah and yet Hannah has a lot to teach us.  

At the end of August I went to a mom’s retreat at Camp Summit the camp was hosted by Rising 
Villages and the CUP partnered offering some leadership and sponsorship. This day was 
powerful and impactful. At the end of the day I turned to the organizer Christine and said “this is 
it! I could do this every day.” Why? The day was filled with authentic, honest, real moments. It 
set the stage for healing, bridge building, relationships and sacred moments.  

On this day I met friends I would never have met and a group of us are beginning work we only 
have dreamt of doing. Each one of us on that day received a book called “Mom Babes” I am a bit 
older of a mom so the title didn’t really grab me. I’ve never felt like much of a ‘babe’ and never 
really wanted to. Ask a boyfriend who tried to call that nickname in my 20’s - lets just say he 
never did it again :).  
But I digress. Last weekend I took a little time off with my family and I took this “Mom Babes” 
book along. In a quiet rainy moment by the fire I started to read it and I was immediately taken 
in deep. I was reminded of all the stories we carry that no one knows.  



Each chapter is written by a different mom who shares the journey that becoming a mom has 
taken her on. Like the journey of trying to hide a teenage pregnancy and on the day of that Childs 
birth learning that no matter how bad it seems the people who truly love you will journey with 
you in the muck. Or the mom trying to figure out how to work and be a mom in the midst of a 
dream career. What about the mom who didn’t have the love of a mom growing up trying to 
figure out how to change the pattern. Or the mom who is dealing with depression but knows how 
to put on the show when she is out in public. Or the mom like Hannah who was desperate to be a 
mom and it was a long time coming. 

Many women today understand Hannah’s struggle I know some of you have because I have 
heard some of your stories. Although our society likely will not shun you to a place of being an 
outcast for not having children it still holds some of the sorrow that it held for Hannah and it is 
more of an expectation than some people think.  

I remember clearly the time when someone said to me when I was in my 30’s and being 
ordained. Oh now I get why you are single you feel you want to be married to the church. When 
I broke up with my boyfriend at 25 people warned me I was messing up my life because I would 
not be having children in time. It was irrelevant that I wasn’t in love with him or that I saw a 
pattern of abuse forming. Oh no women still are expected to have children. And to be honest I 
wanted to have children and eventually settled into the reality it wouldn’t happen. I was even told 
I couldn’t have children. Ten years feels like a lifetime ago before my two miracles that were 
never to arrive did.  

I know so many that desire to have children but have not or cannot for one reason or another. 
Many have prayed at Hannah’s altar. And if you have not had an unfulfilled desire to have 
children I am sure most of us have knelt at the altar of longing and despair at some point in life. 
Longing for a life partner, longing for a job, longing for healing, longing for someone you know 
to find their way, longing for reconciliation. Longing… 

When we are in a time of longing a community of faith is exactly a place people should be able 
to come. I often wonder, are we that place? One pastor shared.  “A mother going through a 
divorce told me, “I guess I’ll have to find another church. Not one member has said a word to me 
during this rough time. Maybe they don’t know what to say, or they think I’m an embarrassment 
to the church.” Oh how I pray we are not that kind of place. I know we would never intend to be 
but it is a reminder that our call as a community of faith is to be a place of healing and wholeness 
so let us remember to love where love is most needed.  

Every person, every mother, every father, every home has problems at one time or another. For 
Hannah they continued “year by year” (v. 7). The tears easily flowed; her appetite diminished. 
Her husband worried. Instead of giving up she turned to God. 



Mom’s often are told they have to be strong and show no emotion. I have begun to journey with 
some beautiful strong women in the last few months and the best part is the authenticity and 
honesty they bring. They have shared their Hannah moments where they have poured out their 
soul to God. Some of them have shared how people of faith journeyed with them and others have 
been brutally hurt by a church system that told them grief wasn’t Godly. That couldn’t be further 
from the truth.  

Yesterday morning in our yoga and meditation practice here we were reminded that often the 
most sacred moments happen in the most challenging of times. It’s when we know we are not in 
control and we release it to God or whatever and whoever you want to call out too that is the 
when the deepest healing begins in the midst of despair.  

As people of faith let us be real and allow one another to grieve and turn to God and one another 
in the struggles of life. Hannah prayed to God, pouring out her soul (vv. 10-11, 15-16). Worship 
and prayer change the face of our problems. I don’t know how it worked for Hannah, why her 
prayer at the altar changed things. All of us know that we can pray and not have prayers 
answered the way we want. People still die, some of us remain childless or people we love still 
struggle. The truth is when we allow it prayer, worship and meditation will changes us. Perhaps 
the prayers of Hannah calmed her spirit and released the stress she faced so that she was able to 
conceive. Or God had a particular child for her to mother in a particular time. We don’t know 
why but the truth is we come to God so that we might be changed, find peace, find solace in our 
life circumstance.  
Faith finds new courage in the promises of God. Hannah received the word to “Go in peace; the 
God of Israel grant the petition you have made to him” (v. 17). The promise was enough. She 
“went her way and ate, and her face was no longer sad” (v. 18 NKJV). Sorrows and problems 
find resolution in the promises of God.  

I don’t know what it is that you are facing today but I invite you to the altar of prayer, healing 
and comfort that only the holy can offer. And I also want to say if you need to have someone 
pray alongside you I am here and longing to do so with you.  
Amen. 


