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Equi(vocation) 

Reading from the Old Testament:  Exodus 3:1-15 

Reading from the New Testament:  Romans 12:2 

I just started reading a novel I perceive is going to be an excellent 

read, which is a good thing because it is a very long novel and I’m a 

relatively slow reader. Perhaps you’ve read it, Fall of Giants by Ken 

Follett; if you have read it, I don’t want to talk to you … yet.  Anyway, 

the first strand that will weave into the larger narrative is set in the 

Welsh mining town of Aberowyn in the year of 1911. It is Billy 

William’s 13th birthday, a day signifying that instead of going to school 

he would be descending deep into the coal mine. 13-years-old. School’s 

over. Time to be a man. Would you have been ready for that at 13? If 

you grew up in Aberowyn, you had better be because that expectation is 

passed from one generation to the next.   

So, the birthday boy descends into the mine, trying not to reveal 

the nerves rioting inside of him.  His first supervisor, the last 

supervisor Billy would have chosen, is a disagreeable guy his sister had 

rebuffed. Next thing you know, Billy is led down an isolated tunnel 

where he is left with a shovel, a lamp, and the assignment to clean out 

an inexhaustible mass of coal dust and shovel it into a rail car. Before 
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abandoning him, the supervisor switched lamps leaving Billy with one 

that would quickly run out of oil so that Billy would be all alone in total 

darkness.   

Sure enough, Billy had just figured out how to approach the 

impossible task before him when his lamp went out and there he was, 

all alone, a half-mile below ground in an abandoned tunnel of absolute 

darkness. He didn’t want to scream or cry, because if this was just some 

kind of hazing ritual, he didn’t want to fail and suffer the abuse from co-

workers for decades to come.  So, he felt through the darkness 

determining the distance between the dust and the rail car, and went 

about the work of shoveling the muck into the cart, singing through 

every hymn he knew from church to ward off the terror.   

Though the typical ritual was supposed to last an hour, the 

supervisor left him down there in the dark all day, and Billy was 

determined to show other miners that he had not been broken. 

13-years-old. When I was thirteen, life consisted of doing as little 

as you could get by with in school and spending all your free time 

playing ball or watching Gilligan’s Island reruns.  13-years-old and 
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generally accepting of the expectation that you would keep descending 

into the coal mine day after day, year after year until your legs couldn’t 

carry you or the dust eventually destroyed your lungs. 

What did the future look like to you when you were 13? Are you 

now doing what you thought you would be doing at 13?  It is rare for 

someone to be that prescient, living into the future they envisioned, 

unaffected and unimpeded by societal shifts, health issues, economic 

volatility, changing technology, shifting relationships, peer pressure, 

mom/dad pressure, etc. I had a classmate in high school whose father 

was the local Oldsmobile dealer, and everybody assumed what his 

future looked like.  Not many folks buying new Oldsmobiles today. 

Even if you are a nurse, and you knew when you were 7-years-old 

that you wanted to be a nurse, think of all the ways your world, not to 

mention nursing itself, has changed since those early daydreams. Even 

if the future you envisioned bears some facsimile to the life you lead 

today, there is always the probability of the unforeseen circumstance 

and the occasional daydream about the road not taken. All those What 

if questions can be the building block of dreams or the slippery slope of 

regret sliding into the pit of resentment. 
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For Billy Williams, setting, circumstance, socio-economics, and 

tradition were the road signs that guided his steps to the mine on his 

13th birthday. I’ll have to read the rest of the book to find out what forks 

there may be in the road ahead for Billy.  Yet, in contrast to Billy, I 

would venture that your story reflects more of a mixed bag of 

circumstances, choices, U-turns, exit ramps, and detours, in a way, 

though not nearly as dramatic, like that which muddled the path of 

Moses, leaving the future, the road ahead, fairly foggy.  How many 

adults here, remembering your 13th birthday, sensed that you would be 

living in south Charlotte today; working where you work; doing 

whatever it is you do; mowing the lawn of the home in which you dwell 

with the particular collection of people you call family?   

Somewhat unique among Presbyterian churches in Charlotte, we 

come from everywhere. When I look out into the congregation, I see 

faces with connections to just about every state, including Alaska and 

Hawaii, and the commonwealth of Puerto Rico. I see more than a few 

faces representing nations across the globe, including Norway, England, 

Wales, South Africa, Finland, Indonesia, South Korea, and Jamaica. So, 

I’m just wondering, who among us, walking hand in hand with a parent 
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on your way to your first day of first grade in San Diego, Des Moines, 

Buffalo, Helsinki, Johannesburg, the Cotswolds, or the Bronx were 

daydreaming about growing up to live in south Charlotte and writing 

code, or working for a bank, or seeing patients, or managing accounts 

and arguing over going for barbeque or shrimp and grits at lunch? The 

road to this blessed spot of earth was probably not a straight shot for 

anyone. 

The path to your here and now was neither smooth, nor straight 

nor without wrong turns, potholes, speed bumps, breakdowns, flat tires, 

and empty tanks. But you are here, and whether your now exceeds or 

cannot reach your childhood daydreams, you are here and there are 

blessings to be celebrated, thanks to be offered, potential to be mined, 

gifts to be used, relationships to be nurtured, compassion to be offered, 

and most certainly, a call from God for you to answer. 

We do the Bible and our God a disservice when we over-

mythologize the familiar figures we read about in Scripture as though 

they represent heaven’s summa cum laude graduates, all weighted 

down with an embarrassment of cords, awards, and Phi Beta Kappa 

pins; ‘cause it … just … ain’t … so.  
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Moses was just a guy, though he certainly had a colorful life 

leading up to that day on Mt. Horeb.  I heard one preacher paint an 

image of contentment in describing Moses on the mountain, raising a 

family, keeping the sheep, but I’m not so sure.  

As I ponder the story, I see a bit of a tortured soul, a homeless, 

restless spirit, having wrestled with identity issues his entire life, 

pulled apart by two worlds that while side by side are entirely different. 

Born to a slave under the brutal rule of a delusional demigod who 

demands temples and palaces but persecutes those who build them and 

would just as soon all the little Moses’ running around become food for 

the fish or fertilizer in the ground. It’s only conspiracy and coincidence 

that plucks Moses from the river and plants him in the home of the very 

infanticidal man who had decreed his murder. 

Moses grew up in privilege, but would never truly be accepted as 

an Egyptian.  He was born a Hebrew, but wouldn’t he be resented by 

the Israelites because he ate at the table of their oppressor? Even when 

he intervenes to help, he is resented for it and becomes a fugitive 

because of it. And how suited is a graduate of the palace for the work of 

a shepherd. Yes, he’s found acceptance and a spouse in Midian, but he’s 
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working for his father-in-law, so how thrilling could that be? And let’s 

not forget that if you are a shepherd, one thing you have an abundance 

of is time to think, daydream, regret, fantasize, and be done in by all 

the what ifs.  

Moses is considered an outsider to both the Israelites and the 

Egyptians. Content? I don’t think so. Do you know what Moses named 

his firstborn child? Gershom. Do you know the Hebrew meaning of that 

name?  Alien/exile. Who names his first kid exile? What’s in store for the 

second child? Hemorrhoid? I mean, if you are giving out names based on 

your state of mind at that moment…  Content? No, Moses is a restless 

soul, a homeless spirit. And I would guess that there have been or are 

times in your life when you know exactly what that feels like.   

I think the greatest music video from the early glory days of MTV 

is Once in a Lifetime by the Talking Heads. Do you remember it? I’ll 

forego David Byrne’s curious dance moves. They give me a headache. 

“And you may find yourself behind the wheel of a large automobile  

And you may find yourself in a beautiful house, with a beautiful wife  

And you may ask yourself    Well...How did I get here?” 
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Music critic Steve Huey wrote that the theme of the lyric ponders 

“the drudgery of living life according to social expectations, and 

pursuing commonly accepted trophies (a large automobile, beautiful 

house, beautiful wife)." Although the singer has these trophies, he 

begins to question whether they are real and how he got them.” (Steve 

Huey, All Music) 

I think the Talking Heads have expertly probed the inner struggle 

in Moses’ mind. 

And you may ask yourself  

What is that beautiful house?  

And you may ask yourself  

Where does that highway go to?  

And you may ask yourself  

Am I right?...Am I wrong?  

And you may say to yourself yourself  

My God!...What have I done?!  (Talking Heads, Once in a Lifetime) 

Moses isn’t some otherworldly hero. Moses is you at various points 

in your life when life and meaning, when routine and purpose seem 

strangely disconnected by some mental/emotional/spiritual 

electromagnetic force. And yet, this is the point when God interrupts 

Moses’ routine, Moses’ rut, Moses’ ruminations. 
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The Lord said, "I have observed the misery of my people who are 

in Egypt; I have heard their cry on account of their taskmasters. 

Indeed, I know their sufferings, 8 and I have come down to deliver them 

from the Egyptians, and to bring them up out of that land to a good and 

broad land, a land flowing with milk and honey … So come, I will send 

you to Pharaoh to bring my people, the Israelites, out of Egypt.”  

Whoa! That’s a big job. Couldn’t I just make a small donation or 

send some muffins? I take that back.  That’s not a big job. That’s an 

impossible job, an insane undertaking, a fool’s errand! Is Moses up to 

the task?  Absolutely not. And Moses knows this. In fact, he exhausts 

the Lord with a litany of all the reasons he is not the person for the job 

which prompts the Lord to go all LBJ on Moses.  

Have you ever heard the recording of President Johnson coercing 

Richard Russell to serve on the Warren Commission after the Kennedy 

assassination? Russell turns him down because he doesn’t like or trust 

Chief Justice Earl Warren. So LBJ says, “Now listen, you’re my man on 

that commission, and you’re going to do it. And don’t tell me what you 

can do and what you can’t, because I can’t arrest you, and I’m not going 
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to put the FBI on ya, but you’re … [ahem, Gosh Darn] gonna serve; I’ll 

tell ya that!” (YouTube) 

So, Moses packs his bag and catches the midnight camel to Egypt. 

Moses is unprepared and ill-equipped, but God is not flying blind here. 

Moses does know the customs, the politics, and the personalities in 

Pharaoh’s house and he has demonstrated a spontaneous urge to 

intervene in a conflict on behalf of the weaker combatant. It’s certainly 

not enough to get the job done, but it’s a start, and the primary 

qualification Moses has in his resume is that God will go with him, 

remain with him, sustain him, and equip him. 

The primary reason you are not growing into the person God 

created you to be is the mistaken notion that you have to be 

prepared/equipped/all put together before you begin.  “I can’t go to a 

Bible study because I don’t know anything about the Bible.” What? “I 

can’t get involved until life calms down, until I put my life/my house/my 

kids in order.” So you mean … never? 

You are never fully prepared … fully equipped … fully motivated; 

the timing is never perfect and seldom even good; but God is calling you 



 

 

11 

11 

now to change the world. The great mystic Thomas Merton said, ““If you 

want to identify me, ask me not where I live, or what I like to eat, or 

how I comb my hair, but ask me what I am living for, in detail, ask me 

what I think is keeping me from living fully for the thing I want to live 

for.”  Your bush is burning, so listen up.  Amen.        


