
March 1, 2020 -  “The Call” 

 

Preacher: Pastor Twyla, reading sermon by Rev. John Nalley 

Scripture: Old Testament: 1 Samuel 3:1-11, Psalm 139:1-11; New Testament: John 14:1-14 

    

I attended summer camp at Camp Mardela.  It had a swimming pond, moss hill and 

swamp trail, and camping in the woods, bug juice, S’mores and braiding gym.  Esther Crouse 

and Anna Hutchison served the campers with all their needs 

  There was also camp supper, family camp, where we had people come in to share 

about their trips and ministries. Anna Mow shared about the work in India and M.R Ziegler tried 

to connect us to the Brethren family. Merle Crouse shared about his work in Nicaragua, and 

Nancy Faus, who led the church choirs, led us in singing. 

My home church, Ridgely Church of the Brethren, would have a church picnic and ice 

cream socials at Rev. Judy’s home. There would be picnics at Joyce Zeigler’s home where we 

had a pond for fishing, and we had ice cream. Also, at the church there were children’s plays and 

Communion Sundays when the walls of the Sunday school classrooms would be lifted up to the 

ceiling to make room for communion.  

These were things that shaped me for the later years of my life. 

When I was a boy, there was a calling that I had in my room while I was playing. I heard 

a voice calling me “Johnny.” I went downstairs to mom who was in the kitchen washing dishes. I 

asked mom what she wanted. She answered, “I did not call you.’’ I went back upstairs and 

returned to playing. A little later I heard the voice again. I went to mom and asked her what she 

wanted. I told her that she had called me. She sent me back to my room. As I was leaving the 

kitchen, she told to me answer the voice. Well, there was no voice, but the call stayed with me. 

My first call experience was inspired by Samuel answering the call. Historically, the call 

came in a time when God’s appearances were few and far between. Elijah, a Holy man of God, 

did not recognize God’s calling of Samuel at first. When it dawned on Elijah after the second 

call, then he told Samuel to answer the voice.   

Florence Sanger was in the Easton church kitchen looking for snacks. Later, Florence 

came into the kitchen and was putting things away when she turned to me and said, “God has big 

plans for you.” Then she left the kitchen. I put that moment away with my calling event. 

A new pastor came to Easton, Wendell and Marie Flory. In their visit to our home, 

Wendell asked me if I had ever considered going into the ministry. I told him that I had thought 

about it, but I didn`t have the money. I had my family, and I didn`t have the grades to complete 

the schooling. I was always told that I wasn’t smart enough to go to college. 

 

 Wendell said, “We’ll see.” Wendell took me down to Salisbury College and met with 

an admissions counselor. They told us that a new major was just starting that semester. It was a 

liberal-studies major and among the career offerings was shared ministry. This was the start of a 

removal of one of the roadblocks that had been in place to keep me from going beyond my place. 

Wendell and Marie’s daughter Mary Jo was being licensed to the ministry, and Wally 

Landis preached during that service. As I listened, I felt the call and later I phoned him and told 

him I wanted to enter the ministry.  Everything came in place: housing, car repair, money, typing 

my papers and editing, a support group, doing pulpit supply for Denton, Ridgely, Cordova, and 

Farmington, who all supported me. I learned that I was the most financially supported student at 

Bethany.  

Wendell asked me if I would serve pew communion. Wendell said that he would be out 

of town. I said yes, I would do it. I had been at communion and I had my pastors’ manual. What 
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could go wrong?  I had butterflies in my stomach that morning but checked that my stuff was in 

place. It was time to serve the communion. Alvin Walbridge, Barry Fox, Gilbert Walbridge and 

Bob Clark were standing there to receive the bread. I approached the altar and lifted the cover to 

serve the bread to the congregation, and the next thing I knew the bread went sailing across the 

altar and the front pews. Deacons hit the floor picking up the pieces. I felt that God was going to 

strike me dead. Finally, I was at the door shaking hands. A deacon came up to shake my hand. 

He said he had never before seen communion served to the mice before.  

Psalm 139: Words of encouragement —“You have searched me and know me when I sit 

and when I rise; you perceive my thoughts from afar; you discern my going out and lying down. 

You are familiar with all my ways.” 

One thing I learned about the call is that it is not a static thing. It is an everchanging 

thing. When I returned to the Eastern Shore, the reason for leaving Meyersdale COB, Mischelle 

received her teaching placement down home, but my preaching position had fallen through.  I 

started doing substitute teaching for a year. I met a little boy who attended Riverview Middle 

School. He was a handful. When there was trouble, he was in the middle of it.   

Later when helping at camp, I went to registration to find out the details of my work  I 

was coming out of Sassafras cabin, and kids were coming in to register. As I was coming out of 

the cabin, I heard a voice  calling for me and it was a loud call—“Hello Mr. Nalley.” Running 

toward me with a wide smile, he asked me which cabin I was stayin’ in. I asked him which cabin 

he was in. We were both in Sassafras cabin.  “Good grief,“ I said, quoting Mr. Wilson of Dennis 

the Menace. That boy turned out to be a great camper and he was thrilled that I was with him. 

You never know how you influence people you meet. 

That event shaped my service work. It was graduation time for Cathy. In the evening at 

Cathy’s graduation party, Mischelle came into the living room and told us we better get 

downstairs because there was a tornado coming, but we didn’t take her warnings seriously. After 

all we were in western Pennsylvania.  Mischelle came in and warned us again. We were in a 

mountainous area.  Usually people grabbed treasured things, important papers, things that were 

of value, but that is not the Nalley way. We grabbed important stuff like two half gallons of 

Breyers’ ice cream and guinea pigs.  

When Patti and her family crawled out from under the sofa, all they saw was light. They 

looked around and found that the only wall that was left in existence was in the corner where 

they had taken shelter. Everything else was in a ravine that was below the house. And there was 

the two-story house in the ravine. Sitting in the place where the garage once stood was a car. And 

sitting right above the house stood the garage with the pickup in place, but the trees were down. 

UMCOR was there with a trailer to use as a headquarters for the recovery of the affected 

homes and businesses. I was impressed by their willingness and their ability to serve their 

neighbors. I saw the UMCOR collection of clothing at Westminster, Md. And finally, the 

UMCOR came to our home and built the handicapped ramp to our house. 

When I returned to Maryland, I was taken in by the Methodist. I served three churches. I 

would go from Asbury to 8:30 am; Riverton (6mi) 9:30 am; Cokesbury 10:30am (12m) and 12 

noon. I served the three churches for nine years. 

In my final ministry, education was of primary importance. I answered the call to 

counseling. So, I completed four units of Clinical Pastoral Education (CPE) and received my 

Clinical Pastoral Certification, where I found great satisfaction as a listening presence in a 

critical event.  
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In chaplaincy, there was a call that I received about a difficult patient with the nursing 

staff. I met the man in his room. The man was sitting up in the bed with his shirt off and his belly 

exposed and had a smiley face.  I introduced myself to him. I offered to sit with him. He told me 

not to waste my time with him. He didn’t believe in God and told me to leave. 

Then he told me to sit down, and he would tell me why he didn’t believe.  He told me 

that he believed in a higher power that he found at AA but then he was rejected by friends, 

family and the church. He was an alcoholic and he was also addicted to drugs.  He went into a 

long talk about his challenges and disappointments. He shared about why he believed what had 

helped him. When he finished, he sat back and asked me what I thought of his sharing.  I told 

him that he told me his faith statement. He sat back in his bed and said, “You know. You’re 

right. We had several talks after that. Then one day, I stopped by to see him and found he had 

been released from the hospital and died later that week. 

  This concludes my story. The calling is still working in my life  

through Jesus Christ, the Bible, God, and the Holy Ghost. Amen. 


