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1 Samuel 3:3-10, 19; 1 Corinthians 6:13-15, 17-20; John 1:35-42;
Psalm 40 – Here I am, Adonai, I come to do your will. . 

As many of you know, I have two granddaughters. One is 5 and one is 22, so there’s a bit of an age difference between them. Back on Christmas, after we’d opened all the gifts and had our lunch, I asked “Does anybody want to …” and before I could even finish the sentence, Venus, the 5-year-old, said, “I do, Grandmom, I do.” I could have asked her if she wanted to jump off a roof. But she didn’t ‘t wait to hear the question. She just wanted to do anything Grandmom asked. I’m pretty godlike in her eyes. 

On the other hand, when I ask the 22-year-old if she wants to have lunch with me, it’s like a game of 20 questions. “Well, I’m not sure, Grandmom. When do you want to go? Where will we go? What should I wear? When will we get back? Can we go somewhere that’s vegan? Can I bring Ryan (her new husband) with me?”  The 17 years in between Venus and Prema have ripened my older granddaughter. She’s learned to look before she leaps. She’s no longer a quivering mass of unbridled enthusiasm. And maybe most importantly, Grandmom is no longer a one- dimensional being who can do no wrong, and who can be trusted 100% to lead without questioning.


In some ways, it makes me sad to realize that bubbly little Venus is destined to grow into the reserved and more mature Prema one day. But we all do it. It’s a part of our developmental processes that we move from nondiscriminating to discriminating behavior. We do it in every area of our lives. And we ought to do it in our spiritual lives as well. But I’m not sure we do. Even as we mature physically and psychologically, I’m not so sure we mature spiritually. But that’s what I think we see in our readings today – an invitation to move from Venus’ naïve trust to Prema’s mature questioning as we deepen our relationship with the Divine. 

In our first reading we see young Samuel who’s being trained in temple service by the prophet Eli. When Samuel hears his name being called in the middle of the night, he jumps out of bed and runs to Eli ready to do whatever is demanded of him, no questions asked. A second time, a third time, and finally Eli realizes it’s God who’s calling Samuel. So Eli tells Samuel to transfer his allegiance from his mentor (Eli) to YHWH – which young Samuel readily does – and when Samuel hears his name called a fourth time, we hear his famous answer, “Speak, Lord, your servant is listening.” God calls and Samuel responds  -- clear as a bell, again, no questions asked.  

This is quite a bit different from what we hear in John’s Gospel today. When Jesus notices the disciples following him, he doesn’t call each of them to himself by name. Instead, he asks them, “What are you looking for?” And when they respond “Where do you live?,” Jesus says “Come and see.” I want  to suggest that this is the Gospel’s way of saying to us that as our life in God matures, the call we hear and the response we make are rarely as clear as the words we sing in that familiar song “Here I am, Lord, it is I Lord, I have heard you calling in the night.”  Whether we sing it or not, the truth is we don’t always hear God calling us as clearly in the night as Samuel did.

Our life in God is meant to be a deepening  of our understanding of who God is, who Jesus is, what our faith is, what we believe, what we don’t believe,  what all this means in our lives. As in all other aspects of our lives, as we mature, our spiritual lives ought to be filled with questions and doubts and wondering, as were the lives of the two disciples  who asked Jesus “Where do you live?”  Where do you live is just another way of saying “Who are you anyway?” 
I want to emphasize that this questioning of our understanding of God is not a lack of faith in God, any more than Prema’s asking me a ton of questions about lunch is a lack of faith in me as her Grandmother. Questions are how we learn, how we mature, how we come to own the world around us and not just respond to what-is. We sift and we sort and we learn through questions, and questions are as legitimate to our faith as they are legitimate to all other aspects of our lives. 

We may have grown up in a church where questions were discouraged. We may have been told that authorities in our Church had all the answers, and that we had only to say “Speak, your servant listens.” But that would be Samuel talking. That would be Venus talking. That would be a child talking. That would not be disciples looking to know and love and serve God through wrangling with questions that lead to a more mature faith. 

Taking all this out of the spiritual realm and putting it into a broader context, here’s a pertinent thought from Voltaire who says, Doubt is not a pleasant condition, but certainty is an absurd one. So let’s not be absurd. In our faith, and in our politics I might add. Let’s ask questions … let’s explore … let’s opt for uncertainties, knowing that there is always more to know about God, about Love, about Life. Doubt is not pleasant, and we’ll likely never return to the bliss of a Venus or a Samuel. But certainty is absurd. And surely God does not affirm the value of certainty when the invitation is simply “Come and see.”  AMEN. 
One more thing … while this is not a memorial Mass, we do remember today that it’s been five years since we lost Anne. And we gather in Anne & Lance’s home to remember her. I like to think that throughout  her life, Anne was like those disciples we heard about in today’s Gospel, continually questioning, choosing doubt over certainty, preferring the discomfort of lifelong learning over the absurdity of a lifelong nose-to-the-grindstone career. I like to remember Anne as a woman who asked Jesus where he lived, and then went in to take a look around for herself. Maybe Anne didn’t have all the answers by the time she died, but I’m sure her courage in questioning is what carried her into eternal joy. And I’m pretty sure her attitude was one we can and should  all aspire to. 

Many of us know, Anne had an affinity for rocks; I have her gifts of rocks all over my house, and many of you probably do as well. So as a way to remember Anne today, Lance has collected Anne’s rocks and invites each of us to take one as a reminder of Anne. I would add, take it as a special reminder of Anne’s embrace of Jesus’ invitation to explore our questions, our doubts, our uncertainties.  Each time you hold Anne’s rock in your hand and you wrap your fingers around it, say to Jesus, “Where do you live?” Then go look for yourself,  the same as our friend Anne did. AMEN.  
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