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The call to the ministry began before I was born. 

You see, it was a process, not some heavenly experience when an angel of light stood 

before me with oil to anoint. I can’t begin to designate a time when I first thought of the 

ministry. It was always with me. 

It all began when the Lord reached down into the life of my father before I was born. 

Both my parents were born and raised in the Reformed Church of Overisel, Michigan. After their 

marriage in 1919 they decided to strike out on their own and head west to the far off state of 

California. Dad had a trade, butter-maker, and he wanted to use it to full advantage, make money 

and see the world. Uprooted from the protected environment of a quiet Dutch village and living 

in the culturally different and worldly cities of Riverside and Sacramento, Dad drifted spiritually. 

He neglected attending church and lived away from the Lord. Mother however persisted. Even 

though the umbilical cord of the parental home was cut, they both had a longing to return to 

Michigan. They moved to Louisville, Kentucky and eventually to St. Louis. Missouri. The 

butter-maker was on the move. After a ten year absence they finally moved to Holland, Michigan 

and there settled down. The Lord provided a job at the Arctic Ice Cream Co. While working 

there he met a fellow employee who was full of heavenly zeal. She had read a copy of the 

Standard Bearer and was impressed and wanted my father to read it. This initial contact with 

Revs. Hoeksema and Ophoff started my father to think and read. He purchased a subscription to 

the Standard Bearer and read all the literature he could get his hands on. It fell like water from 

heaven upon his parched soul. By now the First Protestant Reformed Church of Holland was 

organized as a small congregation. He sought out the fellowship of others members. Soon our 

family was settled in a church home. Dad was all aglow and Mother was quietly happy. 

Seeing the truth was like a conversion experience for my father. He saw for the first time 

the real meaning of the sovereignty of God. It was more than a doctrine, it was a way of life! 

God owned everything and required obedience in all areas of life. This became the governing 

principle of his life: God was sovereign, grace was absolute. He couldn't read enough and he was 

always reading. He sent to England for sovereign grace material. It came by the crates full. He 

sorted it out, saving the good Reformed material, burning the rest. 

Through it all my father had one inner desire, that the Lord would call his son to the 

ministry. He could envision nothing more glorious than seeing his own son preach the gospel of 

the sovereign God. These hopes were dashed to pieces three years later when his first-born son, 

now six years old became ill with the crippling disease—spinal meningitis. He didn't die, but 

after severe fever and repeated convulsions it left him with permanent brain damage. He wasn’t 

able to continue his schooling, he had to be cared for at home. 

Not till four years later did I appear upon the scene. Hearing my mother describe it, it 

must have been some scene: born with two club feet, ears folded forward, covered with red curly 

hair. I must have looked like Esau. Even that didn’t deter a zealous father. This would be his 

preacher son. 

Reaching into the distant past, I remember my folks telling me that I was going to be a 

preacher. I had to speak loud at the Sunday School Christmas program like a preacher. I had to 

sing loud—like a preacher. I even had to play the piano— like a preacher?? I marvel that all this 

emphasis on becoming a preacher didn’t somehow turn me off to even wanting to become a 



preacher. Yet, it had the opposite effect. I thought preacher! This carried through to scheduling 

my high-school courses, college preparatory, Latin, German, speech, etc. Four years at Calvin 

were dominated by pre-sem. I eagerly attended some classes at the seminary even while I was 

still at Calvin, I just couldn't wait. I loved the three years in sem and was the happiest man on 

earth when the synodical exam was completed and I received the call to Hull, Iowa. God had 

confirmed my inner call to preach the glorious gospel of the Sovereign God. 

If there ever is an example of a minister being influenced by parents to enter the ministry, 

it is in my life. Both parents earnestly desired this, encouraged me to study for it, prayed about it. 

The Lord used my parents, especially my father, as the means to confront me with the 

serious consideration to become a minister. I wasn’t forced to be a minister, I wanted to become 

one if the Lord willed it. The spiritual environment of the home made it appeal to me very much. 

We discussed the current problems in the church, we read books and discussed them together. 

My appetite for reading and study was whetted at home. God used that spiritual environment to 

lay the call upon my young heart. 

May the accounting of this remind us that God does use parents in influencing their 

children. It was not of them, it was of God. His will prevailed. 

For that I give Him thanks. 
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