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Come with me, dear reader, as I sit down in my pew, awaiting the pastor to come to the pulpit. 

Soon the minister arrives and within minutes we are lifting up our hearts in song to the Lord our God. 

Afterwards we pray, glorifying His name and pleading His grace and mercy to shine down upon the 

needs and afflictions of His saints. Then the prayer and singing is finished for a while. The pastor bids 

us open the Bible with him. After reading from God’s Word, our pastor begins to preach. 

Twenty-two minutes later he closes in prayer and we sing a Psalm. Yes, a twenty minute 

sermon. And on those Sabbaths and in those twenty minutes we may have heard the assurance of God’s 

election to grace mentioned, but most likely not. We may have heard some exposition of the text, but it 

was scarcely as thorough as it could have been. We may have gotten a glimpse of the holy God, but 

rare was the opportunity to stare full into His glorious face, though through a glass darkly. We leave yet 

hungry, though we came to be filled; cold, though we came to be warmed. 

Let me take you somewhere else. Please—if only for a moment. We stand in another church. 

Here you and I are warmed and filled. Here the pastor is truly pastoral; he guides his flock to the green 

pastures and leads them by the still waters. Here Christ spreads out a wondrous banquet table before us. 

This man, having been before the face of God and well-trained to be a faithful minister of the Word, 

does not cease from speaking until he has opened the Scriptures to us. For perhaps fifty minutes he 

speaks, and the only thing to keep me from seeing my blessed Redeemer in that mirror before me is my 

own weak flesh. But the water is there. It is only I to blame if I do not drink. The meat is before me; 

woe to me if I do not partake. 

Both scenes have been my personal experience. The former is a church which is Reformed in 

name, but has all but forgotten the Reformation. The latter is my present experience. As I write we have 

been without a pastor for nearly a year, and yet we have never been denied that blessed preaching. 

Though without a minister of our own, together we have nearly trekked through the Heidelberg 

Catechism by means of visiting Protestant Reformed ministers. And what a blessing that preaching has 

been to me! I feel I have grown by leaps and bounds under such preaching. Others have told me they 

are growing as well. 

If you are a pastor reading this, mark well this note of appreciation. You are necessary, and it is 

necessary that as you awake each morning you meet with God on our behalf and that you begin your 

work diligently for our welfare. Such a true pastor is priceless to Christ’s church. Yes, God can replace 

one pastor with another so that one is not more valuable than another. But what I say rather is that 

humble, diligent and consecrated Reformed pastors are invaluable to us. 

If you are a young man, perhaps you met me as a chaperone at our most recent Young Peoples’ 

Convention. I saw many of you there. Some of the few of you I got to know I judged to be mature and 

consecrated to God. Do you young men ever consider pursuing the pastorate? Do you seriously and 

prayerfully consider it? 

If you are a father, please pause to consider the young men under your roof or even under that 

of your brother in the congregation. What buds do you see on these olive plants? What seeds sprout in 

those young hearts that can serve Christ in the ministry of His Word? If the Church could perhaps be 

served by him in the pulpit, do not defraud the Church of that young man. Nourish him heartily and 

lead him carefully that Christ through him may feed and lead others. When the books are opened and 

God demands we give account of our stewardship, let it not be said of us young men that we did not 

deal with God justly in this matter. May none be ashamed that we did not regard Christ’s Church; that 



we had the means by us in our children or within us ourselves to minister to others a most blessed 

gift—and we selfishly kept our talents to ourselves. 

Once more let me take you with me. Only once more. Stand now with me among many who 

have fled other churches to this Protestant Reformed congregation. Here they are hopeful. They are 

hungry. They are cold. Oh, how they huddle here to be warmed and filled! A man walks to the front. 

You ask me if he is the pastor. No, he is not. What is that he is pushing, you say? You watch as a box on 

a cart is now set in place. A cord is unraveled and plugged into the wall. A button is pushed on a remote 

control. And instantly the room is filled with preaching. Blessed, Reformed preaching; the voice of 

Christ; able to feed a multitude. But it is second rate. It is not the same. Soon the switch is turned off 

and the pastor in the box is rolled away. Are you sick? He cannot come from the box to comfort you. 

Are you tempted? No chastening rebuke; no admonitions to halt you will come. He cannot switch 

channels when your questions are different from the topic of the sermon. He cannot write letters or 

books. He cannot lead our catechism class and he cannot join our children in a game of basketball at 

school. He cannot get on a plane to do true mission work. He cannot go to where others are lonely, cold 

and unfed. 

I ask you young and old alike—Does Christ’s Church need preaching? “Of course,” you each 

say, “for by the preaching and by Christian discipline we know the gates of the Kingdom of Heaven are 

swung wide to the believing, and shut fast against the unbelieving. Without it the church and those 

within are exposed to the devil! We here and those abroad who hunger will lack that quickening Manna 

which is Christ!” Amen. Then let not you or I slight the preaching. Rather, let us thank God for our 

seminary and its fruit and pray for its work. Pray for young men among us to consider the pastorate and 

then support them who do. The need will never be satisfied as long as there are sheep yet wandering in 

the world, bleating to be led and to be fed. ❖ 
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