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Good Morning. It’s good to be with you. Thank you for having me. I work for the 
Presbytery as Area Relationship Coordinator, serving pastors and churches as 
an encourager and resource. My husband, Jon and our children I live nearby.  
WE are an LPP family. Our oldest finished up last year; our 3 year old currently 
attends and we’ve got our one-year old triplets enrolled for fall.  So it’s really fun 
and a privilege to be here and worship with you this morning. 

Whenever I read or hear Acts 9, I am transported to the 9th grade. To an upstairs 
classroom in my religious high school in Norfolk, VA.  Our Bible class studied the 
Book of Acts.  You could always tell the teachers were getting a little tired when 
they told you to break into groups of 4 and assigned your group a chapter of the 
Bible and told you to perform a skit.

I was in a group with Holly, Elizabeth and Carrie. We were assigned Acts 9 and 
were completely unserious in our theatrical endeavor.  In my memory, I see Holly 
Seltzer standing on a chair, holding a single lightbulb with a power cord plugged 
into the wall, speaking as God, “Saul Saul why do you persecute me?!”  And I 
chuckle.

———

TRANSITION #1

Everybody has something come to mind when they hear Scripture or a story.  
And so I ask you, during the reading of Acts 9, what came to mind?  [ B E A T ]

Maybe you heard a detail in the story you've never noticed before?

For instance: 
It never occurred to me before how brave Ananais had to be to go find Saul.  
When Jesus appeared; gave him instructions, he said “whoa whoa whoa this guy 
has a reputation.  And he’s coming here to arrest people who believe you’re the 
Messiah. You sure you got the right guy?”  But he was brave. He obeyed.
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Or maybe you thought for the first time about those 3 days after Jesus appeared 
to Saul when he was just … waiting… no sight, sitting there. Our author tells us 
he ate and drank nothing in that time period.

- I’m struck by frailty of Saul. Those 3 days.  Someone who was accomplished, 
authoritative, powerful. Just stopped in his tracks, hobbled in ability. Now 
dependent. Vulnerable. And questioning everything he's been doing with his life 
these past years - realizing his self-righteousness was SO WRONG; the 
violence he perpetrated on those who believed in Jesus, was evil. Sitting and 
waiting. In darkness.

BUT you know what really jumped out to me this time? 

I noticed God appeared. On Purpose. Three Times:

1) Directly to Saul on the road - That was dramatic
2) To Annanais in a dream
3) Again to Saul, this time appearing through a person, Ananais (God chose to 

do a work through Ananias to meet Paul’s need).  And let’s not miss this - 
God chose to pursue Saul, a person doing horrible things. God pursued 
Paul in his frailty.

SO this is what we’re talking about this morning:  God Appearing.  Pursuing 
people and appearing to people.

For me, this begs two questions:

1) TO WHOM does God appear? (all types of people) 
 
AND  

2) IN WHAT WAYS does God appear? (countless methods)

———

Scripture shares stories of God appearing in countless ways.
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I think of Hagar - an enslaved woman, made pregnant by the patriarch, Abraham. 
She runs away after abuse; she’s alone, pregnant and scared in the desert. With 
no plan.  Terrifying. God appears to her, is kind, and offers her a plan and future 
hope.

Elijah - A prophet of God.  After a dramatic miracle against Baal, Jezebel wants 
him dead.  He is scared and running for his life.  Exhausted he collapses in 
sleep.  God’s angel wakes him, “get up and eat, the journey is too much for you.”  
He rests.  Travels to a cave to sleep.  God comes to him, Elijah says “I’ve had 
enough, Lord”   He feels he’s been a failure and can’t go on.  Elijah expects God 
to come in earthquake, wind, or fire. [earth / wind / and fire] Instead, God appears 
in a quiet whisper, and tends to Elijah.

Jesus appears to children - beckons them.  So countercultural at the time.  
Children were not highly valued in first century Palestine.  But Jesus elevates 
their status, calls them to himself.  Instructs others “let the children come to me. 
the kingdom of heaven belongs to them”

——— 

GOD APPEARS.

1) TO WHOM does God appear? (all types of people) 
 
AND  

2) IN WHAT WAYS does God appear? (countless methods)

God appears to Regular people, horrible people.  Kids.  Unlikely people. 
Annoying neighbors. Tired people.  Grieving people. Content people.  Sad 
people.  The Educated, The Enslaved.  Moms. Those who are stuck at home. 
Those who don’t have homes. People who wish they were moms. The Powerful, 
and the weak. Scared people. Joyful people. Boring people.  Struggling people. 
Rich people. People who’ve lost their jobs. Those who are well, and also to those 
who are sick.  Little ones.  Old ones.  Everybody.

No one is outside the reach of God’s pursuit. 
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****

GOD IS STILL APPEARING TO PEOPLE.  TODAY.  IN 2022.  

One of my favorite authors is Ann Lamott.  I’d like to read an excerpt from her 
memoir called Traveling Mercies

To set it up. She was raised by intellectual parents who felt disdain toward people 
of faith, and educated in an environment much the same.  Later on she went 
through a tough time in her life, living alone on a houseboat, in the throes of 
addiction, entered a romantic relationship with a married man. Depressed, she 
took to bed with alcohol and pain medication.

Of that time, She writes (p. 49-50):

“After a while, as I lay there, I became aware of someone with me, hunkered 
down in the corner, and I just assumed it was my father, whose presence I had 
felt over the years when I was frightened and alone. The feeling was so strong 
that I actually turned on the light for a moment to make sure no one was there–
of course, there wasn’t. But after a while, in the dark again, I knew beyond any 
doubt that it was Jesus. I felt him as surely as I feel my dog lying nearby as I 
write this. 

And I was appalled. I thought about my life and my brilliant hilarious 
progressive friends, I thought about what everyone would think of me if I 
became a Christian, and it seemed an utterly impossible thing that simply could 
not be allowed to happen. I turned to the wall and said out loud, “I would rather 
die.” 

I felt him just sitting there on his haunches in the corner of my sleeping loft, 
watching me with patience and love, and I squinched my eyes shut, but that 
didn’t help because that’s not what I was seeing him with. 

Finally I fell asleep, and in the morning, he was gone. 

This experience spooked me badly; I thought it was just an apparition  … But 
then everywhere I went, I had the feeling that a little cat was following me, 
wanting me to reach down and pick it up, wanting me to open the door and let 
it in. But I knew what would happen: you let a cat in one time, give it a little 
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milk, and then it stays forever. So I tried to keep one step ahead of it, slamming 
my houseboat door when I entered or left. 

And one week later, when I went back to church, I was so hungover that I 
couldn’t stand up for the songs, and this time I stayed for the sermon, which I 
just thought was so ridiculous, like someone trying to convince me of the 
existence of extraterrestrials, but the last song was so deep and raw and pure 
that I could not escape. It was as if the people were singing in between the notes, 
weeping and joyful at the same time, and I felt like their voices or something 
was rocking me in its bosom, holding me like a scared kid, and I opened up to 
that feeling–and it washed over me. 

]…, I began to cry and left before the benediction, and I raced home and felt the 
little cat running at my heels, and I walked down the dock past dozens of potted 
flowers, under a sky as blue as one of God’s own dreams, and I opened the door 
to my houseboat, and I stood there a minute, and then I hung my head and said 
‘F— it: I quit.’ I took a long deep breath and said out loud, ‘All right. You can 
come in.’ 

So this was my beautiful moment of conversion.” 

This is so moving to me.  God pursues us and appears to us, just like this person 
who wants nothing to do with God.

God is also in the business of appearing to us in thousands of small moments, if 
only we have eyes to see, to recognize God.  In his famous work, Leaves of 
Grass ,  Walt Whitman wrote a poem: “Song of Myself” Section 48 reads:

“  I see something of God each hour of the twenty-four, and each 
moment then,
In the faces of men and women I see God, and in my own face in the 
glass,
I find letters from God dropt in the street, and every one is sign'd by 
God's name,
And I leave them where they are, for I know that wheresoe'er I go,
Others will punctually come for ever and ever.” 
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This idea … God dropping little things, weaving them throughout our days to 
beckon us, is so different from Jesus appearing in a dramatic moment - as he did 
to Paul. Different also from Jesus appearing in dream, like Ananais.  

Makes me think of my college roommate.  She was in a serious relationship with 
a man, headed toward marriage.  He ended the relationship unexpectedly and 
she was devastated. She recalls a walk with a friend in the Shenandoah Valley of 
VA during peak fall season for leaves.  During the walk she was so very sad, 
hanging her head. Her friend remarked, “Katie, Look Up.”  In that moments she 
describes seeing such beauty and in that moment the peace of God washed over 
her.  

God appears.

Another friend, while young, lost her husband in a tragic helicopter accident.  She 
recalls a moment only hours after receiving the news when she was alone in their 
home in the throes of shocking grief, where she audibly heard God’s voice for the 
first time in her life, assuring her that God was with her.  The kindness of God in 
the middle of life-altering grief.  That happened nearly 20 years ago.  She has 
faithfully explained, she experiences God as her companion.

Recently I learned of another instance of God’s appearing.  Like Ananias.  My 
friend, Katie has 2 daughters.  One of them, extremely bright and active, began 
exhibiting unsettling symptoms this summer.  Extreme fatigue, forgetfulness, 
regressed intellectually, nosebleeds, infections.  Doctors continue to be stumped.  
They've traveled to specialists near and far, with very few answers.  Katie and 
her husband have shed many tears over this.  Fear, frustration, exhaustion, 
helplessness.

Recently Katie shared a dream with me.  In her dream, she was at a slumber 
party.  There was a girl at the party named Julia.  When it was time to sleep, Julia 
kept bringing her sleeping bag to Katie’s location and laying on Katie.  Katie 
would move and Julia would follow.  Never leaving Katie alone.  In the morning, 
Katie was curious.  She looked up the name Julia and learned its meaning is 
“God’s Peace.”  This kindness from God, remembering this appearing, has kept 
Katie going when she has been incredibly defeated in this season. 

———
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I’ve been reflecting on moments of my life where God has appeared to me.  The 
most poignant in recent years happened 2 years ago in winter.  We were living in 
TN at the time.  My husband is in the Navy.  We move a lot.  This particular 
move, I entered into with a bad attitude.  I did not want to live in TN.  I did not 
want to move there during a global pandemic, where I’d have little opportunity to 
meet people.  I was restless and angry for half the time we lived there.  I sought 
peace.  I needed an encounter with God.  I just needed God.

I developed a habit that winter.  Late at night, after the house was quiet, I’d put 
on my large puffer jacket and a knit hat.  I’d slip out the back door of our house 
into the 20 degree night and climb up the step ladder onto my kids’ trampoline.  
I’d lie on my back and stare up into the widest, clearest, starry sky I ever 
remember living beneath.  I can still feel the crisp air filling my lungs and track the 
plane lights of the FedEx transports flying in and out of Memphis.  I would talk to 
God.  And God would meet me.  One night, the first night I did this, I had this 
cynic’s thought: See I used to lead Young Life, a youth ministry that frequently 
takes teenagers away to camp and shares with them the love of Jesus - then 
sends them out for 20 minutes of silence to consider God’s love; some of them 
for the first time talk to God. Nearly every camp trip, some student would come to 
me after the 20 minutes and excitedly tell me they saw a shooting star and they 
knew it was God speaking to them.  Over the years, I started to chuckle, 
cynically, “yeah yeah the God / shooting star bit.”  But there, on that big 
trampoline, I found myself timidly saying, “Umm - uhh - if you really are you and 
you really are there, could you send me a shooting star?”  And I felt ridiculous.  
And DID NOT expect this to happen.  Like, setting myself up not even hoping, bc 
I didn’t want to be disappointed. I continued my chat with God, forgetting I even 
requested that.  And wouldn't you know, some 10 or 15 minutes later a shooting 
star.  

How Kind.  GOD APPEARS.

I shared that story with a friend who, in turn, replied she heard a sermon once 
where a preacher said, “If we will carve out a space for God; God will inhabit it.”  

GOD Pursues.  

GOD APPEARS TO US.

To all sorts of people.  Through countless methods.
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It took Paul going blind,  to open his eyes to God’s appearing.  What will it take 
for us, if we are not already looking for God around us, every day?

How can we partner with God, to be part of God’s appearing in life around us?
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