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God’s blessings, be they spiritual gifts and talents, material gains, money, 
land, you name it, are not just for our own consumption and enjoyment.   
That is selfish and antithetical to our faith ancestry.  Blessings come 
to us to share.  What are God’s blessings in your own life?  Where is God 
calling you to take action and share them?  What hinders progress? 
 
I don’t know about you, but so many times I look at my life, I think about 
my ancestors, people such as Papa, Uncle James, and Cousin Jimmy, and 
many others, and I just have a hard time feeling I’m good enough.   
Do you ever feel that way?  You know what?   
 
Abraham wasn’t good enough either.  Think about his record.  True, he 
offered Isaac to God as God commanded, but he also gave his wife to 
another man out of fear—twice(!), and he exiled his son Ishmael, and 
Hagar, and Ishmael’s mother, to near certain death.  God rescues them.   
When the Apostle Paul writes about Abraham he stresses Abraham’s 
trust, not his deeds.  See Romans 4.  God blesses Abraham not for what 
Abraham did or for what he does.  He’s not good enough.  Abraham be-
comes a blessing to others because he was open to the ongoing relation-
ship God offers him.  He says, “Yes!” to that call.  He gladly accepts the 
grace of that blessing.  For in so doing, Abraham becomes a blessing to 
others.  We are not good enough, and we don’t have to be good enough 
to be heirs of God’s promise.  My friends, we are all sons and daughters 
of Abraham.   
 
Look carefully at your life.  Do you see some remnants of Canaan, some 
stones of grace stacked high to honor God?  Can you smell that sweet 
honey?  Will you quiet yourself to listen for that subtle voice from God, 
calling you away from comfort to carry some blessing to another? 
 
Look.  Smell.  Listen.  Pray.   
God’s call to Abram is our call too. 
 
To God be the glory, now and forever.  Amen. 
 
 
 
                   
 



Atlanta (to a place he will show you), housesit for him living in Uncle 
James’ house (rent free), and go to Columbia Theological Seminary.”   
Is this a joke? I wondered. It was no joke, from a cousin I barely knew 
to a most unworthy descendent, an heir of Abraham.  Jimmy became 
the vehicle and vessel for a call that began to grow louder than the 
whisper it was.  The brick house on Merton Road became Sarah’s and 
my first home, the former manse/parsonage of Morningside Baptist, 
complete with the bright red sanctuary carpet and a large picture of 
Jesus in the master bedroom!  We did a little redecorating, but those 
years flowed with hope and milk and honey. God’s promises were real. 
 
Cousin Jimmy told me so casually, “My daddy always wanted me to 
become a minister, but I loved numbers, and so when your daddy told 
me you were considering seminary, I got this idea.  Plus, when I started 
going through Daddy’s things, I realized I’m not ready to sell the 
house.” Sarah and I lived at 1517 Merton Road in Uncle James’ old 
house for the years of seminary.  By God’s grace, we were able to do 
seminary debt free.  We worshipped at Rock Spring Presbyterian which 
was the church directly besides Morningside Baptist.  Rev. Dr. Paul 
Hooker was our Pastor, and I worked at that church with him, cutting 
my teeth on all things ministry.  God’s call unfolded in the form of 
study, youth ministry, preaching, teaching, pastoral visits, local mis-
sion, and spending time with people who knew my ancestors.   
 
My first black robe was Uncle James’ old robe.  God elected me to 
serve through Abraham and Papa, and Uncle James, and Jimmy, my 
parents, and many others in that great Cloud of Witnesses. In seminary 
you learn a lot about God’s call/God’s election to serve.  We talk a lot 
about characters such as Abraham and relate him to Jesus.  Dr. 
Jacqueline Lapsley, Professor of Old Testament and Dean of Princeton 
Seminary, makes this important point: "Christians have long under-
stood ourselves to be grafted into the tradition of Abraham’s and Is-
rael’s election: in Jesus Christ we are blessed so that we might share 
that blessing with others.  It is not something to keep to ourselves.”   
We are blessed to be a blessing (www.workingpreacher.org, Commen-
tary on Gen. 12:1-9).  
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Genesis 12:1-9 
“Call of Abraham” 

 
Genesis describes to us how big God’s love is for all of life.  God brings 
order to formless matter, shines the light of life, spins planets in motion, 
forms animals and people, and casts a grand vision for all creatures and 
creeping things great and small.   
 
God’s canvas is huge, at first, but as the story unfolds we see today God 
zeroing in on one couple: Sarai and Abram.  The enormous canvas be-
comes just a tiny sliver, a speck.  God’s call initiates lives of blessing.   
Is it really as exclusionary as it sounds?  Is God playing favorites like a 
parent favoring one child over another?  Our tradition asserts confident-
ly that God makes this move not only to bless Abram and Israel but to 
bless the entire world.   
 
I cannot help thinking about my own life and call when I hear the story of 
God’s call to Abram.  I’m going to share a bit of God’s work in my own 
story, and as I do I invite you to consider God’s work in your story.  You 
are a child of Abraham and Sarah, an heir of God’s promise.  God’s bless-
ings of grace shower your life, as it unfolds by stages.  Like Abram, God 
calls you to grab hold of holy promises with faith and search for God dai-
ly as you serve.  God calls Abram at the tender age of 75 and blesses 
him!  God calls and blesses us whatever our age.  We are to go and bless 
others.  What does this call mean for you? 
 
My dad’s dad, my Papa, was Reginald Ernest Wesberry.  His dear older 
brother was the Rev. Dr. James Pickett Wesberry, “Uncle James.”  My 
papa was a tall, lanky man with a beard kind of like Abraham, a bit 
scruffy, a man of colorful, plaid flannel shirts who loved ham radios, who 
drove a big, light blue and white VW Van.  A behind-the-scenes guy, my 
Papa, who was an extraordinary record keeper and worked many years 
for the S.C. Tax Commission, also a devout Mason, also very frugal and 
thrifty.  He was a man I adored. In contrast to my Papa, Uncle James was 
a man of three-piece suits, colorful ties, and matching pocket squares, 
clean-shaven, tall and dapper, a sharp, eloquent front-man-for-God, 
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thunderous preacher, who led the Morningside Baptist Church in At-
lanta during 31 years of growth and prosperity.  Chaplain to the U.S. 
House of Representatives at one time (1949), President of the South-
ern Baptist Convention at one time, founder of the Lord’s Day Alliance, 
friend of the King Family, former Governor and President Jimmy 
Carter, and the Rev. Billy Graham.  He drove a big, navy blue Cadillac 
the size of a yacht.  He was a man, I feared and admired. 
 
Surely God admires Abram for some reason, and surely Abram fears 
God for many reasons. There is so much we don’t know and cannot 
know about what lead God to reach out to Abram.  This is where the 
story deepens for me.  God calls Abram for no real account other than 
God has marvelous blessings in store for him.   
 
Abram doesn’t ask to be called.  He doesn’t pray the “sinner’s prayer.”   
He doesn’t lose a bet with God.  God simply delights at transforming a 
barren landscape into something of hope, and milk, and honey.   
God loves Abram so that God’s love can run down through generation 
after generation after generation all the way to you and to me.   
Have you ever thought about that kind of love?  Ever thought about 
that kind of God?   
 
God promises Abram three big things: descendants, land, and blessing.  
Abram is 75, and he and Sarai are without an heir.  The promise God 
makes seems impossible, don’t you think?  Scholars point out this God-
promise has four features: 1st-God will make Abram a great nation; 
2nd-God will bless him; 3rd—God will make his name great, and 4th—
God will bless those who bless him.   
 
Abram agrees with God’s dreams. He wants a full measure of this 
grace, that will be passed down through generations of ancestry.      
We are all Abraham’s heirs, children of that full measure of grace God 
gives to Abraham.  Ever thought about it?  Ever had such grace show 
up in your ancestry?  Think about it.  I bet it is there.  God, you see, 
delights at transforming your barren landscape into places of hope, 
and milk, and honey.  Think about it.   
 
As I think about it, I remember the cool, October day in 1987 when I 
served as a pallbearer for my Papa, who was buried at the Elmwood 
Cemetery in Columbia, S.C. just to the left of 126 as you come into the 
city.  It’s where many Wesberrys are laid to rest.   

I was a young man and felt like all things were suddenly barren, that 
hope was far away. It was a grave-side service with full Masonic Rites.  
Uncle James led it, and I cannot recall many words from the day, but I 
remember feeling the unconditional love of God and having colorful 
memories flood my mind of a Papa who just adored his heirs: getting 
on the floor to build wooden block towers and race Hotwheel cars, 
never missing a birthday, special trips just for fun.   
 
I felt so unworthy of such love, and yet I was told that day by Uncle 
James that God loves us even more than that as our great Heavenly 
Father.  God promises to wipe away all the tears of the children of 
Abraham.  I was a child of Abraham.  You are too!     
 
Five years later, Uncle James died on Christmas morning 1992, and 
there was a huge church service in Atlanta to honor him and praise 
God.  Seven preachers spoke, which in my estimation is at least five 
too many!  We caravanned to Columbia on a cold, rainy December day 
and buried him very near the spot where my Papa lay.  It was a barren 
feeling, but God’s hope showed up once more.  Much was said about 
God’s wiping away tears and our being children of Abraham.   
 
In 1987 answering a call from God was so far from my mind at age 13; 
however, in December of 1992, God’s call was stirring deep within.   
I met person after person after person who described how one man’s 
ministry yielded so many blessings from God— comfort at bedsides, 
counsel during crisis, inspiration during worship, hope facing death, 
and so on.  No one stacked any stones, but I stumbled over all the al-
tars people laid as they gave thanks to God for this man.  At the 
Elmwood Cemetery on a nasty winter’s day, there I stood as an unde-
serving descendent, an heir of grace, on land set aside by my ancestors 
as sacred, and God’s blessings were stacked all around, praises and 
promises to hear and follow. 
 
Flash forward four years to the summer of 1996.  I just graduated Pres-
byterian College with plans of spending part of the summer in Oxford, 
England at Corpus Christi College, hoping to come home, work, save 
money, get engaged, and prepare for seminary.   
 
While overseas, Uncle James’ son, Jimmy, visits my Father who then 
calls me: “Son, Cousin Jimmy wants you to answer God’s call.  Move to 


