
Hunkered Down 

Homilies – First 

Impressions 

The Pastor Search 

Committee from our 

church has announced a 

“Call Weekend” in 

February to meet our 

prospective pastor and 

family.  When I heard this 

news I shouted, “Well 

slap my jaws and call me 

Elvis!”  Then it hit me that 

my son-in-law’s name is 

Elvis and I felt a little silly. 

The Call Weekend is our 

chance to get to know the 

candidate and their 

chance to get to know us.  

The “Call Weekend” is 

sort of like bringing your 

date home to meet the parents.  I imagine the candidate is excited and 

probably a little nervous.  They want to make a good first impression.  They 

don’t want to trip over the carpet or trip over their words.   

The first time I met ENan’s parents was technically our first date and I really 

wanted to make a good first impression.  I had offered to give her a ride to 

an evening club meeting at Hoggard High School, where we were both 

juniors.  I had followed her home from the meeting the week before.  (We 

didn’t use the word “stalking” back then.)  Knowing I was following her, 

ENan did a “Family Circus” route through town. 

As you might guess, if you read my homily about being directionally 

challenged, I got lost on the way.  There were no cell phones in 1971.  I 

was far too proud to stop and ask for directions (another character flaw).  

When I finally reached her house, I was an hour late.   



I was absolutely mortified.  I had finally gotten up the courage to ask out the 

prettiest girl in the school and then I blew it.  Her mother was concerned 

about my reliability.  Her older brother told me, in no uncertain terms, “Don’t 

you ever pick up my sister late again!”  ENan thought it was hilarious.   

That was 50 years ago and she is still riding around with me.  Her mother 

came to love me like one of her own.  Her older brother even decided I was 

OK. I experienced grace from ENan and her family.  Like the grace that 

comes from God, it was undeserved but much appreciated.  It is said, “You 

only get one chance to make a first impression.”  The good news is that we 

have many chances every day to show grace.   

I have great confidence in the Pastor Search Committee and in the Holy 

Spirit they have been calling on for guidance.  I feel certain they have found 

us a good one.  I am expecting the call weekend to be great.  This could be 

the beginning of a long and beautiful relationship.   

 

 


