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I Don't Think I Can Do This 
Exodus 2-4  

Pastor Frank VanCampen 

 

(Bryan Clark via video):  Hey, everybody, our speaker today is Frank VanCampen.  Frank has the 

distinction of being the first staff member that Curt hired back in the late 60s, or early 70s.  He was 

the first youth pastor.  I think I probably would have been about ten years old when Frank was hired 

as the youth pastor, and then he has pastored in different places, and currently is a pastor-at-large of 

the Berean Fellowship.  He fills in during times of transition between pastors—pulpit supply, things 

like that.  Frank is married to Luanna and has four wonderful kids.  These are kids I have known 

most of my adult life, and think very highly of.  And probably the thing I would say about Frank is 

that Frank has been a dear friend for me for pretty much the entirety of my adult life.  When I was 

first starting as a pastor in Broken Bow, I was struggling with coming to grips with whether or not I 

was called to be a pastor, and whether or not I had what it takes and was really questioning if this 

was all going to work.  And there were two people that reached out to me and convinced me that I 

had something to offer as a pastor.  One was Frank VanCampen and the other one was his father, 

Art VanCampen.  And I would credit these two men as two men that believed in me, and helped me 

decide that God could use me as a pastor.  So it’s a real privilege to have him with us this weekend, 

and I’m excited to introduce to you Pastor Frank VanCampen.  Let’s find out what his favorite Old 

Testament story is.   

  

(Frank) I was a shy and retiring kid, hardly ever opened my mouth in public school.  This may have 

been partly due to the fact that I had a very hard-charging older brother, just fourteen months older 

than I, but two years ahead of me in school, who seemed to do everything right. I remember saying 

to my father on one occasion, “Why can’t I be more like John?  He does everything right.”  He said, 

“Well, John has his own set of problems.”  But one of his problems wasn’t getting along in school.  

In grade school he was the spelling champion out in western Nebraska.  He would go to Scottsbluff 

every year and win a trophy.  I tried—no trophy.  When he was in high school in Broken Bow back 

in 1963, he graduated from there.   He was a young senior, seventeen years of age, and he had 

garnered a national merit scholarship and a full regent scholarship, both to the University of 

Nebraska.  He came down here; he crammed four years of pre-med into three and graduated from 

medical school in Omaha at the age of twenty-four, with his M.D. his medical degree.  So you can 

see the problem that I had because I was sort of a typical underachieving second child.  And when I 

would go to school every year, I would meet the teachers that my brother had two years before me, 

and they would say, “Are you John’s brother?”  And of course I would say yes for indeed I was, and 

then I was almost tempted to say as time went on, “But don’t get your hopes up.” (laughter)  

 

I would never, as I said in my opening statement, I would never open my mouth in class to 

volunteer anything.  I was that unsure of myself.  I well remember in eighth grade when Mrs. Evers 

in American History threw out this question to the class:  “What’s the date for the Declaration of 

Independence?”  Now everybody here knows that, right?  What is it?  Huh? (The N on the helmet 

stands for....?)  July 4, 1776.  I’m a born and bred Nebraskan; I love the Huskers.  I was just having 

fun with you about the “N” for knowledge.   But you all should have, just in chorus, said, “July 4, 

1776.”  So I quavered this out to my teacher in 8
th

 grade American History class, and I think she 

knew kind of what my problem was because, with a twinkle in her eye she said, “Are you sure?”  

And all of a sudden, I wasn’t sure.  It could have been December 25
th

 for all I knew, 1775.   
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When Pastor Clark, Bryan, or whatever he is known by here asked me to share with you my favorite 

Old Testament story, I was in sort of a quandary because I really don’t have a favorite.  I like them 

all.  Probably you are kind of like that.  What would you pick?  I was talking with Jeff Petersen 

before the service, and he has the same quandary.   What story? — Because I like Adam and Eve in 

the garden; I like the flood, that story.  And as I say “story,” I say it advisedly because I believe the 

Bible.  These aren’t just stories; these were actual events in history.  But I like—and we’ll use the 

term story—I like the story of Abraham going up on Mt. Moriah to sacrifice his son; he didn’t 

succeed in that but that was what he was supposed to do there.  I like the story of David and 

Goliath.  Who doesn’t like that one?  A winner for all the underdogs in the world!  Elijah and the 

prophets of Baal, you name it, in the Old Testament, I like them all!   

 

But I’m not quite like the fellow who was up for ordination.  As he sat before the ordaining council, 

they asked him this question, “What part of the Bible do you like best?”   He said, “I like the New 

Testament best.”  (So that would have eliminated him here this morning because this is supposed to 

be Old Testament.)  And then he was asked, “What book in the New Testament is your favorite?”  

He answered, “The book of parables, sir.”  So they then asked him to relate one of the parables to 

the committee.  And then he began:  “Once upon a time, a man went down from Jerusalem to 

Jericho and fell among thieves.  And the thorns grew up and choked the man. (laughter) And he 

went on and met the Queen of Sheba, and she gave that man, sir, a thousand talons of silver and a 

hundred changes of raiment.  And he got in his chariot and drove furiously.  And as he was driving 

along under a big tree, his hair got caught in a limb and left him hanging there.  And he hung there 

many days and many nights. The ravens brought him food, water, and one night while he was 

hanging there asleep, his wife Delilah came along and cut off his hair.  And he fell on stony ground.  

And it began to rain.  And it rained forty days and forty nights.  He hid himself in a cave and later 

he went on and met a man who said, ‘Come in and take supper with me’.  But he said, ‘I can’t come 

in for I have married a wife’.  And the man went out on the highways and hedges and compelled 

him to come in.  He then came to Jerusalem and saw Queen Jezebel sitting high and lifted up in a 

window in the wall.  When she saw him, she laughed, and he said, ‘Throw her down out of there’.  

And they threw her down.  And he said, ‘Throw her down again’.  And they threw her down, 

seventy times seven, and the fragments which they picked up filled twelve baskets full.  (laughter) 

‘Now,’ the man went on, ‘whose wife will she be in the day of judgment?’” (laughter)  

 

I’m not quite as bad as that when it comes to picking a favorite.  I can keep all the stories separate, 

even at this advanced age in life. But the story that most immediately came to mind when Bryan 

asked me to share something personal about myself related to an Old Testament story that might be 

one of my favorites is that of Moses, because I think that Moses and I have a lot in common.  And 

right here is your cue to open your Bible to the book of Exodus.  If you have a copy, I’m reading 

from the New American Standard translation, and I’ll be reading several passages here.  In Exodus 

we are introduced to Moses.  And we are introduced to him in Chapter 2, thusly.  Verse 1:  

 

 Now a man from the house of Levi went and married a daughter of Levi.  The 

woman conceived and bore a son; and when she saw that he was beautiful, she hid 

him for three months.  But when she could hide him no longer, she got him a wicker 

basket and covered it over with tar and pitch.  Then she put the child into it and set 

him by the reeds by the bank of the Nile.   (*NASB, Exodus 1:1-3) 

 

The point of comparison between Moses and me—the reasons why this is one of my favorite 

stories—is not that like Moses I was put in a basket boat covered with pitch and placed into the 

Nile.  I was nowhere near the Nile when I was born and though I don’t really remember it at all, 
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I believe I was probably placed in some sort of wicker basket, a bassinette I think they called 

them in those days.  And the point of comparison isn’t that I was born to Hebrew parents in 

Egypt of course. I was born in south central New York State to a dairy herdsmen and his wife 

who lived in north central Pennsylvania and I began my existence there suckling on goat’s 

milk.  I couldn’t drink regular milk or my mother’s milk and I only could tolerate goat’s milk.  

So they bought a goat and that’s how I began.  Look at verses 4 through 10:    

 

His sister stood at a distance to find out what would happen to him.  Then the 

daughter of Pharaoh came down to bathe at the Nile, with her maidens walking 

alongside the Nile; and she saw the basket among the reeds and sent her maid, and 

she brought it to her.  When she opened it, she saw the child, and behold, the boy was 

crying.  And she had pity on him and said, “This is one of the Hebrews’ children.”  

Then his sister said to the Pharaoh’s daughter, “Shall I go and call a nurse for you 

from the Hebrew women, that she may nurse the child for you?”  And Pharaoh’s 

daughter said to her, “Go ahead.”   So the girl went and called the child’s mother.  

Then Pharaoh’s daughter said to her, “Take this child away and nurse him for me 

and I shall give you your wages.”  So the woman took the child and nursed him. The 

child grew, and she brought him to Pharaoh’s daughter, and he became her son.  And 

she named him Moses and said, “Because I drew him out of the water.” (Vs. 4-10) 

 

This is also not a point of comparison between Moses and me.  As I said, I wasn’t drawn out of 

the water and I didn’t grow up in somebody else’s home—in the home of royalty—although we 

VanCampens like to think we are some sort of royalty in this country.  We’re East Coast snobs.  

My people came over here from Holland in 1650.  Can anyone here match that?  No, I grew up 

in what became a pastor’s home, a home that was shuffled from one place to another.  My 

father answered a call to ministry that God had issued to him.  He was a brand new Christian, 

nineteen years of age when he went into the Navy at the start of World War II.  And in the 

Navy he became connected to the Navigators and grew in his faith, and God called him into 

ministry.  But when he got out of the Navy after the war, he didn’t want to be a pastor.  He 

wanted to be a dairy herdsman.  He wanted to be a dairy farmer; that was his dream, his goal. 

He’d grown up on a farm.  So after a year of wrestling with God, he finally gave up.  It never 

pays to wrestle with God because He’s going to win.  And so then he went to school at upstate 

New York to prepare for pastoral ministry.  I was there of course by that time and born when 

they were on the farm, and was about four years old when he began his pastoral ministry.  

When he was a junior in college, he came out to western Nebraska of all places—clear out in 

the wilds and the drylands north of Morrill, Nebraska—and there pastored a small church for 

the summer and they called him to come back there when he graduated to pastor that church 

until,  well, they might of thought forever.  But it was only for a couple of years.  So that 

pastor’s home moved from western New York, to western Nebraska, to western New York, to 

western Nebraska, then back ultimately, when I was starting the fourth grade, into south central 

New York to the region in which I was born.  My father pastored for five years there, and then 

the pastor’s home moved back to Broken Bow from whence I graduated high school in 1965.   

 

So, again, the point of comparison with Moses is not in any of these things.  He grew up in the 

house of Pharaoh, and he was there for forty years apparently.  My mother tells me that when 

the pastor’s home was north of Morrill, back when I was five years of age, I prayed with her, 

that I asked Jesus to come into my heart and be my Savior.  I honestly don’t have any clear 

recollection of that, but she says that’s when I trusted Christ.  It may have been.   
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Look at verses11 to 15: 

 

Now it came about in those days, when Moses had grown up, that he went out to his 

brethren and looked on their hard labors; and he saw an Egyptian beating a Hebrew, 

one of his brethren.  So he looked this way and that, and when he saw that there was 

no one around, he struck down the Egyptian and hid him in the sand.   He went out 

the next day, and behold, two Hebrews were fighting with each other; and he said to 

the offender, “Why are you striking your companion?”  But he said, “Who made you 

a prince or a judge over us?  Are you intending to kill me, as you killed the 

Egyptian?”  Then Moses was afraid, and said, “Surely the matter has become 

known.”  When Pharaoh heard of this matter, he tried to kill Moses.  But Moses fled 

from the presence of Pharaoh and settled in the land of Midian; and he sat down by a 

well.  

 

Again, there is no point of comparison between Moses and me here.  I may have been an idiot 

during my junior year of high school and actually there are still people alive who would testify to 

this. (laughter) One of them is sitting right over here, the lovely lady whom I married.  It was during 

that year that I will tell you in just a few moments that I met her and then proceeded to make a fool 

of myself.  But, even in my idiocy when I was causing problems for most everybody else, I 

certainly didn’t murder anybody.  I might have caused a few fights, but there’s not too much 

comparison between me and Moses.  That’s not why this is one of my favorite stories.  I don’t know 

why Moses did what he did.  I don’t know what he thought he could gain by killing an Egyptian, 

when it was the whole nation that was subjugating his people.  And I don’t know what he thought 

he could do with this situation with his two Hebrew brothers.  There’s some debate about this, but I 

don’t think he knew what God’s plan for his life was.  His call to ministry, to deliver God’s people 

from Egypt came what, forty years later.  So at this point, I don’t know what was going on.   

 

My call to pastoral ministry came to me when I was twelve years old.  It came when I was a camper 

at Maranatha Bible Camp.  I think probably many of you know where that is out along the 

interstate.  If you are going to North Platte, the high point between Lincoln and Cheyenne or Denver 

is that cross along the road.  That’s about all there is on the way out there.  But that lighted cross 

along the interstate on the south side of the road, that’s where Maranatha is.  Only when I was 

twelve years old, there was no interstate.  And you younger people here this morning are going, 

“What?  No interstates?”  There was no interstate, and there was no seven hundred seat auditorium 

like they have now—a worship center, very beautiful worship center.  There was only a building 

called The Tabernacle; it was old at the time.  Of course when you are sixteen, everything a year or 

two older than you are is old.  But when you are twelve, anything older than that is old.  So it was 

an old building.  And in that old building, the old man, or so it seemed to me—he was much 

younger than I am now—Dr. Ivan  Olsen, the founder of our Berean fellowship and also the founder 

of Maranatha Bible Camp, in that auditorium was flagellating—that was a big word meaning he 

was whipping, beating up on—us pre-teens, challenging us about what was then called full-time 

Christian service—as if all of us aren’t supposed to be involved in this—but pastors and 

missionaries, one of the things that he was doing was recruiting for the Lord’s army I guess.  And 

he was sort of an awe-inspiring individual and I answered the call.  I really think it was probably the 

voice of God to me, but it came down through Dr. Olsen’s, which I think was just one or two steps 

below God’s.  And I got down on my knees there along with what amounted to a park bench in that 

old auditorium and told God that I would be a pastor.  For a twelve-year-old, that’s what I said.  

That’s when my call came.  Look at verses 16-22.   
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Now the priest of Midian had seven daughters; and they came to draw water, and 

filled the troughs to water their father’s flock.  Then the shepherds came and drove 

them away, but Moses stood up and helped them, and watered their flock.  When 

they came to Reuel their father, [and he’s named another name later in this passage] he 

said “Why have you come back so soon today?”  So they said, “An Egyptian delivered 

us from the hand of the shepherds; [must have been a daily occurrence there, the 

shepherds bothering them], and what is more, he even drew the water for us and 

watered the flock.”  He said to his daughters, “Where is he then?  Why is it that you 

have left the man behind?  Invite him to have something to eat.”  And Moses was 

willing to dwell with the man, and he gave his daughter Zipporah to Moses.  Then she 

gave birth to a son, and he named him Gershom, for he said, “I have been a sojourner 

in a foreign land.”   

 

Now again the point of comparison with Moses is not that I married a shepherd’s daughter, but by 

now some of you are saying, “Do you have any point?” (laughter)  We’re going to get there.  I 

didn’t marry a shepherd’s daughter.  My bride of almost forty-seven years, Luanna, is sitting right 

over here, making sure that I don’t say some of the things that I said last night when I was 

preaching.  She was a daughter of a Sandhills rancher.  And, you know where the Sandhills of 

Nebraska are?  You’ve been up to the Sandhills?  Beautiful country.  The people that live in the 

Sandhills are a different breed.  My father always said that.  He pastored in Broken Bow for 

seventeen years, so he probably should know.  And my father-in-law was a different breed.  As a 

rancher, he had no use for sheep; he had no use for shepherds really.  What self-respecting rancher 

is going to have any use for a shepherd?  And as it turned out, he had really not too much use for 

city slickers, of which I was deemed to be one.  I met this lady at Maranatha Bible Camp in a 

program that was sponsored by the Navigators.  And the camp at that time was called the Navigator 

Training Program.  It was really a Christian boot camp, literally a Christian boot camp, to prepare 

high school students and college students for walking with Jesus and being involved in the ministry 

of evangelism and just really growing in Christ.  So I was there for a couple of weeks that 

summer—that was all my ranching job would afford me time for. But I met this girl there, and a 

year later I began to pursue her.  After my idiocy was over—after that year of high school, my 

junior year when I was such an idiot—I began to pursue her, and I asked her to marry me during our 

senior year of high school.  She lived in Arnold; I lived in Broken Bow, and every other week or so 

my father would let me take the family car and drive down there and see her on a Sunday afternoon.    

 

I told you that I was a shy and retiring kid.  I was so shy and retiring that this girl thought I was 

stuck up and was conceited.  It wasn’t the case.  I was just kind of dumbstruck in the presence of her 

beauty—and that’s not an overstatement by the way.  And so it took me three times to get the 

proposal out.  The first time we were being friendly, as young people who are deeply in love or 

want to be.  And I muttered in her ear, “You know, some day I’m going to ask you to marry me.”  

It’s not exactly a proposal. (laughter)  But at least two times later I got it right, and her response to 

that first jumbled proposal was, “I know”.  And eventually we decided that we would wed. 

 

Remember, I told you that I would never volunteer to speak in class in school?  I hated to get up in 

front of class to give a book report.  I asked this last night, and I’m asking you here today: do they 

still give book reports in school?  A girl in the front row put her thumb up and said, “Yes they do.”  

And she acted like she enjoyed giving a book report in school.  I would have done anything to avoid 

doing that, certainly avoided taking speech class in high school because the thought of getting up in 

front of my peers was absolutely frightening.  I just had this—it’s called, glossophobia, the fear of 

speaking.  And this fear of speaking is what I have in common with Moses—having to stand and 
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deliver in front of people is a point of comparison.  [He finally got to it.]  And I would like you to 

look here, at Chapter 3, verses 1 through 10.  This is why this is one of my favorite Old Testament 

stories.   

 

Now Moses was pasturing the flock of Jethro his father-in-law, the priest of Midian; 

and he led the flock to the west side of the wilderness, and came to Horeb, [also called 

Sinai other places], the mountain of God.  And the angel of the Lord appeared to him 

in a blazing fire from the midst of a bush; and he looked, and behold, the bush was 

burning with fire, yet the bush was not consumed.  So Moses said, “I must turn aside 

now, and see this marvelous sight, why the bush is not burned up.”  When the Lord 

saw that he turned aside to look, God called to him from the midst of the bush, and 

said, “Moses, Moses!” And he said, “Here I am”. Then He said, “Do not come near 

here; remove your sandals from your feet, for the place on which you are standing is 

holy ground.”  He said also, “I am the God of your father, the God of Abraham, the 

God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob.”  Then Moses hid his face, for he was afraid to 

look at God.   And the Lord said, “I have surely seen the affliction of My people who 

are in Egypt, and have given heed to their cry because of their taskmasters, for I am 

aware of their sufferings.  So I have come down to deliver them from the power of the 

Egyptians, and to bring them up from that land to a good and spacious land, to a land 

flowing with milk and honey, to the place of the Canaanite and the Hittite and the 

Amorite and the Perizzite and the Hivite and the Jebusite.  And now, behold the cry 

of the sons of Israel has come to Me; furthermore, I have seen the oppression with 

which the Egyptians are oppressing them.  Therefore, come now, and I will send you 

to Pharaoh, so that you may bring My people, the sons of Israel, out of Egypt.”  
(Exodus 3:1-10) 

 

This is a detailed, first person account.  Moses wrote these words of his call to go down there to 

Egypt and to deliver God’s people, the descendants of Abraham, from the oppression of the 

Egyptians and Pharaoh.   

 

I told you that God called me to be a pastor when I was twelve years of age.  And I did say that 

there might have been some doubt if it was His voice or the voice of Dr. Ivan Olsen’s that I heard.  

But nonetheless I knew that was what I was supposed to do with my life.  But when I was in high 

school, especially that junior year when I was such an idiot, I had no intention of ever being a 

pastor.  I, in fact, was going the other way.  I remember with a certain amount of pain some of the 

things that I did during that year of idiocy—because I was rebelling against God.  I wasn’t rebelling 

against my parents, but my rebellion against God spilled over into my relationship with my parents.  

So I caused difficulty for them during that year.  I remember after all things were straightened out, 

and years later when I was a pastor, once again telling my parents that I was sorry for what I had 

done to them during that year.  Take heart, moms and dads, some of yours may come back to you in 

time and apologize to you for some of the things that they have done that are causing you grief. In 

my rebellion and idiocy, I made life difficult for my peers at school.  And I think if you would have 

searched hard enough, and I realize in a crowd this size, there may be someone here class of ’65, 

Broken Bow, and you would say, “Yeah, he made life hard for me.”  I made life difficult for my 

siblings; my sister Mary who is just a year younger than I would attest to that.  My brother John, by 

the way, the one who was the hard-charger, he’s been in heaven for almost a quarter of a century 

now.  I made life difficult for my teachers.  It’s interesting when young people are being rebellious, 

they are so inward focused they don’t think anyone else knows what’s going on there.  They think 

they operate in a vacuum.  And I remember the close of my junior year, my high school football 
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coach.  There was a man here last night who was from Burwell, who played football up there during 

that era and we played Burwell—and we reminisced about a couple of things. He knew the coach I 

was mentioning.  But my football coach said to me, “I want you to go out this summer.”  And this is 

the way football coaches talked in those days.  Today they are more philosophical.  But in those 

days, they had a way.  “I want you to go out this summer and get that orneriness worked out of your 

system.”  He knew.  Everybody knew what an idiot I was.  And it wasn’t I—I have to confess that 

had to work that orneriness out of my system that summer—it was God.  I didn’t work on the ranch 

that summer up in the Sandhills.  I worked in Broken Bow at a grocery store.  And I remember 

coming home from work one night that summer—pleasant summer evening, sitting on the porch of 

the house with my mother; my father was I don’t know where, doing ministry somewhere I guess—

and I, after visiting with her went up to my room—I don’t know what we talked about on the 

porch—  but it must have somehow prepared me—I got up to my room which I shared with my 

brother, who was now in college, and there on my bed, in our small bedroom, was my Bible open to 

some passage.   I don’t remember what it was.  And there was a letter that I had written home to my 

mother from camp the year before, when I thought I had it all together, because the Navigators were 

beating me so hard.  They weren’t really beating me, but you understand what I am saying.  I really 

thought I had this Christian life by the tail. And I wrote her a letter about how things were going and 

how great it was.  But of course that all fell apart as soon as I got home and went into my junior 

year. So here’s this letter, and as I looked at this, it was as if God was standing there beside me and 

I almost heard Him audibly say, “Listen, Frank, if you continue on for the next twenty, thirty years 

of your life the way you have lived this last nine months, you are going to experience the kind of 

upheaval and distress that you have experienced the last nine months—that’s going to be your life 

from now on unless you give up.”  

 

You know what?  He had me.  So I said, “Okay”.  I got down on my knees beside my bed and in 

tears I repented of my actions and I told Him I would do whatever He wanted me to do.  I think that 

was the moment of my conversion.  I might have prayed a prayer when I was five years old, but the 

moment when I really did business with God, was as a seventeen-year-old entering his senior year 

of high school.   

 

Unlike Moses, I didn’t argue with God because I knew right away that He wanted me to go to the 

Moody Bible Institute and prepare for ministry.  I knew I was supposed to attend there, but I also 

knew that going to prepare for pastoral ministry and indeed being a pastor meant that I was going to 

have to talk in front of people.  You can’t be a pastor and not talk in front of people.  And I knew at 

Moody there were a bunch of preaching courses in addition to a speech class my freshman year that 

I was going to have to take. And I was going to have to stand in front of my peers, other pastoral 

students, and I was going to be videotaped while I did this.  And I was going to have my instructor 

out there, and my classmates were going to have these critique sheets, and they were going to write 

down if my points made sense and if my tie was straight, and whatever else.  And the thought of 

that absolutely petrified me, literally—glossophobia.  And I believe that’s what I have in common 

with Moses.  The thought of addressing the Israelites must have similarly affected him because he 

offered a list of objections beginning with “Who am I?” verse 11. 

 

Moses said to God, “Who am I, that I should go to Pharaoh, and that I should bring 

the sons of Israel out of Egypt?”  Verse 13: 

 

Moses said to God, [second objection], “Behold I am going to the sons of Israel, and I 

shall say to them, ‘The God of your fathers has sent me to you.’  Now they may say to 

me, ‘What is His name?’  What shall I say to them?”   
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Third objection, and you’ll find it down here, verse 1, of chapter 4. 

 

Then Moses answered and said, “What if they will not believe me, or listen to what I 

say?  For they may say, ‘The Lord has not appeared to you’.” 

 

He had a whole bunch of objections, and if you read the text carefully you find that God answered 

every one of those objections as it came up.  First with “Who am I to do this?”  “I’ll be with you 

and you will worship My name on this mountain,” verse 12.  To the objection that, “Whom shall I 

say sent me?”  “Say to them that I AM sent me to you.”  And then he expands on that in verses 14 

to 22.  To the objection, “What if they don’t believe me?  What if they say God hasn’t appeared to 

you?”  God gave him a sign.  And you read about those three signs actually in Verses 2 through 9. 

 

And if I had argued with God like Moses did, said, “I need a sign,” and God had said to me, “Okay, 

see that stick that you’ve got in your hand, throw it on the ground,” and it became a snake,  and then 

God said to me, “Okay pick up the snake,”  I wouldn’t be standing here today.  I wouldn’t be a 

pastor because I, in addition to glossophobia, I have what I think it’s called herpetophobia, the fear 

of snakes.  I don’t like snakes.  How many of you like snakes here this morning?  I see that hand.  

We’re all kind of afflicted with that.  So I would have run the other way.  I wouldn’t have been a 

pastor at all.  But actually he didn’t give me a sign.  That’s not the point of comparison.  As I read 

this passage carefully, there is a word that absolutely stands out to me, and I want you to see if you 

can pick it out as I emphasize it.  Verse 14: 

 

God said to Moses, “I AM WHO I AM”; and He said, “Thus you shall say to the sons 

of Israel, ‘I AM has sent me to you’.”  Verse 15: 

 

God, furthermore, said to Moses, “Thus you shall say to the sons of Israel, ‘The Lord, 

the God of your fathers, the God of Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of 

Jacob, has sent Me to you.’  This is My name forever, and this is My memorial-name 

to all generations.”  Verse 18: 

 

“They will pay heed to what you say; and you with the elders of Israel will come to 

the king of Egypt, and you will say to him, ‘The Lord, the God … What’s the word?   

 

“Say.”  Good, you’re sharp.   You’ve sharpened up since the first minute or two.  “Say.”   So 

whatever else was in Moses’ future, there was going to be a whole lot of speaking—a whole lot of 

public speaking.  And perhaps that’s what prompted him to say, finally, what really was his bottom 

line objection.  You read in Verse 10 of chapter 4: 

 

Then Moses said to the Lord, “Please, Lord, I have never been eloquent…[You can 

almost hear the whine in his voice.], ...neither recently nor in time past, nor since You 

have spoken to Your servant; for I am slow of speech and slow of tongue.”   

 

Now those are words with which I could have identified five decades ago, and those are certainly 

words with which my new bride could identify.  And I could almost hear her using Moses words, 

“Please Lord, he has never been eloquent, neither recently nor in times past since You have spoken 

to Your servant, for he is slow of speech and slow of tongue.”   

 

We made it partway through our first year at the Moody Bible Institute, one semester, with plans to 

go the whole three years and do what apparently what was accepted to be the spiritual thing—go 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Herpetophobia
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through it single and then get married after graduation.  Everybody seemed to be doing that.  It was 

a dumb plan; it was absolutely a ridiculous plan. How could two people who are so desperately in 

love see each other every day of the school year, spend time every possible moment together— how 

could they go through this, three years like this, and have any testimony left?  And so halfway 

through we decided we better get married and so, at the end of that first year, while we were still 

teenagers—19—we grew up together.  We were wed June 24, 1966, and it was after that when we 

went back to the Moody Bible Institute a year later to finish our studies that my bride began to have 

her own serious doubts about whether I could do this.  I’d barely survived my first public speaking 

experience in my freshman year, and now I had a class for preparation and delivery of topical 

sermons.  It was a homiletics course, of course.  And I remember the angst that developed as I 

worked on this.  I remember the passage I used; I remember the topic, and I just wrestled with this, 

trying to get it right.  And then, not only to get it right but also be able to stand and deliver it with 

some kind of authority, an authority that I didn’t have—trying to muster this from the depths of my 

being that didn’t have that kind of capability.  And as I wrestled and wrestled with that sermon, she 

came to the point, she’s told me later: “I wondered if I could do this for the rest of my life every 

week.  When you were getting a sermon together...” it was so stressful on her as well as on me.  

“Please Lord, he’s never been eloquent.  He’s not recently or in time past.  He’s slow in speech and 

slow of tongue.”  Now, I’ll have to admit that when I was preparing that sermon, I began to have 

some doubts myself.  And the thought entered my head, “I don’t really think I can do this”.  There, 

you see I’m getting to the point because that’s the title of this whole thing—“I don’t think I can do 

this”.  And that’s essentially what Moses was saying at every step along the way, voicing finally 

with this big one “I’m not eloquent; I don’t think I can do this.”  But look at Verse 11.  

 

The Lord said to him, “Who has made man’s mouth?  Or who makes him mute or 

deaf, or seeing or blind?  Is it not I, the Lord?  Now then go, and I, even I, will be 

your mouth, and teach you what you are to say.”  But he said, “Please, Lord, now 

send the message by whomever You will.”  Then the anger of the Lord burned against 

Moses, and He said, “Is there not your brother Aaron the Levite?  I know that he 

speaks fluently.  And moreover, behold, he is coming out to meet you; when he sees 

you, he will be glad in his heart. And you are to speak to him and put the words in his 

mouth; and I, even I, will be with your mouth and his mouth, and I will teach you 

what you are to say.  Moreover, he shall speak for you to the people; and … he shall 

be as a mouth for you, and you shall be as God to him.”  (Exodus 4:11-16) 

 

Boil that all down, and, essentially, Moses’ statement, “I don’t think I can do this.”  God essentially 

says, “Yes you can, because I will do it.  I made your mouth; I’m in control of it.  I’m the one who 

created you, and I will do what needs to be done through you. I’ll give you what you need to 

accomplish the job.”  And God did just as He promised.  

 

I’m talking to people who have knowledge of the Scriptures.  It’s obvious because you enjoyed the 

parable, and you’ve read that book I read from earlier.  You know the Scriptures and you know the 

end of the story, don’t you, about the Exodus?  And before this whole thing is finished, who is it 

that is carrying the ball?  Who is it that is speaking to Pharaoh?  Initially you have Aaron saying to 

Pharaoh what Moses tells him to say, but, as you read carefully the text, it appears to me by the end 

of this episode of the Exodus, it is Moses that is carrying the ball.  It is Moses that is speaking.  

There is no intermediary anymore.  He is saying to Pharaoh, “This is what is going to happen, and 

that continues because, as you find him leading the children of Israel, there were numerous 

occasions when he had to articulate the will of God to the whole nation of 2.5 million people.  In 

fact, if you read the book of Deuteronomy, which is written by Moses as well, you discover in the 
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opening lines of that book these words: These are the words which Moses spoke.  Moses is writing 

this...which Moses spoke to all Israel across the Jordan and the wilderness...in the fortieth year, on 

the first day of the eleventh month, Moses spoke to the children of Israel, according to all that the 

Lord had commanded Him to give them.” (Deuteronomy 1:1-3) And the next thirty-three chapters 

of that marvelous book of Deuteronomy contained five sermons that Moses preached on the plains 

of Mohab, just east of the Jordan River, looking across to the city of Jericho on the plains.  He never 

made it across.  You know that part of the story too.  He died and was buried by God on that Mount 

Nebo.  But before he did, he eloquently preached five sermons to the people of Israel, 2.5 million 

people listening to his voice.  Think of what that was like.  Makes this here seem puny.  And he’s 

telling them, “When you are in the land, don’t forget that God has brought you here.”   

 

In chapter 32 he records a very eloquent poem that he conceived and then delivered to this whole 

nation and in chapter 34 there’s a blessing that he pronounces on the whole nation, that is an 

extended blessing.  And ten times as you read chapter 34, he writes of himself: he said..., he said..., 

he said.  Do you see now why this is one of my favorite Old Testament stories?  I had a lot in 

common with Moses, because the guy who was afraid of his shadow in grade school, yet when it 

came to public speaking, who would do anything to avoid getting up in front of a class, or putting 

himself in a position where other people would question what he might say, who had no authority in 

himself, who very studiously avoided taking speech class when that would have been so 

advantageous to him, who went to the Moody Bible Institute, petrified and standing in front of a 

class of his peers to preach—that guy is standing right here this morning, because the God who 

enabled Moses, enabled me.  And maybe in forty years, I’ll get good at this—another forty.    

 

What is God asking you to do this morning?  What is He telling you to do?  Whatever it is, and for 

some of you who are younger, it may be a life choice about what you are going to do, what you’re 

going to give your life to.  Maybe somebody is telling you that you ought to get involved with the 

Little Feet project, or some other.   I remember when God told me I was supposed to go to India—

Jeff Petersen will attest to how badly I didn’t want to go—and he had to use the same tactic on me. I 

will be with you; I will provide for you.  What is God asking you to do?  Whatever it is, don’t you 

dare say to Him, I don’t think I can do this—because you can!  And the God who enabled Moses, 

the God who enabled me, will enable you.  

  

 

Lord Jesus, I thank You for Your presence in this place.  And I am humbled that You would 

use someone like me to talk to a group of people here at LBC.  I’m humbled because of the 

way You have dealt with me and that you choose and see fit to use Your dealings with me 

to encourage someone else.  So, today, use Your Word powerfully in the lives of all of us to 

accomplish Your will.  Give to that person who is sitting out there this morning, or maybe 

standing behind me right now, give to that person an assurance that what You have called 

him or her to do, You will accomplish through him or her. We love you today, and we 

worship You, Jesus.  In Your name we pray, Amen. 
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