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God’s Knocking. 
 
A brief meditation on Jeremiah 1:4-10 with Revelation 3:20  
Rev. Dr. Dawn Jeffers Ramstad 
Hudson United Methodist Church 
21 August 2022 
 

Today we have opened our church door to the choir from Midwest Adult & 

Teen Challenge. Over the past week, the staff has helped me invite everyone we knew 

who was coming to church today to wear black and white. Here is why.  

Thinking about the choir coming today brought to my mind a conversation in 

my living room about black pants with our family’s Midwest Challenge alum. Sobriety 

was winning the struggle that day as they asked me if we had a dog hair roller for their 

black pants so they could get ready for a follow-up meeting with a judge because our 

dog is a Great Pyrenees who constantly sheds white hair that clings to everything. 

Since black pants are a core piece of every pastor’s wardrobe, I quickly opened the 

door of our entryway cabinet and handed them the dog hair roller that I need and use 

regularly. As they removed dog fluff, I asked if those black pants were a sign that they 

had been a member of the Midwest choir. Not only was my guess correct, but they 

wore their black pants from the time in choir whenever they had to make amends for 

bad past choices with a judge as a reminder of all that had been learned at Midwest 

Challenge.  

Black pants and a white shirt, core staples behind the doors of most Americans’ 

closets. This is especially true for choir, band, and orchestra members. It is the 

simplest uniform to pull together; both pieces are often found at Goodwill and 

Walmart as well as at Nordstrom’s and Men’s Wearhouse. Pastors often wear black 

pants and a white shirt as we meet people from all walks of life. But that was the first 

time I had ever heard of someone wearing them to remember they were a member of 

a community.  

We closet more than just our clothes. It is as easy to hide one’s identity as it is 

to store black pants and white shirt behind the closed doors of your closet. We often 

closet things of which we are ashamed. This includes addictions of all sorts, less than 

perfect families, past traumas, and our financial struggles. Somehow, we think that we 

need to hide these struggles, especially to be good enough to go to church.  
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God does not see it that way. God keeps knocking on our closed doors, even 

closed church doors, saying “I need your help.” And often we reply, “I can’t because I  

________________________________________________________________.”  

 

What did you fill in that blank?  

When God knocked looking for Jeremiah, he filled in that blank with “Ah, 

Lord God! Truly I don’t know how to speak, for I am only a boy.” (Jeremiah 1:6) 

God did not find Jeremiah’s youth to be an acceptable excuse. Nor do I believe that 

God finds what we filled in our blanks with—addict, abused as a child, combat 

veteran, rape survivor, debtor—to be acceptable excuses to keep us from being His 

helper and a member of His church.  

God is knocking at our doors. Even when we have opened the front door and 

allowed Christ to stand in our entry way, God keeps knocking and Christ keeps 

moving through all the rooms of our lives as we open every door to God. God 

knocks as Christ helps us with those doors. Friends, Christ is on a global decluttering 

mission wants to help us all declutter both sin and sin’s garbage from our lives, 

leaving only things we can use well in our new life behind as reminders of how we 

have found redemption, even black pants and white shirts.  

Today’s sermon is my rewrite of an old temperance sermon I heard many times 

as a child. Rev. Ed Rieff was my childhood pastor, and I can only remember him 

wearing two outfits. The one he wore most often was a white shirt, charcoal gray 

(almost black) pants, and a navy blazer with a navy and red striped tie. Unless he was 

in his garden or at camp when he wore a plaid shirt and khaki pants, Rev. Rieff wore 

his charcoal gray pants, white shirt, and navy blazer with a navy and red striped tie 

everywhere—Christmas, Easter, hospital visits, and when we arrived on Wednesdays 

for junior choir practice to deter us from misbehaving. Occasionally, if the weather 

was over 90 degrees in the shade, he took off the blazer.  

Rev. Rieff was not always a pastor; once he was a gambler involved in 

Prohibition speakeasies. I did not know that as a child. After his retirement, when I 

was a staff member at a camp Rev. Rieff was our chaplain. One day, he found me 

playing solitaire in the canteen. At the time he was trying to help me see that God was 

calling me into ministry. He was shocked to find me playing cards. Then he shared his 

testimony about his gambling addiction. That is the day I learned everyone of us has 

our own blank to be filled about why we think we are not good enough to answer 
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God’s knock on our closed doors. Today, I wonder if Rev. Rieff’s gray pants, white 

shirt, and navy jacket with a red and navy striped tie were his reminder of what Christ 

left behind after clearing out his gambling addiction. I could be wrong, but as I think 

about Christ has left in my own closet to be used as I answer God’s knocking, my 

hunch is that I am right. 

Rev. Rieff gave our church a stained-glass window showing Christ knocking at 

a closed door with no door knob or latch. Rev. Rieff told us the door represented our 

hearts; not only could Christ not open our heart door, neither could anyone else open 

that door. Only we can open our heart’s door for Christ to come in. That stained glass 

window depicted Rev. Rieff’s life verse, “Behold, I stand at the door and knock. If 

anyone hears my voice and opens the door, I will come in.” (Revelation 3:20, from 

memory) 

Amen.  

 

 

   


