
Preacher’s Pen  by Gene McCoy 

 I sat straight up in bed, drenched in perspiration. 
I had awakened in the middle of a horrible dream. 
The scene that had alarmed me was that of a dying 
church. And the words that reverberated in my ears 
were, “No one would help.” 
 Dreams apparently last only seconds. At least, 
that is what I think I have been told. But the events 
that occurred in this dream took years to develop. 
The effects were gradual, which contributed to the 
horror as I realized too late the awful results of my 
neglect. And yes, my selfishness. 
 I had heard about dying churches but never 
imagined I would be part of one, much more a 
contributor to its demise. But this nightmare I 
accepted as God’s messenger that woke me out of 
my slumber to stark reality. I determined right there 
in the middle of my bed in the middle of the night 
that the dawning of the new day would mark the 
beginning of a new resolve.  
 In my dream I saw 
myself sitting in our church 
auditorium during a Sunday 
worship service, a scene that 
was repeated every week in 
reality. But there was 
something missing. Something very important. 
Something that characterizes every growing church. 
There were no young families! Everyone seated 
around me and scattered throughout the sparsely 
populated audience was over fifty years of age.  
 I first noticed that the family was gone that used 
to sit two rows ahead of us. They had the cute little 
toddler and precious newborn. Then it occurred to 
me that I hadn’t seen them for several weeks but 
had dismissed it as only a temporary absence. But 
what really horrified me was when I looked on 
either side of me and realized that my own children 
and grandchildren had been missing. Frantic to 
discover the explanation, I began to inquire of the 
leaders. Where are all the young families that used 
to come to this church? And where are my children 
and grandchildren? I wanted to know. I had to 
know. Why aren’t they here? And what has 
happened to our once vibrant church? 
 As soon as church was over, I cornered the 
person who used to be the Children’s Minister. Back 
when we needed one, that is. My inquiry about the 

missing children and young families immediately 
struck a nerve. With a trembling voice and eyes 
welling with tears, the former children’s minister 
explained. 
 “We struggled to keep a volunteer staff in our 
children’s ministry. The nursery staff was comprised 
of the same few individuals month after month. 
Those few people grew weary and finally wore out 
and burned out. Some grew bitter as they saw 
several capable adults refusing to assist in tending to 
God’s little lambs.” 
 Feeling a tinge of personal responsibility for 
their plight, I protested pointing out the fact that 
there are no children in our church to tend to. I 
pressed for an explanation.  
 The former children’s minister continued. “The 
young adults quit coming to this church because 
they couldn’t be a part of the worship services, due 

to the fact that they were 
the only ones who were 
available to staff the 
n u r s e r i e s .  T h e y 
interpreted that situation 
to mean that their 
children were not 

considered important. So they took their children to 
another church across town where the nurseries are 
staffed by willing and caring adults who 
demonstrate a genuine interest in ministering to 
their family. That is where you will find your 
children with your grandchildren.” 
 Feeling the sting and heat of conviction but not 
wanting to acknowledge my obvious culpability, I 
asked the former children’s minister, “So why didn’t 
you do something about the dwindling nursery 
staff?” That is when I awoke with the words 
reverberating in my ears, “I asked you and several 
others to lend assistance in the nurseries. But no 
one would help.” 
 Thankfully, it was only a dream. Gratefully, there 
are still children running throughout our church 
building. The nurseries still ring with the laughter 
and activity of God’s precious lambs. Our church 
still enjoys the vibrancy of young families. I can go 
back to peaceful sleep now. But the first thing I am 
going to do when I get up is to call our children’s 
minister and volunteer my service in our nurseries! 


