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Before my final year of law school, I spent part of a 
summer clerking at a law firm in Charleston. For those 
six weeks, I lived in a room at my Uncle Hugh’s house 
on James Island. If I was home in the evening, my 
Uncle Hugh, who was a Presbyterian minister then 
serving at First Scot’s Presbyterian Church, would 
invite me to sit out on the back patio, enjoy a glass 
of wine, and talk about theology, politics, family, or 
whatever else came to his mind.

At some point during one of those summer evening 
discussions, Hugh looked at me, with that stern look 
perfected over so many years of offering people 
weighty words of wise counsel, and said in his deep, 
solemn voice, “Gary, someday, you are going to 
be a priest. And, when it happens, you’ll remember 
that your Uncle Hugh told you so.” At the time, I 
chuckled, stored his words away in the back of my 
mind (alongside many other things that Hugh had 
said to me over the years), and continued diligently 
working toward a career as a lawyer.

So here we are, almost seventeen years later, and 
Uncle Hugh, who has since joined the company of 
the saints, now looks like a prophet. I have no doubt 
that he takes great delight in that moniker—and I 
have no doubt that he takes even greater delight in 
my current work. 

Should I have taken Hugh’s words more seriously 
at the time? Maybe. In my defense, however, I also 
heard his words with the cultivated knowledge that 
my Uncle Hugh liked to say things that would shock 
people—challenge their presumptions and possibly 
get their spiritual blood flowing a little faster.

My path to the priesthood could have been more 
direct, but I’m not sure that it was intended to be so. 
And Hugh didn’t say that I should change direction 
that evening. He just predicted that, some day, I 
would (and that I would remember him when I did—
which I have clearly have). In doing so, he planted a 
seed – or perhaps he merely watered a seed that was 
already planted – and that seed took life over the 
years that followed.

Several years would pass before I would begin 
to hear the murmurings of God’s call. It would 
happen over eight thousand miles away from Uncle 
Hugh’s patio – in the small chapel at Bishop Gaul 
Theological College in Harare, Zimbabwe, where I 
would spend a year – during an interlude to my legal 
career – teaching young Anglicans preparing for the 
priesthood.

While I was there, every weekday morning, the 
students would gather prior to breakfast for Morning 
Prayer in a small garage that, in lieu of any other 
appropriate space, served as their chapel. In that 
space, which was about twelve by fifteen feet in 
width and length, we sat together on benches lining 
the four walls around an altar in the middle of the 
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room, and we worshipped God 
together. 

The highlight was the glorious 
music. With hand drums and 
maracas and the power of more 
than a dozen inspired voices 
weaving a harmonious tapestry 
of worship and praise—from sung 
prayers to traditional Anglican 
hymns translated into Shona, they 
shared the gift of the Spirit with 
one another and with me.

And it was in that context that 
I first began to experience the 
quiet stirrings of a call: the simple 
recognition that, in some sense, 
the life I was helping prepare 

them to live was the one my 
heart had been formed to desire. 
Once I was home from Zimbabwe 
and started work as a lawyer at a 
large law firm, the stirrings of a 
call persisted and very gradually 
grew louder. Nonetheless, several 

more years would pass before, in 
early 2009, I finally began meeting 
regularly with a priest in Chapel 
Hill to talk and pray about the 
discernment of God’s call on my 
life. 

Soon thereafter, with Father 
Timothy’s encouragement, I 
entered the formal discernment 
process in the Episcopal Diocese 
of North Carolina—a process that 
many of you saw consummated 
on January 23 here at Christ 
Church as Bishop Curry placed his 
hands upon my head and asked 
that God, through the power of 
the Holy Spirit, make me a priest 
in his Church.

Much has transpired in my life 
since that evening on the porch 
with Uncle Hugh—and many of 

those things have had a significant 
impact on who I am and on my 
understanding of this calling. 

Ultimately, I cannot point to 
a specific day or a particular 
moment when I concluded that 
God was calling me to ordained 
ministry. Instead, what began as 
a suspicion gradually developed 
into a resolve – that I have been 
purposed, with all of my gifts 
and all my shortcomings, all my 
experiences and wanderings, to 
be a pastor, priest and teacher, 
a minister of God’s Word and 
Sacraments.

And, though less than a month has 
transpired since my ordination, 
I can confidently say that it is a 
joyful thing finally to be doing that 
thing that God made me to do.

“In doing so, he 
planted a seed – or 
perhaps he merely 
watered a seed that 
was already planted – 
and that seed took 
life over the years 
that followed.”


