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Oct. 16, 2016 – (Pentecost 23, Luke) 

Sermon Text – 1 Samuel 1:9-11, 19-20; 2:1-10 

 

- After they had eaten and drunk at Shiloh, Hannah rose and presented herself before 

the Lord…She was deeply distressed and prayed to the Lord, and wept bitterly…In due 

time Hannah conceived and bore a son. She named him Samuel, for she said, "I have 

asked him of the Lord."...Hannah prayed and said, "My heart exults in the Lord; my 

strength is exalted in my God.  My mouth derides my enemies, because I rejoice in my 

victory.  There is no Holy One like the Lord, no one besides you; there is no Rock like our 

God…He will guard the feet of his faithful ones, but the wicked shall be cut off in dark-

ness; for not by might does one prevail.” - 

 

You were introduced to the phrase when protesters first chanted “Black lives matter!”  

That provoked a response among those who felt left out that “White lives also matter!”  

Pretty soon, there were still others who asserted that “Their lives also matter!” then 

“Foreign lives matter!” and “Muslim lives matter!” and eventually, “All lives matter!”  In 

our story for today, the lesson is that “Hannah lives matter!” “Women’s lives matter!” 

“Forgotten lives matter!”  This is a very hard story to preach.  You see, it is very danger-

ous for me to pretend that I know what Hannah is talking about.  I’m not a woman.  I 

don’t know what it’s like to not have children.  I don’t know what it’s like to wish for a 

child.  I don’t know what it’s like to suffer the taunts of my sister wife.  You see, I’m not a 

woman.  I don’t know how all that feels.  Perhaps, you could teach me.  What I do 

know is how it feels to want to matter.  What I do know is what it means to want to 

make a difference.  What I do know is how important it is to not be forgotten.  You see, 

I’m a man; and men, at least in my day, have a distinct advantage.  We know that we 

matter.  We know that we’re important.  We know that we won’t be forgotten.  Oh, and 

you can call me Eli.  I was the priest of the temple at Shiloh, the place where Hannah 

came to pray. 

 

 Here is what you need to know about Hannah.  She was the beloved first wife of 

a man named Elkanah.  Elkanah loved Hannah, but she had no children.  Elkanah’s 

second wife was named Peninnah.  She had children.  She had many children, and 

she let Hannah know it.  She teased her.  She taunted her.  She picked on her and 

bullied her because of her lack of children.  And what was Hannah to do?  Penninah 

spoke the truth, the terrible, irritating, aggravating truth.  Hannah was childless, but she 

refused to believe that she was worthless.  She decided instead to plead her case 

before God.  So, when Elkannah and his family came to the temple at Shiloh for their 

annual worship pilgrimage, Hannah presented herself before the altar of the Lord.  And 

she prayed.  She prayed fervently.  She prayed emotionally.  She prayed in great 

distress.  She prayed with tears rolling down her cheeks.  She prayed weeping wildly, 
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her head bobbing up and down in time with her petitions, her lips moving crazily as 

she formed the words, but I heard nothing as I listened and observed her antics.  I 

thought she was not in her right mind.  Maybe she had been sipping too much wine 

with her breakfast.  I accused her of public drunkenness.  But, when she responded, 

she was stone, cold sober.  “I have been praying,” she answered, “speaking out to the 

Lord about my great frustration.  I have made a vow to the Lord.  If the Lord will only 

remember me, and not forget me, but give me a male child and put an end to all my 

suffering, I will return him to the service of the Lord.”  I was mistaken.  I had misread her 

distress and her passion as intoxication.  She was simply intent on her mission.  She 

wanted her needs to be made known.  She wanted the Lord’s attention to her condi-

tion.  In short, she wanted to matter in the eyes of the world, especially those 

represented by Penninah, her mean and malicious housemate.  I blessed her and sent 

her back to join her family.  “The God of Israel has heard your prayer,” I assured her.  

What else could I say?  I am only a humble priest.  I don’t know what God decides, but 

I do know that God listens.  God hears.  And Hannah was no longer alone in her quest 

to be somebody in this world. 

 

 Hannah went back to her family.  She ate and she drank.  She was happy.  She 

was satisfied.  When they had completed their pilgrimage, they returned to their home.  

And sometime later, I don’t really know how long it might have been, Hannah 

discovered that she was going to have a baby.  When he was born, she named him 

Samuel because she had “asked him of the Lord.”  And she kept him at home with her 

until he was ready to be on his own, and then she brought him to the temple and pre-

sented him to the Lord.  She responded with faithfulness.  She fulfilled her vow.  She left 

the boy with me so that he might learn to be a servant of the Lord.  Each year, she 

visited him.  Each year, she brought him a new robe that she had made with her own 

hands.  And each year, she saw that he had grown and found favor with the Lord.  

Eventually, he would become the greatest prophet for the Hebrew people since the 

time of Moses.  And again, Hannah prayed.  This time, her prayer was triumphant.  This 

time, her prayer was full of confidence.  This time, her prayer was filled with joy.  For 

Hannah, God was shown to be a God who hears the prayers of people like her, who 

lifts up the lowly and who provides for those who are in need.  She was more than 

happy.  She was thrilled.  She was ecstatic. 

 

 I told you that this is a very hard story to preach.  Those are my observations.  

Those are what I saw and heard from Hannah.  They are a part of her story.  She 

prayed and God answered her prayer.  Through her was born a child who would be 

very important in the history of God’s people.  But not everyone gets the answer they 

hope for when they pray.  Some people are disappointed.  Some people remain 
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frustrated.  Some people continue to be saddened and upset.  They are not satisfied.  

They do not become happy.  They cannot enjoy their triumph.  You all know the story 

of Job.  That is an attempt to answer why this is so.  All I can do is tell you about 

Hannah.  From her story, we know that God does listen.  From her story, we know that 

God does hear.  From her story, we know that God does provide.  And God does so for 

the least, for the lost, for the forgotten, and for the frustrated.  God does so for Hannah.  

Hannah matters, and so do you, as do all people who might otherwise be forgotten. 

 

         Amen. 


