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Dedication

To every weary pastor who has served in silence, prayed through lack, and led with empty pockets but a full heart—this is for you.  

May these pages be a reminder that Jesus sees you, walks with you, and has never forsaken you. Your calling is not measured by wealth but by obedience.  

To the forgotten shepherds, the faithful servants, and the nameless warriors in ministry—your reward is eternal. May this book restore your hope, ignite your faith, and remind you that broke is not your identity—beloved is.  

Jesus is still enough. And in Him, you lack nothing. 
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When the Calling Feels Like a Curse
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God’s call doesn’t always come with comfort.

The Night I Nearly Walked Away  

I remember the night like it happened yesterday.  

The rain tapped the rusted roofing sheets above my head like fingers impatiently knocking on heaven’s door. Inside my small room, the darkness was deeper than usual. Power had been out for two days, and my phone battery was dead. I had just finished praying — if you could call what I did praying. It was more of a complaint mixed with tears, a whisper of a man trying not to wake his children while his heart was screaming inside.  

There was no food for the next day. No money for transport. I had a preaching engagement the next town over, and I didn’t even have the fare to get there. I had already postponed it once, making up a reason that sounded spiritual. But the truth was, I was broke — again. And I was tired of being broke, tired of acting like things were okay when they weren’t.  

I sat on the edge of my thin mattress, holding my Bible, wondering how the God who called me could leave me here like this.  

“Lord, did You really call me?”  

“Was this really You, or did I mishear You?”  

“How can You ask me to feed Your sheep when I can’t feed my children?”  

I wasn’t doubting God’s existence. I was doubting His fairness. Doubting my worth. Doubting whether the dream I had years ago of standing before crowds, preaching to nations, was ever real — or just youthful excitement dressed as a calling.  

In that moment, the calling didn’t feel holy. It didn’t feel powerful. It felt like a curse.  

The Illusion of the Calling  

We rarely tell the full truth about calling in the church world. When people hear about a “calling,” they imagine anointing, applause, packed halls, microphones, honorariums, and doors opening supernaturally.  

And sometimes, yes, that happens — but only sometimes.  

For many of us, the calling feels like walking through the desert. It feels like giving your best and being left with nothing. It feels like preaching hope while silently losing yours.  

When I first heard God’s call, I was full of passion and promise. I left behind job opportunities, friends, even family approval, all in obedience to a voice I was certain belonged to Heaven.  

But Heaven doesn’t always shout back when you're struggling.  

And that silence — oh, that silence — is what no one warns you about.  

Jeremiah: The Weeping Prophet  

Jeremiah understood what it meant to feel cursed by calling.  

God called him before he was born — a prophet to the nations. But his life was filled with pain. He was mocked, beaten, rejected, thrown into a pit, and cursed. In Jeremiah 20:7–9, he cries out: “You deceived me, Lord, and I was deceived; you overpowered me and prevailed.  

I am ridiculed all day long; everyone mocks me...  

But if I say, ‘I will not mention his word or speak anymore in his name,’ his word is in my heart like a fire, a fire shut up in my bones.” Jeremiah literally accuses God of deceiving him. He feels tricked. And yet, the word in him is too strong to ignore.  

That’s how the calling feels — like a fire you didn’t ask for, but can’t put out.  

Even when you wish you could walk away, something deeper keeps pulling you back. That’s not your ego. That’s your calling — the true kind. The one that costs you comfort, popularity, and sometimes even sanity.  

Paul: Suffering with Purpose  

When we think of Apostle Paul, we often think of his power — not his pain. But read 2 Corinthians 11:23–28:  

“I have worked much harder, been in prison more frequently, been flogged more severely, and been exposed to death again and again... I have known hunger and thirst and have often gone without food;  

I have been cold and naked...  

Besides everything else, I face daily the pressure of my concern for all the churches.”  

This is the same Paul who wrote nearly half the New Testament.  

And yet his calling brought with it beatings, shipwrecks, loneliness, betrayal, and constant physical suffering.  

He never had a mansion. He didn’t live in luxury. He was never known for “prosperity.” Instead, he became a pattern of what it means to suffer for Christ and still carry joy, power, and purpose. 

Jesus: Misunderstood, Rejected, Crucified 

Born in a borrowed stable.  

Laid in a borrowed manger.  

Rode into Jerusalem on a borrowed donkey.  

Buried in a borrowed tomb.  

He was misunderstood by His own family, hated by the religious elite, betrayed by a friend, denied by His closest follower, and abandoned by nearly everyone at the cross.  

“My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” (Matthew 27:46)  

Even the Son of God, in His greatest moment of suffering, felt abandoned.  

So why do we think our calling will be comfortable?  

Pain Doesn’t Mean You Missed God  

Let me say this clearly, for the one who is wondering:  

Pain in ministry does not mean you missed your calling.  

It might mean you are actually walking in it.  

We’ve confused blessing with ease. We’ve mistaken calling for comfort. We’ve taught that if you’re doing what God asked, everything should go smoothly. But the Bible never promises that.  

In fact, the opposite is often true.  

Moses was called — and then sent to face Pharaoh.  

David was anointed — and then chased by Saul.  

Elijah called fire from heaven — and then hid in a cave, depressed and suicidal.  

Jesus was baptized — and then led into the wilderness to be tempted.  

The path of the called is often paved with suffering. But here’s the good news:  

God walks the hard path with us.  

My Personal Moment of Collapse  

There was a time I told God I was done.  

Not because I didn’t believe in Him, but because I didn’t believe He still wanted me. I thought maybe I had failed so badly that He’d moved on to someone more faithful, more talented, more obedient.  

I was tired of fasting without breakthroughs.  

Tired of praying without answers.  

Tired of preaching to people who didn’t change, didn’t give, didn’t care.  

Tired of pretending I was okay when I was drowning.  

I remember crying in the back of the church after everyone had left.  

I didn’t want to be seen. I didn’t want anyone to pray for me or give me a verse. I just wanted to be honest — for once.  

That day, God didn’t rebuke me.  

He didn’t shout.  

He didn’t remind me of my calling.  

Instead, I felt a stillness in my soul. A whisper that said: “I know. And I’m still here.” That was enough to get up.  

What You Do in the Pain Matters  

It’s okay to feel like the calling is too much.  

It’s okay to question.  

Even Jesus, in the Garden of Gethsemane, asked for the cup to pass. But what you do in the pain — that’s where your calling is refined.  


•  Do you stay faithful, even when it hurts?  

•  Do you keep loving people who disappoint you?  

•  Do you keep preaching, even when your own faith feels weak?  

•  Do you show up, even when you’d rather stay in bed?  



That’s where the fire of your calling becomes real.  

Encouragement for the Pastor Who’s Tired  

If you're reading this and your spirit is low, let me speak directly to your heart:  

You are not weak.  

You are not failing.  

You are not forgotten.  

You are walking a road that’s ancient and holy — the path of the prophets, the apostles, and Jesus Himself.  

Your tears are not wasted.  

Your sacrifices are not unseen.  

Your struggle is not in vain.  

You are not cursed. You are called.  

And while the calling may cost you everything — it will also give you everything that truly matters:  

Character. Compassion. Christlikeness. Eternal reward.  

The beauty of calling is not found in the stage, but in the secret place.  

Not in applause, but in obedience.  

Not in gifts received, but in lives touched.  

And when you stand before God one day, He will not ask how big your church was, how many views your sermons had, or how many countries you visited.  

He will ask:  

“Did you love them like I did?”  

“Did you feed My sheep — even when you were hungry?”  

“Did you follow Me — even when it hurt?”  That’s the calling.  

That’s the cost.  

And that’s the crown.  

You’re not alone.  

There are more pastors, preachers, evangelists, missionaries, and church planters walking through hidden suffering than we ever speak about. You are one of many servants in the trenches — not forsaken, not forgotten, but being formed.  

You may not have the robe of recognition, but you wear the scars of obedience.  

You may not have a pulpit with lights, but you carry a cross in the dark.  

You may not be trending on social media, but Heaven knows your name.  

You may not have much, but God has you. And that is everything.  

The calling is not a curse. It only feels like one when we measure it by earthly standards — money, numbers, praise. But when you view it through eternity’s eyes, it becomes clear: the greatest honor is to serve a Savior who Himself was rejected, poor, misunderstood, and crucified.  

This is the gospel. Not gold thrones and luxury cars — but blood, obedience, and joy that comes through pain.  

So, to you who are reading this through tears...  

To you who are wondering if your obedience was a mistake...  

To you who have preached to others but can't seem to preach to yourself anymore...  

Hold on.  

Not because you are strong, but because God is.  

Not because you are never tired, but because Jesus never leaves.  

Not because the path is easy, but because the reward is eternal.  

You are not cursed.  

You are not crazy.  

You are not lost.  You are called.  

Prayer for the Pastor Who Feels Like Quitting Father,  

For the one reading this with an exhausted heart,  

For the Pastor who has nothing left to give,  

For the preacher who has lost their joy,  

For the servant who secretly feels ashamed of their struggle — Remind them that You called them.  

Remind them that You see them.  

Remind them that even in this storm, they are still Yours.  

Help them not to walk away.  

Let their tears become oil.  

Let their weakness become strength.  

Let their hidden faith become their deepest treasure.  

In Jesus’ name.  

Amen.  

Chapter 2
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Preaching with Empty Pockets  
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The emotional cost of standing in front of people with nothing in your own hands.  

The Sunday I Almost Didn’t Show Up  

It was a Sunday morning. I sat at the edge of my bed — worn shoes at my feet, Bible on my lap, heart in my stomach. My stomach growled, but it wasn’t hunger that made me weak — it was heaviness. The weight of pretending. The cost of faith. The quiet voice in my head that whispered:  

“You have nothing. What are you going to say to them today?”  

The church wasn’t far, but I had no money for transport. I had walked there many times before, but today, my legs felt too heavy. My faith, too fragile. I had no food at home. My wife and children had eaten the last of what we had the night before. There was no tea.  

No sugar.  

Not even a coin left in my pocket.  

Still, I was supposed to stand before people and preach the goodness of God.  

I looked at the mirror and asked the reflection:  

“How can you tell people to trust God when your own house is falling apart?”  

That Sunday, I almost didn’t go.  

But I did. And what happened that day changed me.  

Two Lives, One Pastor  

Being a pastor often feels like living two lives.  
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