
 

 

 

 

By Lisa Updike 

Mom shook me awake.  “Hurry up! We overslept! Get 

dressed and get breakfast. Church is in half an hour!”  

Ugh! I was sooooo tired. Last night was family night and 

we stayed up late watching a movie and eating 

popcorn. I loved family night! But I didn’t love rushing 

to get to church. I hurried as fast as I could anyway. I 

pulled on my clothes and dashed into the kitchen. 

“You are NOT wearing that to church!” Mom pointed 

her finger back down the hall. “March back to your 

room. You know what is acceptable to wear.” Dad 

added, “And be quick about it, too!” 

Inside I was grumbling. My friend’s church was so much 

fun. They dressed any way they wanted and the kids 

didn’t even have to go into Big Church with their 

parents. I liked church better when I was little and could 

play in the nursery and eat Cheerios instead of going 

with the grown-ups to Big Church. 

I quickly changed and ran to the car as Mom handed me 

a poptart and Dad slid into the driver’s seat. Wiping the 

last of the crumbs from my chin, Mom passed me a mint. 

I hadn’t brushed my teeth and had terrible morning 

breath.  

By the time we got to church we had missed the 

opening song. Now the congregation was singing 

“Standing on the Promises of God” as we tried to slip 

quietly into our seats. But my foot caught on a lady’s 

purse sitting on the floor by her seat and down I went!  I 

couldn’t help but giggle because I certainly wasn’t 

standing then! Dad let out a sigh, and everyone around 

us smiled politely. We weren’t off to a great start. 

After a few announcements and prayers, we stood up 

to read the Bible passage, and then settled in for the 

longest, most boring part: the sermon. On and on the 

pastor talked. I pulled a pen out of Mom’s purse and got 

to work on the bulletin. First I colored in all the O’s as 

neatly as I could. Next I colored in the holes in the lower 

case a’s and e’s. When I made an airplane out of the 

bulletin insert, Dad snatched it away and gave me his 

“behave or else” look. I asked to go to the bathroom. I 

didn’t really have to go, but it helped break up the long 

boring morning. I thought of my friend. At his church 

they were probably singing a fun song about Abraham 

and pumping their arms up and down and at least 

getting some good exercise in! 

Finally! The closing song and benediction. I ran out of 

the sanctuary to my Sunday School classroom. There I 

could talk to my friends! 

At lunch Mom and Dad were talking about the sermon. 

They asked me what I had learned. Well, I love Jesus 

and everything, but I couldn’t stand it anymore. I had to 

tell them. “I hate church! Church is boring! Why can’t 

we have puppet shows for the kids like other GOOD 

churches? They love God and make it exciting for kids!” 

My parents had really sad faces. I felt terrible. I loved 

the people at my church, even the pastor, but I didn’t 

like going to Sunday morning service! 

Later that night both of my parents came into my room.  

I wondered if I was going to get a big lecture. Instead 

Dad spoke up. “Honey, your mom and I spent some 

time praying and talking this afternoon, and we want to 

apologize. We realized we haven’t really taught you 

about how to worship God in Big Church. We expected 

you to know how to do something without teaching 

you. And you know what? Sometimes church is boring! 

…I couldn’t stand it anymore. I 

had to tell them. ”I hate church! 

Church is boring!” 

Church is (not) 

Boring! 



It can be hard work to pay attention, but it’s worth it to 

know God and honor God.” 

“This week we are going to try some different things to 

prepare for Sunday morning worship,” Mom added. 

“After all, it is the Lord’s Day—a special day!” 

The next day was pretty normal until dinner. Dad 

suggested we sing “Standing on the Promises” before 

we said grace. We just sang one verse and said grace. 

We laughed all the way through dinner remembering 

how I had fallen flat on my face during the hymn at 

church the day before. It felt good to laugh! We talked a 

little bit about what it means to stand on God’s 

promises. After dinner Dad said that he had talked to 

our Pastor for Worship and had gotten a list of songs 

we’d be singing over the next few weeks. Every night 

we would pick one and sing it. “Weird,” I thought, “but 

not too bad.”  

That night at bed Mom told me they were still thinking 

and praying about Sunday mornings. “But,” she went 

on, “you have a responsibility, too. I want you to pray 

once a day that God would help you. It’s okay to tell 

Him what’s hard about Sunday morning service, but ask 

Him to help you mature as well.” We prayed together, 

and when she left the room I prayed by myself. “God, I 

know You think it is important for families to worship 

together. I wish we could have puppet shows, but I 

suppose having fun isn’t really what church is about. 

Help me to love You and to learn how to pay attention 

better. Thanks. Amen.” 

That’s how every night went until Friday. Instead of 

family night on Saturday, we had it on Friday. Okay, 

cool. We played putt-putt golf, got ice cream, and 

stayed up late catching fire flies. I put mine in a jar with 

holes in the lid for a night light. I started to fall asleep 

watching them blink when I remembered something, 

“Oh, God,” I whispered sleepily, “Help me in Big Church. 

Thanks for today. It was fun.” 

Saturday night I wasn’t as excited. Mom announced we 

were all getting to bed at a decent hour, so that we 

wouldn’t be overtired in the morning. We all got 

showers. Mom even had me lay out my clothes for 

Sunday morning, checking them to make sure she 

approved. But then we did something really different. 

Just before bedtime we gathered in the family room 

and Dad opened his Bible. “This is the passage for 

tomorrow. We are going to pass the Bible around and 

each of us will read a couple of verses.” Well, I’m not 

the greatest out loud reader, but Mom and Dad helped 

and explained the big words and it was okay. We tried 

to figure out what the pastor might preach on, and we 

told the parts that stood out to us. Then Dad handed 

me a tote bag and told me to look in it. There was a 

spiral notebook, a sharp pencil, and a pack of colored 

pencils. “Cool!” I said. He explained that this was to be 

my church bag. I would bring it every Sunday. They 

expected me to write the Bible reference down, and 

write one or two ideas the pastor shared, and then I 

could even draw a picture to help me remember the 

sermon. I asked if I could write down which song was 

my favorite, too. “Sure! That’s a really good idea,” they 

said. Dad had another thought, “Maybe you could jot 

down prayer requests, too. Then you could help me 

remember to pray for some of the people in our 

church.”  

I hugged them goodnight and went off to bed. “Jesus, 

this church thing might not be so boring with my 

notebook. Mom and Dad are always talking about doing 

things for your glory, so I guess I want to ask you to help 

me use the notebook for your glory. Goodnight, uh, I 

mean, amen.” 

In the morning Mom surprised us with donuts. We 

never eat donuts! She announced that the Lord’s Day 

called for something special. Every Sunday she would 

make sure we had something a little special to start the 

day. “Whooo-hooo!” I thought to myself. 

It was nice to get to church on time. No tripping over 

purses! When we stood up to sing I knew most of the 

songs, at least the 1st verses. We had been singing these 

songs all week, so they kind of felt like our own songs. I 

liked that! Dad glanced at me and smiled. During the 

 

Because “God uses the ordinary 

means of His Word, the Bible, to 

speak to us,”… I am really 

learning to hear God Himself! 

 



announcements I remembered to jot down that Mr. 

Trip was in the hospital and that the Miller family had a 

new baby and needed meals. When we stood to read 

the Bible passage I found myself understanding it and 

paying better attention. We’d gone over it as a family, 

so it didn’t seem so strange. I found myself waiting for 

the verses I had read out loud the night before. We sat 

down; I pulled out my notebook and wrote down the 

scripture reference. I have to admit, it was pretty hard 

to write down something that stood out to me from the 

preaching. The pastor used lots of big words and ideas, 

but one thing really hit me. He said something like, 

“God uses the ordinary means of His word, the Bible, to 

speak to us.” I wrote it down as best as I could. I drew a 

picture of a talking Bible. I drew a big mouth and one of 

those comic bubbles with words in it. I wrote in bubble 

letters, “I am God’s word!” It looked kind of funny, but I 

wasn’t trying to be silly. I just thought, “Wow! When the 

pastor is preaching from God’s Word, I am really 

learning to hear God Himself!” I didn’t want to forget 

that. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

So, that’s how things go in our family now. We try to 

find out that week’s songs, and we sing at least a couple 

of them each week. Most weeks we read the Bible 

passage sometime before that Sunday. I lay out my 

clothes Saturday night, and put my church bag on top. 

Mom tries to have some kind of treat on Sunday 

mornings. Most importantly, I keep praying and asking 

God to help me grow in His ways.  

Church is still sometimes boring. But, it is getting better 

for me. I understand it is not about me having fun. 

Instead, it is about worshipping God as His church, all 

together, little kids like me on up through the 

grandparents. The Holy Spirit can teach us through His 

word no matter what our age. It might not really be fun, 

but I can tell you this: It is good. 

 

 

 

I Am God’s 

Word! 
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