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“You did not choose Me, but I chose you and appointed you so that you might go and bear fruit—fruit that will last...”


—  John 15:16 (NIV)



The journey from the altar table to the pulpit is not merely a path of religious engagement—it is a divine summons, etched in eternity, and revealed in the fullness of time. This book is the story of such a calling: not born out of ambition, but birthed in divine fire; not sustained by personal strength, but carried by grace that overflows.

In many ways, the altar table symbolized my earliest encounter with the sacred. It was there, kneeling in silence, that I first tasted the mysterious pull of heaven—a still, small voice beckoning me toward a future I could not see, yet could not resist. The table was more than wood and cloth; it was a meeting place between the mortal and the divine, the seen and the unseen.

But the pulpit? The pulpit was different. It stood as a platform of proclamation—a place where God’s Word thundered like many waters, demanding both reverence and response. To move from the altar table to the pulpit is to traverse a sacred distance: a journey of transformation, marked by suffering, surrender, sanctification, and supernatural strength.

This book does not glamorize ministry. It reveals it. It opens the reader to the joys and tears, the silence and the shouts, the rejections and affirmations that mark the life of one called to declare, “Thus says the Lord.” Every chapter draws from Scripture, not as footnote but as foundation, and every moment is tethered to the truth that God still calls, equips, sends, and sustains those who dare to follow Him.

From the Altar Table to the Pulpit: My Call to Ministry is not just my story—it is the echo of countless others who have felt the sacred tap on their shoulder. If you are searching, struggling, or simply curious about the mysteries of the ministerial call, may this book inspire you, stir your spirit, and bring you closer to the One who still says, “Follow Me.”

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One: Whispers at the Altar Table
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“The lamp of God had not yet gone out...”

—1 Samuel 3:3

––––––––
[image: ]


It was not thunder that summoned me. It was a whisper.

Not a lightning bolt that lit my path, but a flicker—a candle flame that danced at the edge of a table, inviting me to draw near. The altar stood like a sentinel of secrets in a room veiled by stillness. It wasn’t grand. No stained glass to filter the sun into coloured prayers. No golden railings or swinging censers. Just wood—worn, plain, and sacred.

And yet, to me, it was a throne room.

There, in the hush of early morning or the silence of twilight, I knelt. Not out of duty, but desire. Not to be seen, but to see. Something in that sacred space stirred the invisible winds of my soul. I didn’t know it then, but the altar table had a voice. And it was beginning to speak.

––––––––
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The air around the altar crackled—not with electricity, but with eternity.

It was there I first felt it:

The pull I could not name.

The tug that wouldn’t let go.

The question no one had asked me, but that burned inside:

What if you were born for this?

––––––––
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At first, I thought it was imagination. I tried to shake it off like dust clinging to a robe. But the more I tried to forget, the louder the silence became.

Every time I knelt, the altar whispered back.

Not in words—but in weight.

Not in volume—but in vision.

The veil between heaven and earth seemed thinner there—as if one could inhale mystery and exhale prayer.

The table became a mirror, showing me not just who I was, but who I could be. A priest? A prophet? A preacher? I didn’t know. All I knew was that something divine was rising like smoke from within.

––––––––
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Whom shall I send?

The question wasn’t shouted.

It hovered.

It haunted.

––––––––
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I remember one unforgettable evening. The sky outside was weeping, and thunder murmured in the distance. But inside, the flame on the altar didn’t flicker. It stood still—unmoved. Unshaken. I stared at it. The candle’s steady light cut through my thoughts like a sword through silk.

I knelt again—reluctantly, reverently.

And then it happened.

Not a voice, but a knowing—a surge of holy electricity through my veins. My heartbeat matched the rhythm of eternity. Time folded in on itself, and I was no longer just a boy beside a table. I was a soldier being summoned. A scribe being sent. A soul being claimed.

The moment clung to me like oil—consecrating, convicting, consuming.

––––––––
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“Speak, Lord, for your servant is listening.”

Those were Samuel’s words.

They became mine.

––––––––
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I rose from that encounter changed. The world hadn’t shifted, but I had. Something ancient had been activated. Something heavenly had been planted. I walked differently. I prayed differently. I saw differently. The whisper had become a wind
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