
1 Peter 4:12-14; 5:6-11 
 
On 24th May 1738 a frustrated Anglican Priest went unwillingly to a church gathering in Aldersgate 
Street, London. Wesley’s own ministry thus far had been peppered with problems. As a young man 
he worked hard doing good things in order to ‘earn’ salvation and found it impossible to fully place his 
trust in God. When I went to Savannah in Georgia a few years ago I saw many a placard proclaiming 
him a hero and an inspiring preach. But placards can’t quite re-write history. The reality is John 
Wesley’s mission trip to America had ended in disaster and he had returned feeling more lost than 
ever. All the religious zeal in the world couldn’t make up for the emptiness inside him.  
 
According to John Wesley’s journal the day had been a long and difficult one, trying to preach to a 
group of people who weren’t interested in hearing him speak. To add insult to injury in the previous 
few days he had received a letter from his younger brother Charles (also a Priest) telling him that 
Charles had had what he described as a ‘conversion experience’ and was full of love for God and 
renewed strength to follow his call.  
 
Yet that night Wesley experienced a change. A sudden profound understanding that he was indeed 
forgiven, loved and known by God. He dedicated the remainder of his life to sharing this knowledge 
with those often forgotten by polite society. In a world where so much of the liturgy was inaccessible 
to those who couldn’t read – so most people – Wesley taught hymns that spoke of God in language 
that people could understand, using phrases that imbedded themselves in the memories of those 
who’d never imagined God’s love was for them.  
 
History will (rightly) remember Wesley as a Godly man, a gifted preacher, anxious to share the good 
news with everyone from the miners in the industrial towns to the labourers in the fields, and the 
founder of the movement that grew into the Methodist Church. His diary tells us that even well into 
his 70s he got up at 4am to read the Bible and pray for a couple of hours before going off on his 
horse to preach at least 4 times most days. And if all that makes you feel just a tad inferior then 
you’re in good company because it does me too! 
 
But there’s more to Wesley’s story than that. 
 
He was also a man whose whole ministry was beset by challenge and turmoil. Lest we forget, he 
lives and died as an Anglican Priest, and as an Anglican Priest much of what he did was highly 
subversive and risky at that time. He has no regard for the Parish system and frequently preached in 
(and was thrown out of) churches around the country. When eventually he was asked to give an 
account of himself by the Bishop of Oxford he responded by saying ‘I believe the world is my Parish’. 
Fabulous statement and one that is often repeated.  
 
To quote our covenant service, Wesley found himself carry out ministry in ways that were ‘contrary to 
his natural inclinations and his material interests. Outdoor preaching, at least in the early days, made 
Wesley uncomfortable. In fact he wrote in his diary ‘I submitted to being even more vile…’ when 
speaking of his first foray into outdoor preaching. I have no doubt whatsoever that when he was 
ordained, and up until the very moment when the Holy Spirit came upon him at Aldersgate Street, he 
knew where his ministry was going and never envisaged that it would be like this. He expected to be 
a priest like his father and brothers, quiet country church and all that – he ended up founding a 
movement that became an international denomination. 
 
Sometimes, in our lives and in our ministries, we find ourselves in situations that make us 
uncomfortable. Doing things that are, to quote the covenant service ‘contrary to our natural 
inclinations and our material interests’. We’re in the middle of one such situation right now. Few of us 
wish to be spending so much time away from the company of others, whether in church, in our 
homes, at a coffee shop or restaurant. Even those of us would enjoy our own company would 
probably like to have a choice! 
 



But what if, even in the midst of lockdown, we were known for our thanksgiving and sharing of God 
with those around us? What if we followed Wesley’s lead and spoke of God in a language that people 
understood? And what if occasionally we made ourselves just a little bit uncomfortable in order to 
make God’s love known to others?  
 
I’ll leave you with that question for this week.  


