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Hear the barest whisper.  The sighing of wind across the barren wastes.  The roar of silence
embracing the rocky summit.  Hear the sound of exquisite silence – addressing the man of God. 
Elijah the prophet, whose very name glues him to his forever-friend:  “Yahweh is my God.” 
Standing at the mouth of the cave, having caved under the pressure of becoming Jezebel’s “Most
Wanted.”  For the crime of slaughtering rival prophets of Baal in that mountain-top Best God
Smack-Down, in which the God of Israel’s fire earned gold.  But now here he is, in the middle of
nowhere, on the run, Public Enemy Number 1.  “I’m the only one left,” he whines.  “I’m dead meat. 
You might as well put me out of my misery.”  See Elijah the whiner.

Well, troubled times.  That’s what you call it.  Prophetic face-off, when the rival religion
promises power.  Jezebel’s faves, all 450 of ‘em, performing on cue.  And ignoring the people. 
Elijah can stand no more.  And reaps nothing but trouble for his troubles.  Now leap forward to
Ephesus, shiny-new Christian church in that wild metropolis, home to Artemis’s massive temple,
one of the seven wonders of the world, drawing the faithful and tourists posting their snapshots on
Facebook.  And a congregation troubled by tensions between Jewish Christians and Gentile
Christians – both follow Christ, but argue about all the rest.  In this cosmopolitan city, which
traditions are sacred, which are poison?  Trouble in the pews.  Leap forward again a couple of
millennia, trouble springing up again with the Delta variant.  We thought we had COVID on the run,
fading away.  But now the numbers are skyrocketing again.  Pleading for skeptics to get vaccinated,
an exhausted doctor writes, “One of the last things they do before they’re intubated is beg me for the
vaccine.  I hold their hand and tell them that I’m sorry, but it’s too late.”(1)  Schools trying to keep
their children safe by requiring masks now must battle governors playing tough-guy for votes. 
Troubled times.  Then, as now.  Troubles.

And where is God when we need God?  Where?  “Oh, sure fire pouring down from heaven
then, but look what that bought me?  Now I’m on the run,” pants Elijah.  And so God sends thunder,
lightning, hurricane, earthquake, splitting boulders, opening yawning cracks in the ground, huge
rocks hurled from the sky, tornadoes, firestorms eating up forests, towns, California – but no, God
was not in all that fierce cataclysm.  Roar and crash and howl, but not God.  No, here comes God,
in the . . . hush . . . of . . . silence.  Most present . . . in absence.  Outlined in negative space.  Setting fresh-
baked bread out while the man of God slumbers, and then tiptoeing away before he wakes.  Truth
is, for those contending with troubles in this life, sometimes the presence of God slips in the side
door, unnoticed, slides into the pew beside us, and whispers faintly in our ear.  You’ve got to be still
in order to notice.  Present in the absence.  That reassures, “You are not alone.  And my love is not
done with you yet.  You’ve got a crucial role to play.”  Weird, but oh, so true.  Think back: “I never
knew it then, but somehow, somehow things worked out.”  “He didn’t know me, but he listened as
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it all poured out of me, and I walked away stronger.”  Invisible.  Silent.  And life-changing.  Where
is God?  In the silence, a Presence.

And then the challenge.  “What are you doing here, Elijah?”  Just what do you think you are
doing?  And the letter-writer scratches out a suggestion to those struggling Ephesians:  act like
Christ, in the power of Christ, Who has already broken down the walls dividing you.  Face your
troubles, confident in the strong presence of God.  Whenever you see injustice, be angry, but do not
sin.  What!  Be angry?  I thought you were supposed to smother your anger, be nice little bland
Christians.  Oh, no.  Use the energy of your anger for justice.  Control it, don’t let it control you.  As
John Lewis said, make good trouble – for the sake of someone else.  For we are members of one
another.  Do the work without bitterness, kind, forgiving – break the rule of “punch back harder.” 
Wear your mask as an act of loving your neighbor.  Speak the truth to your neighbors, that vaccines
will save their lives.  Call out legislators who ban masks – “you’re endangering our children!”  Show
our children what Christians do in the middle of a crisis – we act like Christ.  Like during the
Olympics the other day, “runners Isaiah Jewett of the U.S. and Nijel Amos of Botswana got tangled
and fell during the 800-meter semifinals.  Rather than get angry, they helped each other to their feet,
put their arms around each other and finished together.”  As another Olympian said, after his own
act of kindness, “This is beyond sport.  This is the message we deliver to the young generation.”(2) 
What do we think we are doing?  Acting like Christ, in the middle of this crisis.

So see the man of God up there at the mouth of that mountaintop cave, shielded by his cloak. 
Hear the silent presence of God whisper hope into him.  See him turn and start back down the
mountain, to face down kings and macho governors.  And know that his courage now walks with
you, putting an arm around your shoulders, so you both can finish together.  Acting like Christ, in
the middle of this crisis.  Amen.
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