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July 13/14, 2013 

 

Fire. Silence. And a Man Who Didn't Arrive. 
    1 Kings 19  

    Pastor Ben Harms 

 

(Bryan Clark via video):  Hey, Everybody!  I’m excited to introduce our speaker for this weekend.  

This weekend our speaker is Ben Harms.  Ben is our pastor of Twenty Somethings’ Ministries.  Ben 

is married to Whitney and has one beautiful daughter.  He’s been with us about two years and does 

a great job for us.  I’ve known Ben a long time, and one of the things I really appreciate about Ben 

is that Ben is full of passion.  You never really have to guess what Ben is feeling and what he 

believes in, what he’s passionate about, and I’ve found that to be very contagious.  So I’m excited 

for what Ben is going to share with us this weekend, and I have no doubt it is going to challenge us 

and motivate us.  I’m excited to find out what is Ben’s favorite Old Testament story. 

 

(Ben Harms):  Good morning!  Hey, all right, you guys are more awake than the Saturday night 

crowd.  As Bryan has asked us to kind of come and share with you, not only what God has taught us 

in our lives as pastors, but share with you parts of our stories, I thought, you know, like they did 

often in the early church, why not really get a moment together, each of us, as we get to know one 

another.   And I thought why not greet everyone individually with a kiss.  But then I thought that’s 

gonna take way too long, and it might be a bit awkward, and there might be harassment charges. 

(laughter)  And so instead this morning I greet you, grace and peace from wherever you come. 

 

I’ve been incredibly humbled to be a part of this community for the last two and a half years, and in 

other segments of my life, as I’ll share with you later on.  But I can say, without a doubt, that this 

place has been such a beautiful place for Whitney and me, with your willingness to engage and step 

into our lives as community.  And even over the past few weeks as we’ve heard from the staff here, 

who are incredible people, and as they’ve shared what God has done in their lives, I’ve been in 

these countless conversations with you, with friends and family, about what God is teaching us 

through these stories.  And every week I’ve been challenged and encouraged and strengthened for 

the journey.  So to begin, thank you for being a part of our lives and for allowing us to be a part of 

yours.  It’s a gift.  Thank you. As we begin a wild adventure together today, I invite you to pray 

with me and take whatever posture is a receptive and comfortable posture for you as we pray. 

 

Father, we believe that You are up to something incredibly beautiful in this world and that 

You’re present in whatever it is that we bring with us today—whatever pain, whatever 

struggle, whatever joy—in celebration You are with us.  And, Jesus, You are alive and well 

in the world, and so we come to Your text today, aware with open eyes and open hearts and 

open hands for whatever it is that You have to teach us.  May You continue to shape us, 

mold us, and make us into a beautiful community of people who are drawing people to You.  

It’s in Your Son’s name we pray.  Amen. 

 

Who’s ready for some adventure?  Everyone laughs, like, “Oh boy, where are we going?”  Turn 

with me to Deuteronomy.  We’re going to go all the way to the end of Deuteronomy, chapter 32, 

and we’re going to start in verse 48.  Deuteronomy, for those of you who are unfamiliar, is pretty 

early on in the text. We’re going to pick this story up at the very end of our well-known friend, 

Moses.   

 



2 

 

The LORD spoke to Moses that very same day, saying, “Go up to this mountain of 

the Abarim, Mount Nebo, which is in the land of Moab opposite Jericho, and look at 

the land of Canaan, which I am giving to the sons of Israel for a possession. Then die 

on the mountain where you ascend, and be gathered to your people, as Aaron your 

brother died on Mount Hor and was gathered to his people, because you broke faith 

with Me in the midst of the sons of Israel at the waters of Meribah Kadesh, in the 

wilderness of Zin, because you did not treat Me as holy in the midst of the sons of 

Israel. For you shall see the land at a distance, (the Promised Land) but you shall not 

go there, into the land which I am giving the sons of Israel.” (*NASB, Deuteronomy 32:48-

52) 

 

Okay, so weird part of Moses’ story:  He’s at the end of his journey, and God says, “Moses, go up 

to this mountain; see the land that you’ve been spending  your life working towards, but you’re not 

going to go into the land.  You’ll see it, but here you will die for the sins that you committed at 

Meribah Kadesh.”  So weird part of the story…but let’s catch up a little bit.   

 

Moses—what do we know about Moses?  Moses was commissioned by God a long time before this, 

and God shows up to Moses and He says, “Moses, My people are enslaved in Egypt, but you’re 

gonna be the guy that I’m gonna use to rescue them from Pharaoh, lead them through the 

wilderness, and take them to the Promised Land—this land flowing of milk and honey and all these 

beautiful things.  And you’re gonna take them there and be their leader.”  And Moses says, “Um, 

sorry, I think you have the wrong guy,” to which God says, “No, no, you’re exactly my guy.”  And 

Moses is like, “Yeah, but you don’t understand—like I don’t talk very well.  How am I gonna get 

these people to follow me, let alone convince some evil ruler that’s gonna try to kill me that, ‘Hey, 

take these people? I’ll just take ‘em?  Is that okay?’”  And God says, “No, really, Moses, you’re My 

guy.”   

 

And so Moses faithfully steps into this journey with God, and he goes through this wild adventure 

with the Israelites, and they flee from Egypt and they cross the Red Sea.  I mean there are countless 

stories of overcoming challenge and opposition, and Moses faithfully leads the people. But then 

God says, “But you’re still not going to go into the land. Why? Because of what happened at 

Meribah Kadesh.”  So let me catch you up there.  Meribah Kadesh is this interesting story that sort 

of has two parts to it.  There’s kind of a lot of information to it and, instead of going to the text, I’ll 

kind of summarize. 

 

It starts in Exodus 17, sort of back at the beginning of the Israelites’ journey with Moses.  They’ve 

been journeying in the wilderness and they’re thirsty.  They haven’t had water for probably days, 

and they’re struggling.  And they go to Moses and they say, “Moses, we’re thirsty.  Can you help us 

out?”  And not just, “Can you help us out?” but, “If you don’t help us, we’re probably gonna kill 

you”.  And Moses goes to God and he says, “God, they’re gonna stone me if I don’t get ‘em some 

water.  Can you help a brother out?”  Maybe it didn’t go exactly like that, but you know what I 

mean.  And God says, “Okay, Moses, here’s the deal:  Take your rod, bring the people to this rock, 

take your rod, hit the rock and water will come forth.”  And so Moses was like, “Okay.”  He takes 

the rod, brings the people to the rock, hits the rock, water pours forth, and people were like, “Yeah!  

Water!  Alright!”  And Moses was probably like: Okay, well this is working!  So that’s Exodus 17. 

 

Let’s fast forward approximately forty years—Numbers, chapter 20:  We find ourselves in an eerily 

similar story.  The people are thirsty; they’ve been journeying, and they go to Moses and they say, 

“Moses, we’re thirsty.  Our livestock are dying.  Our children are all gonna die.  Did you just bring 
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us here to all die?  What is the deal?”...as if they’ve already forgotten the God that they’re 

following.  And so Moses brings Aaron and they go before the Lord and they say, “Can you help a 

brother out again?”  And God says, “Yeah, okay, take your rod; go to the rock.  Don’t hit the rock; 

speak to the rock, and water will come forth.”  

 

And so Moses and Aaron gather all the people; they go to the rock, and Moses, perhaps a memory 

lapse or something, hits the rock twice, and water comes spewing forth.  And the people are 

probably like, “Yeah!  Water!”  And Moses is probably thinking, “Yes, God, yes, this is great!”  

And God, in that moment, says, “Moses!  You’ve broken my holiness!  I told you to speak to the 

rock, and you hit it!  And because you’ve done this, you're not going to enter the Promised Land.” 

 

And so here we find ourselves in Deuteronomy 32.  We’re at the end of Moses’ journey. God says, 

“Go up to the mountain; see the land.  You’re not going to go into the land for what happened in 

that moment.”   

 

And so I have this tension where, on one hand, theologically, I get it, right?  Like Moses was told to 

do something.  He didn’t do it, and so there’s this sort of punishment for it.  And, theologically, 

there’s all this beautiful conversation around why he was supposed to strike the rock and then speak 

to the rock, and sort of a foreshadowing of Jesus, and all of these things.  So like, mentally, I get it.  

I understand where God is coming from.  But then, emotionally, there’s this side of me that’s like: 

seriously?  It’s like, “I just hit instead of speak…and we did it before and like it worked!  Water 

came out!”  And so there’s this sort of tension for me of like, “Really, God?  You couldn’t let that 

slide?  Like Moses has faithfully given his entire life to the leading of Your people, and he’s done it 

faithfully, over and over and over!  And just because of this one little moment?”  If I’m Moses, I’m 

kind of like, “What’s the deal?!”  And I’m frustrated and bitter!   

 

But Moses, despite not maybe getting everything he thought his life was going to amount to, in the 

following verses, in the entire chapter of 33 after God says, “You’re going to go to this mountain 

and die,” Moses, throughout the entire next chapter goes on to bless the people of Israel, to say to 

them, “God is good, and you can trust Him, and He will be your protection, and He loves you, and 

He is faithful.”  And so Moses, despite this story, gets to the end of his journey.  And where I find 

myself wanting to be frustrated on his behalf, Moses blesses the people of Israel and blesses the 

God that he’s been following.  And I can’t help but wonder: what was it about Moses’ relationship 

with God that allowed him to have such a deep posture of humility and gratitude and love despite 

his circumstance. 

 

Next story, we’re going to jump forward:  1 Kings, Chapter 19.  We’re going to pick up the story of 

Elijah.  We’re going to start in verse 1: 

 

 Now Ahab told Jezebel all that Elijah had done, and how he had killed all the 

prophets with the sword.   (1 Kings 19:1) 

 

So just prior in chapter 18, Elijah has killed hundreds of pagan prophets of Baal.  And Jezebel, the 

leader of them, has heard what has happened. 

 

Then Jezebel sent a messenger to Elijah, saying, “So may the gods do to me and even 

more, if I do not make your life as the life of one of them by tomorrow about this 

time.” (So Jezebel threatens Elijah’s life.) And he was afraid and arose and ran for 

his life and came to Beersheba, which belongs to Judah, and left his servant there. 
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But he himself went a day’s journey into the wilderness, and came and sat down 

under a juniper tree; and he requested for himself that he might die, and said, “It is 

enough; now, O LORD, take my life, for I am not better than my fathers.”  (Vs. 2-4) 

 

So Elijah, in this moment, who too in his journey has seen God do amazing things in and through 

him—he’s seen miraculous things—but Elijah gets to this place in his journey where he’s just 

burned out.  I mean he’s done.  “I can’t go on anymore.  Not only am I weary and tired and burned 

out from the journey, but now my life is on the line.”  And so he flees to the wilderness, sits under a 

Juniper tree (which tends to be a small, kind of puny little tree which is a great metaphorical 

picture), and he sits down and he says, “Take my life, Lord.  I’m done.”  How many of you have 

ever been in that place?  I just don’t know if I can keep going. 

   

It’s a pretty depressing place to pick up my story, but go with me: 

 

I grew up in a Christian home.  My parents were overseas missionaries in Central America, in 

Belize, prior to me begin born.  Eventually they moved back to Nebraska where I was born.  My 

older sister and older brother lived in Belize with them for a period of time.  They moved back to 

Nebraska where my dad became a pastor in Omaha.  And over time, as far as I can remember in my 

childhood, my dad was getting his PhD and eventually became a family and marriage counselor. 

 

But around 12 or 13, eighth grade—somewhere in that range—my parents got a divorce.  And I 

think the best way I can sort of summarize this and care for myself and my family and spare you the 

details in the process is to sort of summarize it by saying over the years, as I’ve shared my story 

with many friends, both Christians and non-Christians, as I’ve shared with my closest friends some 

of the details and stories along the way, I’ve often been asked, “Why are you still a Christian?” 

 

See, I sort of lived in this tension of where—to everybody around us—we looked like the perfect 

Christian family.  My dad was in leadership.  He’s a counselor.  He’s a pastor.  He’s a missionary.  

We have everything together.  But at home, all I knew was chaos and struggle and conflict, and 

oftentimes abuse, and so I lived in this tension and in this world.  And eventually my mom packed 

us up and we moved from Omaha and we came to Lincoln looking for some kind of refuge.  And it 

was after my freshman year of high school that we landed in Lincoln, and it was at that point in 

time that I said to God, “I’m done with this whole Christian thing.  In fact, I don’t know who I am.  

I don’t know what this is about, but I can tell you I want nothing to do with where I’ve come from.  

And like Elijah, I got to this place in my journey where I just didn’t know if I could go any further. 

 

Elijah’s story picks up, verse 5: 

 

He lay down and slept under a juniper tree; and behold, there was an angel touching 

him, and he said to him, “Arise, eat.” Then he looked and behold, there was at his 

head a bread cake baked on hot stones, and a jar of water. So he ate and drank and 

lay down again. The angel of the Lord came again a second time and touched him and 

said, “Arise, eat, because the journey is too great for you.” So he arose and ate and 

drank, and went in the strength of that food forty days and forty nights to Horeb, the 

mountain of God.  (Vs. 5-8) 

 

So Elijah, burned out and destitute and just at his last rope, says to God, “I’d rather die,” and this 

angel shows up and says, “Elijah, wake up; eat.”  And again he wakes him up and says, “Eat, for the 

journey has been too great for you,” as if God says to Elijah, “I know that it has been hard.  I’m here 
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for you.  And yet, I know that it will be hard again. Take this; eat; for the journey is too great for 

you.” 

 

Over the years I’ve had many of these moments of angels coming into my life.  The first one: we 

had just moved to Lincoln. I’m struggling and done in a lot of ways with Christianity.  And I go to 

school, and the interesting thing is that I find myself very quickly meeting these friends who just 

happen to be Christians, just in classes.  And because I knew the language and I knew the culture 

and I knew all the Christian-ease jargon, it was just natural.  And I thought: well, if I can quickly 

make friends, I at least can do it here.   

 

And so I started to meet a few people, and through that I meet some people who are involved in a 

ministry called Campus Life.  And eventually I meet this guy named Chris, and Chris was the 

Campus Life leader on our campus.  The next thing I know Chris and I totally hit it off.  He’s an 

idea guy, an entrepreneur, and we started having these conversations.  We started having lunch; we 

started playing basketball in the afternoons, and we developed this amazing relationship.  And I’ll 

never forget how many times Chris said to me in different moments, as I shared the wounds of my 

story that I’m literally just in the middle of, he looked at me and he said, “I’m so sorry. Let me 

assure you that the Jesus that I’ve come to know is not the one that you experienced.”  And he 

began to listen to my story and pour into my life and we spend more and more time together, as if 

an angel showed up and said, “Eat, for the journey has been too great for you.” 

 

And, over time, I got more and more involved with Campus Life and I started to find deep 

community and just a little bit more of who I was in this space.  And so I started volunteering with 

their middle school program and helping out and getting really involved.  And over time I met 

another angel by the name of Tim Bohlke, who you guys know.  And Tim saw something in me and 

he, too, would often look at me and say, “I’m so sorry.  Let me tell you the Jesus that I’ve come to 

know is not the one that you have experienced.”  And Tim began to pour into me and say, “There’s 

something beautiful that’s happening in your journey,” and he gave me room to be frustrated and 

angry and ask lots of questions, and doubt and be bitter and lament, and yet, at the same time, 

beckoned me towards something beautiful that he had encountered.   

 

And so I got more and more involved with Campus Life, and by the time I graduated high school I 

actually came on staff with them, believing that I, too, could come alongside people with broken 

journeys and offer them a new kind of hope. 

 

Another angel came along my way in the form of a beautiful blonde girl in high school.  I, like a 

normal, you know, 16 to 17-year-old male, was looking for a cute date to prom and, through mutual 

friends, I met my wife, Whitney.  What an incredible gift!  Before I knew it, I had sort of been 

invited into their family and, over time, got to know her dad.  He was an incredible father and an 

incredible husband.  And, over time, he began to remind me, “You have what it takes: You can be 

an amazing father and an amazing husband.”  It was as if an angel showed up and said, “The 

journey has been too great.  Eat.  Take this.” 

 

And I began to get involved here at Lincoln Berean as a high school student, and I met people like 

Bryan Clark and like John Matzke and Brian Zamitis and Robin Smith and Carey Helmink, and 

these amazing people who gave me room to be honest and frustrated and hurt and bitter, and yet 

beckoned me towards a Jesus that they had met. 
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Over time, I eventually talked Whitney into marrying me.  She took the bait…(laughter) and I’ll get 

more into that story a little bit later.  But as we continued our journey, we both graduated here in 

Lincoln and continued processing what is it that God is up to in our lives; what is He calling us to, 

and I had this growing sense.  I eventually was full time with Campus Life, loving ministry, loving 

the opportunity to reach unloved and unreached kids in our school system here in Lincoln; and over 

time we continued to ask this question of like, “God, what do You have for us?”  I knew that Jesus 

meant something deep and real, and I wanted to be a part of it.  But I also had this growing thing 

inside of me where I heard God slowly say, “The church that you’re hurt by and that you're 

frustrated with and that you often doubt and question and struggle with, she’s beautiful and I love 

her—and I want you to love her, too.”  And I slowly started growing this thing inside of me that 

said “You’re gonna be a part of helping bring hope and healing and beauty to my bride.  And, yes, 

you have lots of reasons to be frustrated and be angry; but let Me tell you, I want you to be a part of 

this.” 

 

And so as Whitney and I continued to pray about what is our future and what does God have for us, 

I really personally wanted to keep working for Campus Life.  I thought it had none of the baggage 

that I perceived the church would have, but a great ministry, but I knew there was something here 

for me.  And long story short, we stumbled into this place called Mars Hill Graduate School.  It’s 

now actually called The Seattle School of Theology and Psychology.  I made two promises to 

myself when I was going to high school:  I would never go to seminary, and I would never ever 

become a pastor.  That went really well. (laughter)  But we stumbled into this place, this seminary 

that spoke such a different language about ministry and about life.  It wasn’t about everything we 

could know up here (in our minds), but what was happening in us, in here (in our hearts).  And then 

if those two worlds could come together, beautiful things would emerge. 

 

And so we started looking into this place, and what we found was that they had this premise that: 

how could we ever invite people into places of healing and redemption in their own story if we 

haven’t been willing to go to those places in our own lives.  And so, for whatever reason, we made 

the jump, moved to Seattle, had no idea what we were doing, and spent two years.  And let me tell 

you, this place was such a gift of life.  It was there that I sat with professors and faculty and teachers 

and therapists who saw me, and they said to me, “I see you, and what I see is good and beautiful.”  

And it was there that I began this journey of much healing from where I had come.  It was as if they 

were an angel and they said to me, “Arise and eat, for the journey has been too great for you.”  And 

it was there that I began to continue to grow and solidify this dream of being a part of the 

redemption and the restoration of our world within the church—that we could join together in the 

bringing of kingdom to earth. 

 

Let’s continue the story of Elijah, verse 9: 

 

Then he came there to a cave and lodged there; and behold, the word of the Lord  

came to him, and He said to him, “What are you doing here, Elijah?” He said, “I  

have been very zealous for the Lord, the God of hosts; for the sons of Israel have  

forsaken Your covenant, torn down Your altars and killed Your prophets with the  

sword. And I alone am left; and they seek my life, to take it away.”  So He said,  

“Go forth and stand on the mountain before the Lord.” And behold, the Lord was  

passing by! And a great and strong wind was rending the mountains and breaking  

in pieces the rocks before the Lord; but the Lord was not in the wind. And after the  

wind an earthquake, but the Lord was not in the earthquake. After the earthquake,  
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a fire, but the Lord was not in the fire; and after the fire a sound of a gentle blowing. 

When Elijah heard it, he wrapped his face in his mantle and went out and stood in the 

entrance of the cave. And behold, a voice came to him and said, “What are you doing 

here, Elijah?” 
 
Then he said, “I have been very zealous for the Lord, the God of hosts;  

for the sons of Israel have forsaken Your covenant, torn down Your altars and killed 

Your prophets with the sword. And I alone am left; and they seek my life, to take it 

away.”  (Vs. 9-14) 

 

And so Elijah, burned out, destitute, receives bread for the journey has been too great for you, and 

these angels show up and they care for him and tend to him.  And God says, “Come meet me on this 

mountain.”  And so Elijah goes to the mountain, and God shows up.  And these winds shake the 

mountain, and an earthquake happens, and fire consumes it.  And yet, God isn’t in the wind and the 

earthquake and the fire.  God is in the sound of the gentle breeze.  But this word here, this gentle 

blowing is actually this beautiful Hebrew word, demamah—and demamah has this mystery to it. 

There’s been a lot of theological conversation—a lot of scholars have talked about what exactly this 

word means, and a lot of different definitions have sort of been arrived upon—and there’s actually 

one definition that says God showed up in the sound of sheer silence. He didn’t speak to Elijah in 

the wind and the earthquake and in the fire.  He spoke in the sound of silence. 

 

The first time I ran into this passage, I thought: What in the world? That doesn’t even make sense!  

But something about it resonated with me because from here, Elijah, hearing from God in the 

silence, God goes on to speak to Elijah and tell him exactly what he’s supposed to do next—that 

he’s going to return to the land that he’s been fleeing from; he’s going to anoint someone as king; 

and he re-commissions Elijah in this moment and says, “This is what I have for you.”  And I’m not 

sure what the entire dialogue was and, if I’m Elijah, I’m sure there’s a lot of questions and things 

that I’m still talking with God about.  But whatever that looked like, for Elijah, it was enough.  And 

he had the renewed energy and strength and passion to continue on with the mission that God had 

for him.  Elijah—from death, from struggle and burnout—to renewed life. 

 

I remember the first time hearing this story.  I worked at Campus Life, and Tim was the Executive 

Director at the time.  And it was at a retreat or a staff meeting or some sort of environment where 

we were all together, and he started talking about the fact that over and over in Scriptures he sees 

these stories of people connecting with God in extended times of solitude and silence.  And so the 

invitation—but perhaps less of an invitation because it was like, “Well, this is part of your job so 

you’re going to do this”—we were sort of commissioned to take four hours every single week in 

silence and solitude.  Now, as a 19-year-old male with a lot of passion and ideas and energy, and 

possibly undiagnosed ADD, this just sounded horrible! (laughter) “You want me to go sit in a room 

for four hours by myself?  Like, what do I even do with my hands?  Like, what do we do?”  But 

there was this invitation.  “Just go; pursue God in that way.  He’ll speak to you.”  And so oftentimes 

when I’d actually come to Lincoln Berean, we had this old room—the old, old youth room; there’s a 

room with a bunch of couches—and so I’d go to this room and I’d sit there sort of waiting for God 

to show up.  I often hoped like, “Well, maybe this couch will start on fire.”  And I often left 

frustrated, thinking that I had to do something right in that space for God to show up.  And so it was 

sort of this awkward tension.  But I continued to take steps as another friend of mine and my 

supervisor at the time, Nate, would ask me every week, “Hey, how’s your time going?”  

“Uh….good?”   

 

But I continued to fight for that space, and the following summer I actually took an internship in 

Australia with Youth for Christ, our parent organization.  And I moved there and I was there for 
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about three months, and it was there that I heard this voice say, “Get away with Me. We’ve got 

some things to talk about.”  And I read these stories in Scripture and I thought: you know what? 

Like Elijah, I’m going to do this.  I’m going to trek out into the wilderness—maybe not for forty 

days, but let’s start with like three.  And so I packed a bag and I had a friend take me and drop me 

off on the side of the road next to the Australian National Park.  I think I packed fairly well—one 

meal for the first night, but then I quickly realized after he drove away that: wait, isn’t Australia the 

place with the world’s most deadly spiders and snakes, and what am I doing here?   

 

And so I trekked into the wilderness, found a campsite, and for a few days was terrified, not only of 

some creature coming to get me in the night, but also terrified of what if this is really true?   What if 

God really will meet me here?  And it was in that space that I wrestled, and often lamented and 

wept and shouted at God, dealing with the struggle and the pain from where I had come, telling Him 

I want nothing to do with where I’m from.  And it was in that space that, on the third night— 

exhausted and burned out, that God spoke to me.  Right at dusk, I’ll never forget the still small 

voice that said, “I love you.  I’ll always love you. And I, too, don’t want for you the same story 

from which you’ve come, but I have something great.  I’m going to do great things both in you and 

through you, and I can tell you, you’re gonna be an amazing dad, and you’re gonna be an amazing 

husband.” And it was in that space that weekend that I actually felt God say to me, “That Whitney 

girl you’ve been dating, you’re gonna ask her to marry you because you have what it takes.” 

 

And so I left that trip and I went home, and I did this work of trying to convince Whitney that I was 

worthy of being married.  But it was in that space that God spoke to me.  And so for the last ten 

years this has been a rhythm in my life of trying and fighting and struggling to connect with God in 

extended times of silence and solitude. 

 

Three years ago today my father-in-law, Whitney’s dad, unexpectedly and suddenly passed away. 

And it’s been in silence and solitude that I have found room to lament and begin to grieve, and to 

have room to be angry and frustrated and question God.  And it’s in that same space that I began to 

find healing and peace.   

 

It’s been in that same space of silence and solitude that, just about six weeks ago, here at work in 

the ministry I was frustrated and tired—too much on my plate, spinning too many things at once, 

which I often find myself in a position of.  And I sat with Tim at The Mill downtown and I said to 

Tim, “Tim, I think I’m done.”  And Tim graciously asked me good questions and we had a great 

dialogue, and I had plenty of room to figure out what’s at the root of this and what’s going on and, 

“Whatever it takes to keep you going in ministry for the long haul, let’s figure out what that is.  And 

so if it’s a pause right now; that’s great.”  And that night I heard this voice, after talking to Tim, that 

said, “Come, get away with me.”    

 

And so the next day I cleared my schedule and I just got out of town, and it was in that space that 

God said, “I’m not done with you here.  Some things need to change, yes, absolutely.  You need to 

say no to these things and perhaps yes to these things and invite these people in to help you along 

the journey, to join you in the mission.  And perhaps you need to set some better boundaries here.  

But this is what I have for you.”  A new vision started coming, and suddenly I had this renewed 

energy and spirit for what it is that God is up to here and in the Twenty Something’s ministry and in 

my own life.  

 

And so I got on the phone with Tim later that day and I was like, “Hey, that thing I told you 

yesterday, just kidding.  I’m in!”  He was like, “What?!”  I was like, “Well, that thing you taught me 
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to do forever ago, like it actually works!”  And it was in that place that I sort of found a renewed 

energy and a renewed hope and a renewed spirit. 

 

This idea of times of extended silence and solitude, it has never come easy for me.  Back when I 

was nineteen I struggled with what it actually meant, and even now I struggle with the busy-ness 

and actually keeping it on my calendar.  And it’s difficult, and it’s a battle every single time.  Every 

time I set out to create this space and be a part of it, there’s always a phone call, an emergency, 

someone that needs to get together, something I forgot to do a week ago that’s now due today; and 

there’s always something fighting for this time, and it’s hard. 

 

The other thing I’ve also learned about this space:  What I once thought was sort of this passive, 

like: just go sit and hope that something starts on fire has become a really active space in which I 

wrestle with who I am, and where I process and I journal and I think about and I reflect: what is 

going on in my life.  Where is God at work?  What needs to change?  What’s working?  What’s not 

working?  It’s in this space that I’ve learned new rhythms of prayer and different spiritual practices.  

It’s in this space that I’ve been able to engage Scripture in new and beautiful and meaningful ways.  

It’s not just some passive thing that we just sit and wait, but it’s something that we can engage God 

in.  It finally hit me one day that it’s like any other relationship.  How could I ever expect depth 

with my wife or my friends or my family if I’m not willing to expend extended time with those 

people?   

 

And so the battle continues, and this has actually become something that has provided so much 

healing and vision and depth to my own journey that six or seven years ago when Tim Bohlke 

called me and said, “Hey, I’m thinking about this thing. What do you think? Do you think we could 

start something together?”  And there’s this resounding “YES” in me because I know I have met 

God like Elijah has and it’s changed me.  And if we could take leaders from around the country and 

not tell them what their ministry needs to look like, not give them some flashy roadmap for how to 

have a successful ministry, but if we could connect them with the God of the universe and help 

them fight for a new rhythm in their own lives, they’d change things, and it would bleed in their 

own stories and the stories of their families and in their churches and their ministries and their 

businesses.   

 

And so for the last five years—and really, now that I look at it, the last ten years of my life—this is 

something that I’ve been giving my life to, and yet it’s still a struggle for me.  Because I know what 

you’re thinking:  “You have no idea how busy my life is!  This is impossible!”  I’ve said the exact 

same thing.  It’s difficult.  It doesn’t come natural, and it doesn’t come easy.  But over and over in 

the Scriptures we see these stories, like the story of Moses that we started with.  Moses, throughout 

his entire journey, faithful to what God has called him to until this one moment, and in this moment 

Moses disobeys what God has told him.  And God says, “You’re not going to go into the Promised 

Land like you thought.  You’ll see it, but on that mountain you’re going to die, and you won’t 

enter.”  And Moses goes on to bless the people of Israel, to speak beautifully about who God is.  

Why...Why?  Because over and over and over again Moses spent time with God in solitude.  We see 

at the very beginning of his journey, Moses is in the wilderness at the base of Mount Horeb, the 

same mountain Elijah met God on.  And it’s there that God appears to him in a burning bush. And 

it’s years later that Moses is on the mountain for forty days alone with God as he receives The Law.  

Over and over and over again we see this in Moses’ journey—him connecting with God in solitude 

and silence.  And I’ve got to believe that at the end of his journey, when God says, “You’re not 

gonna go,” Moses said, “That’s okay because the journey with You has been enough.”  He didn’t 

need to have the right number in his 401k, or for his kids to turn out the way he thought they exactly 
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should turn out, or for his business to be in a certain place, or for him to have seen so many 

countries around the world.  For Moses, he didn’t need to arrive in the place he thought he’d spent 

his entire life working towards, because the time and the journey with God was enough for him. 

 

And we see this in other stories throughout Scripture.  We see it in the prophets.  We see it in David 

as in The Psalms, over and over and over again, David alone with God lamenting and struggling, 

and yet full of joy and renewed hope and passion and love for God.  And we see it in the very life of 

Jesus that, before He set out on his ministry, what did He do?  He went to the wilderness for forty 

days and spent time alone with God.  And throughout the rest of His ministry we see Him moving 

from ministry to places of silence and solitude to reconnect with God.  Even to the last night of His 

life, we see Jesus alone in a garden, praying.  All throughout Scripture, people were deeply 

connecting with God. 

 

Perhaps you and I need to rethink some of the rhythms of our life.  Perhaps you’re a business man 

or woman and you lead people, and you’re on the road three weeks out of the month, and you’re 

like, “Yeah, right!...like I can barely find time to see my own family!”  Perhaps we need to rethink 

some things.  Perhaps you’re a parent and you’re having a hard time, and your kids are going from 

soccer to ballet to orchestra to church activities to school activities, and then all you have left is this 

little tiny slice of time.  And you’re thinking: we can barely connect as a couple, and we’re 

struggling, and we’re not making it, and we’re not where we want to be.  Perhaps what we don’t 

need is another small group or another book or another conversation or a cup of coffee with our 

friends to figure out what’s wrong in our lives.  Perhaps we need what these people in Scripture 

over and over have found.   

 

Perhaps you’re a high school student or a college student and your social connections and your 

social media life have become this place of defining you, and you never can escape it.  You’re 

literally on your cell phone at stoplights, checking Instagram.  Perhaps we need to rethink what it is 

that we’re pursuing in our journeys. 

 

Perhaps as a community, a people of God pursuing Jesus, perhaps what we don’t need is another 

Bible study.  Perhaps what we don’t need is another small group, another book, another conference, 

another summer camp.  Perhaps what we don’t need is any more of a sermon... 

 

(Auditorium darkens; Scriptures focusing on silence and solitude are shown on video.) 
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