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As some of you might know, I’ve recently been working as an editor. A misfortune of my 

job is that I spend a good deal of time reading the news, which can be rough going these days. 

There is no doubt we live in troubling times, but the more and more I read headlines and 

editorials, the more convinced I am that the media’s current state is contributing to a culture 

increasingly defined by polarization and bombast. 

 The rise of online journalism has led to a proliferation of new-media outlets, 

organizations like Buzzfeed, Vox, Mic, Bustle, Breitbart, the Daily Beast, Elite Daily, and so 

many more that I have neither the time nor energy to list. Before I get into what I find 

problematic about how these organizations have changed media, I would be remiss not to note 

their merits. These sites have given opportunities to many voices that lacked the elite 

connections and lofty degrees that used to be a prerequisite to find work as a writer. As a result, 

the troubles facing racial and ethnic minorities, the working poor, women, the LGBTQ 

community and many others have risen to the forefront of public consciousness. That’s a good 

thing—voices long ignored are being heard.  

Unfortunately, these sites quickly discovered what mainstream publications have known 

for a long time: sensationalism sells. Unmoored from traditional concerns of journalistic integrity 

and faced with an incredibly competitive market, this has led to a tendency to treat all news as if 

it were sensational and world changing. Some manifestations of this trend, while perhaps 

annoying, are relatively innocuous. For example, I recently saw a post advertising “15 

mindblowing photos”… Wow… those must be some pictures. I click on the link, and cats… The 

threshold for mindblowing must be in steep decline if a kitten wearing a hat qualifies—though it 

is adorable. When a celebrity does something remotely decent, we see headlines like “16 times 

Jennifer Lawerence Proved She Was a Feminist Superhero.” She seems like a nice enough 

woman, but that might be a tad much. 

The danger though, at least as I see it, is when this hyperbolic impulse is given free reign 

in the realm of politics and current events. “Elizabeth Warren Unloads On Loser Donald Trump 

in Scathing Tweetstorm,” “Obama is Destroying America,” “Stephen Colbert Destroys Donald 

Trump,” “Obama’s Equity Ideology in Public Schools is Breeding Violence,” “Ted Cruz 

punches back at Trump’s slam,”: these are all actual headlines I pulled from a quick browse of 

my news feed. In a country increasingly defined by broadening polarization, careless bombast is 

not helpful.  

 The problem with news media goes deeper than simply the language, used, though. The 

24-hour news cycle, and the drive for clicks in a crowded media field, demands fresh outrage 

daily. When a legitimate object for that outrage does not readily manifest, too often one is 

manufactured. Slow news days are a relic. This development has helped contribute to a 

corresponding increase in people taking ever-greater umbrage at ever-slighter provocations. 

Take, for example, the fury that erupted on Yale’s campus this year around Halloween. If you 

were spared that particular bit of political theater, here are the bullet points: Yale’s Intercultural 



Affairs Committee sent out an all-campus email advising students not to wear costumes like 

feathered headdresses, blackface, or sombreros that many find offensive. In response, a professor 

sent out a very nuanced email saying that, while she, “did not wish to trivialize genuine concerns 

about cultural and personal representation,” she worried about establishing a precedent of 

institutional control over personal expression. And then, all hell broke loose. In response at a 

protest, one student yelled at this professor’s husband that he “should not sleep at night,” because 

he and his wife had, through that email, contributed to a culture of fear and intimidation at Yale. 

Online, think pieces abounded, drawing conclusions as varied as suggesting that this shows how 

“identity and grievance politics keep hitting new lows on campus,” to concluding that minority 

students, “endure campuses where the right of students to commit acts of heinous racism is 

valued more by school leadership than the hurt they feel because of it.” 

 News coverage swirls, headlines grow louder, conclusions more volatile and extreme, 

and through this cacophony we hear the voice of Solomon pleading in Ecclesiastes, “the quiet 

words of the wise are more to be heeded, than the shouting of a ruler among fools.” This is why 

I’m talking about how we cover, and consume, the news today. My lamentations over the state of 

news media stem not so much from professional qualms as an editor, though I have those too, 

but rather from theological qualms, as a Christian. The more I read the Bible, the more I am 

struck by passages like this one; that suggest God doesn’t often speak through whoever’s 

shouting loudest. Likewise, in the passage from 1 Kings, Elijah notes that the Lord did not speak 

to him through the strong wind that rent the mountains, nor through the earthquake nor the fire, 

but rather called to him in “a still, small voice.” And here lies the crux of my theological 

concern: In a culture that increasingly speaks through extremes and exaggeration, it gets harder 

and harder to hear that still, small voice of God. 

And it’s tragically ironic that it’s more difficult to hear that still, small voice in these 

troubling and dangerous times. This irony is not lost on Solomon. In the verse preceding our 

Scripture he notes: “For no one can anticipate the time of disaster. Like fish taken in a cruel net, 

and like birds caught in a snare, so mortals are ensnared at a time of calamity, when it suddenly 

falls upon them.” This is the framing for his parable. In it, Solomon tells the story of a city saved 

by the wisdom of a poor man, a voice to whom few in the ancient world would have been 

inclined to listen. Just as in the passage from 1 Kings, God chooses to speak God’s salvific 

wisdom, through subtle means. However, Solomon notes that in times of calamity, so often that 

wisdom is despised, words unheeded amidst the blaring din. 

 We, as Christians, are called to listen harder. Particularly in these times when God 

becomes more difficult to hear, we must redouble our efforts and resist the siren calls of 

ideologues and demagogues who rejoice in division and conflict. In his seminal work, God in 

Search of Man, the great Rabbi Abraham Joshua Heschel emphasizes how God’s incredible 

power is not just a product of the Word itself, but emerges from “both a divine proclamation and 

human perception,” and response. The transformative power of God is nourished by this 

partnership, just as we are nourished by it. Heschel notes, rightly, that “the world is torn by 

conflicts, by folly, by hatred,” and that “our task is to cleanse, illumine, and repair,” that discord 

with God’s help. In order to do any of this, we must begin by listening ever more intently to 

those voices through whom we hear God’s message of love, unity, and justice.  

And the good news is: God is still speaking, God continues to reach out again and again, 

even when we are distracted by a world that currently rewards extreme and venomous rhetoric. 

In order to fulfill our half of the divine covenant, we must consciously seek out and amplify 

those loving voices with our own, to produce a clarion call for peace and justice.  



 And, in the framing of Solomon’s parable, if we’re able to isolate and amplify the poor 

man’s wisdom we may yet save the city. God’s priorities help us to realign our own, instead of 

becoming distracted by the current penchant for universal outrage.  

God is outraged when thousands of citizens in Flint, Michigan are poisoned by water they 

were told was safe to drink by city officials who knew otherwise. God calls us to demand justice. 

God weeps for the 47,000 people in this country who died from drug overdoses last year in a 

growing heroin and prescription drug abuse epidemic that shows no signs of abating. God calls 

us to heal those sick and afflicted with addiction. God mourns when our politics scapegoat the 

vulnerable, and sow discord instead of unity. God calls us to stand for equality and justice when 

presidential candidates preach a gospel of bigotry and violence. God laments that our greed and 

disregard for our environment may make the planet inhospitable for God’s children. These and 

so many more concerns present real and significant problems that need fixing, we cannot become 

distracted by the clamor of a news media that increasingly foments, and profits from, the 

growing divide within our nation. In the face of such calamity, we can ill afford to spend time 

getting blue in the face over emails discussing whether Yale should or should not provide 

institutional guidance regarding students’ Halloween costumes. 

God continues to speak, Jesus calls “Come follow me.” In such tumultuous times, with so 

many competing voices, it isn’t always easy to hear let alone respond to that call. And yet, we 

must. Our country and world hang in the balance. 

And we find ourselves in Easter. In this season, we profess our belief that love will 

triumph over hatred. That the last words will not be ominous ones, but rather will swell from the 

collective cry of still, small voices. Voices that proclaim, this is not who we are. We are better 

than this. We may have profound disagreements but we will not let them tear the fabric of our 

democracy.  

Our country has a checkered moral history, but one of it’s finest qualities, to paraphrase 

LBJ, is that each generation of Americans has expanded the constitution’s promise for equality 

under the law. In that long arc of time’s bend towards justice, I see writ the hand of God. This 

and every Easter, God promises to break through earthly divisions, find a way through the 

darkness. But we have to listen carefully for the call, and say Hineni: Here I am. 

In closing, I’d like to share a poem I heard recently, by a collective called the Soliloquists 

of Sound. It’s not religious in its focus, per se, but I think it cuts to the core of how we begin to 

hold up our end of the divine covenant. It’s entitled “No More Heroes,” and it goes like this: 

  

Silence is not the absence of sound, but the presence of one choosing not to listen. 

 

It is the listener and only the listener that has the power to revive a dormant sound and disrupt 

this illusion of silence. 

 

Times appear to be dark. It seems just as a ray of hope begins to illuminate what lies in the 

shadows, something comes along and extinguishes it. And while these powerful voices are being 

silenced, those that remain continue to take on a villainous tone as they are met with more and 

more impassive ears. 

 

There seems to be no more light, and no more heroes. 

 



If we as listeners become less reflective and don’t provide feedback to what we hear, we create 

an environment where sound can’t live on. A deadened space, an anechoic chamber that keeps us 

isolated as we spiral deeper into silence. 

 

However, if we continue to listen, it is in this isolation that we may find the emergence of 

another heroic voice. And as other sounds fade, we must begin to realize that the real heroes only 

die when we stop listening to them. 


