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 For a couple of weeks, the world has been transfixed by the plight of the12 boys (soccer 
players) and their coach who were trapped in Tham Luang cave in Thailand.  They had ventured 
into the cave on June 23 and became trapped when heavy rains caused flooding.  The last boys 
and the coach were finally brought out last week on July 10.  On Thursday, July 12, the New 
York Times published a great article about the details of the rescue operation.  The scale of what 
had to happen to get those kids out safely is just staggering.  The odds were so bad that the 
rescue could happen without tragedy – and in fact, one retired Thai Navy SEAL did lose his life 
in the preparations for the operation, and three SEALS who were part of the rescue were 
hospitalized due to problems with their air tanks and getting enough oxygen.   
 Naturally, we were all concerned for the boys who were trapped.  Those of us who are 
parents and grandparents could identify with the horror that the families must have felt as they 
waited to be reunited with their kids.  Something else that was interesting (and hopeful) to me, 
though, was how many people, from all over the world, came together to make it happen.  It was 
a shining example of the miracles that can happen when people work together on a common goal 
instead of regarding each other with fear and suspicion.  Here are a few numbers from the Times 
article that might interest you – the rescue was described as “an amalgam of muscle and 
brainpower from around the world.”         
 More than 10,000 people participated in some way in the endeavor.  That number 
includes 2,000 soldiers, 200 divers, and representatives from 100 different government agencies.  
I love how the international community stepped up, with different countries and governments 
offering whatever they could contribute to the effort.  Some countries offered search and rescue 
equipment, while the American military took charge of logistics.  British divers put their own 
lives at risk to negotiate the most dangerous stretches of the space between the entrance to the 
cave and the narrow ledge more than a mile underground where the boys were stuck.  The king 
of Thailand donated supplies, and people from all over the world showed up to cook meals for 
the rescuers and operate pumps to get water out of the cave.  Other people took it upon 
themselves to hunt for cracks on the cave’s exterior through which the boys might be able to be 
brought to safety.  Dozens of cave divers showed up, not only from Thailand and the United 
States, but also from Finland, China, England, and Australia.     
 One of the scariest parts of the whole process was the threat of more rain coming – it is 
the rainy season in Thailand, after all.  More rains could have increased the flooding in areas that 
had become navigable, or pushed the boys further back into the cave.  It certainly would have 
made the passage even more treacherous for the divers.  One July 10, just minutes after the last 
ones were taken out of the cave, the rains did come.  Some of pointed to the fact that the rain 
held off until the operation was complete as evidence of divine intervention, that God caused the 
rain to wait until the boys and their coach were safe.  I don’t know if such a thing is true or not – 



I wouldn’t dismiss the possibility.  However, I think even more compelling evidence of the 
presence and unifying power of God is the simple fact that so many people showed up putting 
aside differences in faith, culture, and politics to do the right thing.  If that’s not the movement of 
the Holy Spirit, what could be?         
 The Thai cave rescue showed humanity at our best, which was wonderful.  We have way 
too many opportunities these days to witness humanity at our worst.  Even though we wouldn’t 
wish what happened to those kids on anyone, it was a hopeful moment – even for those of us 
who were observing from far away.  I can only imagine the energy and the love that was in the 
air inside and outside the cave.  It must have been so powerful.     
 Of course, as I heard and read about this extraordinary event over the last couple of 
weeks, I couldn’t help but consider the whole thing from the perspective of our faith and how 
things like this illumine the promises we find in scripture.  To start with, the central story and 
metaphor of the Christian tradition is one of being entombed and breaking free.  There is a 
theological connection between Jesus being raised from the cave of his burial and these young 
men also escaping their own damp and murky death. I don’t think it’s an overstatement to say 
that what happened in Thailand is a resurrection. Both events demonstrate the power of God to 
transform even the worst circumstances.  Both show us the depth of the love God has for us. 
And, both  how much God WANTS for us to LIVE – to live fully and joyously and abundantly. 
 Paul’s letter to the Ephesians picks up on many of these same themes.  Ephesians is one 
of Paul’s denser epistles, with just about every sentence packed with theological significance.  
There are a number of phrases that merit a closer look just by themselves: “holy and blameless 
before God in love,” “destined for adoption as God’s children through Jesus Christ,”  “In Christ 
we have also obtained an inheritance…”  Any one of these ideas could be unpacked and explored 
further, so that we can gain insight into the questions of what God wants from us and for us.  But 
those are not the ones that spoke to me today.       
   The letter was originally composed as a testimony to the power of Christ to bring us 
together and reconcile us with God.  Paul was speaking specifically of the church community, 
with Jesus as our head, guiding us by the power of the Holy Spirit.  Paul wanted to set the work 
of the church in the larger context of what God is doing in the world, helping them see why their 
presence is important.  That needed to happen at that time, and still does.  But, implied in Paul’s 
expansive (for that time) view of who God loves is at least the possibility that God loves every 
last one of us.  God’s Spirit exceeds the limits of our language (and our comprehension) and 
shows up in places that are not uniquely “Christian.”  God is God, and can show up wherever 
God wants.  We have a responsibility to be open to the truth that God will not be confined within 
the walls of this building or the parameters of any human constructed doctrine.  I’m sure just 
about every faith tradition on the planet was represented in the rescue operation in Thailand, and 
yet somehow they united around a common purpose, bringing the best of who they were and 
what they had to offer.  Whether that was Christ or Buddha or Allah or some mystical union of 
all three, something happened.  Something miraculous – by whatever name we use, God showed 
up.            



 What spoke to me most strongly about these words from Paul – on this particular day – 
was the image of God’s plan, in the fullness of time, to gather up all things in heaven and on 
earth.  The end game is for every last one of us to be welcomed into the presence of God.   In the 
final moments, no one gets left behind.  Those divers and pumpers and physicians and 
ambulance drivers congregated outside that cave were not going to stop when half the kids were 
out.  They weren’t going to say that some of the boys deserved to be rescued and some did not.  
Even if the workers were tired and wet, cold and hungry, there was no way that they were going 
to arbitrarily decide that some of those kids were expendable.  Even if the rains had come before 
the rescue was complete, they would have kept trying until they had exhausted every possible 
option.  They were not going to turn away from the mission of reuniting those children with their 
families and saving their lives – because God does not turn away from the mission.  God does 
not give up on us, not now and not ever.  Every last one of us is cherished, and will be 
shepherded through the valley of the shadow of death and raised to new life and light.    
 After Paul articulated God’s plan to gather us all up, he reminded us that when we 
experience God working in the world, we who have placed our faith in God have the opportunity 
to  live “for the praise of God’s glory.” Once in a while, we are privileged to catch a glimpse of 
this plan God has – a moment when a segment of humanity becomes what God needs and desires 
from us and wondrous things happen.  Especially at times like this, when there are so many 
terrible things happening and there seems to be no end to the ways that we find to harm each 
other, it is especially important that we lift up these hopeful scenarios.  And, we have an 
opportunity here – we can learn from such an outpouring of love, concern, and courage, and 
figure out how we can make them the rule in our relationships instead of the exception.  Is there 
any better way to glorify God than that?  I pray that God gives us the steadfastness and the 
bravery to become who we are intended to be. 

 

Amen.             


