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HIS CONTEXT

The name Noah means “rest.” It must have been no accident that the man 

most associated with tumultuous circumstances is called by name to be a source 

of rest. When we meet Noah, we find that wickedness had become a way of life on 

earth—so much so that we are told God looked at humankind and was sorry He 

had made them. It is safe to say that, at this time, there was no rest for humanity. 

This is a far cry from the images we often associate with Noah of a jolly bearded 

man on a boat with two happy penguins. God himself was repenting that He had 

made humans, and in His wisdom He knew it was time to do away with what had 

become of life in the world. The earth itself was now going to have a rest from 

wickedness, and God had identified Noah as the key player in His plan.

In the midst of the chaos, God saw Noah and “Noah found grace in the eyes 

of the Lord.” Noah’s story becomes inextricably tied up in this one sentiment. His 

story is marked by grace. Not only does God preserve Noah’s own life, but He 

extends His grace to Noah by allowing his family, his sons and their wives, to be 

saved as well. Included in God’s plan is instruction to take on the boat plants and 

animals. This act in and of itself was a promise of sorts that there would be life af-

ter the flood. The storm would come, but it would also pass. And when it passed, 

God’s plan would not abandon the family to an uncertain fate.
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HIS STORY

In that uppermost attic room of the ship the air was very still and full of dust. 

The old man was in front of the window with his linen shirting open wide to cool 

himself. The room was filled with the sounds of chirping and cooing and a ca-

cophony of bird life from the rows of raffia cages hanging all around. The old man 

had always liked the bird room best. He closed his eyes and swayed and shuffled 

across the floor in his bare feet, and he smiled and clapped to their music.

When he opened his eyes, the dove watched from the edge of the table. Noah 

was suddenly dizzy and reached out to steady himself. Although the boat had 

been still for months, he was occasionally overcome with a sense of motion as if 

they were all still trapped in the rocking back and forth. He sat heavily into a bench 

beside the table and rested. Other than the bird, the only other object on the table 

was a small branch Noah had weighted down with a wrapped loaf of bread. He 

took the twig now and tucked it behind his ear, and this made him smile although 

he was not sure why.

After some time, Noah took a wedge of the barley bread from its oilcloth and 

broke it in two. The crumbs fell across the tabletop and Noah scooped them 

into a little pile for the bird. The dove danced around the crumbs a moment but 

instead sidled away and lighted on what was left of the loaf. It set to tearing at the 

bread, pulling it apart piece by piece. Noah turned away. He took up a clay cup of 

water from the windowsill and lifted it to drink, but he saw the water sway inside 

the rim of the cup and he winced. He set it back on the ledge and waited for the 

water to calm. In a cup it looked quiet and clear. The thought came to him that 

he would never drink water again if he were to have a choice. He picked up the 

cup and turned it over and water spilled out over the table and ran over the edges 

across his lap and onto the floor. The dove looked up from where it had mangled 
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the bread. Noah took the little branch from behind his ear and drew it through the 

water like a paintbrush.

The old man’s concentration was broken by shadows and noise outside the 

window. He stood and leaned out into the air. The warmth of the outdoors was still 

damp and heavy with the receding water. Noah squinted to see his son Ham bent 

over the dead body of a lamb. The ship was growing short on provisions, and it 

had taken some considerable debate with the family to come to a consensus on 

the necessity of a sacrifice. Noah had explained that his word counted twice, once 

for himself and once for the Almighty, and the matter had been settled.

Ham had hung the lamb from the doorframe of the boat to drain its blood into 

a large bowl and then carried the body into the daylight to remove its hide. He was 

bent at his work and now straightened up and wiped his forehead and mouth with 

the back of his hand. His shirt was tied by the sleeves around his hips. His shoul-

ders and arms shone with sweat. The blade hung relaxed in the grip of his right 

hand and blood ran from the hilt into the sand.

Ham kept pacing the ground left to right and shifting his feet to keep from sink-

ing in the mud up to his ankles. He turned his back to the sun and walked to the 

sodden ship sunk deep in the mud below Noah. There had been little left on the 

boat that was not damp to its core, so Ham had pulled planks of pine and pallets 

of hay from his own bed to stack in as organized a fashion as he could manage 

for the altar. Noah looked down at the meager thing and sighed. His son reap-

peared carrying a flint stone and a basin of oil. Ham lifted the prepared carcass of 

the lamb and laid it across the wood. A loose board gave way and a corner of the 

altar dropped out and the lamb slid to the mud nose first. Ham turned to look up 

at his father at the window, and Noah could see a streak of blood painted across 

his son’s forehead where he had wiped his brow. Noah raised a hand to wave but 

Ham looked away, passing the blade from one hand to the other.

Noah looked down at the bird. He knew it was only fair to send it out again 

while it was still light. He was finding it hard to stomach the idea of letting it go 

again. Somehow he imagined this time might be the last time. He feared wasting 
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any living thing. The old man leaned over the bird and whispered a blessing and 

implored it to be safe. With tears in his eyes he took the dove in his hand and lifted 

his arm out the window and into the open air, but the height suddenly seemed ex-

traordinary and he drew is hands into the boat and held the white bird to his cheek 

and cried. The branch was still lying there and Noah took it in his hand and twirled 

it back and forth between his fingers. He broke off a piece and went back to the 

window and threw it out into the air. He watched it falling and thought of it there in 

the soil being warmed by the sun. With any luck the olive branch would grow and 

Noah would have done his part to till the earth back to life.

The old man leaned over the bird and whispered a 

blessing and implored it to be safe.

He was still watching the thing fall when he felt the presence of the bird. It had 

lighted on the windowsill and was at his left elbow. They had both been watching 

the branch fall. Noah reached out and touched the plume on the bird’s head and 

then he raised his hand and felt the shine of his own bald head. A halo of gray hair 

still clung around his temples, and he tousled it and winked at the stout bird. It 

hopped twice and jumped to his right hand and he lifted it up to see it better. They 

considered each other for a moment, eyes turning this way and that. Noah found 

himself apologizing to the dove. Somewhere far away something was growing and 

there was life and Noah had to believe that they would find it. He thanked the dove 

and apologized again. Then he leaned out the window a last time and tossed the 

bird into the air and it was gone in a flash of white wing almost as soon as it had 

caught the wind. His son, observing all of this, took a step away and called out to 

his father that he would go into the boat and bring back fire.
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Somewhere far away 

something was growing  

and there was life and  

noah had to believe  

that they would find it.
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HIS PLACE IN GOD’S STORY

It would be fair to assume that rest may not have always come easily during 

the turmoil of Noah’s life story. The eccentricities of a man who would build a boat 

on dry land must have plagued his social experiences. He would have spent much 

of his life being ridiculed, not to mention the tremendous amount of waiting that 

punctuated Noah’s story. He dedicated years to building an ark and then was 

called to enter the boat with his family a week before the rains began. Then the 

rains fell for 40 days and nights, and we are told that water covered the earth for 

something around 150 days. Next, the water had to recede, the ground had to dry 

up, and then the earth was tested for livability several times by sending out birds to 

find land.

In the midst of all of this waiting, Noah had to rely on an extraordinary faith to 

assure him that he was not waiting in vain and that he had not been abandoned 

there floating on the raging waters, but that there was in fact a plan in place, how-

ever vague it may have felt at times. Such is our heritage. Noah is called one of the 

fathers of faith. Faith being “the certainty that what we hope for is waiting for us, 

even when we cannot see” the dry land for miles.

While the lives of Noah and his family were saved by grace and sustained by 

faith, they were still men and women who had witnessed the wickedness that had 

previously pervaded the earth. They had also now lived through waters from heav-

en crashing down on them and water from the depths of the earth bursting forth 

and traversing on an entire world covered in water as the only raft of life anywhere. 

These were not weak and trembling men and women. And if they had been, they 

certainly weren’t once the ark’s door was opened again. They had survived trauma 

and would never forget it.
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A recurring theme we see crop up time and again in the Old and New Testa-

ment is the idea that there is no vessel too broken to be used by God. Stubborn 

Jonah, Rahab the prostitute, Paul the killer of Christians, and Jesus, a baby born 

in a livestock stable. Included in this list with many others would also be Noah. As 

we follow his life after the flood, we find a man who struggles with alcoholism and 

a broken family life. These were truths about the man that God already knew. And 

yet He chose Noah. And still, it is this same man who became subject to drunken-

ness and cursed his own son’s lineage, who knew to walk off of the boat and im-

mediately worship and sacrifice to the God of his salvation. And it is within Noah’s 

story that we are told God acknowledges that “man’s bent is always toward evil, 

[but] as long as the earth remains, there will be springtime and harvest, day and 

night.” And we are promised rest once again and assured that there is a story in 

place and a plan for when the waters recede.
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THE STORY FINDS ITS PLACE IN ME

1. What parts of Noah’s story find their place in you?
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2. In the context of your daily life, where are the areas you can see a 

need to let go and rest in your faith in God’s ability to complete the 

story?
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3. It is important to reflect with due praise on the times in our life that 

are defined by grace. Take a moment to meditate on the times in your 

life when you can see the evidence of a miraculous plan at work.
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4. In what ways has God asked you to wait as Noah and his family 

did? Are you still waiting?
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5. How do you remain faithful in times of waiting on the Lord?
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