
Stop, Look and Listen -- Proper 28A 

“Be silent before the Lord God! For the day of the Lord is at 
hand,” cries the prophet Zephaniah. What a contrast to the 
many admonitions we hear in the Hebrew Scriptures to “make 
a joyful noise unto the Lord,” sing, shout, dance and play on 
your instruments.  Yet the theme of silence is a frequent and  
important one in the continuous desire/effort / struggle to 
determine how to act towards God, and to express our 
experience with the “Ancient of Days.”   

In one of the most familiar and striking of the psalms, #46, we 
sing:  

Come, now, behold the works of the LORD; see what 
wonders God has brought on the earth, who can make 
wars cease to the ends of the earth; who breaks the 
bow, and shatters the spear; and burns the shields 
with fire. “Be still then, and know that I am God! My 
name is praised among the nations; my name is 
praised to the ends of the earth. The LORD of hosts is 
with us; the God of Jacob is our stronghold. 

And of course in the story of Elijah, who defeats all the priests 
of the false god Baal, and then has to deal with the fearsome 
Jezebel, and her toadying husband Ahab, God eventually comes 
to the prophet, not in great winds or fires or earthquakes, but 
in a still, small voice, one Elijah could not possibly have heard if 
he were making noise himself, joyful or otherwise. 

So much of human cultural history has consisted of trying to 
figure things out, nail things down, delineate perameters, 
specifications, truths. And even when we’re not doing that so 
avidly, so many of us are in the habit of letting ideas, images, 
and voices hold our attention all the time we’re awake.  The 



more technologically advanced we are, the truer this seems to 
be. We’re very proud of, fascinated by and occupied with our 
machines, our latest electronic doo-dads. They are all supposed 
to be time- and labor-saving: faster chips, lighter platforms, 
easier navigation – ha! Whatever time and labor we save is 
inevitably gobbled up by more time with the machines, more 
labor expended in trying to pay for them.   

As Sister Janet Ruffing has noted, “we are too busy to allow 
ourselves to be affected by the pain and suffering of our world. 
We are too busy to be addressed personally by the social, 
political or ecological disasters occurring in our relationships. 
We are too busy to listen to our own feelings or those of others. 
Our busyness insulates us from care and from compassion.” 

The labor we save in rapid connectivity and fingertip facts and 
figures only drives us further and further into mental, 
intellectual and spiritual debt to our ever-more sophisticated 
machinery, and further and further away from fundamentally 
vital appetite for seeking, facility in finding, and habit of 
following the ways that really matter and last: interpersonal 
relationality, ecological accountability, and spiritual 
connectivity. Our ceaseless pursuit of analysis, description and 
invention has always occupied human consciousness; our doo-
dads have become our gods. With, for and because of them, we 
are always making noise.  If we were to stop for a moment to 
ask each other how this situation is acceptable, the answer 
might be something like: “We have to keep living this way until 
we get it right. Once we get it right, then we can stop, look and 
listen for those higher, more ineffable things. We can’t be silent 
before the Lord God, Zephaniah, we might miss the latest 
episode of Fortysomething Captain Scandal in the City; we 
might not get the latest Operating System 386.825 ZJQ Meerkat 
Glacier update!”  The still, small voice of God can be pretty hard 
to hear these days. 



At our diocesan convention, just concluded yesterday, the 
business of the delegates was interrupted on several occasions 
so we could hear stories about the prayerful, steady, selfless 
hard work that various El Camino Real Episcopalians have 
been doing, here in the Diocese and all over the world.  We 
heard about Night Walks, wherein dozens of people gather 
every night and move quietly and peacefully through some of 
the troubled, violent neighborhoods in our cities. Safe in their 
numbers, the walkers talk to any residents they encounter who 
want to talk. There is no campaigning or proselytizing, just 
visiting, and passing out some information about community 
resources. The purpose of the walks is to offer a sense of 
normalcy and friendliness in otherwise brutal environments, a 
consistent, persistent and non-violent antidote to the rule of 
violence.  We heard about one congregation who have been 
doing amazing things in partnership with some communities in 
Mexico. We applauded at great length the quiet diligence and 
great good humor of St. Peter’s very own Robin and Frank 
Fiedler, who received a bishop’s award for community 
servanthood. And we passed a resolution honoring the bishop 
herself, recognizing in sympathy the stunning loss she 
sustained last summer, and thanking her for her ongoing 
gracious leadership and especially for the spiritual example 
she has been during the grieving that has followed that terrible 
day. 

The bishop remarked that she feels like her sense of faith has 
only gotten stronger these past few months. Her tears come 
and go, and the strange suddenness of her husband’s death is 
not something she is used to by any means, but understanding 
is not the primary enterprise. One does not need to rationally 
understand something to trust it.  Today, when we hear 
Zephaniah telling us to –- as they say in the 12-step world – 
take the cotton out of our ears and put it in our mouths, Bishop 



Mary’s story serves as a good example.  Bizarrely and 
tragically, both Morro Bay and Los Osos each have at least one 
family in them this month whose experience is similar to 
Mary’s.  Sudden deaths have happened here for no good 
reason, as indeed they happen all over the world. The only true 
antidote is to sit quietly with those who are in pain, hoping that 
they will hear the still, small voice of God, who is longing to 
comfort them, who is forever dying and rising again to 
accompany us through the wildernesses of our grief. 

There is a river whose streams make glad the city of 
God, the holy habitation of the Most High. God’s very 
self is in the midst of her; she shall not be moved; for 
God will help her at the break of day. The nations are 
in an uproar, the kingdoms are shaken; God speaks, 
and the earth shall melt away. The LORD of hosts is 
with us; the God of Jacob is our stronghold.  

Psalm 46 again. When we stop for a moment or a minute 
regularly, or better yet, if we get in the habit of keeping our 
hearts and minds always a little open – or even a lot open, 
slightly ajar, on the latch for what we can never understand, we 
will see and hear and know more deeply the love that operates 
the universe. We will be fed by the stream that can make us 
glad. We will slowly but surely acquire a faith that works under 
all conditions. We will never see all there is to see, we will 
never figure out, invent or own all there is to attain perfection 
in this exciting, wondrous, noisy world. But we just might hear 
the voice that can help and heal us, if we listen.  

Here is the rest of Psalm 46: 

God is our refuge and our strength, a very present help 
in trouble. We will not fear, though the earth be 
moved, though the mountains be cast into the depths 



of the sea; though its waters roar and foam, and the 
mountains tremble with its tumult. The LORD of hosts 
is with us; the God of Jacob is our stronghold. 

 


