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“Quiet, Please!”
Isaiah 40:21-31; Mark 1:21-28 February 8, 2015

Socrates said, “The unexamined life is not worth living.” 
It is a hard saying. It is a shocking statement. I believe 
Socrates said it to awaken us from our slumbers, and our 
labors, and our slumbering labors so that we might step 
back from what we do and what we buy to take time to 
contemplate the meaning of our lives.  

But who has the time? When we are working all the time; 
we do not take the time to rest or to be renewed. When we 
are trapped by our labor or lost in our pleasures, we lose 
sight of who we are in the eyes of God. The Jewish faith 
gave us the gift of Sabbath time so that we would not be 
defined solely by what we do. The Sabbath rest takes us out 
of the center of the universe and puts God in the center of 
all things. One goal of the Sabbath is to rest from our labors 
and allow God to work in us. Yet, in the crush and pace of 
life, we seldom honor Sabbath time. 

We are not the first to lose perspective. The prophet 
Isaiah spoke to the people of Israel in exile in Babylon. As 
the years passed, hope died. Many felt that they had been 
abandoned by God, lost in a land far from home. Their cry 
went up to God, “My way is hidden from the Lord, and 
my right is disregarded by my God.” They thought God was 
silent and unresponsive. Prayers went unanswered. They 
were left to the endless drudgery of life in exile. 

Isaiah took a step back from their situation. He paused 
to look at human life from God’s perspective. He saw the 
great distance between the being of God and the rulers of 
the earth. The rulers of the earth whose power seemed so 
absolute and whose kingdoms seemed without end were 
like stalks of grain blown about by the wind, shriveled by 
the sun and uprooted by the tempest. Only those who take 
the time to step back from the fray can see it; only those 
who take the time to contemplate God’s way will discover 
it.  

It is hard to press the pause button when we have so 
many demands upon our time. We put down our smart 
phones for an hour and find 30 more e-mails have come 
since we last picked it up! It seems like we are never out 
of reach from technology’s intruding hand.  Sometimes I 
long for the days when we as children could explore the 

neighborhood, play games, ride bikes or simply sit under 
the shade of trees and not have our reverie disturbed until 
we hear the supper bell and a voice call out our names saying 
that it is time to go home.  

When was the last time you took a day off – cut off the 
phone, shut down the computer, turned off the TV – took 
a walk, talked with a friend, enjoyed your child and didn’t 
do anything?  In a blog post entitled, “The Disease of Being 
Busy,” Professor Omid Safi, Director of Islamic studies at 
Duke University asks:

“Whatever happened to a world in which kids get 
muddy, get dirty, get messy, and heavens, get bored? 
Do we have to love our children so much that we 
overschedule them, making them stressed and busy — 
just like us?

What happened to a world in which we can sit with 
the people we love so much and have slow conversations 
about the state of our heart and soul, conversations that 
slowly unfold, conversations with pregnant pauses and 
silences that we are in no rush to fill?

How did we create a world in which we have more 
and more and more to do with less time for leisure, less 
time for reflection, less time for community, less time 
to just… be?”  (blog post 11/6/14 www.onbeing.com)

How did Jesus find this quiet time? Mark tells us about, 
what I suspect, was an all too busy and all too common day 
which did not end at sundown. It had already been a full 
day when folks in Galilee brought the sick, the troubled, 
the mentally ill and the possessed to be healed by Jesus. 
The sun was going down, but there was no time to rest. I 
imagine the people pressed in upon him until late in the 
evening. Then he slept. While it was still dark he got up 
and slipped away.  Jesus, who had the weight of the world 
on his shoulders, took time to be apart, to rest, to pray and 
to be alone with God. It didn’t just happen. He drew apart 
to make room for quiet. He found a deserted place to be 
with God. When the disciples found him, he left with them 
to reenter the fray and continue his mission. Mark gives us 
this moment when Jesus stands apart from his ministry 
to be refreshed, renewed and strengthened. The moment 
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brings to mind the words of Isaiah: 
“Those who wait for the Lord shall renew their 

strength,
   they shall mount up with wings like eagles,
they shall run and not be weary,
   they shall walk and not faint.” 

God gives to the weary uncommon power; God gives to 
the waiting divine strength. 

I have a confession to make. I am an “off the charts” 
extrovert. I suspect this may not be news to some of 
you. Many of my personal experiences of God and times 
of spiritual renewal have come though my interaction 
with others, through mission projects, and through 
conversations with people. I have learned that this is who 
I am. I used to like fifteen minutes of quiet time once a 
year. As I have matured, I find I need and want quiet time 
each day. I am learning the need for more balance in my 
spiritual formation. More time to read, meditate and pray 
has become increasingly important to me. 

So where do we begin finding this quiet time to be with 
God? Let it begin with worship. Before I became a pastor, 
my favorite moment in worship was the organ prelude. It 
was a time to let go of the activities that crowded my life 
and the thoughts that flooded my mind. It was a time to 
sit down, be at peace and be taken hold of by the power of 
Spirit. Organist Dale Caldwell shared with me these words 
written more than 150 years ago by Henry Ward Beecher, 
the first pastor of this congregation. They are words about 
the organ prelude:  

“When people enter the house of God upon the 
Sabbath, they come from care, from business, from 
secular pleasures and duties. And the two things 
needed at the beginning of public worship are, first, 
a transition from ordinary thought and feeling 
into a higher and more devout frame of mind; and, 
second, a unity of feeling, a fellowship in the whole 
assembly. Now, it is in the power of music to arrest 
the attention, to change the current of feeling, to draw 
off the thoughts from common things, and to give to 
the mind… a state higher than before… This, then, is 
the object of the [organ] prelude. Upon entering the 
house of God, there is, as it were, a screen of sound 
rolled down between the audience and the outward 
world” (1859 Essay on the Prelude). 

I may get tarred and feathered for saying this, but maybe 
we should put at the door of the sanctuary a sign that says, 
“Quiet, please! The Spirit at work.” 

In worship, we are taking a moment apart together to 

be with God. Of course, this is only a beginning. Each one 
of us finds our own way to let go of the crush of life, the 
daily demands, and the trivial distractions that wear us 
down and take us away from God. It may be the way of 
daily prayer time, a reunion group, a Bible study, a walk 
in nature, a conversation with a guest at the Food Pantry, 
or a retreat. In all these ways we cease our ordinary labors 
so that God may begin the Spirit’s extraordinary work of 
transformation in us. 


