
 Listen 

 And after the earthquake a fire, but the Lord was not in the fire; and after the fire a still small voice. 
 1 Kings 19:12 

 I  work  with  kids,  a  lot  of  kids.  Little  kids  who  like  to  talk  and  play  and  yell  and  pretend.  The 
 noise  level  sometimes  defies  description.  Some  of  these  kids  also  have  peculiar  ways  of 
 forming  words,  their  own  little  lisps  and  sound  substitutions,  that  can  make 
 communication  di�cult.  When  those  two  things  are  put  together,  sometimes  I  find  it 
 di�cult  to  understand  what  they  are  saying.  There  are  times  when  I  have  to  bend  down 
 and  put  my  ear  close  to  their  mouths  to  catch  the  sound,  and  others  where  I  have  to  lean 
 in  and  fiercely  concentrate  on  their  faces  to  understand.  I  have  had  to  learn  to  block  out 
 all  the  noise  around  us,  because  what  that  little  kid  is  saying  is  vitally  important  to  him  or 
 her, and I truly do want to receive it. 

 There  are  times  that  I  am  impatient  with  the  noise  level  and  find  myself  annoyed  with  the 
 clamor  and  resistant  to  the  idea  of  trying  to  listen  above,  below,  or  around  it.  The  noise 
 needs  to  go  away,  and  then  I  can  hear  what  you’re  saying,  I  think  to  myself.  I  don’t  blame 
 them  for  how  they  speak,  because  that’s  just  them  and  it’s  beautiful  to  me,  but  the 
 noise…that’s something that I find di�cult to overcome sometimes. 

 Those  thoughts  were  going  through  my  mind  and  it  made  me  think  of  how  I  listen  to  God. 
 How  often  there  is  a  great  deal  of  “noise”  in  my  life,  busyness  and  people  and 
 responsibilities,  and  the  clamor  of  it  gets  to  me.  I  have  said  to  my  Father  that  I  can’t  hear 
 Him  because  of  all  this  noise,  and  if  He  wants  me  to  listen  to  Him,  He  needs  to  make  at 
 least  some  of  this  go  away.  What  temerity,  to  blame  the  noise  in  my  life  on  Him!  But  in  my 
 heart  of  hearts,  there  is  that  little  seed  of  fault  that  I  place  on  my  Creator  for  the  fact  that 
 sometimes I can’t hear Him. 

 In  1  Kings  19,  we  see  Elijah  overwhelmed  by  everything  around  him,  all  the  noise  and  clamor 
 and  danger  of  the  battle.  Jehovah  gives  him  an  object  lesson.  The  Lord  was  not  in  the 
 tornado-like  wind,  the  earthquake,  the  fire  that  swirled  and  raged  around  Elijah.  He  was  in 
 the still, small voice. 

 God  is  not  always  going  to  make  the  noise  go  away.  I  think  there  are  times,  more  often 
 than  not  in  my  experience,  that  we  must  lean  into  Him  to  hear  what  He  has  to  say.  We 
 must  choose  to  block  out  everything  else.  We  must  put  our  ears  close  to  His  mouth  to 
 catch  His  sounds  and  fiercely  concentrate  on  His  face  to  understand  what  He  is  saying. 
 We  can  trust  that  He  will  speak.  Our  ears  will  hear  a  word  behind  us,  “this  is  the  way,  walk 
 in it.” We must choose to listen. 

 Father, we thank You that You still speak to us in that still small voice. We thank You that You 
 designed it so that we must stay close to You, lean into You, to hear You. Help us to 

 acknowledge the wind, the fire, the quake, and listen to Your voice above, below, around, and 
 through them. 
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