
When Life Gets Loud 
1 Kings 19:1–15a 
Luke 8:26–39 
There is a difference between surviving and living. And sometimes people can survive for 
so long that they forget how to unclench. Not because they are weak. Not because they 
lack faith. But because life has asked a great deal of them. When people walk through 
uncertainty, they naturally hold on tighter. Tighter to plans. Tighter to routines. Tighter to 
expectations. Tighter to what feels familiar. Because what we love matters. And because 
what we love matters, we sometimes carry more than we were ever meant to carry. 
That is where Elijah is when we meet him today. Not victorious. Not fearless. Not standing 
triumphantly on the mountain. Exhausted. He collapses beneath a tree and finally says, “It 
is enough.” I have always loved that moment because it sounds honest. No pretending. No 
polished religious answer. Just truth. “It is enough.” Maybe you have said something like 
that yourself. Perhaps not out loud. But somewhere deep inside. After caring for a loved 
one. After carrying responsibilities. After navigating uncertainty. After trying to be strong for 
everyone else. “It is enough.” 
And then comes one of the most surprising moments in all of Scripture. God is not in the 
earthquake. God is not in the fire. God is not in the wind. God comes in the sound of sheer 
silence—a still, small voice. Fear shouts. Grace speaks differently. Fear rushes. Grace 
waits. Fear tightens its grip. Grace opens its hand. 
Then Luke gives us another picture. A man who has become known only by what is wrong 
with him. People no longer see a person. They see a problem. A burden. A situation. But 
Jesus sees what everyone else has forgotten. He sees someone worth restoring, someone 
worth loving, someone worth bringing home. And when the story ends, the man is sitting 
there clothed and in his right mind. I love that phrase: “in his right mind.” Not because 
every problem disappeared, but because chaos no longer had the final word. He was 
present again. Whole again. Connected again. 
You know, one of the things I have noticed since arriving here is that this church knows 
something about faithfulness. Not flashy faithfulness. Real faithfulness. You have 
worshiped. You have served. You have prayed. You have cared for one another. You have 
walked through change. You have walked through uncertainty. And yet here you are. Still 
here. Still caring. Still showing up. That matters. 
Effort carried us through hard seasons. But there comes a point when surviving is no longer 
enough. The habits that help us survive a difficult season are not always the habits that 
help us live in a new one. And perhaps that is where God meets Elijah. Not with more work. 
Not with more pressure. But with rest. With presence. And with a still, small voice. 
There is a temptation in every season of change to focus only on what remains unfinished. 
But faith teaches us to notice what God has already done. This church has weathered 
storms. It has buried saints and welcomed new friends. It has continued serving neighbors, 
continued giving, continued worshiping, continued believing. Sometimes the greatest 
evidence of God’s faithfulness is not that everything went according to plan. It is that grace 
carried us farther than we ever imagined possible. 
But there comes a moment when surviving is no longer enough. There comes a moment 
when God begins inviting people into trust. Into breathing again. Into living again. Into 



believing that the future does not have to be carried by fear. And I wonder if that may be 
where God is leading us now. Not into anxiety. Not into pressure. Not into striving. But into 
trust. Because God did not bring us this far simply to survive. God brought us this far so we 
could learn to trust. 
Most of life is not lived on mountaintops. Most of life is lived on ordinary Tuesdays. In 
conversations. In friendships. In shared meals. In quiet prayers. In ordinary acts of 
kindness. And somehow God keeps showing up there. Again and again. Not loudly. Not 
dramatically. Faithfully. 
And so as we come to this table today, hear this good news: You do not have to carry 
everything. You do not have to force what grace is already doing. You do not have to walk 
alone. Because the same God who met Elijah in the silence, the same Christ who restored 
a forgotten man, is still here. Still healing. Still leading. Still teaching us how to trust. 
And perhaps that is enough. 
Amen. 
  
 


