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GOD TALKS: The Revelation. A story Sermon written and told at Mt. Hope by Rev. Steven Schafer on June 
1, 2014. Text: Isaiah 6:1-8 and Mark 8:1-8. 

 Gideon James had always thought he was perfectly normal – average – run-of-the mill – nondescript. It 
wasn’t until he was in his sophomore year of college that he discovered that this simply wasn’t so - and in a big 
way. He realized that if people found out how “different” he really was, he would be assumed to be nuts – not 
figuratively, but really – crazy nuts. And it seemed to be entirely God’s fault.  

 Gideon had always assumed that his relationship with God was pretty much the same as everyone 
else’s. He was the son of a Lutheran minister, so he had always believed in God. From the time he was 
conscious enough to have his first thought, God was there. He wasn’t sure – he couldn’t quite remember--  but 
he suspected that he had talked to God even before he had spoken those first words that so delighted his 
parents. He knew, but didn’t understand in the slightest, how it was possible that some people didn’t believe in 
God or doubted the big guy’s existence. God answers prayer. Isn’t that proof enough? What more evidence do 
you need? You pray – God answers. What more compelling proof could there be? Needing more seemed 
ludicrous. He simply didn't get what unbelief was all about. 

 It was in the second semester of his sophomore year at North Dakota State University that Gideon 
discovered his fatal “flaw.”  The birds were singing, the sky was a cloudless blue. A gentle breeze was blowing. 
It couldn’t have been a nicer day. All was well with the world… He was walking across the Grand Forks 
campus when he heard a voice behind him. “Mr. Gideon! Where are you heading?”  

 “God, I’m just heading over to the student union for a soda. What do you need?” 

“I don’t need anything. I’ll just tag along if you don't mind.” 

 “You never just tag along. You have something in mind. What is it?” 

 “Whoa, Gid. What’s got your undies in a bunch? Didn’t mean to offend you. Just thought I’d quench my 
thirst with you, man.” 

 “God, I know you are using Ted’s body and voice for one of your ‘eternal purpose’ kinds of things. Let’s 
get on with it.” 

 “Are you OK, dude? You’re talking weird.” 

 “What do you mean?" Then it occurred to him, "Aren’t you… God?” 

 “Me?  God? The girls think so, I can tell you that. What’re you on, Gideon? You OK?” 

 And, of course it was Ted, not God who was speaking to Gideon.  Ted had used God’s code word 
inadvertently and Gideon thought it was God talking to him again. 

 “You mean you’re really not God?” Gideon asked Ted. 

 “What are you talking about! Me?  God?! I don’t think I qualify. No, I’m not God. What makes you ask 
such a crazy question? That’s just weird.” 

 “Oh… Well… Sorry. ‘Mr. Gideon’ is God’s prelude phrase when he talks to me.” 

 “God talks to you?” 

 “Of course. Doesn’t he talk to you?” 

 “No.” 

 It was at that moment that Ted realized, for the first time, that his conversations with God for the past 
twenty years were unique – that apparently God doesn’t talk with everyone. He would find out in the next few 
days a startling fact. He would discover that none of the people he would surreptitiously investigate EVER 
heard God speak directly to them. Not his church friends, not his cousins, not even his minister father. God 
doesn't literally, out loud, speak to people - - except to him. 
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 Gideon remembered, so clearly, when he was a child, listening to one of his father’s sermons on prayer 
and how he had said that, when we pray – when we talk to God, God answers. Gideon was only five or six at 
the time but it seemed totally reasonable. If we talk to God, God could be expected to talk back. After all, what 
good is a one-way conversation? That’s like talking to yourself. That would be crazy. He had never heard God 
say anything, but he was just a kid. "Maybe God only speaks to adults," he reasoned. That would make sense. 

 The following day Gideon was out playing in the front yard of his house – the parsonage – he was 
climbing a tree for the first time. Six year olds are pretty good climbers if they can make it onto that first branch 
and there was a great big oak tree in the front yard that was perfect for climbing. But, unfortunately, six year 
olds are much better climbers up than climbers down and when he was about fifteen feet off the ground, 
Gideon decided that was high enough and wanted to start down. But when he looked down and saw how far 
the ground was, he was suddenly gripped with fear and couldn’t move. He really didn’t know what to do. He 
obviously couldn’t stay up in that tree but he couldn’t bring himself to overcome his fear of climbing down. He 
decided to try praying. “God, I need your help. God, I’m not sure if I’m doing this praying thing right or not, but I 
think I’m in trouble. Could you help me?”  

 And just at that instant the branch he was standing on snapped and Gideon went tumbling to the 
ground. Fortunately (or unfortunately, who can say), he hit another branch or so on the way down which may 
have broken his fall a little (or caused more injury). When he hit the ground he hit it hard, landing squarely on 
his back. All the air was knocked out of his lungs and he couldn’t breath. He was sure he was going to die. His 
arm hurt and his leg ached like anything but not being able to breath trumped both of those and he was in a 
panic. Then he saw his mother standing over him. She said, more calmly than he thought she ought, “Mr. 
Gideon, lie still. It will be all right. Your breath will come back in a few seconds. Don’t move. You’ve broken 
your arm and hurt your leg.” 

 Then the strangest thing happened. “Gideon, Gideon! Are you all right?! What happened? Just stay 
here. I’ll go get your father” his mother said. She seemed in such a panic when, just a few seconds before  she 
was totally calm and collected and knew just what to do to help him get his breath back and not be so 
frightened. And he knew – or at least he suspected. That first voice of his mother was not his mother at all. It 
was God, answering his prayer for help in the form of his mother - sort oflike God being in the form of Jesus. 
He thought it would have been nice if God hadn’t waited until he fell to come along and offer his assistance. 
The second voice was his mother, with all the care and concern and panic and level-headedness of a mother. 
He knew that his mother would have never called him “Mr. Gideon.” That’s a phrase that must mean 
something. He’d have to remember it.  

 Kids don’t consciously pray all that much except some of those prescribed prayers – the Lord’s prayer 
in church and the “Now I lay me down to sleep” prayer at bedtime (I say “consciously”’ because I’m pretty sure 
that every thought a child has is heard by God and cherished and is, therefore a prayer of some sort). But 
conscious or not, Gideon now knew what his father was talking about when he told the congregation to listen to 
God, to obey God, that God would show you the way if you will just listen to his still, small voice. Gideon 
assumed, as any child would, that his experience wasn’t anything unusual. God does, really, talk to you in an 
audible and undeniable way. He assumed that God talked to everyone just like he talked to him – otherwise 
how could they “listen” to God’s voice like his father had instructed? He really never gave it another thought.1 

 As he grew into adolescence, Gideon did, indeed, begin to pray real prayers. His mind and his body 
began to mature almost overnight and he found himself experiencing things he had never imagined before. He 
found that he had less patience, his temper would flare up without warning. He would go into an almost trance-
like state and stare into space for long periods of time just thinking about life and what it was all about and 
what he was doing here. There didn’t seem to be any answers. Sometimes he would literally stare into space 
at night as he let the dog out before bed and be overwhelmed at the vastness of the universe and his own tiny 
existence and marvel at the works of God. If what his science teacher said was true, those stars he was 
looking at were billions of years old and the stars were so far away that the light he was seeing took hundreds 
of years just to get to him.  In fact, some of the stars he was seeing might have already been dead for a 
hundred years – since they sent out that light – and nobody knows it yet… At the dawning of the teen age 
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years life really is quite interesting and filled with more questions than there is time in the day and fewer 
answers than one might hope.  

Gideon had never questioned the existence of God, though. That would have been foolishness. How 
can a being who talks to you not exist? He wasn’t sure how so many people missed that logic and doubted 
God. He had invited Jesus to be a part of his life early on in Vacation Bible School. He didn’t know exactly what 
that meant but when he heard his father talking about it so often it seemed the right thing to do. So he did. 

God hadn’t talked to him again after the tree incident years before. That was OK. He figured God was 
busy talking to someone else or that He just had nothing to say to him. When God had something, he’d talk 
and Gideon would listen. 

Gideon was just starting to notice girls. He wondered why he never really noticed them before. He had 
known his friends Jessica and Kate all his life. He knew them from  Sunday School. They were just like his boy 
friends – girls, boys, it made no difference other than their plumbing, but all of a sudden there was something 
different about them. They seemed softer and prettier and less interested in snakes and video games. And, for 
some odd reason, he wanted to touch them but whenever they were around he felt uncomfortable and 
embarrassed and awkward. And the things he was thinking! It was shocking. Where did all that come from? So 
Gideon prayed. 

“God, what’s going on? I think I’m going crazy. I’m feeling weird. I’m thinking bizarre thoughts. I’m 
scared. Am I going to die?” He knew God always hears our prayers, that’s what his father had been saying all 
his life, so he was sure God did hear him now. And it happened.  

“Mr. Gideon” he heard a voice behind him.  “You’re late for class, you know.” It was his history teacher, 
Mr. Thomas.  

“Yes, sir. I’m heading there right now.” 

“You’ve got a few minutes. Let’s talk. I want you to know that what you are experiencing is perfectly 
normal. You’re OK. Enjoy the ride. I made you to desire girls.” 

“Excuse me, Mr. Thomas. I need to get to class.” 

“Mr. Gideon, I am God. You know that. You were expressing some fears and confusion and I wanted 
you to know I am here. I will help you whenever you need me to.” 

“Why do you look like Mr. Thomas?” 

“I don’t ever answer questions like that, Gideon. In fact, you’ll find that I seldom answer questions at all. 
I am. That’s all you need to know. I am with you. I will be watching over you. Always. 

”That’s creepy. I don’t want you watching me.” 

“I didn’t say I would be watching you. I said I would be watching over you. Those are two entirely different 
things.” 

“If you’re God, do a miracle.” 

“You do a miracle.” 

“I can’t do  miracles. I’m not God. You are.” 

“Yes. I am. But most miracles in this world are in and through people. It’s your turn to do one.” 

“What can I do? I’m twelve.” 

“Go to the library this afternoon and volunteer.” 

“What? I don’t have time for that. What would I do at a library.” 

“You’ll  stack books, most likely… and do a miracle.” 

“What kind of miracle?” 
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“Mr. James, the second bell has rung. If you aren’t in class within the next thirty seconds you’ll be in detention 
this afternoon!” said Mr. Thomas, sounding a bit irritated. 

“Yes, sir. I’m going.” Gideon hurried off. He didn’t want to get detention from God or Mr. Thomas or whomever 
that was… God, for sure. Mr. Thomas, no doubt. 

 The following day Gideon was in the cafeteria line waiting on a scoop of green peas. He wasn’t a peas 
fan but all the other offerings looked pretty unappetizing today. You can’t do much to ruin peas. "Whatever 
happened to the old days when a guy could get a slice of pizza or a plate full of hush puppies and a cup of 
Coke for lunch?" he thought.  

 As he was holding out his plate to have the cafeteria lady dish it up, she looked at him and said, “Mr. 
Gideon, why didn’t you go to the library yesterday and volunteer as I told you to?” 

 Gideon certainly wasn’t expecting to encounter God again so soon. He had gone years, from age six to 
age twelve without so much as a peep and now here was the big guy/woman/man/ whatever,  twice in two 
days. He didn’t say anything for a second but he did get a bit of a smirk on his face as he thought of God 
wearing a hair net dishing up slop to a bunch of school kids. 

 “I didn’t have time. And besides, why should I? I don’t have to jump when you say jump.” 

 “Actually, you do. But I won’t have you jump just now. When I tell you to do something, it is imperative 
that you do it. I’ve got a plan and every time you don’t follow the plan I have to recalculate the whole thing. 
Easy enough to do, but a bother. Go to the library – volunteer.” 

 “Hey, stop flirting with the fat lady. She isn’t going to give you more just for kissing up to her” came a 
voice of a boy two students back. Gideon took his plate, put it on his tray, and glanced at the cafeteria woman. 
She seemed miffed at him for drawing attention to her and angry at the kid who made the comment. He found 
all of this kind of confusing. 

 The rest of the day Gideon was in a bit of a haze. He wasn’t too sure he liked God talking to him. It was 
so much easier when it was a one way conversation. He supposed he would have to go to the library after 
school and volunteer. He didn’t even know if they used volunteers. What a hassle. 

 Fortunately, the city library was just two blocks from school and in the same direction as home. It was 
one of those great big gray stone buildings that reminds you of the olden days. It seemed solid and solemn and 
a bit intimidating. He had never liked to go in. The quietness was unnerving. He went up to the librarian’s desk 
– she was an old woman who looked exactly the way everyone thinks a librarian should look - salt and pepper 
gray hair pulled back in a bun - serious, solemn, scary.... She didn’t look up for a moment. He felt like he had 
been called down to the principal's office. Gideon cleared his throat so she would know he was there. When 
she looked up, she said, “Yes? May I help you?” 

 “I’ve come to volunteer. Can you use me?” asked Gideon. 

 “Not really. Why do you want to volunteer? Is this some kind of punishment for something you’ve done 
wrong at school or at home? Who sent you?” she asked. 

 “Well, no, I don’t think it’s a punishment. I haven’t done anything wrong. God sent me.” 

 She looked at him over the top of her glasses. “I beg your pardon? Did you say God sent you? Don’t 
play games with me, young man. Go away.” Then she said, “Mr. Gideon. While I always endorse the truth, it 
isn’t always prudent to go into great detail about that truth. Don’t tell people I sent you. It will only make you 
sound crazy or desperate and they will reject you. It is enough for YOU to know I sent you.” 

 “I’m sorry ma’am. That was probably the wrong thing to say. What I meant to say was that I feel that I 
need some experience in the library and if you could use me I’d appreciate it.” 

 “Do you know the Dewey Decimal System?” 

 “Sort of. My third grade teacher tried to teach us the basics. I’m not sure I remember much of it and I’m 
sure I don’t completely understand it, but I’m a fast learner.” 
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 “Very well. How much time do you have to volunteer?” Gideon had hoped that his being shaky on the 
Dewey Decimal System would make her send him away, but no such luck. 

 “I can come after school on Tuesdays and Thursdays. But I’ve got to be home before my father gets 
home at 5:30.” 

 “Let’s give it a try for one day – come on Thursday at 4:00. I’ll show you how to restack books.” 

 “Wow! I get to stack books,” thought Gideon. “Could there be a more boring thing to do?” He’d rather be 
hanging with his friends or at home playing “Bioshock 2” or “Tomb Raider.” Libraries were for old people with 
nothing better to do – people who are afraid of tablets or don’t have ear buds. He resented having to be in one. 
Why had he said he was available two days a week? Why did he say he could stay until 5:30. That was 
HOURS and HOURS! 

 Gideon didn’t hear any more from God for the next two days. That was fine with him. He was feeling a 
bit resentful toward God just now. But even so, Thursday rolled around and he would have to walk up those 
cement casement steps to the library after school.  He wasn’t looking forward to it. 

 When Gideon reported for duty at the librarian’s desk on Thursday after school, Mrs. Lawson was much 
more congenial. “Well, young man. I’ve got to say, I was taken aback the other day when you walked in here 
unannounced and unexpected and offered to volunteer. We have a difficult time recruiting volunteers. They 
seldom simply appear out of the woodwork.” 

 Gideon hadn’t any idea what she was saying. Woodwork? What is she talking about? He thought he 
was to restack books… 

 “…and after you find the correct stack, you look at the number on the spine and find that section on the 
shelves. You simply slip the book into it’s proper place…” Mrs. Lawson was really getting into this stuff. It 
seemed simple enough. He didn’t need all the explanation, but she seemed to be enjoying explaining it all so 
he just let her ramble on.  

 After Mrs. Lawson left him, Gideon started the restacking task. It wasn’t hard, just a bit time consuming. 
It would probably go faster once he got into the groove. He put his earbuds into his ears and slid the unlock on 
his Ipad and selected Aaron Fresh – He loved his song, “Spending all My Time.”  

 Almost before he knew it, Mrs. Lawson was waving him down, telling him it was time to head home. He 
put the book cart away and went to the desk to tell Mrs. Lawson he be back next Tuesday. He wished her a 
nice weekend. “Mr. Gideon, thank you. You are a miracle worker, indeed,” Mrs. Lawson said – or rather God 
said. 

 “What miracle? I didn’t do any miracle. What are you talking about?” 

 “You didn’t see how happy Mrs. Lawson was?” 

 “Happy isn’t a miracle.” 

 “On the contrary, my young friend. The greatest of miracles are those which touch people’s lives. You 
gave Mrs. Lawson new faith in young people. She had nearly lost hers. You made her smile again. There are 
few miracles greater than bringing encouragement to another person.” 

 “Why, thank you, Gideon. You have a nice weekend, too. I guess I’ll see you on Tuesday.” 

 “I’ll be here. Goodbye, Mrs. Lawson.” 

 And Gideon went home with a new understanding about miracles. He didn’t fully understand how 
something so simple could be miraculous, but someday, perhaps, he would.  

 

 


