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GOD TALKS - Consolation. A sermon story written and told by Rev. Steven Schafer on July 20, 2014. Texts: 

Ecclesiastes 9: 7- 12  and Hebrews 13: 5 - 9. 

 Mary knew it was a dream but that didn't make it any less real. She had had bad dreams off and on 

ever since Melissa died. That was ten years ago already. That seemed impossible. Just yesterday Melissa was 

arguing over curfew and was madly in love with Tom Stanton. Wasn't it only yesterday that Mary held her little 

baby in her arms and welcomed her into the world. Time goes so fast and leaves behind such powerful 

memories. Most of them good. Some not. But we are made in such a way as to have the good memories 

enhanced over the course of time and our bad memories fade or are completely lost or, at least, the pain is not 

so sharp as it once was. Both are a blessing. 

 The dream Mary had last night, though, was different than dreams she had had before. In this one the 

the doorbell rings and she answers the door to two policemen and hears the horrible news, but this time she 

knows it isn't true. Melissa is up stairs in her room, "Melissa - come down here!" she calls. And Melissa comes 

a few steps down the stairs to see who is at the door. When she sees the clowns standing on the door stoop in 

the rain she begins to laugh hysterically. Mary turns to the policemen - now turned clowns - and they look so 

very sad and their makeup is running down their faces in streams of rainwater. She looks back at Melissa and 

Melissa is visibly fading away into nothing and, in a few seconds, is gone. 

 The next scene overpowers the first one. Now Mary finds herself all alone in a large, dark church. In her 

dream she is, apparently, a Catholic. She is lighting a candle and weeping. Then she goes and sits in a pew 

midway down the dim nave. She hears herself saying, "God, I know I haven't been a good person but Melissa 

hasn't done anything wrong. Punish me, not her. Let her live. Please." (although she knew Melissa was already 

dead) 

 "Ms. Mary, do you think that is how I work?" says a beautiful girl - a woman, really - perhaps in her late 

twenties with flowing red hair and a peaches and cream complexion. She's dressed in a simple country dress 

and wears sandals on her feet. She has freckles around her nose and a wonderful smile. 

 "Oh! I didn't know anyone was here. Who are you?" asks Gideon's mother. 

 "I'm God." 

 Mary chuckles. "God? You mean like in the burning bush and the ten commandments and the great 

flood, God?" 

 "Yes. I've been through all that with your son." 

 "Gideon? What does Gideon have to do with anything? Who are you." 

 " I AM. Gideon will tell you that I don't often answer questions. But I will tell you this - Gideon is open." 

 "What do you mean he's 'open'?" 

 "Gideon is open to knowing me and hearing me and trusting me and, eventually, he will even love me. 

That's all I ask of anyone. That's all I ask of you." 

 It wasn't a long dream, she was pretty sure of that. But it was vivid. More vivid than any dream she had 

ever had. When God talked to her it seemed so real - if that girl really was God. But waking up confirmed that it 

was, indeed, only a dream. 
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 The next morning, at breakfast, she couldn't help but to share the dream with Gideon and her husband. 

"I dreamed about God last night. He spoke to me - in a Catholic church somewhere." 

 "I've always said that it doesn't matter if you believe in God. God will find a way. What did the big guy 

have to say?" asked Hal.  

 "'He' wasn't a 'he,'" said Gideon's mother. "God was a young woman. Quite pretty, actually. She told me 

that being open to possibilities - open to the divine - was the most important thing in life. I'm not sure what that 

meant. Then she mentioned you, Gideon. She said you are 'open'" 

 Gideon blushed. Just a month ago Gideon had discovered that God doesn't speak directly to everyone 

- that he was somewhat unique in that regard. Now God was approaching his mother in dreams. He didn't 

know what it all meant. Would this be a good time to tell them of his own encounters? 

 "What did God, the beauty, have to say about me?" asked Gideon. 

 "That's all, really. She said you trust her and one day you will even love her," said his mother. "It really 

was quite a dream. It was so real. I can still remember every detail." 

 "Well, I'm glad you and God are getting along so well now," said Hall, Gideon's father. "I've been 

waiting for God to grab you and bring you back into the church." 

 "This has nothing to do with the church," Mary said. "It was just a dream. It wasn't God speaking to me - 

just a dream. I still haven't forgiven him. I don't think I ever will." But something about that dream affected her 

in a profound way. Later that day she would find herself, this time not in a dream, in a Catholic church, in 

another conversation. 

 Just as Hal opened his office door at the church, the phone rang. As is often the case in a pastor's life, 

the person on the other end was distraught. Jason Hargrave was on the line. He told the pastor that his wife, 

Emi, had just had a heart attack and was being rushed to the Grand Forks General Hospital. Would he come 

and pray? Would he come right away? He told Jason he would leave immediately and meet him there in about 

twenty minutes. Tossing his note pad onto his desk and picking up his Bible, Hal headed for Grand Forks. 

 When he arrived, he discovered that he was too late. Emi had died en route to the hospital. He put his 

arm around Jason, had a prayer with him as he wept, read a Psalm, sat quietly as Jason began the typical 

litany of questions grievers always have: "What do I do now?" "Do I just leave her laying there?" "Which funeral 

home should I call?" "Will you do her service?" "What will I do without her?" "Our kids - they didn't get a chance 

to say 'good-bye.'" "I need to call her sister." ...All the little, presently irrelevant, questions and realizations that 

come to mind as we try to cope with sudden and devastating loss. Hal had seen it often and his heart went out 

to Jason. 

 After a number of minutes of sitting in silence, Jason decided he needed to make some phone calls. He 

excused himself and went to an isolated corner of the waiting room to make them on his cell phone. Hal told 

him he'd go in and have a prayer with Emi before he left - that he'd be in contact this afternoon. 

 The emergency room cubicle was empty now except for the body of Emi Hargrave. Life in the 

Emergency Room went on outside the curtain. He could hear nurses ordering medications and doctors 

reassuring the hurting. He could hear two nurses in the next cubicle talking about going out for drinks after their 

shift. It once more impressed upon him how life goes on pretty much as usual even in the midst of personal 
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tragedy. Hal looked at Emi and knew that she wasn't there any more. It was sad. She was only in her late 

sixties. She was a bit overweight, but certainly not enough to earn her this. Hal read aloud the ninetieth Psalm 

and then he bowed his head to pray but stopped and opened his eyes at the sound of rustling. He started and 

jumped back when he saw that Emi was sitting up in her bed. "Mr. Hal, don't be so shocked. You tell people 

that the dead in Christ never truly die." 

 "Emi, are you alright!? How is this possible? The doctors told Jason you were gone." 

 "I'm not Emi, Hal. I'm God. Emi is with me now. She's OK. Tell Jason that. Tell everyone that. Tell them 

that life after life is phenomenal and that I'll always be with them. Believe, Hal." And Emi lay back down, 

somewhat dramatically, and pulled the sheet over her head, now as dead as a dead person can be. 

 Hal couldn't say a word. He was dumbfounded and confused and couldn't believe what he had just 

experienced but knew he had. He had heard the voice of God and seen an enlivened body BE God. 

"Impossible," he thought. But he knew what he saw and heard. He would never, for as long as he lived, forget 

it. Nor would he ever tell another living soul. 

 Hal had been having a bit of a faith crisis of late. It happens. Ministers get so wrapped up in sermons 

and counseling and church administration and programming and teaching that they often have a worse 

devotional and spiritual life than the people they are trying to minister to. They pray so often in public that they 

feel dead when trying to pray in private. Hal wasn't even sure he believed much in God anymore. But, of 

course, now he did. Apparently God had, quite literally, talked to him. He wondered if he was losing it. 

 Mary was on a mission. Somehow she knew that the church in her dream was a real church. She had 

already stopped in at three Catholic churches in town. There was only one more, St. Katherine's.  When she 

walked through the front door she knew she had found it. It wasn't exactly as she had dreamed it, but pretty 

close. It was dimly lit. It had candles burning at the altar. It had the same sense of mystery and awe she 

remembered. She wished her own church could capture a bit of that sense of sacred space where you knew 

God was present. 

 "Hello, Miss. May I help you?" said a familiar voice just as she sat down in a pew. It was God. 

 "Yes. I'm so glad I found you." 

 "Have we met?" asked the girl. 

 "Aren't you God? You should know the answer to that." 

 "I'm afraid you've confused me with a higher power. I'm Sister Janet. I serve here at St. Katherine's. 

What is your name?" 

 "I'm Mary James. I had a dream. I dreamed of this place and you were in my dream. You were God." 

 "Oh, my! I don't think I look much like God, do you?" 

 "In my dream, you did. You told me to believe - to be open to believing and open to you." 

 "I'm glad the God in me gave you such good advice. I'd have been disappointed otherwise. "  
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 Mary wasn't sure if the sister was making fun of her or not. "Tell me, sister, have you ever seen God?" 

enquired Mary. 

 "I see Him every day. I see Him in the bird that sings and in the wind that blows. I see Him in those who 

come here to pray. I see Him in the liturgy of the mass as we worship Him. I experience his presence in the 

Eucharist.  I feel His presence all the time all around me," said Sister Janet. 

 "Why did my God look like you?" 

 "Ahh!  Seeing God. That's different. I see God IN things. You saw God himself/herself, you say. Why do 

you think God looked like me?" 

 "I have no idea," confessed Mary. 

 "Tell me about your dream," suggested Sister Janet. 

 So Mary told her the dream in every detail she remembered. She and the Sister talked for quite some 

time - about the dream and about life and about her losing Melissa and the sadness in her life and about her 

resentment toward God. And, although she didn't mention it to Janet, Mary began to realize why God looked 

like her. Sister Janet was the exact age Melissa would have been if she hadn't died. Her compassion and 

spirituality came through in gentle and reassuring ways. This sister Janet might not be God but she most 

assuredly was one of the most godly people Mary had ever met. She hoped she'd see her again - and not 

necessarily as God, just as a caring, wonderful friend. 

 "I found the church today," Mary said to Hal and Gideon at dinner. 

 "What church is that?" asked Hal. 

 "I found the church in my dream." 

 "And was God there in the flesh?" asked Hal. 

 "No. But the girl was. Sister Janet. She was great. We talked for a long time. She is so wise for her 

age." 

 "What kind of sage wisdom did she offer?" asked Hal. 

 " She said there are two cycles in our lives that operate, if not one then the other. Consolation and 

Desolation. She said Consolation is when things are flowing in your life, when it all seems to make sense and 

we are aware of God's presence and we even have the feeling that He might like us. We enjoy being alive and 

we know we have been blessed and are being blessed. Desolation is the other cycle. In this one we are scared 

and confused and feel all alone. Things go wrong and when things go wrong they snowball and lots more goes 

wrong. God seems to have abandoned us and left us to our own devices and thoughts. Desolation are dark 

times in our lives. There seem to be no answers, only questions. 

 "She said that this is where faith comes in. When we are in the consolation cycle, faith is easy. We 

believe in a God who is there, listening to us, blessing us, walking with us along the way. But true faith comes 

in the desolation cycle if we are able to muster it. When things look dark, when we are depressed, when 

nothing seems to go right for us, when life is a burden, faith tells us it is all a lie and that God IS there, that God 

DOES care, that God WILL help in time... that all is not lost." 
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 "I like that," said Hal. "Perhaps I'll make a sermon of it. Do you think it'd be OK to borrow sermon 

material from a nun?" 

 "Then she said something that gave me hope," said Mary. "I asked her how long desolation lasts. She 

said that it lasts as long as it needs to." 

 After dinner Gideon headed over the park to meet some friends to play some basketball on the courts 

there. As he was walking down the sidewalk a little girl on a two-wheeled scooter came up behind him and 

slowed her transport down to match his walking speed. She didn't say anything, but Gideon knew it was God. 

"I thought you talked only to me. Now you're talking to my mom?" 

 "Oh, I talk to all kinds of people all the time. Usually not like I do with you, but I'm always there, always 

inputting into spirits that will listen. Your mother is on the way to being a true believer. She just has some 

healing to do first. I'm working on that. I'm allowing the desolation to do its work. Then the consolation will 

come and you will all see a change in her. It will be awesome."  

 Gideon wanted to ask her how long desolation takes - how long it would take for his mother, but he 

already knew the answer would be no answer. And besides, God had already told his mother, 'it takes a long 

as it needs.' 

 The little girl shoved off with her foot and gained some momentum, leaving Gideon behind. She rang 

her bell and sped down the walk. 

  


