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Allen Pruitt

There are times
when I think we are all being taken up to heaven

by a whirlwind.

Life is rarely straightforward;
we turn to face this problem
and then that,

turning again and again
until we are dizzy with it.

There are times
when I think it wouldn’t be such a bad thing,

flying up to heaven in a windstorm.

Life can be overwhelming;
life can be too much.

There is too much tragedy;
we see it all the time.

There is too much boredom,
and then all the trouble we make because of it.

If we are very lucky,
there are too many good things to do:

people to love,
chances to connect,
opportunities we just can’t turn down.

Taken all together,
it can be altogether,

exhausting.
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Life can be too much.
It’s been that way since forever.

We forget sometimes
that these folks we read about in the Bible,

they were just like us.

We read all these stories,
but we don’t read much about the rest of their life:

breakfast in the morning,
coffee with friends,
trying to make sense of the life you’re given.

There was a whole life for these people
beyond the stories we read in the Bible:

sleepless nights,
bleary days,
bad food,
and work to be done.

Like us
they must have been excited and bored,

incompetent and proficient by turns.

No different than us,
they must have lived,

hoping to hear a word from the Lord,
hoping to catch a glimpse of that Almighty power,

the one they had heard about,
the one they had hoped for all their lives.
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Life can be too much.
Elijah sure knew it.
I’m not sure his young apprentice knew it yet.

His young apprentice
with the confusingly similar name: Elisha.

Elijah had been around the block,
again and again.

Elijah had been on the run for most of his life,
ever since he said the wrong thing

to the wrong king.

And on the run,
Elijah hid out in a cave

and he heard the thunder and the lightning,
he witnessed the power and the glory,

but none of it was God.

It wasn’t till later,
when he was just about asleep,
when he heard God

in the stillness
and the smallness

of a whispering voice.

It was after that,
after the whispering voice
and knowing God in the smallness,

it was then that Elijah went and found Elisha
and told him the bad news.
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“The Lord is retiring me
and I’m headed off to heaven,
and so now it’s your job.

You’re the prophet;
you’re the one who tells the truth,

no matter how scary,
no matter the cost.

And that,
that was when Elisha,

the young apprentice,
that was when he figured out

that life can be too much.

He was overwhelmed with the honor;
he was overwhelmed with the job before him.

When’s the last time you were overwhelmed?
When’s the last time you weren’t?

It doesn’t always take much.
A bad day at work;
a bad morning at home.

It’s not always the doctor’s office
or the bank account

that leaves us overwhelmed.

It can be the simplest things,
especially when they stop being so simple.
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And what can you do,
but take a deep breath,
close your eyes
and step into the very next moment?

What more can any of us do
than that?

Elisha had been the apprentice;
now he was going to be the boss.

Sounds like a promotion;
it might also be a bad day at work.

And he did about the only thing he could think of,
about the only thing that any of us could’ve done.

He didn’t get caught up worrying,
although there was plenty of that he could do.

He didn’t start planning
how he was going to make it all perfect,

so everyone would know
he was the right man for the job.

No,
he stepped into the very next moment,

deep breath,
eyes closed.

He stepped into the very next moment
and asked Elijah

for the only thing that would do him any good at all.

“Let me inherit a double share of your spirit.”
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Elijah looked back and said,
“you have asked a hard thing.”

And I imagine the apprentice,
Elisha,

thinking to himself,
“well so have you!”

Elijah said,
“It’s a hard thing you ask,

but if you can manage to look up into heaven,
if you can watch me

clear until the whirlwind drags me up to heaven,
if you can do that,

it will be granted to you.”

And that’s when the chariots of fire
and the horses of fire,

that’s when they came down from heaven.

And Elisha stood
and watched it all.

He looked up into heaven;
he kept his eyes on God,

because,
as he stepped into that next moment,

it was all he could think to do.


