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She-bears & Shamin’ rooster 

2 Kings 2 & Mark 9:2-10 

 

Most everyone has a God moment.  [I really mean, everyone, but preachers will 

get pushback on such an all-encompassing statement.]  A transcendent, divine 

moment.   Whether it’s by a river or on a mountain top; in a hospital room or the 

roadside; in a church pew or on a motorcycle; in a prison cell or classroom. Last 

week, when you were, 60 years ago…or this morning.  Your God moment could be 

by a graveside or under the night sky. Whether God spoke through a thunderous 

roll or a quiet, small voice; the twittering of returned spring birds or a church 

choir.   

As wholly present as God is in those moments and as fully as our senses are 

attune in awareness and insight, the moment ticks by; we catch breath, the 

lighting changes, we are called on to other things, and Suddenly (as Mark 

writes and the author of Kings implies) the divine moment is complete and 

over…for now.  And if you are like me, you told yourself that THE moment was 

so powerfully intense and real that there was no way you could possibly lose it.   

Hopefully your moment is coming into focus in your brain.  If not, take either of 

these from the readings—they are good; awash in God’s power, confirming Jesus 

as God’s own who has something to say to a listening disciple, confirming call and 

charisma to a tenacious follower.  These moments are Elisha’s and Peter’s.  You 

can borrow them for now.  So whether your own or theirs’, put them up here, for 

now. 

    

It would be years before I knew Elisha and Peter by their “God moments.”  What 

I sunk my imaginative teeth into, early on, were the she-bears and the rooster.   

You probably know about the rooster.   

Before Jesus takes these three disciples up that high mountain, Jesus tells them 

that he will soon be rejected, undergo great suffering, be killed and rise again.  

The disciples are catching flies in their mouths.  Then comes the dramatic part 

where Peter crows refusal to such a thing because he is Peter!  He could stop an 

attack on Jesus, whom he has just declared to be “The Messiah!” “The One who 

they had been expecting to save them!”  Before we can applaud his valor and 

loyalty, Jesus whirls around with that indicting finger (that heals physical 

blindness with mud and moral blindness by tracing in the sand), aims at Peter, 
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“Get behind me, Satan!  You don’t understand what God is doing.”  Force will not 

save the world!              Losing will.   

It must take about a week for the disciples to get over this, because Matthew, 

Mark and Luke all write, “six days later or about 8 days after these sayings,” Jesus 

took Peter and James and John up the mountain.  God moment!   

This is not a simple God moment—of awareness or beauty; this is a TMI (too 

much information) God moment with dazzling white!  In that dusty climate, 

where this band of travelers moves from village to village in Samaria, which is 

unfriendly territory--relying on the hospitality of strangers--Dazzling white 

garments would be a miracle in and of itself.  Our historical society friends 

showed us how flax was processed into linen only 375 years ago, imagine 2000 

years ago; that white pointed to heavenly laundering.      

Then comes Moses—flashback 1300 years or so, and the disciples recall Mt. 

Horeb where God encountered Moses in the burning bush, and they recall Mt. 

Sinai, where God bestowed the commandments…the law-- to Moses. 

And Elijah appears—flashback 880 years or so, recalling Elijah’s God moment 

on Mount Horeb, as he is hiding from Jezebel and the royal guard, and Elijah 

responds to God’s small voice in the sheer silence.  

All 3 of those guys are talking.  The disciples’ minds are racing: “What does this 

mean? What should I do?  What should I do?”  Peter speaks, and we can hear 

“Tim the Tool Man Taylor” say, “Good to be here, a….; let’s build 3 tents for you 

guys.”   

What’s missing; oh, yeh, God’s voice.  “This is my Son, the Beloved, listen to 

him!”  

Ah, what did he say????? Their minds whirl… “follow me,”… “blessed are the 

peace-makers,” “you are forgiven,”… “dying, suffering, rise again,” etc. 

TMI for one story.  Good thing that our brains can process upwards of 35 ideas 

per minute because that little—dazzling scene on the mountain contains way too 

many symbols, illusions, foreshadows for the disciples to process as it occurs.  

Suddenly it’s over; the hike down the mountain stretches before them.  Jesus tells 

them not to tell.     

Oh, the rooster.  You would think, that that God moment for Peter would have 

transformed him for once and for good.  But then comes the part of the story that 

Peter refused Jesus earlier—the suffering part.  Jesus predicts that Peter will deny 

him three time before the rooster crows.  “No!” crows Peter at the dinner table.  

Jesus is betrayed by Judas while he is praying in Gethsemane.  He’s on trial, 
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“Aare you the Messiah?”  Peter paces down in the courtyard; people start to 

recognize him as a Jesus follower, and he says, “No way,” once.  “Not me,” twice, 

and in the background he hears it….the crowing, but when you are used that it 

doesn’t register right off.  “Certainly you are with him,” a girl says.   “Not me,” 

three times.  And that shamin’ rooster’s squawking curdles the last supper 

remnants in his belly, and he sits down and weeps.   

Peter, Where is your God moment now? 

           

Ah, the she-bears! 

Way before the rooster crows, God commands the Great Prophet Elijah to go and 

anoint Elisha to be his successor.  Elijah finds Elisha plowing a field—he’s a 

farmer, and Elijah passes by and throws his mantle, his cloak, over Elisha, and it 

is the quickest job recruitment and signing deal ever.  Except maybe for Peter, 

whom Jesus recruited mid-fling while casting his net, and Peter left that lattice of 

net sinking in the water and followed Jesus.  There was no going back for Elisha.  

He slaughtered the oxen, used the yoke as fire wood and had a big going away 

feast.   

Elijah is the DUDE in prophet circles mid-ninth century BC, and Elisha must be 

traipsing along, taking notes.  But Elijah knows –and everyone else seems to 

know—that his time is up; God is calling him home.  Then we hear their story.  

Elisha will not be shaken.  Have you ever known someone, or been the one, who 

will not/can not leave the “dying” person’s side?  Elijah has a lot of energy to be 

on his way out, to be traveling to all of these holy places on the final leg of his 

journey:  Gilgal (about 7 miles north of Bethel)… 

Did I tell you, this is another TMI story. 

Gilgal was (probably) in the hill country near Samaria; then Elijah and “tag-

along” walk to Bethel where Jacob wrestled with God’s angel until he blessed 

him; then 14 miles, or so, on to Jericho where the Israelites had marched around 

the city ‘til the walls came tumbling down” and then on to the Jordan…well, all 

kinds of stuff happened at the Jordan River.   

At each stop, a big gathering of prophets come out, take one look at Elijah and say 

to Elisha, “Have you heard that the Lord is going to take your master away today?  

Each time, Elisha responds, “Shut it!” or the more holy version, “Yes, I know; 

keep silent!”  Each time, Elijah tells Elisha to stay. But Elisha can’t bear to leave 

him.  He is the tenacious guy that sticks with Elijah—Karate Kid with Mr.  Miyagi.  

They make it to the Jordan River, and Elijah takes that mantle off, rolls it up, like 
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Moses’s staff, and touches the water, which parts for them to walk across, while 

the company of prophets watch, jaws gaping.  This is serious power.   

“What do you want?”  He asks Elisha.   

A Double blessing!  Which might seem a little greedy.  But maybe it is what he 

knows he will need for the work he is called to.  Elijah knows it is beyond his 

power to give what Elisha asks, so he leaves it to God, “If you see me as I am 

taken, it will be granted to you.”  

No dazzling white, but chariots of fire, and blazing stallions and a whirlwind 

drawing Elijah up into heaven.  Suddenly, the holy moment is over, complete.  

Elisha’s grief was too much to bear; he tears his clothes in pieces.  The Jordan 

stretches before him.  He takes up Elijah’s mantle, rolls it up, touches that water, 

which divides—like Elijah, like Moses; don’t you know, his heart must have 

skipped a beat.   

Oh, the she-bears.  You would think that that divine moment for Elisha 

would have transformed him for once and for good.  Seems to, as he makes his 

way to Jericho where he purifies the water.  Then he walks on toward Bethel, 

retracing the earlier journey.   On the way, a rag-tag jumble of young boys stop 

him on the road, taunting him “Go away, Baldhead!” They jeer, “Scram, Chrome-

dome, we can’t take the glare!”  (Kids can be cruel!)  Who knew that that was a 

sensitive subject for Elisha?  He curses the boys, and two angry she-bears come 

snuffing out of the brush and maul 42 of those boys.  (agh..so disturbing.)      

Elisha, where is your God moment now?   

_____________________ 

Peter and Elisha are super-committed followers, but She-Bears and a Rooster 

turn up in their stories.   

You see, God reveals God’s self and gives us divine moments-good news, and with 

it the freedom to work those moments into our lives and into the world beyond 

us. You would think that that God moment would transform us for once and for 

good.  And it could.  But, with our freedom is the possibility of botching it up, of 

falling off the Holy-Roller wagon or short of God’s intention; of failing, of making 

mistakes.   

The sad ending would be that the failure disfigured the person’s spirit so much 

that they couldn’t find their way back to God.   

What I value about these imperfect/disturbing stories, not censored from the 

Bible, is that She-bears and the Rooster do not represent the Grimm ending of 
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what started beautifully sacred.  Some way, these two followers knew the way 

back to their Divine moments, like they had left spiritual crumbs along the way.  

Somehow, God was able to transform them by grace, which takes on a multitude 

of forms.  Maybe the transformation happened in the moment of encounter, like 

implanting a homing device? Maybe the transformation is a work in progress, 

and each time we find our way back to God we realize the path gets shorter and 

shorter?         

Which bring us back to your God moment, right up here.   Do you know the way 

back to it?  Do you remember the when and where; the circumstances?  Maybe 

there was more than one moment.   

My preaching professor said we ought and should avoid saying “ought” and 

“should” in sermons because it would sound too preachy.  Well, as a matter of 

preparation, in the event that she-bears or roosters, sly foxes or greedy pigs, 

stubborn bulls or other creatures slink into your faith story—uninvited or 

otherwise—you should know the way back to your God moment.  It’s spiritually 

transforming to recall, like a whirlwind or dazzling stillness.  I don’t know about 

you, but I would rather be known by my God moments, than the other way 

around! 

And if you were just borrowing Elisha’s or Peter’s earlier, you ought to have your 

own, and we as the followers of Jesus—your church--ought to help you discern it, 

if you can’t put your finger on it, now.  Even these guys in the Bible had writers 

and helpers, taking notes—where, when, who was there, how did it feel.  Those 

are the spiritual crumbs left on the path to help get back, so that then you can go 

forward in your life of faith.            

You see, Elisha goes on to do God’s work, care for the marginalized, raise the 

dead, feed the hungry, bear God’s truth to warring peoples.  Peter goes on to 

share Christ’s good news, to follow through on being Jesus’ choice for the 

foundation of the church, to profess Jesus until his dying day.      

My prayer will be that your day is blessed by finding your way back to your God 

moment, and that it empowers you for your way forward.   


