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Kathryn Z. Johnston Dog(ma) Days of Summer I Kings 19:1-8 
September 5, 2021 “Bed/Crate” – On the Holiness of Sabbath Genesis 1:31-2:3
   
Genesis 1:31- 2:3 
God saw everything that he had made, and indeed, it was very good. And there was evening and 
there was morning, the sixth day. 
Thus the heavens and the earth were finished, and all their multitude. And on the seventh day God 
finished the work that he had done, and he rested on the seventh day from all the work that he had 
done. So God blessed the seventh day and hallowed it, because on it God rested from all the work 
that he had done in creation. 
 
I skipped to the sixth day for the second reading in the interest of time… and because I want 
Amy//Ed to volunteer to read again. For the full first creation story, the first day through the 
fifth day, I encourage you to read Genesis, chapter 1 verses 1 through 30.  
 
For our next reading, we really should start at least in 1 Kings, chapter 18 instead of 19, so I’m 
going to give you the Cliff Notes version: 
Elijah is a prophet of the Lord and he has a bit of a feud going with Ahab, King of Israel, and his 
wife, Jezebel. Jezebel wants the Israelites to worship the god, Ba’al. Elijah is trying to set Israel 
back on the right course of worshiping only YHWH.  
 
If you get a chance, go ahead and read I Kings 18, because it’s pretty great – and comes 
complete with a trash talking Elijah – it’s a competition where the prophets of Ba’al are given a 
bull to offer as a burnt sacrifice and Elijah is given a bull to offer as a burnt sacrifice – but 
neither of them is given fire. The idea is that whichever prophet gets their god to light the fire 
first, wins.  
 
Well the prophets of Ba’al go first and there is no fire. They get increasingly frustrated, and the 
chapter outlines some pretty gross things they do to catch the interest of their god, but it is to 
no avail. Then Elijah decides to raise the degree of difficulty and he soaks the altar with water 
and builds a trench around it and fills that with water too and then calls on the Lord and 
according to Scripture: then the fire of the LORD fell and consumed the burnt offering, the wood, 
the stones, and the dust, and even licked up the water that was in the trench. When all the people 
saw it, they fell on their faces and said, “The LORD indeed is God; the LORD indeed is God.” 
 
It does make one wonder about the whole “do not put the Lord your God to the test” thing, but 
what makes this different is God told Elijah to do all of those things. And Elijah obeyed, which is 
probably why he was getting more and more upset in the next chapter when Jezebel is trying to 
track him down to kill him. Elijah is on the run – there is not time for pleasantries or relaxation 
or food – and that kind of running has got to make even a prophet “hung-grumpy” or the more 
popular term, “hangry.” 
 
I Kings 19:1-8 
Ahab told Jezebel all that Elijah had done, and how he had killed all the prophets with the 
sword. Then Jezebel sent a messenger to Elijah, saying, “So may the gods do to me, and more also, 
if I do not make your life like the life of one of them by this time tomorrow.” Then he was afraid; he 
got up and fled for his life, and came to Beer-sheba, which belongs to Judah; he left his servant 
there. But he himself went a day’s journey into the wilderness, and came and sat down under a 
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solitary broom tree. He asked that he might die: “It is enough; now, O LORD, take away my life, for I 
am no better than my ancestors.” Then he lay down under the broom tree and fell asleep. Suddenly 
an angel touched him and said to him, “Get up and eat.” He looked, and there at his head was a 
cake baked on hot stones, and a jar of water. He ate and drank, and lay down again. The angel of 
the LORD came a second time, touched him, and said, “Get up and eat, otherwise the journey will be 
too much for you.” He got up, and ate and drank; then he went in the strength of that food forty 
days and forty nights to Horeb the mount of God. 
 
The Story of God for the People of God… thanks be to God. 
 
So basically, when the prophet of the Lord was at the end of his rope, an angel of the Lord came 
to him, gave him a little snack… and told him to take a nap. 
 
When it comes to dogs, the command “crate” or “bed” or “place” can be taught so that when 
used the dog knows to go to their safe place. It’s used when it’s time for bedtime or quiet time 
or you just need them out from underfoot. 
 
In our house, we have one dog bed that belongs to Rumson, but she and Reese both use it. If you 
say “bed” and point to it, Rumson will lie down on it and it usually will settle her down 
 
How many of us wish someone would just take one look at us, hand us a snack, and then give us 
the command, “Bed.” 
 
Before I continue, you need to know that I am blessed with the ability to go to sleep at night, to 
stay asleep at night, and when I’m feeling the tiredness of the mid-“afterloonies” – I am able to 
take an exactly 20-minute cat nap. Seriously, you can time it. I consider it a spiritual gift and I 
am so thankful for it. 
 
And yet… even though I know it will only be 20 minutes… AND I will work more productively 
after I do it… and a prophet engaged in it and the Lord took off an entire day - I still feel guilty. I 
feel so guilty that I won’t do it because our society tells us that napping and sleeping is not 
productive. There are things to do – don’t be lazy. 
 
It seems like right now, more than ever, we are pushing ourselves because we feel like – I don’t 
know? We have had all pandemic, including a lock-down to rest? That makes no sense. Or we 
want ourselves to have snapped back already, not giving any weight to the idea that we have 
gone through and are continuing to go through a trauma. 
 
Author Octavia Raheem wrote, “You are not “just lazy.” 
You are tired. 
You are exhausted. 
You are grieving. 
You have lost a lot. 
So much has changed and so much rushing “back” is happening. 
You are not lazy. 
You are tired. 
Rest, love, rest. 
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My “best dog ever” or my “heart dog” as Martha puts it, was a Golden Retriever named Wrigley. 
He was an absolute joy. After Will arrived, he was great with him – I have pictures of Will as a 
toddler draped over Wrigley and the dog just lying there paying no mind. I have videos of Will 
learning how to walk – he would flip a stool over and push it so he had a walker like my Dad did 
– and he would follow Wrigley through the house. That dog always kept ahead of him, but then 
he’d look back to make sure he was still coming. He’d stand still to wait for Will when he fell, 
and then he’d keep leading their mini-parade around the circle pattern of the first floor of the 
house. 
 
Wrigley was around two when he showed up. He arrived housebroken, and knew how to sit, so 
the crate or bed command never had to be taught to him. Upstairs, beside the bed, there was a 
bedside table that was set up a bit off the ground and under there is where Wrigley liked to go 
to sleep. It took some effort for him to cram himself in there, so when he did, you could hear 
him thump-thump-thumping his way underneath that table, pushing his way into his dog cave. 
It was so funny to still be watching tv downstairs and then hear the tell-tale thumping upstairs 
that meant the dog was putting himself to bed. 
 
If a dog is smart enough to do that, why aren’t we? 
 
In their book, burnout: the secret to unlocking the stress cycle, sisters Emily and Amelia Nagoski 
make the case that “we have made a virtue of being exhausted, and of denying ourselves rest. 
This idea is so embedded in the culture that Emily (a counselor) has lost count of the number of 
women who tell her they feel guilty about sleeping. Emily asked one of the women in her group, 
“How come? You may as well feel guilty about breathing! It’s necessary. So why the guilt over 
sleep? 
 
The woman responded, “It’s selfish… when you’re asleep, you’re only helping yourself.”1 
 
The Gospel of Mark, chapter 4, verses 35-41 
On that day, when evening had come, (Jesus said to his disciples), “Let us go across to the other 
side.” And leaving the crowd behind, they took him with them in the boat, just as he was. Other 
boats were with him. A great windstorm arose, and the waves beat into the boat, so that the boat 
was already being swamped. But (Jesus) was in the stern, asleep on the cushion;  
and they woke him up and said to him, “Teacher, do you not care that we are perishing?” He woke 
up and rebuked the wind, and said to the sea, “Peace! Be still!” Then the wind ceased, and there 
was a dead calm. He said to them, “Why are you afraid? Have you still no faith?” And they were 
filled with great awe and said to one another, “Who then is this, that even the wind and the sea 
obey him?” 
 
Was Jesus being selfish when he crashed and took a nap on the boat? 
 
The story continues with them getting to the other side of the lake, but I always like to imagine 
that as the disciples were gaping at one another, Jesus went back down to the stern of the boat 
and continued his nap. 
 
Jesus is often getting away and encouraging the disciples to do the same: 

 
1 Nagoski, Emily & Amelia. Burnout: the secret to unlocking the stress cycle. New York: Ballantine Books, 2019. p. 167.  
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Mark 6:30ff: The apostles gathered around Jesus, and told him all that they had done and 
taught. He said to them, “Come away to a deserted place all by yourselves and rest a while.” For 
many were coming and going, and they had no leisure even to eat. And they went away in the boat 
to a deserted place by themselves. 
 
Luke 5:15-16: But now more than ever the word about Jesus spread abroad; many crowds would 
gather to hear him and to be cured of their diseases. But he would withdraw to deserted places 
and pray. 
 
If Jesus was allowed to take some time away to catch his breath, and encouraged others to do 
the same - why won’t we? 
 
There’s a story in one of the Chicken Soup for the Soul books that goes like this: 

One afternoon, I was in the back yard hanging the laundry when an old, tired-looking 
dog wandered into the yard. I could tell from his collar and well-fed belly that he had a 
home. But when I walked into the house, he followed me, sauntered down the hall and 
fell asleep in a corner. An hour later, he went to the door, and I let him out. The next day 
he was back. He resumed his position in the hallway and slept for an hour. 
 
 This continued for several weeks. Curious, I pinned a note to his collar: "Every afternoon 
your dog comes to my house for a nap." 
 
The next day he arrived with a different note pinned to his collar: "He lives in a home 
with ten children - he's trying to catch up on his sleep." 

 
If only we could be as smart as our dogs. 
 
Who is going to give us that command?  
Maybe what we need is not a command, but permission and an invitation to rest. 
 
The 86 year old Baptist minister that Martha grew up with, who still preaches every Sunday, 
likes to say that when something is important, it’s not in the Bible just once.  
 
God invites the prophets to rest. Jesus encourages his disciples to get away and Jesus himself 
often finds a place to rest away from the others. And the story of Elijah gets way better. After he 
wakes up from his naps he is taken to a place where he is able to experience the Lord’s 
presence. Being well rested allows him to be in a space where he can receive God’s direction for 
him, not with anger, but with an open heart and mind. 
 
It is okay to not have any plans. It is holy to take a rest. The Sabbath is supposed to be an entire 
day. God created us in God’s image, and that includes needing rest. We need the time to 
rejuvenate, to rebuild our faculties and our brain cells – sleep is medicine for us. Time away is 
crucial for us. Setting time apart to do nothing is not laziness, it’s life-giving. 
 
So whose permission do we need to take that kind of care of ourselves? 
 
God’s already given it. 


