
 
 

 I went to chapel today. Now, that does not stand out as particularly unique, especially 
from a life-long Christian person. But for the last thirty some y ears of pastoring, chapel is 
something I led, something I helped with, not attended. But today I did, in Estes Chapel at 
Asbury Theological Seminary in Wilmore, KY. 
 
 The ropes marking off every other pew looked familiar. Everyone wearing masks quite 
socially distanced from one another made it feel like church in 2021. But I sat in the second 
open pew from the front, looking towards the altar, not the congregation. 
 
 So I noticed a couple of things. They didn’t have a cross, just a stained-glass window 
with a large bust of Jesus with a halo around His head, flanked by an ascending Jesus on one 
side and a crucified Jesus on the other. It invited me to make sense of the artist’s 
interpretation, which I assumed to be the progression of the last days of Jesus on Earth. 
 
 The folks who would help with chapel came and sat up front. You knew something was 
about to happen. Ten the organ started playing “Ode to Joy,” indicating we were on our way. 
There was something centering about the prelude, making me feel less alone on the pew. 
 
 That’s when I noticed the candles. Three white candles stood next to each other on one 
side of the altar. They looked a lot like the candles on our altar for the last year or so. Same cut 
to them, same color, amount of light, even the flames looked alike. But there was something 
different about them, something that you might not notice unless you sat fairly close to them. 
Above each one, the air was distorted. A wavy dissonance hovered over each candle, an 
indication of heat rising, an indication that the candles were real. 
 
 I’ve missed the lighting of the candles. I’ve missed the young people serving as acolytes. 
They reminded us of the presence of God in the Sanctuary, but also leaving the Sanctuary to go 
into all the world. There was something real, something tangible, dare I say sacramental, about 
that symbol. 
 
 Covid changed all that. Now, mind you, I think battery-operated candles are remarkable. 
They look very real. And they are really practical! But there is no disturbance of the air above 
them. There is no immediate evidence of the effect they are having on the environment. I am 
afraid that that might be said of us too – that we look the part, that we cannot be distinguished 
from the real thing, at least from a distance. If God is looking for the effect of the flame on 
revival and redemption that burns within us, what evidence does He see? 
A MISSIONARY LADY PREACHED. She told o miracles happening in Southeast Asia. She told 
about the transformation of Asians and Middle Easterners that the Gospel is bringing. And she 
told of a young woman who fasted and prayed for twenty days until God gave her the  answer 
she needed. The preacher exhorted us to retreat to our prayer closets and clamor for the fire 
and the passion and the direction of God. 
 
 I listened, and, more importantly, I felt God’s promptings to do just that. And I’ve 
started that process already. 
 
 I went to chapel today. I’m so glad I did. 
 
Looking forward to seeing you one last time in church, 

Craig. 
 
“Never let the fire in your heart go out. Keep it alive. Serve the Lord. When you hope, be joyful. 
When you suffer, be patient. When you pray, be faithful. Share with God’s people who are in 
need. Welcome others into your homes,” (Romans 12: 11-13). 

 


