
St James’ Church, Weybridge 

Lent 1 2026 – Sermon – Year A 

Genesis 2. 15-17, 3.1-7 

Matthew 4. 1-11 

May I speak in the name of God, Father, Son and Holy Spirit. Amen.  

[HOLD FOR SILENCE] … it can be uncomfortable, can’t it… silence … it can be unnerving, 

intriguing and strange. Some of you even looked away after only a few seconds … perhaps 

you began questioning what was happening, holding eye contact can be uneasy, maybe it 

feels even a little intimidating. [HOLD FOR SILENCE].  

Now I don’t start like this because I want you to feel uncomfortable, far from it … I start like 

this because I think in our two Bible readings today, silence might play a pivotal role. Indeed, 

I wonder - have you ever thought what the wilderness might sound like? Sure, we can all 

picture the arid scene that Matthew describes in his Gospel, the barren landscape, all bare, 

hot and stifling. But the sound of it? The silence? Jesus sat alone, just the occasional in and 

out of breath, around him … nothing. And what of the radiant Garden of Eden I wonder, the 

fertile hush of newly growing plants and nestling animals, of a world luminous and safe … 

only for a serpent’s voice to displace the quiet stillness and bring in a whole new world of 

temptation.  

Silence, quietness can be fascinating, as it can also be something of dread. When the noise 

falls away, we become more aware — of our surroundings, yes — but also of ourselves. 

Silence is “our native ground”, as theologian Sarah Clarkson describes - it can heighten what 

we would rather not notice, what different noises obscure for us most of the time. It brings 

our thoughts closer to the surface. It exposes what has been quietly humming away 

underneath.  

In the silence of the desert, Jesus becomes hungry. In the silence, his physical needs 

sharpen. In the silence, he meets temptation – where there is nowhere else to hide. And his 

temptations play on his very needs, to solve problems immediately, to act on his own 

strength and not on God. The same is true in part as the serpent whispers in Eve’s ear – “Did 

God really say?” - the temptation is to grasp beyond what’s been given, and instead of 

anchoring themselves in what God has already said and promised, they reach out and take 

what isn’t theirs. Jesus answers his temptations by falling back on the written Word of God, 

Adam and Eve listen to a distorted word, a voice, that leads them astray. But both scenes 

are quiet, still places. Both reveal natural desires, both expose vulnerability. And yet as 

humanity grasps at becoming “like God”, Christ chooses to entrust himself to the Father. 



When noises fade, when we put our phones down, when the radio is turned off, when we’re 

lying awake looking up at the ceiling, we’re left with ourselves, our fears and needs. Silence 

is revealing, it’s why it can very easily become uncomfortable, a place where all sorts of 

thoughts and voices fester. Distraction acts as an often-used antidote, noise that literally fills 

the space. But what’s left, I wonder, when all that is stripped away?  

The Season of Lent, we’ve just begun, is in many ways, an invitation into such a time of 

silence and exposure. The forty days of Lent echo the forty days of Jesus in the wilderness, a 

season where we’re encouraged to remove some of the noises in our own lives, to put away, 

to fast, to examine, and to secure ourselves once again, like Christ, upon the steadfast 

promises of God and his word. This exposure is not self-condemning therefore; it’s an 

invitation into a deeper form of discipleship. The Holy Spirit, after all, is the one who led 

Christ into the silence of the wilderness, as Matthew recounts, and there sustains him – not 

to force him into moments of shame, but because silence and quietness – our “native 

ground” - can be a place where we meet our true selves. Where illusions fade, and 

performance stops. Where we confront our weaknesses and maybe, just maybe we learn to 

discover something of the sufficiency and love of God.  

In this, maybe times of quietness can instead become for us moments of encounter, a place 

of listening, where God longs to meet us. When much else is stripped away, we can begin to 

realise that we’re not alone. Beneath the noises we find to distract us — there is a Father 

who is still speaking. Much of society has become way too loud – “breaking news” that once 

appeared occasionally now comes most days … we can end up overstimulated and too often 

overwhelmed … and to be honest, I don’t think churches are often that different – they too 

can become places where “loudness” –  where attention to size, busyness, bigger is always 

better – gets priority over smaller, simpler, quieter forms of prayer and community. And yet, 

the story of God unfolds differently. Our Bible readings this morning remind us that the 

wilderness and the garden — the quiet, still places — are where the deepest spiritual 

realities are revealed. They remind us of a need to reclaim quietness as a place where our 

spiritual lives and our relationships with God can be sourced, a quietness that isn’t empty, 

not absent, but inhabited by God and his Spirit.  

Maybe this Lent, then, with Christ, you need to quieten down. Maybe only for a few short 

minutes each day – pause looking at the phone, take a moment while the kettle boils, wake 

up 10 minutes earlier if you bear it. Be still, notice what comes to mind, be honest with God, 

be real … for he is with us, always, even to the end of the age.  

[HOLD FOR SILENCE]. Amen.  
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