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Such a Time as This 

Mordecai’s Monologue 
 

Esther 1-10 

 
 
 
What's the time?  What is the time? 
 
Don't we all ask that?!  Check the soothsayers or prophets.  Listen to our newly minted 
presidents, economists or revered church leaders.  We’re all asking the same question, 
aren’t we?  What time is it?   
 
This isn’t new.   
 
There’s a time for every season under heaven – a time to break down and a time to build up; 
a time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to be born ... 
 
My cousin, Esther, was born in 498 BC* on a cold, wintry Friday morning, to my uncle and 
aunt.  In 499 they conceived, and nine months later, she was born – a chronological marking 
of time – that says nothing of her coming 3 weeks early to unsuspecting parents, or that I 
was in their living room when the water broke and suddenly pressed into emergency service.  
No ordinary time, let me tell you, for them or for me.   
 
A kairos moment, to be sure.   
 
The sudden filling of time with God’s creative spirit, and the thinning of space between the 
human and divine when stored, potential energy explodes into kinetic enthusiasm and wow! 
the time becomes right for birth!   
 
Oh, for others it will have passed as an ordinary day – their rhythms and routines unchanged 
and undisturbed.  But for our family, February 20, 498 BC was not just a date on the 
calendar.   
 
After her mother and father, it was my turn to hold the baby. 
 

 

 



 
 

She didn’t stay young – of course.  No one does.  We age with the calendar.  Yet it’s those 
kairos moments, when time stands still, that our souls are shaped most poignantly.  Like 
Esther’s attendance at her parents’ funeral at age 4.  Or, her adoption into my household 
shortly thereafter.  Or, her sudden ascent to the nation’s throne.   
 
These were all definitive times.  
 
Our people always thought of our Jewish culture as an oasis in the large Persian empire.  We 
were the scattered Jews of the diaspora, a visible minority amid the dominant culture.  If we 
kept to ourselves, if we kept a certain status quo, the logic went, we would survive.  Perhaps 
there was a time for that. 
 
Esther’s rise to royalty, however, changed everything.  She had lived the Persian dream:  an 
anonymous Jewish orphan girl becomes King Xerxes’ chosen bride. From rural obscurity to 
lady Miss Persia.   
 
It led some Jews to ask:  why this sudden reversal of fortune?  Why the unexpected 
representation in the palace? 
 
After the royal wedding, King Xerxes appointed Haman as the next prime minister.  Haman 
was a B I don’t think I should say.  Hitler would be too nice a name for him.  He demanded 
full allegiance:  walk barefoot before him, lie prostrate, recite the oath, acknowledge him as 
divine.   
 
Absolute anathema!  Jews don’t bow to anyone but God.  We don’t submit to policies that 
undermine our faith.   
 
Clearly times were changing and this new era called for outright civil disobedience.  We could 
no longer be the “quiet in the land.”   
 
On many occasions, I publicly voiced my dissent and refused to honour Haman’s request.  I 
always faced him as a man, looking him squarely in the eyes – never from my knees - even 
as the government constructed their gallows to silence me.  In response, and with the king’s 
permission, Haman set a date on the calendar to exterminate every Jew.  A specific day 
earmarked for our demise.  Never before had I put an actual date to my death. 
 
Obviously, the time now was ripe.  When kairos time becomes fixed on the calendar.  When 
there’s a fatal chronological deadline.   
 
Had my cousin become queen for such a time as this? 
 
She and I often communicated secretly at the palace gate.  I briefed her on the prime 
minister's plan.  And the date of our collective execution.  I pleaded for her courage and 
action – could she convince her husband of the gross injustice that he’s endorsed?    
 
Of course, she knew the hazards well:  entering the king's chamber without permission risked 
personal retribution, even death.  Remaining silent in the face of power, however, risked her 
people's annihilation.   
 



 
 

At the gate, she regularly whispered to me her questions:  for what danger is it worth risking 
your life?  Today's threat or tomorrow's concern?  When is action premature, foolish?  When 
is it faithful?   
 
In other words, what time is it?  We all ask that.   
 
I simply told her, “Perhaps ... perhaps you've come to the royal family for such a time as this.”   
 
Perhaps.  The rest is faith.   
 
Not a false belief that somehow “God's on my side.”  Not such arrogance!  No, when she 
entered the king's private room, prepared a meal, and unearthed Haman’s genocidal plot 
against herself and the Jews, she was not declaring, “God’s on my side,” but she had been 
asking herself quite seriously, “Am I on the side of God?”   
 
Later, when I assumed the role of prime minister after Haman’s death, Esther, still queen, 
confided in me, saying:  “Mordecai, leadership is always difficult because timing's never 
easy.  And risk-taking rarely pleasant.”  And I believe her.  “But,” she’d continue, “if we can 
place ourselves on God's side, align our priorities with God's activity, we’ll then have the 
courage to lead in God's good timing.”   
 
 
 
*An approximate date 

 


