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 May the words of our mouths, the meditations of our hearts, and the actions of our lives, 

be acceptable in your sight O God, our strength and our redeemer. Amen. 

 What do you do in a storm? Like when the wind is whistling and the rain is just coming 

down in sheets. Are you attracted to storms or do you tend to want to curl up under a blanket 

with a book? You may be one who races around like people did when I was in the Kootenays, 

pulling the plug on the TV and the computer, steering clear of the telephone and the plumbing 

fixtures, setting up a chair strategically next to the basement stairs. Lightning storms and their 

accompanying power surges were pretty powerful there. Or if you have had experience in prairie 

storms that can blow your roof into the neighboring community, you might just react that way. 

Storms can be powerful. 

 I have a distinct memory of one Saturday years ago looking out the window with my then 

young son at the sheets of water pouring from the sky and thinking, it’s time to head out on the 

deck in our gum boots, rain coats, rain pants, umbrellas to stand under the spout where the 

gutters were unable to contain the deluge. Or in a lightning storm we headed out  on the deck to 

get the full benefit of God's very own sound and light show. Just to stand out in it. To feel the 

raw power of nature. Even to play in it. 

 However, the enjoyment of the power of storm turns to something else when that very 

power rolls over us like an invading army, tsunami strength. When confronted with that kind of 

destructive power, a fragment of Gordon Lightfoot's poetry about the sinking of the Edmund 

Fitzgerald one storm tossed night on Lake Superior comes to mind: "Does anyone know where 

the love of God goes when the waves turn the minutes to hours." 

 Indeed there is wisdom in the instinct to head for low ground and protection when storms 

hit, but there is another also a counter-impulse, the one born of sheer curiosity and excitement in 

the power of a storm that causes us to also want to get out in it, to engage the storm, lean into it, 

and feel its power like winds of God. There is something in us that tells us that the power is not 

just menacing, threatening, but also the power of life. Will the wave overtake us, or could we 

possibly catch it, and ride it. I wonder. 

 I suppose it wouldn't be a big surprise to be facing such stormy questions given our 

gospel reading for the day, the story of Jesus calming the storm- both unforgettable and 

disquieting. There is part of us that dismisses this story as so obviously impossible and useful 

only for joking references to Will's shoe size, "enough cork in them Birkenstocks to make it 

possible for you to walk on water..." Seriously though, it is one thing to suspend our usual 

disbelief around the gray area of the healings of Jesus because we have seen unusual and 

unexpected recoveries, of one who pulls through against all odds. But to believe that Jesus could 

speak to the storm and change the forces of nature? Well that stretches credulity to the breaking 

point. 

 But when Mark, the writer of this gospel first put pen to paper on this story, the storms of 

life were raging. The community of followers of Jesus were under persecution from the Roman 

Empire which had decided that Christians and Jews were a threat to the empire. They lived in 

violent times. The Temple in Jerusalem was destroyed, torn to the ground except for one 

remaining piece of wall that still stands in Jerusalem today. Christians were being rounded up 
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and killed daily. So to be a Christian was to face a daily storm which threatened your life. And if 

Christians only took account of the power of the storm, the power of Roman force, they would 

have given up the faith, or crawled into a corner and stayed out of the way.  

 It is to this persecuted community that this story is first told, a story which describes a 

storm tossed group of genuine believers who get caught up in the power of the storm, and forget 

for a moment, the power of the one who is with them in the boat.   

 It is an easy thing to do, to get so caught up in the magnitude of the challenges we face 

that we have a crisis of nerve, or we get so confused by the sheer number of choices we have to 

make that we pull back in our life. When things are changing, or things are wild out there, it is 

easy to let the power of life frighten us. If you are among the grad class of 2015 sitting at the 

window looking out at the life ahead of you today, and at the world you are heading into, I am 

guessing the experience is a mingling of both excitement and exhilaration, and fear inducing 

intimidation. I remember graduating. It was 1981. Ronald Reagan was in the Whitehouse, 

Leonid Brezhnev was head of the then Soviet Union, and both sides were building nuclear 

warheads to beat the band, piling them up and pointing them at each other. They called it the 

arms race, and there were so many warheads, thousands, and each one could devastate a place as 

big as the lower mainland, and they were on high alert. The biggest threat was not that these two 

powers would get into a, shall we say "spitting match" with devastating effect, although that was 

a threat, but that a computer glitch would create an accidental disaster. When I look back on 

1981, if all we accounted for was the power of the storm raging in the world, we could easily 

have panicked or crawled into a hole.  

 It is easy to be a disciple who loses track of the power of the one who is with us in the 

boat because the power of the storm is so great. Pick a storm: internet security, climate change, 

species extinction, peak oil, the dismal state of Canadian foreign policy, and those are just a 

handful of the big ones. And of course our lives include personal storms of illness, loss, family 

conflict, abuse. Plenty of storms out there to cause us to pull back and hunker down. 

 But friends, we mustn't forget the power of the one who is in the boat with us. Mustn't 

forget the power of two or three disciples gathered in the name of the love that is the unifying 

power of the universe. As we look out the window on the world, as you, grads, look out the 

window on the next part of your life, with its freedom and dazzling array of choices to make, as 

any of us, at any stage in our life peer into the storm, remember that the storm doesn't actually 

get to set the agenda of your life, doesn’t actually get to determine the state of your soul. You do. 

And when you are setting that agenda, know that there is a power with you, a light within you 

that is formidable. These candles burning on the communion table today, one for each of you, 

seem pretty small in this vast room, pretty flickery and vulnerable in this vast world. But I don't 

believe that. I believe that the light within you, the light within each of us, if we take full account 

of where it comes from, of its true source- that light, united with the soul-powered light of one or 

two others, can change the course of history, can actually calm the storm. 

 I look at you, and I look at the storm, and I say, "Oh, we are going to be fine." So friends 

put on your gum boots, your rain coats and pants, take hold of the light of Christ that burns in 

your heart and your mind and your life, look to your left, look to your right, see who is with you, 

and head out on the adventure of the day. Feel the power of the storm battering you around, but 

never underestimate the power of the light, and shine your way. 


