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He wanted to go across the sea, away from the crowds, away from the constant demands for his healing touch and words of wisdom. He wanted to get away from the storm on shore and escape to calmer waters at sea. He wanted some peace and quiet, some rest and relaxation, before the crowds on that distant shore found him and gathered around him to ask that he touch them and heal them and teach them, for they were like sheep without a shepherd, and he needed a break from the shepherding. He wanted to sleep, and in that gently rocking boat with the firm hand of seasoned fishermen at the helm, Jesus is sleeping, the divine teacher exhausted from teaching, the divine healer exhausted from healing, his head resting upon his arm and his body gently rocking with the waves.


This sea upon which we sail is really not much more than a large lake – only twelve miles long and eight miles wide with its surface 680 feet below sea level. The shore behind us is long gone, and the sea ahead stretches out to the horizon. All we hear is the lapping of waves against the boats, an occasional laugh from the boats of fellow sailors, the snap of the sail as it billows in the breeze. It is a peaceful sea stretching out around us; but these can also be troubled waters. When cool east winds from the Golan Heights collide with warm air rising from the surface of the sea, sudden, unpredictable, and often violent storms sweep across these waters, storms that even the most seasoned sailor fears. So while we have smooth sailing now, the veteran sailors among us cast a wary eye to the east, toward the horizon from which sudden storms blow.


How often we take smooth sailing for granted! When all is right with the world, when the waters of day to day living are calm, when no storms are brewing or blowing around us, when our sails are full and we are sailing along peacefully, we take it for granted. We don’t appreciate those times until the storms blow in – the disaster, the disease, the diagnosis, the disappointment, the death – that rock our boats and make us long for quiet waters and smooth sailing once again. When storms arise we say we’ll appreciate the calm, but we don’t – until the next storm arises.

Such a storm is crossing the sea rapidly toward us now. You can feel the east wind picking up, hear the slap of the waves hitting harder against the bow, sense the rock of the boat swinging wider and wider, and see the expanse of the afternoon sky growing darker and darker. All eyes are now on that sky, watching the approaching storm; all hands are scrambling to prepare for its onslaught which is only moments away, all that is except the eyes and hands of the Lord who sleeps peacefully in the stern, oblivious to the world, his head resting softly on his arm, his body relaxed and at peace.


Someone should wake him, for his own safety, for our safety; we could use another hand on deck. But he is so tired, so very, very tired; he must be tired to his very bones to sleep through a storm like this! Let him sleep, perhaps the storm will blow over! We can handle whatever comes without his help. After all, we are sailors, men and women of the sea; he is only a carpenter, healer and teacher. If you want a table, he can build it; if you need healing for your hip, he can heal it; if you want an answer to your theological question, he can help you. But if you want help in riding out a storm, then you want one of us – a sailor, an expert on the sea. We can handle this storm without his help. We’re independent people – we don’t need Jesus. 

The wind is blowing harder, and the waves are rising higher, and the boat is starting to sink; we are beginning to tire of fighting this storm. We’re tiring of fighting the winds that buffet us from the right and the left. We’re tiring of the partisan bickering that keeps us from working together. We’re tiring of fighting wave after wave of distress and sorrow and sadness and sickness. We’re tiring of fighting frustration with the way things are and anxiety about what may yet be. We’re tiring of fighting storms that swamp our boats and threaten our lives, storms that claim the lives of children in our schools and wreak havoc on the lives of children at our borders. We’re doing the best we can, all that we know to do, but it’s not enough. We’re losing ground. We’re sinking.


There is never-ending war in Syria, Iraq, Afghanistan and
Yemen, and 


violence in the Middle East, Ethiopia and Nicaragua. We’re 


sinking, Lord!

There are trade wars brewing among allies and with enemies that 


threaten to throw our world into chaos. We’re sinking, Lord!

Churches are declining and Christians in this nation are slipping away, 

not to other faiths, but to no faith. We’re sinking, Lord!

The climate is changing: glaciers are melting, temperatures and seas 


are rising, storms are growing fiercer. We’re sinking, Lord!

The pace of life is so fast, the changes in technology so rampant, the 


demands of life so great, the demise of values so rampant, that 

we can’t keep up. We’re sinking, Lord!

And Jesus is asleep on the cushion. With the world out of control all around us, with storms raging and howling in our very midst, still he sleeps. He can’t possibly sleep through all of this; does he just not care? Why does he not come and lend a hand? We need him now. We need him. “Jesus, wake up! Do you not care that we are sinking – that we are up against more than we can handle, that we are getting pounded on all sides, that we are dying here? Wake up, Jesus, and save our sinking ship!”

Jesus awakes. He rubs his eyes and looks around at the desperate faces looking intently at him, hears the desperate voices calling his name, sees desperate hands straining to hold on for dear life. Yet he doesn’t leap to his feet to lend a hand; he doesn’t rush to offer advice or aid. He simply speaks a word of rebuke, and the wind ceases. He says to the sea, “Peace! Be still!” And the waves subside, and there is a great calm and a great quiet upon the sea. He simply speaks, and the wind and sea obey his word and do as they are told. They fall silent and still. And so do we, as if the words spoken to the wind and sea were spoken to us in our frenzy: “Peace! Be still!” Breathe deeply, let go of your fear, just stop for a moment. And the words of the psalmist come to mind: “Be still and know that I am God!” All is still now; the only sound is the gentle lap of the waves against the sides of the boats that are now resting on a sea of glass.


“Why are you afraid?” he says. Why? Because the world was blowing down all around us, that’s why! Because we were in a storm that we could not control or handle on our own! Because our ship was sinking and we could find no safe harbor! Because we feared that we might die here in the storm – that’s the crux of it – we feared that we might die. And we feared that you didn’t care, Lord, that you would sleep away while we perished – without a word or a hand to help to save us. We were afraid that we were alone here on the sea in the storm and that you would not save us. That is why we were afraid then. But now we are afraid because the man we follow has just silenced a storm with a single word; wind and water obey his commands, even if we do not. We are afraid because the one who calms the storm is the one we just chided, “Do you not care that we are perishing?” Why are we afraid? Because even after all this time, we still don’t know who he is, the one asleep in the stern in the storm, the one now awake in the boat in the calm, the one who says, “Peace! Be still!”


“Have you still no faith?” he asks. Are you still afraid of troubled waters? Are you still afraid of wild winds? Are you still afraid of the storms that arise around you? Are you still afraid of this world in which you live? Are you still afraid in the face of the storm? Are you still afraid despite the presence of your savior? That is the contrast – faith and fear – not faith and faithlessness, not belief and unbelief, but faith and fear. Have you still no faith, that you have so much fear? Have you still no faith that you tremble so at what is happening in the world and fear what lies ahead of you?


Or have you faith? Have you faith in the one who calms the storms on the sea and the storms in your heart? Have you faith in the one who goes with you onto troubled waters, who launches you onto stormy seas but stays with you? Have you faith in the one who fears no storm? Have you faith in the one who hears your desperate cries and silences the sea and saves you? Have you faith to venture out onto stormy seas and walk through the valley of the shadow of death without fear?


Who is this that wind and sea obey him? He is Jesus the Christ, and he has come so that you need not be afraid anymore – not of the winds of change, not of seas of despair, not of storms in your life, not of the world as it is or will yet be, not even of the valley of the shadow of death. Are you still afraid? Is the storm still raging inside you? Then hear this word of the Lord: “Peace! Be still! Do not be afraid, for I am with you.” So says the Lord, Son of the eternal Father who is strong to save sinking ships on stormy seas, who is strong to save the world, who is strong to save – you! Amen 
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