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On that day, when evening had come, he said to them, “Let us go across to the 

other side.” And leaving the crowd behind, they took him with them in the boat, 

just as he was. Other boats were with him. A great windstorm arose, and the 

waves beat into the boat, so that the boat was already being swamped. But he was 

in the stern, asleep on the cushion; and they woke him up and said to him, 

“Teacher, do you not care that we are perishing?” He woke up and rebuked the 

wind, and said to the sea, “Peace! Be still!” Then the wind ceased, and there was 

a dead calm. He said to them, “Why are you afraid? Have you still no faith?” 

And they were filled with great awe and said to one another, “Who then is this, 

that even the wind and the sea obey him?” 
 
 
Howard Hanger is a former United Methodist minister in Asheville, North Carolina. Howard told 

a little story on himself about a time when he was in college some forty years ago. He wrote, 

“When I was attending Emory University in Atlanta, there was a church on campus with a loud 

speaker system and an automated tape player which boomed out hymns every evening. Some 

people liked it, I suppose. But there was a group of us students who thought that maybe we 

needed a little variety in the music. So late one night we banded together to sneak into the church 

with the noble purpose of broadening musical appreciation. We figured a little Jimi Hendrix 

ought to do it. 

 

“Well, we made it through the window we had propped open. We even made it to the door of the 

room where the tape equipment was stored. But just as we were about to fulfill our mission, a 

voice boomed out in the darkness, ‘Who are you? And why are you here?’ It was the campus 

security night watchman. Some of us managed to get back through the window. But the mission 

was not accomplished... that night.”  

 

Then Howard wrote, “School mischief. Life mischief. Some of our efforts are more worthy than 

others. But no matter what we’re involved in, often right in the middle of it all – and usually at 

night – we hear the question being put to us: ‘Who are you? And why are you here?’ It’s 

unnerving. It interrupts things. And sometimes we can jump back through the window and not 

deal with it. But the question does not go away, does it?”  
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It’s one of life’s “ultimate questions,” the marrow of our faith. ‘Who are you? And why are you 

here?’ It’s a question all of us must answer. A similar ultimate question is raised in this story 

about Jesus taking his ease, sleeping peacefully in the prow of the disciples’ boat when a sudden 

storm overtakes them and threatens to swamp the boat. “Master! Don’t you care that we are 

perishing?” When the storms of life are raging, where is God? Does God care? Is God asleep? Is 

God with us? “Master, don’t you care that we are perishing?” It’s an exceedingly rare person 

who does not find themselves asking where God is and if God cares.  

 

In this powerful story from Mark, we have both a Perfect Storm on the Sea of Galilee and a 

“perfect storm” in the faith of the disciples. It’s a significant story, found in each of Matthew, 

Mark and Luke. Sudden, strong storms were common on the sea of Galilee and boats could be 

lost with all hands. We read our Bibles and think of the Sea of Galilee as this massive body of 

water, but the truth of the matter is that it’s relatively small – only 13 miles long and 7 miles 

wide, more of a lake than a sea. But it is deep, some 150 feet deep, with the shoreline almost 700 

feet below sea level. Which means what? It means that sudden storms can appear over the 

surrounding mountains with little warning, stirring the waters of the Sea into waves as high as 20 

feet. Cool air from the Mediterranean is drawn down through the narrow mountain passes where 

it clashes with the hot, humid air over the lake. The reason I give you this detail is so you can see 

that the disciples had not set out foolishly into a storm. They were, after all, experienced 

fishermen. They set sail responsibly. The story tells us that they had been caught by the storm 

suddenly and without warning, so their danger was therefore greater.  

 

Some of you have seen the Sea of Galilee for yourselves. They actually call it the Sea of 

Gennesaret. Laurie and I are likely to lead a Holy Land pilgrimage next year so others of you can 

experience it for yourself. On this occasion, Jesus is with the disciples in a boat along with a 

small flotilla of followers. The storm blows and waves break and the disciples bail and the boat 

starts to swamp. And where is Jesus? Sleeping on a cushion in the stern. Sleeping. They wake 

him up. “Hey! We’re dyin’ here! Don’t you care, Jesus? Hey Jesus, are you with us?” 

  

Some of you sail a lot. But even if you have never set foot in a boat, you can understand what 

these disciples must have been feeling. Life has a way of turning ugly on us, and turning ugly 

quickly. Everything can be going beautifully one moment, only to turn upside down the next. 

The Storm is a symbol for everything that is fierce and intimidating and frightening. So let the 

Storm be whatever threatens you, whatever makes you feel small and weak and vulnerable, 

whatever immobilizes you.  

  

You and I know what it is like to find ourselves in a situation like the disciples of Jesus, in a boat 

in the middle of a storm so powerful you are paralyzed by fear: you get a call or a text with bad 

news; the disease you just learned about and now need to confront; the serious surgery you are 

facing that understandably makes you afraid; an earnings statement is released and you’ve just 

seen your net worth decline; the threat of unemployment which is undercutting your confidence; 

the very difficult challenge of finding a new job, getting up every day and, in spite other 

rejections, submitting your resumé, showing up prepared for yet another interview; the never-

ending demands of parenting your children; the loss of a friend, a loved one, a dear one; the daily 

diminishment of aging. Suddenly, our world gets stormy and everything is up in the air – and I 

mean everything. 
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As if outside circumstances aren’t enough, we have our internal storms to weather, too. Is it a 

marriage gone stale or problems with your kids? Is it declining health or a frightening diagnosis? 

Do you face that hurricane named “Depression” or “Discouragement” or “Disappointment?” 

Maybe it’s a tsunami named “Grief” or “Burnout” or “Doubt” or “Self-Doubt.”  

  

Let the Storm be whatever immobilizes you in fear: fear of the future, fear of intimacy, fear of 

failure, fear of risk, fear of extending yourself, stretching yourself, fear of loneliness.  

  

Let the Storm be that final enemy – the power of death itself – and the fear behind every other 

fear; the fear of what the philosophers call non-being, which regularly creeps into our 

consciousness, the fear of death in every human heart.  

  

The lesson of this storm story is that it can happen to you. The one common denominator in all 

of our lives is this: the storm will come. Into every life, in every place, the storm will come. And 

suddenly all our protection, all our technology, all our human hubris is blown away. We realize 

how vulnerable and dependent we are, how fragile and puny all our protections and inventions.  

  

The storm will come. And we are not immune. Disaster is not something that only happens 

someplace else, to somebody else, to anybody but us. So, be wise. Be prepared. Choose 

carefully. Build on the right foundation. Because we are all vulnerable to the storms of life which 

come in many forms.  

  

I bet if I asked you to think for a moment, each of you could identify some storm brewing within, 

threatening to sweep over the mountains onto the tranquil lake of your life. And in the midst of 

that threatening storm, maybe you’re wondering whether Jesus isn’t sleeping, and does he really 

care about you after all?  

  

Well, I don’t want to leave you feeling hopeless, because, of course, the disciples discover that 

Jesus isn’t indifferent to them and their perfect storm doesn’t swamp them.  Jesus rises, yawns, 

stretches. He says to the wind, “Hey, windbag, quiet down!” He says to the waves, “You just 

calm down now.” He says, “Peace! Be still!” And suddenly, there’s a beautiful blue sky and a 

slick, smooth sea. Jesus turns to the disciples – and in a not-so-subtle-way-to-us – and says, “Are 

you boys ever going to learn? You’ve got to trust me, brothers. Trust me.” Then he promptly 

goes back to sleep, leaving the disciples stunned and asking, “Who is this guy who can calm the 

waves?”  

  

I suspect you all know the back-story of how Rembrandt, in painting his famous Storm on the 

Sea of Galilee, put fourteen people in the boat. Twelve disciples, and Jesus makes thirteen. How 

come there’s fourteen? Easy. The fourteenth passenger was Rembrandt himself. He painted 

himself into the boat. You look at him and he’s scared as all get out. And in painting himself into 

the story, he’s saying that he – and all of us – are in that boat. We’re all in the same boat as the 

people in that storm story. Every one of us. We have our engulfing storms to endure. Will we 

face them trusting God with calm faith, or will we allow ourselves to be crushed beneath the 

waves of fear and doubt?  
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How I wish I could tell you that life were effortless. How I wish I could tell you that I could 

control the weather and that the storms of life won’t touch you. I would like to tell you if you 

follow Jesus, you will have an easy time of it from that day on. Every day will be sunny and 

bright, and you will be prosperous and your children will be pleasant and your friends will 

admire you and your business will flourish and God will give you every desire of your heart. But 

it doesn’t work that way, as you well know.  

  

What this story is intended to help us know is from whence our help comes. Ultimate questions: 

“Is God with us? Does God care?” When the Storm comes, we cry out. We pray, “Lord, do you 

not care that we are perishing?” And this story is meant to tell us that Jesus does care. He is with 

us in the boat. He is with us in the tempest. And Jesus stills the storm. Jesus calms the storm 

within so that we can face the storms without. Jesus stills the storm within so we can face death 

without fear. Jesus stills the storms within so we can help others with the storms they are facing, 

too.  

  

And I hope you see this. This story also is meant to tell us that our Savior’s help is found right 

here in the boat. Yes, right here in the boat. The early church loved this story. One of the earliest 

symbols of the church is a ship heading into the storm. Its mast is a cross. The church is Noah’s 

ark, God’s means of saving people through the storm and flood. The early church knew what it 

meant to be in a little boat in a stormy sea. Small, insignificant, a tiny minority in every city, and 

then tormented, persecuted, hunted down, arrested, tortured, executed. They were besieged by 

furious storms. They heard in this story that they weren’t alone in that boat. They had each other 

and they had Jesus, who was very much in the boat with them. In the boat they – and we – have 

everything we need. We have each other and we have our Lord.  

  

Today you are sitting in that part of the church called the “Nave,” from the Latin navis which 

means “boat” or “ship.” We get our word “navy” from it. Many churches, ancient and modern, 

were built to look like big boats, turned upside down. You look up into the rafters and see the 

keel and hull and, occasionally, the leaks.  

But you know what? There’s somebody else in this boat with us, not far from the tiller actually, 

usually rather quiet, but present with all the strength and courage and peace of God in him. The 

one constant, the one saving power, the one sustaining grace that brings us peace, is the abiding 

presence of the risen Christ.  

  

And the truth of this story is that there is no storm, no threat, no chaos that can undo us or 

destroy us because our Lord is here with us. Mark says, “They were filled with great awe and 

said to one another, ‘Who then is this, that even the wind and the sea obey him?’” It’s Jesus. 

God’s love – from which nothing, no storm, can separate us – is here in the boat with us. The 

Lord of Love is here and therefore, no matter what is going on, we are ultimately safe. Although 

all hell, literally, is breaking loose, we are safe in Christ’s presence and his love.  

  

One more thing. We cannot miss that this story is saying that we should stay in the boat. Not one 

of those disciples jumps overboard. And neither should we. Here in the boat, some of us are 

rowing, some are bailing, some are pulling at the sail, some are praying. We can encourage and 

we can sing. We can give pep talks to each other – “We can make it, we can make it” – when we 

are in the boat together. When the storms of life are about to take you under, if you are feeling 
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lost and confused or frightened, or even if you are doing fairly well for now and the sailing has 

been smooth, we’re being urged to get into the boat, stay in the boat. When it springs a leak, fix 

it. When it’s under attack, defend it. When the sky is clear and the water is smooth, enjoy it. 

Because the storms will come. They will come to you, and they will come to me, and they will 

come to us. The world may rock this boat we share, sometimes the preacher may rock it, 

sometimes I think even Jesus himself will rock the boat, but brothers and sisters, it is our boat, 

and God is in it with us. And with God’s help, we can all reach the other shore.  

  

By the way, that marvelous painting of Rembrandt’s Storm on the Sea of Galilee? It was stolen 

back on March 18, 1990. Thieves broke into the Gardner museum in Boston and took it and 

fourteen other pieces away. Often stolen art is held for a ransom and recovered. Not so with this 

piece. It hasn’t been heard from since. Perhaps someone really needed some reminder that Jesus 

is with them in the life-storm they’re experiencing. Maybe. The good news for us is that Jesus 

cannot be stolen from us. Whatever boat we’re in, whatever storm is raging in our life, whatever 

crew we’re sailing with – we’re to open the eye of our faith and remember who’s here in the boat 

with us. Jesus is here. Jesus is with us. When the storms of life are raging, Jesus is standing with 

us, and through him we can weather every storm.  
 


