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In the name of Jesus Christ, we  
welcome you.  
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Jesus Stills a Storm 
35 On that day, when evening had come, he said 
to them, ‘Let us go across to the other side.’ 
36And leaving the crowd behind, they took him 
with them in the boat, just as he was. Other boats 
were with him. 37A great gale arose, and the 
waves beat into the boat, so that the boat was 
already being swamped. 38But 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?’ 39He woke up and rebuked the 
wind, and said to the sea, ‘Peace! Be still!’ Then 
the wind ceased, and there was a dead calm. 40He 
said to them, ‘Why are you afraid? Have you still 
no faith?’41And they were filled with great awe 
and said to one another, ‘Who then is this, that 
even the wind and the sea obey him?’ 
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    Come to church and Sunday school and first cafe and other activ-
ities.  This church does not belong to any one person.  It belongs to 
Jesus Christ – ok, so that’s the only one person it belongs to.  It’s 
not mine.  It’s not yours.  It’s his.  And as a community, we worship 
and serve in it together. 
 
    Practice patience.  We are entering a process of discerning what 
comes next that takes time.  And some of the work happens behind 
the scenes.  We have a capable session that will move us forward. 
Pray for them. Be gentle with yourselves.  Practice good self care. 
Eat, sleep, exercise.  Laugh.  Be gentle with others. 
 
    If you find that you are not coping well with this storm, or any 
other, please reach out to me.  I wish things were different.  I wish I 
could make it all go away.  I wish we were in a different boat in a 
different storm.  We’re not.  However, if I close my eyes and imag-
ine us all in a vessel, I see a man on a cushion who is waking up in 
response to the yelling.  Do you see him?  He’s rising up to his feet 
and facing the storm.  He is calling out “Peace! Be still!”  And the 
wind and the waves are obeying him.  That is my prayer for us, 
among many, that we can find ways in ourselves to feel the love 
and peace of Christ.  That deep peace that we don’t understand.  It 
may take a while. The damage from the storm may need some time 
to be repaired, but I have faith that it will come for all of us.  Faith 
that we will indeed get to the other side and know it was because 
we followed Jesus. 
 
In the name of the father, son, and holy spirit.  Amen.  
   
 
 
 
 

    
 



phrase God has for us today.  I’m not thinking “be still” as a way 
to avoid dealing with the matters of recovery we need to tend to. 
We can’t be still forever; can we for a moment?  Just a moment, 
can we be still and remember the God who reigns over us? 
 
A while back I preached a sermon describing the working of the 
brain that makes it impossible for one to hold the emotions of 
anger and gratitude at the same time.  There was a moment this 
week where I realized my anger was eating me up in ways that 
were not good.  So I started thinking of things I could be thankful 
for.  I did return to anger later – I am human after all.  However, 
for a moment, I could feel a release.  Here are a few items on my 
list – some of them are small and silly: 
 
Finding a pen in my purse when I needed one. 
Colleagues at the presbytery level who have allowed me to call 
anytime and ask questions I know the answers to, who have 
offered guidance and support, and have opened their hearts. 
The leaders of this congregation who listened to one another and 
have borne each others burdens this week. Seeing azaleas bloom-
ing.  Friends who have listened. Pastor friends who helped me 
pick hymns, and our office staff and volunteers who worked extra 
hours so we could have a bulletin this morning. Cold medicine. 
Netflix. Those of you who came to worship this morning, and will 
keep coming to worship. 
For what are you thankful today?  In your own lives?  As I have 
cried out to Jesus this week, Jesus has been here.  I may not have 
seen it, but he has.   We heard Jesus tell us to get in the boat, and 
we did.  So how do we get to the other side?  How do we recover 
from the storm?  I don’t have all the answers.  I wish I did.  You 
have no idea how much I wish I did.  Here is how I have navigated 
similar storms –  
 
    Pray.  If you don’t know what to say, tell that to God.  Ask oth-
ers to pray with and for you.  Remember that God is God and we 
are not. 
 
    Be with your people.  Here at church and in other places. We 
are connected to one another, and this is when we can care for 
each other and support one another.   
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It was just about a month ago I last stood in this pulpit preaching to 
you.  The sermon, was, in fact, on this very same passage.  The ser-
mon I thought I was preaching was supposed to help encourage us 
to consider how we have been working together to follow Jesus, 
how we are using our gifts and skills to best serve Christ.  How 
once we get in the boat, there may be storms, and Jesus will get us 
to the other side.    If only I had known….  If only we had known 
what storm was brewing for us as a community of faith.  We got in 
the boat, and now there’s a storm brewing, and we are looking for 
Jesus.  I’ve spent a lot of time yelling at Jesus this week – “don’t 
you care?  Don’t you get it?  Wake up!!!”  How about you? 
 
    It’s fair to say that we are in the midst of a storm.  One that came 
without warning, and is a Cat 5 hurricane for some of us.  It made 
landfall last week, and the eye moved over in the 24 hour period 
between when letters were mailed and received.  I think today is 
the day it blows offshore and we begin to consider recovery.  This 
metaphor was given to me by a colleague, and I have found it to be 
helpful as I try to make sense of where we are as a community.  
Some of you were in the direct impact zone.  I’m thinking of those 
directly involved, of the first responders, of the personnel com-
mittee and session this week.  Those whose relationships may have 
changed.  Some of you were in the vicinity of the tropical storm 
force winds.  The damage was not as bad, because perhaps you are 
not as close.  Others dealt with the outer bands as they moved 
across.  And just as this storm hit each of us in different ways, we 
will recover in different ways.  I’m imagining a satellite view with all 
of our emotional houses on it.  Most of them have shingles torn off 
and damage in the yard.  I see blue tarps where significant rebuild-
ing will happen.  And for many of us, the initial power returning has 
not happened yet.  I am also aware that for some of us, this storm 
has ignited memories and feeling about past storms.  Nor one of us 
will have the same experiences of this event, and yet we will all 



move forward together. 
 
    Storm recovery is an interesting phenomenon, if you watch 
closely.  In the case of a hurricane, there are those who are the 
first to arrive. The power restoration crews, the Cajun navy, ad 
hoc groups who show up with chainsaws and supplies.  The non-
profits who come with meals and blankets, and water.  Medical 
teams.  They serve the initial needs after the storm hits.  They 
come and get things moving to move towards repair and recov-
ery.  But they are not the only ones who do this work.  For after 
the linemen and women get the power back on, they go home.  
After the Cajun navy helps with rescue, and the chainsaw people 
clear debris, and the soup kitchens go home, there is still more 
work to do.  And so long term recovery groups, such as Presby-
terian Disaster assistance come help the effort continue into the 
future. 
 
    Yes, I’m telling a parable of sorts.  And our initial Cajun navy 
has been the Presbytery Call Commission, Session, the Personnel 
Committee, and our staff.  We have spent the week trying to 
make sense of what has happened and discern what the next best 
steps are.  And I thank God that we are not alone in this.  Tarps 
are out, and we are working on restoring electricity.  We are be-
ing prayed for by pastors and people of faith this very morning.  
And, we keep stepping out in faith, keep doing the next right 
thing, and praying that we are following where Jesus is leading us. 
 
    My mom asked me this week what scripture passages came to 
mind as I was trying to process all that has happened.  I have not 
yet processed it, but I’m on the way, and I’m working on it.  Psalm 
46 immediately came to mind. 
 
 
1 God is our refuge and strength, 
   a very present help in trouble.  
2 Therefore we will not fear, though the earth should change, 
   though the mountains shake in the heart of the sea;  
3 though its waters roar and foam, 
   though the mountains tremble with its tumult. 
 
4 There is a river whose streams make glad the city of God, 

   the holy habitation of the Most High.  
5 God is in the midst of the city; it shall not be moved; 
   God will help it when the morning dawns.  
6 The nations are in an uproar, the kingdoms totter; 
   he utters his voice, the earth melts.  
7 The Lord of hosts is with us; 
   the God of Jacob is our refuge. 
           
8 Come, behold the works of the Lord; 
   see what desolations he has brought on the earth.  
9 He makes wars cease to the end of the earth; 
   he breaks the bow, and shatters the spear; 
   he burns the shields with fire.  
10 ‘Be still, and know that I am God! 
   I am exalted among the nations, 
   I am exalted in the earth.’  
11 The Lord of hosts is with us; 
   the God of Jacob is our refuge. 
 
“Be still.  Be still and know that I am God.”  I have clung to those 
words this week.  This Psalm describes a world where powerful 
things are happening – mountains shaking, the sea churning with 
rage, all sorts of events we cannot control.  And so often, our first 
reaction in a crisis is to jump in and manage, fix, triage, treat, act.  
Which is good.  The adrenaline is what saves lives.  We try to fix 
it.  However, yesterday as I was juggling text messages and trying 
to do all the things all at once to make sure we were ready for 
today, I heard God say “be still.  I am God.” 
 
God is God and we are not.  There is power and freedom in 
knowing that.  We do not have to stop this storm.  We do not 
have to complete all the recovery ourselves. We do not have to 
know what the future holds.  Our huge and changing feelings as 
we process the storms of our lives are normal.  Our desire to fix is 
normal.  Our need to help is normal.  And, yet, God is still God in 
this.  We believe in a sovereign God who rules over all, even us.  
And we believe that it was the sovereign God who sent his son to 
come and to be God-with-us, Emmanuel. 
 
Jesus used the words “peace, be still” when he commanded the 
waves to stop.  And they did.  Be still.  I wonder if that is the 


