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Remember September 11, 2001, or for those who don’t, at least the stories of that day 
that we now call 9-1-1? On that late summer morning, I had not heard the news before I left for 
work at the Indianapolis Airport Authority. Just as I arrived at the office, I saw on television the 
live broadcast of the airplane crash into the second tower of the World Trade Center.  At first, I 
didn’t believe it and thought sure that there must be a huge mistake. But I was jolted into reality 
as all of the employees assembled in the first floor conference room for periodic situation 
updates. Communication then was not as advanced as it is now, so there were rumors that more 
attacks were in progress. But as the FAA ordered all airplanes out of US airspace, and all 
passengers out of all terminals, the rumors stopped. There might still be weapons out there, but 
they wouldn’t be aircraft. 

Later that day, one of my co-workers made an interesting observation. He remarked that 
Americans had previously had the privilege of moving around freely in their own country 
without fear from intentional harm. “But after today”, he said, “everyone will have to learn how 
to manage their fear in order to live their daily lives.” He thought that we would need to realize 
that we were indeed vulnerable; and then find some way to move forward despite that risk.  

 
My first reaction to his statement was disagreement. But all of these years later, it seems 

to me that he was right. We’re living in almost a completely different world than the one of 
2001. Just like then, we deal with the common apprehensions of life. But now we live with the 
fear of a heavily armed shooter invading a school or a workplace and doing irreparable damage 
to the ones that we love. We live with the fear that the ubiquitous security at mass events like 
football games or concerts will not detect the one who carries a bomb with the intent to kill. How 
do we follow that advice from all of those years ago? How do we manage fear and still live our 
daily lives? As a people of faith, we turn to the Holy Scriptures for guidance. And God has quite 
a bit to say on the topic of fear. Of the books of the Old and New Testament, 85% of them 
mention ‘fear’ or ‘afraid’ at least once, and our passage from Mark this morning is one of them. 
Before we specifically look at that passage, let’s turn to God in prayer: 

Gracious God, Your Word says that you created us in your image, and that you know the very 
number of hairs on our heads. We are amazed at your love, and that you are concerned about 
every detail of our lives. We are grateful to be your people, yet we are sometimes apprehensive 
about the future. Strengthen us for the journey ahead. Teach us to rely on you more deeply, 
and remind us that we are not alone. May the words of my mouth and the mediations of our 
hearts be pleasing to you, O Lord, our Rock and our Redeemer. Amen. 

Our story begins at the edge of the Sea of Galilee. Other names you may have heard for 
this body of water are the Sea of Chinnereth; Lake of Generasett; or the Sea of Tiberius. It does 
not have salt water as some of its names imply, but it is actually a fresh water lake. Jesus has 
been preaching to crowds, speaking to them about the kingdom of God. He frequently used 
parables, or stories, to illustrate his lessons. Sometimes it was difficult to interpret the meaning 



2 
 

of his parables, so then he spoke privately to the disciples. During the evening of what had 
probably been a very long day, Jesus instructs the disciples to accompany him to the other side of 
the lake. They climb into a boat to make the journey.  
 

In 1986, fisherman brothers Moshe and Yuval Lufan were walking along the beach of the 
northwest shore of the Sea of Galilee. Because of the recent drought, the water level was lower 
than normal and the brothers were looking for unusual items which might have been uncovered. 
They discovered the remains of an ancient fishing boat, the dimensions of which are  27 feet 
long; 7.5 feet wide; and 4 feet high. Today it is displayed in a museum in the country of Israel, 
and it is known in the vernacular as ‘the Jesus boat’. Archeologists have dated the boat back to 
the first century. Additional corroboration to the boat’s historical accuracy was found in a first 
century synagogue in Migdal when a mosaic depicting a boat similar to the ‘Jesus boat’ was 
discovered. There’s no archeological evidence that the Jesus boat was actually used by Jesus or 
anyone that knew Him. But it is not a stretch to imagine that the boats used on the day of our 
story were very similar to the one discovered by the Lufan brothers. 
 
  Jesus gets into the boat with the disciples, and moves to the back. The author of Mark 
does not say how many people were in the boat besides Jesus. Perhaps all of them were in one 
boat together, although historians say that the Jesus boat crew would have been four or five.  
Perhaps some disciples followed in another boat, because verse 36 specifically mentions that 
other boats were present.  No matter where the disciples were located, all of them were soon to 
become witnesses of what was about to happen. And its in the very next verse that the trouble 
starts. A great windstorm churned the lake, and began to wash water into the boat. 
 

Many of you know that my husband Gary is a pilot, so the weather is a frequent and 
important topic in our household. He checks weather status so much that sometimes I tease him 
about it. But in reality, he must have accurate weather information when he is working so that he 
can navigate around a storm. That same type of information was vital for first century navigators 
as well, though clearly they didn’t use the weather channel. So because of Gary’s career, I know 
that anyone who depends on weather to complete a task should also be constantly monitoring the 
weather status. So I’ve wondered why the disciples didn’t do the same thing—look at the 
brewing windstorm and tell Jesus that it wasn’t safe to travel? You would think that would be 
possible to tell that a storm is imminent because the Sea of Galilee is relatively small: 13 miles 
long by 8 miles wide; as compared to Lake Michigan’s 307 miles long by 118 miles wide. 
 

But as it turns out, the Sea of Galilee really does have quick unexpected storms. One 
commentator notes that it was not unusual to see terrible squalls even when the sky was perfectly 
clear. Apparently, the topography around the lake is perfectly situated for windstorms. There are 
numerous ravines in the north and northeast part of the lake which compress the winds from 
adjoining plateaus and mountains and then push that power onto the lake. If you traveled on the 
Sea of Galilee very frequently, you were likely to encounter one of these storms. 
 

When Jesus stepped onto the boat, he went to the place which was traditionally reserved 
for a person of distinction : on a carpet or cushion right at the stern of the boat next to the 
helmsman. He soon fell asleep. Then the windstorms arose, and the waves on the lake were 
churning so high that the boat was taking on water, or ‘being swamped’, as the NRSV version 
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says. Even if we haven’t been to the Sea of Galilee, we have all experienced severe weather 
including lighting, thunder, precipitation of all kinds, dangerous and unpredictable winds. There 
are many different kinds of severe weather storms, but they all have one thing in common: the 
power is mighty, and we are helpless against that power. Our only choice is to take shelter and 
wait for the storm to abate. 
 

Soon after the storm arose, Jesus was jolted awake—not by the storm or anything 
associated with it, but by a disciple. He indignantly addressed Jesus, and I’m sure that he had to 
scream above the deafening sound of the howling winds: “Teacher, don’t you care that we are 
perishing?” The disciple was terrified, but incredulous at the same time. After all, this was the 
man of God who had healed a paralyzed man and a leper. Why didn’t he save his close friends? 
 

Jesus did not respond to the disciple, but instead spoke to the storm. “Peace; be still”, he 
ordered, and it just stopped. One minute there was a howling windstorm, and the next minute 
there was quiet. Not only was it quiet, but Mark says that it was “dead calm’. It was completely 
still, with no movement of either the wind or the waves. The reaction of the disciples was 
understandable: they were astounded. They had walked with this man; this Jesus and knew that 
he was not ordinary. He spoke with authority about spiritual matters, and he had healed many. 
But they had not been prepared for this. This man commanded creation, and it obeyed Him. The 
disciples must have realized that they were standing in the presence of the Creator. Who else 
would the wind and waves obey except for the One that made them? 
 

In the dead quiet after the storm, Jesus finally addresses the disciples. “Why are you 
afraid?”, he says.  That’s kind of a strange question, for both those original disciples and for us 
today. The disciples feared for their lives in a very real storm. We have fear about things in our 
lives, too. Sometimes, that is a good thing.  God created our bodies with that ‘flight or fight’ 
instinct that is protective. We fear being hit by a car, so we don’t walk in the middle of the street. 
We fear being burned by the stove so we use hot pads or wear gloves. That healthy fear is part of 
our defensive instincts. 
 

But sometimes, fear is not directly related to a dangerous situation, but to the unknown of 
the future. When we put our child on the school bus for the first time, or when we undergo a 
medical procedure, we’re afraid what could happen.  We all encounter situations which are 
uncertain, and uncertainty often produces fear. That type of fear will be with us all of the time. 
The Rev. Adam Hamilton puts it this way, “We will always deal with fear. It is not a ‘one and 
done’ thing.” We have to live our lives. Get groceries. Go to work and school. It is not possible 
to eliminate 100% of the risk from life.  When Jesus asked that question, I don’t think that he 
expected his disciples—the first century ones or the twenty-first century ones—to never feel the 
emotion of fear. What Jesus meant, I think, was to trust Him. Trust the God that created us. Trust 
the God who cares about every detail of our lives, and who knit us together before we were even 
born. Anxiety over certain life situations is normal. But belief in Jesus Christ allows us to 
overcome that fear; to do things like defend the weak and stand up for injustice. 

Jesus’ final question to the disciples can sound like an insult, “Have you still no faith?” 
But that’s not what I hear out of this question. I hear Jesus, with a voice just above a whisper, 
saying “Don’t you know me, and my Father? Don’t you know that you are loved and valued? Do 
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you not understand that I will give you peace?” I hear Jesus speaking with a sadness in his voice 
that his beloved did not then, and do not now, know how much they are worth. 

When I was a young girl, my mom wanted me to know how to run a household. So she 
enrolled me in 4-H, and made sure that I took on homemaking projects, one of which was called 
‘Foods’. I baked cookies, butter cakes, and even yeast rolls and believe it or not, was pretty 
successful at it. But then, there was sewing, and that was another story. I remember that the final 
assignment for my second year sewing project was the creation of a skirt which I had to model. 
Whew…even today that is still a very vivid memory. A bad one. I knew very early on that I 
would never have a good relationship with a sewing machine. 

 
 But my mom persisted, and my next sewing adventure was learning to embroider, and I 
actually LIKED that. Mom taught me to use embroidery thread, but eventually I wanted to try 
yarn. I found a pattern  of a stormy sea and a small boat, and on it were the words “Dear God, Be 
good to me. The sea is so wide and my boat is so small.” I purchased the kit and embroidered the 
picture, then framed it. It was a time in my life that I was facing the unknown:  college, career, 
and becoming an adult. The prayer greatly comforted me, because it reminded me that the all-
powerful God cared enough to help me navigate uncertain waters.  When we moved into our first 
house, I packed away that embroidery piece, but I didn’t forget about God. One of my most 
fervent prayers during those years was to be able to discern God’s will for my life. By now, you 
know how that turned out.  I went to seminary, was commissioned, and appointed to be the 
Associate Pastor here at FUMC. I never doubted that I was called into ministry. But shortly after 
I arrived here in Columbus, God confirmed that for me again. 
 
 One day I was on the third floor, and started to walk down the stairs that come out on 8th 
street; the ones that are just directly across from the music center. As I looked down, I was 
astonished. Right there in the corner of the stairwell is a felt banner, with the exact same prayer 
as my embroidery: “Dear God, Be good to me. The sea is so wide and my boat is so small.” I’m 
told that banner has been in the stairwell for many years. No one here knew my history with that 
prayer, nor how comforting it is to me. But God knew. God was telling me, in a very real and 
tangible way, that I am loved by Him. God guided my life to get to that point, and continues to 
do so today.  That great, mighty, and powerful God who stills the storm cares for me. Me. 
 

And this is the good news: each of you are loved by God too.  Each of you are so 
important to our great God that His son Jesus died for you.  You are so important to God that you 
are relentlessly pursued by his goodness and his grace. God really means all of those things that 
he promises, including that we don’t have to be afraid of life’s circumstances. All we have to do 
is to reach for the One who stilled the storm that day on the Sea of Galilee, because He can still 
our troubled hearts as well. Amen. 
 
 

 


