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 May the words of my mouth, the meditations of our hearts and the actions of our lives be 

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

 I have now been here for 3 and a half years and that’s when I start to wonder if I am 

going to start repeating stories I have already told you, the preacher’s big worry. In this day and 

age of new everything and the 15 second sound bite, repetition is the enemy. You already know 

about my hair raising thunderstorm experience of Idaho Peak, and you know I love a good storm. 

I don’t think I told you that Aidan and I used to head out, decked in gum boots, rain coats, rain 

pants, and umbrellas to stand under the crashing rain, even the down spouts where gutters 

overflowed, tromping through rainwater rivers just to feel the elements first hand. I know you are 

sick and tired of rain right about now, and so am I but you know I love a good storm. 

 However, the enjoyment of a powerful storm turns to something else when the power of 

it rolls over us like an invading army, like it does in Bangladesh with demonic frequency, like it 

does when the waters rise menacingly, like it does when the tsunami hits the shore, the tornado 

tosses your home like a piece of Lego, when the ice storm coats and cracks the world with bone 

chilling cold. When confronted with that kind of destructive power, a fragment of Gordon 

Lightfoot poetry remembering the storm tossed boat the Edmund Fitzgerald always begins 

ringing in my heart and mind: “Does anyone know where the love of God goes when the waves 

turn the minutes to hours… The legend lives on from the Chippewa on down, of the big lake 

they call "Gitche Gumee." "Superior," they said, "never gives up her dead 

when the gales of November come early!" 

 Indeed it is wise to head to the basement staircase during such assaults, but that doesn’t 

answer Lightfoot’s question? Where does the love of God go in the storm, when the tornado is 

sweeping your life away? Where does the love of God go when coastal communities are 

summarily swept into the sea, when the bus carrying school children goes off the road in a storm. 

Or where does the love of God go when the storm clouds of totalitarian power break on 

communities in Syria? Does anyone know where the love of God goes when the storm clouds 

break on our lives: estrangement between parent and child, unfaithful spouse, pink slipped at 

work, or the 15 millionth resume and still no replies, when the report from the oncologist does 

not arrive for another day, and the waves of anxiety turn the minutes to hours?  

 We are working through the gospel of Mark these days, the feistiest of the gospels, so it 

is no surprise that this gospel which most vividly paints a picture of the stormy conflict brewing 

between Jesus and the civic and religious authorities of his day includes this calming of the storm 

story- both unforgettable, and disquieting. There is part of us that just dismisses this story as 

obviously impossible- useful only for joking references to Will’s shoe size at potlucks- “There’s 

enough cork in them Birkenstocks to keep your boat afloat in a storm that’s for sure! You should 

be able to walk on water!” I mean really. It is one thing to stretch our usual sense of how things 

go to believe healing stories, because maybe we have even ourselves experienced that grey area 

in which the child afflicted with the genetic disorder whose parents have been told to prepare for 

the worst by some miracle of love and grace, pulls through and pulls the rest of us through too. 

We’ve seen the unexpected remission. But to believe that Jesus, by simply speaking to the storm 

could affect such a change in the forces of nature- well it really ups the ante and stretches 

credulity.  
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 However, the place to begin really is with the experiences of those people to whom the 

Gospel of Mark was written, living a full generation after the death of Jesus, living, as they did, 

around the time of the Jewish revolt against Rome in the late 60s which brought the Roman 

Legion into the region with a vengeance. Those were the ones to whom this calming of the storm 

story was recounted. Those were the ones, cowering against the blast of Roman power, the 

waves of which were turning the minutes to hours. 

 The stories of the calming of the storms must have been an immense comfort to those 

early Christians, tossed like flotsam and Jetsam by the scorching power of the Empire. Comfort 

to know that despite their perilous condition, the power of Jesus was set loose in the world. 

Comfort to realize that their terror and doubt and unbelief did not in one whit affect or limit the 

power of Jesus and the purpose of their God of Justice. Comfort to remember and realize that the 

power of the storm calmer is not dependent on the purity of our faith, the absoluteness of our 

trust, the elimination of our doubts, and that, quite to the contrary, when the waves turn the 

minutes to hours, the love of God is right there in the boat with them. With such power, not the 

Goliath power or the Roman power of brawn and might and sword, nor the Syrian power of 

dehumanizing massacre- no but such power of divine love and justice- by that power, someday 

the storm will be called to an end, and what is broken will be made whole, and in the meantime, 

the one who is in the boat with us, shares the danger with us, by that sharing will make the storm 

tossed journey, waves turning minutest to hours, bearable. 

 Of course it is hard to know that at the time. I certainly didn’t know that at the time that 

the love of God seemed to vanish from my world when a freak skiing accident turned the 

minutes to hours. My then 8 year old Jesse accidentally slipped off the T-Bar near the top of the 

run at Summit Lake near Nakusp and careened down the tow backwards, picking up speed until 

part way down her flailing body went ragdoll as her head hit the edge of the ski of some poor 

soul who couldn’t get out of the way fast enough. She was unconscious when she slid to a stop at 

the bottom, but fairly quickly regained consciousness and walked into the lodge. But within 

minutes I knew something was deeply wrong when her speech began to slur, and her hands 

began to lose strength and control. I knew we were in trouble as she lay in the first aid room 

waiting in interminable minutes and I watched as my beloved daughter slowly disappeared on 

me, first into incoherence, then unconsciousness, then into seizures. And then, in the ambulance, 

screaming towards the hospital when her vitals got shaky, this puny powerless Dad’s prayers 

turned to threatening, “Don’t you dare let her die. Don’t you dare!” The waves of fear turned the 

minutes to hours when in the parking lot of the hospital, after she had been stabilized and I had 

watched the ambulance leave for Kelowna, the bargaining began.  

 I have replayed these moments in my  mind over and over. And just so you know, she 

regained consciousness somewhere on the Monashee highway and before the ambulance arrived 

in Kelowna, she was telling jokes. My Jesse was back! But as I replay those moments I wonder, 

when the waves turned my minutes to hours, where did my faith go? My humanity, my 

vulnerability, was raw! My faith, tested. The love of God, where does that go? I know. We know. 

It stays- endures, bears all things. If the cross tells us nothing else it tells us that. The love of God 

stays through the storm, in the shaky boat, surrounding, sustaining, supporting, giving strength- 

enabling even so faint-hearted and fearful as we are, to have faith, and to withstand the storm. 

And not just to withstand the storm, but in its aftermath to rise again. Like that other Canadian 

boat from that other folk song, the Mary Ellen Carter, to rise again, rise again, though your heart, 

it be broken or life about to end. No matter what you’ve lost, be it a home, a love, a friend, like 

the Mary-Ellen Carter, rise again. Though we may know nothing about it at the time, that is what 

the love of God is up to in and after the storm. That is the promise to the storm tossed of every 

generation. “I am in this with you. Rise again.” Amen. 

 


