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How many of you like to watch a storm begin? I don’t know, but there is something fascinating 

about watching a storm roll in. When we lived in Marquette the first time, our parsonage was 

situated at the top of a hill with our master bedroom window looking out over the lower harbor 

and Lake Superior. All throughout the year, Dawn and I would sit in that room and watch a 

variety of storms roll in off the lake. 

 

In the summertime, it was beautiful to see a good thunderstorm begin over the waters of the lake.  

Thick clouds would cover the area, making everything dark. Suddenly, a bolt of lightning would 

strike and light up the deep waters of the lake. The thunder would then echo off the hills 

surrounding us. 

 

The winds would churn up the lake and cause the waves to crash against the breakwater. In the 

safety of our home, we could hear the raindrops hit the roof. The sound could easily put me to 

sleep. 

 

In the wintertime, there was nothing like watching a good snowstorm come in off the lake. As 

bad as it was outside, it was wonderful to sit inside with a cup of hot chocolate and a good book 

in hand as we warmed ourselves under the weight of a good afghan. 

 

As a child, I was often fascinated with watching the storm take place. Sometimes we’d even go 

out onto the covered porch to watch the sky unless the sirens went off. At that point, you knew 

that you had to seek better shelter because the storm was getting worse. 

 

Not everyone, however, likes to watch the storm. My parents’ dog runs whenever a thunderstorm 

is approaching. He looks for a good place to hide and will find comfort in the safety of his crate 

when a storm comes to town. Then again, storms like the hurricanes that have affected the lives 

of many people in Texas, Louisiana, and Florida are very frightening events for all of us. When it 

comes to storms, it’s all a matter of perspective, isn’t it? Do we feel safe? Are we safe in the 

storm? 
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In our Scripture lesson today, Jesus has been teaching some parables about the kingdom of God 

along the Sea of Galilee. He’s been helping the disciples and those gathered around brush up on 

some faith matters. At the end of the day, as evening comes in, he invites the disciples to get in a 

boat and to go to the other side of the lake. In fact, several boats go along with them out onto the 

sea. 

 

As everyone gets comfy for the evening, suddenly an unexpected storm brews up over the lake.  

While the Sea of Galilee is not so big that you can’t see a storm coming, there are some tall hills 

around the lake that could cause one to sneak up on you before you noticed and could get back to 

shore again. 

 

Whatever happened, the disciples did not seem to be able to get the boat to shore again. Before 

they know it, their little boat is getting swamped. Looking around, the disciples notice Jesus in 

the back of the boat, sleeping. Trying to simply survive the storm, they wake him up and ask, 

“Teacher, do you not care that we are perishing?”1 

 

In addition to Mark’s version, Matthew and Luke tell this story as well. It’s almost the same 

story in each account. The major difference that I saw in the reading of them is what the disciples 

say to Jesus. In each gospel, they are on the sea when the storm comes up unexpectedly, Jesus is 

asleep, the disciples wake him up, and Jesus calms the storm. In each account, Jesus inquires of 

their faith while those who notice what has just happened ask, “Who is this guy that the wind and 

the waves obey him?” 

 

Yet, when it comes to the words that the disciples speak when they wake Jesus up, they vary, just 

a little bit, but enough to make me love Mark’s account. In Luke, they say, “Master, Master, we 

are perishing.” The disciples tell Jesus what’s happening to them. In Matthew, they cry out for 

help, saying, “Lord, save us. We are perishing.” But in Mark, they say, “Teacher, do you not 

care that we are perishing?” And rightfully so! I mean, how can it be that when the storm is 

raging around this tiny boat, one guy is sleeping? The boat is being tossed about and filling up 

with water and Jesus is sleeping soundly. What is up with that? At least grab a bucket and get to 

bailing, right? 

 

Mark’s gospel sounds to me like something professional fishermen would say. They’ve been at 

sea before. They’ve experienced the waves. One guy isn’t pulling his weight. Besides, you can’t 

sleep in weather like that, can you? Well, I’ve slept in a cabin on a cruise ship when it was a little 

choppy, but not a dinky rowboat. 

 

If, in fact, they were a little afraid, I can really relate to making sure everyone is on board with 

the plan to be anxious when the storm is hitting. If someone is not a little anxious, I, too, want to 

know what they took to fall asleep because everyone would need to be awake with me. This is no 

time for sleeping. All hands on deck! 

 

Last week, I began this Journey series by telling you a little bit about my preparations for a 500-

mile hike that I took on the Camino de Santiago for a renewal leave in the summer of 2015.  

Several of you asked me if I was able to make it the whole way. I did, but it wasn’t always easy. 
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As I began my journey of 500 miles, it wasn’t long before each day had a particular rhythm with 

rituals attached to it for me. I would rise at about 4:30 in the morning to be walking by 5:30 so 

that I could avoid the scorching heat of the Spanish sun. The few times I walked late into the day 

were a lot for me as I carried my backpack every day. I usually stopped for a quick café con 

leche and croissant early in the morning. Later, I would enjoy a nice Spanish omelet for my 

second breakfast every day. You can have two breakfasts each morning when you are walking 

500 miles. 

 

By early afternoon, I would arrive at the albergue, or hostel, where I would claim, or be assigned, 

my bed in a room filled with bunks. Then I’d wash my clothes (sometimes by hand) and hang 

them out to dry (or use the dryer if there was one). A quick nap and then it was time to prepare 

either a community meal with friends or go out to eat in town. Usually I had to be back in bed for 

locked doors and lights out around 10:00, sometimes 11:00 at night. That routine worked well 

for me, with the exception of the occasional bed bug sighting that would keep me out of bed for 

the rest of the night, waiting to leave even earlier in the morning. 

 

I almost forgot to mention that I had to incorporate good blister care for my feet. You see, in the 

first few days of walking I had developed some painful blisters that made my feet hurt so bad 

that I had to walk through the pain for about 20 minutes or so until they stopped hurting. Then 

when I would stop, they would start to hurt all over again when I started walking once more.  

When they finally went away, I continued to practice good care for my feet because they were 

my most valuable piece of equipment. 

 

I had encountered some rain and some high winds in the mountains and foothills of the Pyrenees.  

Often, the rain or thick fog that dampened us was refreshing because it kept the heat of the 

Spanish sun at bay and allowed me to walk a little further. Most days, I really welcomed the 

misty rain over the sun. In Spain, I knew the weather would change and I came prepared for 

everything. Or so I thought. That is, until the storm came up in the most unlikely of places. 

 

After about one third of the way to Santiago, I came upon the Meseta, the flat lands of Spain. It’s 

known as the bread belt of Europe because there is nothing but wheat and grain fields for miles 

and miles. Think Iowa or Kansas—but instead of driving you are walking. With the exception of 

a few rolling hills, the Meseta is flat, and in the heat of the afternoon, it is unrelenting. Unlike the 

forested mountains, you can hike for miles before encountering so much as a shade tree. And 

when you do find it, there are usually several pilgrims under it getting a break from the sun. 

Every guidebook warns about the heat of the Meseta: to wear sunscreen, to take a hat, and to 

pack plenty of water. Some pilgrims even walked through the night to avoid the daytime walks. 

 

I was ready for it. I planned to get up early and conquer the Meseta by noon or shortly thereafter 

every day. Meseta, flat lands, bring it! But I forgot one very important phrase from a great 

Broadway and Hollywood production: “The rain in Spain…falls mainly on the plain.” Where 

does it rain? The plains. The Meseta. I don’t remember my guidebook saying that. 

 

No matter, I had my nice new Columbia rain jacket. In addition, I bought the highly 

recommended backpack raincover from REI. My consultant told me that was the best setup. So 

when the rain began to come down early one morning on the Meseta, I put on my rain jacket and 
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covered my backpack. I was ready. When the rain first started, I moved my valuables, including 

my cell phone and my wallet which contained some of my money, my passport, and my 

credential (which is like a passport for pilgrims in each town of the Camino); I moved all these 

things from the zippered safety of my shorts pockets to the waterproof safety of my rain jacket. 

 

When I arrived at my hostel that night, soaking wet, I realized that my passport, my credential, 

and much of my backpack was wet, including my guidebook. The ink from the stamps in my 

credential began to run. Throughout the day, the rain had poured down so hard that it ran 

between my jacket and the backpack, soaking everything in my backpack from the inside out. 

 

The rain kept us cool that day, but that night, my things did not dry because it was too humid in 

the room. In fact, the sleeping area smelled like a guys’ locker room. There was only one set of 

dryers in the whole place, so we couldn’t dry everything. When I awoke the next day, my 

waterproof hiking boots were still sopping wet. Wet boots would mean blisters again, and that 

was a pain I could not endure again. I still had two-thirds of the way to go before arriving in 

Santiago. 

 

Even still, I started walking that next morning with my group of friends that had been together 

for a week and a half now. Together, five of us walked another 8 km. All the while, I knew the 

blisters would start to come up on my feet at any moment. I was exhausted. My identity (my 

passport) and the proof that I was making this journey (my credential) were still wet. When we 

stopped for coffee, it started raining again. Not a little bit. It poured. 

 

In that moment, I felt so helpless. I knew that I had lost all control. Everything I owned was in a 

backpack. Each day, I had to yield to the journey itself. I didn’t really know where I would sleep 

or eat. The only thing I controlled was my backpack, and now that was wet; beyond my control.  

I so wanted to be a purist and walk every last kilometer no matter what might come my way. At 

that moment, however, I was ready to come home. Reading my guidebook, I realized that the 

little towns that we could get to in a day’s time would not have dryers to get our belongings dry 

again, and the rain did not seem like it was going to let up anytime soon. 

 

My friends, that was the day that I had had enough of the storm. The lightening striking around 

us on the plains didn’t feel safe. With everything wet, I didn’t feel safe (or in control). Enough 

was enough already! I knew Jesus was with me because I had seen him in so many people along 

my journey. That morning, however, I wondered if Jesus just needed to wake up. After all, I had 

made this pilgrimage to grow in my relationship with God in Jesus Christ. 

 

Have you ever found yourself in the storm, sopping wet, and the chaos of the storm has gotten 

the best of you? Maybe it’s just everyday life. Maybe it’s something going on in your family.  

Maybe it’s school or work or the kids. Maybe it’s an illness or a moment of grief that you are 

going through. Oh my, have you ever found yourself in the eye of a storm in your life and 

wondered, “Jesus, don’t you care that we’re perishing? ” Or even worse, “Jesus, don’t you care 

that I’m perishing?” as the chaos of another overwhelming moment has just hit you hard. 

 

One of the hardest parts of the storm is feeling alone. My worst fear was to be left alone in that 

storm—in the chaos, in my wet blistered boots, with nowhere to go and nowhere to turn. 



5 

 

On the second day of the storm, after a cup of coffee and a croissant, as the rain poured yet 

again, I took control. The purist in me died that day. And with four Camino friends, I grabbed a 

cab to the next larger town, Carrion de los Condes, where we could get our stuff dried out and 

where I bought a poncho that would cover me and my backpack (so much for the REI advice). 

 

As four of us jumped into the cab, for just over 20 kilometers we listened as the cab driver 

showed us some of the sights to see along the way. He also told us of his father who was in his 

eighties and walked the Camino each year. In fact, he was walking the Camino as we spoke.  

When I was ready to give up and go home, I heard the story of an older man who loved the 

experience so much that he would feel complete if one day he passed from this life to the next on 

the journey. 

 

Instead of taking us to the hostel we wanted to go to originally, the cab driver took us to a 

Benedictine convent where his father loved to stay. In that place, a group of nuns not only cared 

for our physical bodies, but for our souls and our spirits as well that day. They let us lay aside 

our belongings and check in a little early so that we might go into town and explore the area.  

That day, those Benedictine sisters made us laugh again. They had plenty of dryers for everyone.  

In town, I bought rice to dry out my boots. That night the sisters let us stay up late as we shared a 

common meal. Before we went to bed, they encouraged us to keep walking. My fear went away 

and I discovered the One who speaks to the wind and the waves and they obey in some older 

nuns who said, “Welcome. Stay with us.” 

 

Later that night, a couple of our walking companions who had decided to leave a little later 

ended up walking into town over 30 kms to join us. I walked all the way to Santiago with that 

group. Others joined us on the Way as well. There was something about coming through that 

storm together that kept us together, blisters and all. 

 

So the rain in Spain, the storm on the Meseta, taught me much more about myself that I ever 

wanted to admit or to know. Storms have a way of doing that. For instance, it made me admit 

what a control freak I am. But the storm also taught me a little bit about the One who rests in the 

storm, Jesus. Jesus doesn’t need to bail the water. He can speak to the wind and the waves. 

 

Today we are baptizing two children and commissioning our confirmands. These holy moments 

are beginnings for both of them. For the children that we baptize, it is a beginning welcome to 

our family of faith as we celebrate God’s grace at work in their lives. For our confirmands, they 

begin the journey to that moment when they will own for themselves the vows that were taken at 

their baptism. 

 

There are not promises for them or for us that our lives will be free of the storms. On the other 

hand, we will never be alone in the storm, for Jesus is with us, even if he appears to be sleeping.  

Perhaps the gift we offer one another is to journey through the storms together so that we might 

see Jesus on the way. 

 

 

 

                                                 
1 Mark 4:38c, NRSV. 


