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In an old Peanuts comic strip, Linus and Lucy are staring up at the sky. It appears that he has 

told her that he has the power to stop the rain. Lucy is ready to put him to the test. 

 

Linus says, “I wish it would rain so we could get this over with. I’m still afraid people would 

think I’m some sort of demon… I’d hate that.” 

 

Lucy assures him saying, “Don’t even think about it… Maybe they’ll find some very practical 

use for you.” 

 

About that time, Charlie Brown steps into the frame and asks the two of them, “What in the 

world are you two standing here for?” 

 

Lucy says, “This is a scientific experiment, Charlie Brown. We think maybe Linus is a ‘Rain-

Stopper’ so we’re waiting for it to start raining again to find out once and for all.” As Lucy 

stands there holding her hand out, the drops begin to fall when she suddenly exclaims, “Oh, Oh!  

I felt a drop! It’s starting to rain! This is it!! This is the big scientific moment!” Turning to Linus, 

she encourages him saying, “Give it all you’ve got, Linus! Make it stop raining!” 

 

Soon the rain really begins to pour down on them as Lucy shouts, “Hurry up! Say the words! 

Make it stop raining!” Poor Linus, however, just stands there looking up to the sky as he mutters, 

“Uh…” By now, they are really in the middle of the storm and the rain is just soaking them and 

everything else around them. Lucy screams at Linus, “HURRY UP! SAY IT! SAY IT! SAY 

IT!!” 

 

Caught up in the anxiety of the moment, Linus is clearly tongue-tied as he shouts out, “GO GO 

TODAY, RAIN SOME WAY AGAIN SOME DAY!” In the final scene, the rain is falling so 

hard that one can only make out the shape of their bodies as Lucy turns to Linus saying, “Oh, 

you blockhead!” 

 

We all react differently to storms, don’t we? Some of us like a good storm from time to time, as 

long it’s not affecting us too much, right? When the storm begins to affect our lives; when we 
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begin to get wet, we’re usually over it. We can wait out the storm as long as it doesn’t impact us 

too much. In those moments, we wish we had the power that Linus claimed to have. 

 

It’s probably even more true of the storms in our own lives. If only we could stop the storms of 

our lives with a few words. Storms often leave us feeling powerless, don’t they? Are storms 

scary for us because we feel powerless at times as we journey through them? 

 

In our scripture lesson this morning, the disciples are on the sea of Galilee with Jesus in a boat. 

Just before they jumped in the boat, they were gathered with the crowds on the Jewish side of the 

sea. Jesus had instructed the crowds to go over to the other side. The other side of the sea was the 

Gentile side. It was unfamiliar territory for them. In their faith tradition, it would not be proper 

for them to go on over to that side of the sea. Coming into contact with the Gentiles could make 

them unclean. 

 

A scribe approaches Jesus and tells him that he’ll follow where Jesus goes. Jesus tells him, 

“Foxes have holes, birds of the air have nests; but the Son of Man has nowhere to lay his head.”  

In a sense, Jesus would travel anywhere, including to the Gentile side of the sea. Would this 

scribe, this holy man, really go there, too? 

 

Another disciple indicates that he’ll follow to the other side after he goes home to bury his father 

who had just died. Jesus says to him, “Follow me, and let the dead bury their own dead.” For 

Jesus, the call to follow was immediate and would lead to places beyond their comfort zones. 

 

Little did the disciples know just how difficult this journey to the other side of the sea would be.  

After they hop into the boat and find themselves on the sea, it seems that Jesus has decided to 

take a nap. While he is sleeping, a big windstorm comes up on the sea. The waves are so high 

that the boat is being swamped. It’s then that the disciples realize that Jesus is asleep while they 

are facing this horrible episode that they can’t control all on their own. Terrified that they’ll 

drown in this horrific storm, they wake Jesus up, saying, “Lord, save us! We are perishing!” In 

Mark’s version of this story, the disciples ask Jesus, “Don’t you care that we are perishing?” 

 

Have you ever been in the storm and wondered that question of the Lord? “Don’t you care?” 

they ask him. 

 

Several years ago, Dawn and I decided to take a Caribbean cruise to get away from the winter for 

a little bit. One of our stops, or ports of call, was the cruise company’s own private island. I think 

they all have a private island somewhere down there, don’t they? Going to a private island 

usually means that they don’t have a great big dock to get you to the island. Instead, they use 

tender services. Tenders are smaller boats that they load up with people to get you back and forth 

from the island because there isn’t a dock in water deep enough for the ship to tie up to. 

 

Our day started out beautifully. The weather was great! The sun was shining. I chilled out in a 

hammock on the beach and had a great tropical island picnic that day. Later in the afternoon, we 

decided that it was time to go back onto the ship before the crowds started to exit the island at the 

end of the day. 
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As we hopped on the tender that afternoon, the weather pattern started to change. The waters 

began to get a little rough. On our way back to the ship, the waves really crashed along the side 

of our smaller tender and made for a bumpy ride all the way back to the ship. Some of our 

friends and family have troubles with motion sickness and they couldn’t wait to get back on the 

ship because they knew that we wouldn’t feel the waves quite so much on the big ship in the 

ocean. What was a fifteen-minute ride to the island became an hour and a half of ocean bobbing 

to the ship. 

 

When we arrived alongside the ship, however, the ocean was really quite a sight as the storm was 

setting in around the area. Our ship was perpendicular to the shore so that as our tender came 

alongside of the ship, the waves caused the tender to crash along the side of the ship. At one 

point, someone tried to put a gangplank over to the ship, but we ran up and down the side of the 

ship at such great heights and depths that they quickly pulled it away. 

 

The scariest part of the trip happened when people started to panic. In their terror and anxiety to 

get back to the safety of the ship, they began to jump from the tender into the opening of the 

ship, even at the direction of some of the cruise line employees. I knew I’d never be able to do it 

myself. I watched as I thought for certain someone would eventually be pinned between the 

tender and the ship. 

 

Finally, the boat pulled away from the tender and we were all headed back to shore again. Can 

you imagine that? We were sick and upset. Couldn’t they see how dangerous it was alongside the 

ship and now they were sending up back to shore? About fifteen minutes after being back on 

land, they called us to get back on the tenders. Now we’d had it. They were sending us back into 

the storm. Yet, we had no choice. Where was the captain of the ship? What in the world was she 

doing as we almost died in the storm? I could really understand the disciples’ fear in their tiny 

boat on the Sea of Galilee. 

 

As we journeyed back out to the ship, however, we saw something that we would have never 

guessed. There was a ship from another cruise line at a neighboring island. Our captain had 

called over to the other captain and asked the other ship to position itself parallel to the shore and 

perpendicular to our ship. When the other ship was in position, it made for a smoother ride and 

we safely got back on our ship. 

 

In the middle of the storm, I wondered where the captain was. I was uncertain what our own 

future held. I was terrified as I watched panicking people make crazy decisions. All along, 

however, the captain knew what needed to be done to bring us safely back to the ship. 

 

When the disciples awoke Jesus, he asked them, “Why are you afraid, you of little faith?” When 

he rebuked the winds and the waves, Matthew tells us that “there was a dead calm.” It was as if 

the disciples had forgotten that Jesus was with them in the boat all along. Just like the captain 

who watched over our safe return to the cruise ship, Jesus knew where they were headed and 

what needed to be done to get them safely there. 

 

This weekend as the special session of the General Conference of the United Methodist Church 

is meeting to discover a way forward regarding matters of human sexuality, I wonder if we do 



4 

 

not at times feel as isolated and powerless as the disciples who found themselves on a boat in the 

middle of the storm while Jesus was asleep. What does the future hold for us? Is there any way 

forward for the denomination we love? What will happen if the storm breaks us in two? 

 

Where is Jesus in all of this? Why does he appear to be sleeping? Does he care that we might be 

perishing as we head over to the other side of the sea? Will this storm be the end of us? 

 

M. Eugene Boring, in The New Interpreter’s Bible commentary, suggests that “Jesus has a 

mission in the world. It involves crossing traditional boundaries. It will go on, for he goes before 

his disciples calling them to follow, and some always will.” Boring admits that we don’t know 

what happened to the scribe and the disciple that preceded the crossing. He also says that we 

don’t always know what “stormy passage” we must endure as we cross into the “unfamiliar 

territory” of the other side of the sea. On the other hand, he writes, “Each of us must decide 

whether to be a part of Jesus’ continuing mission in the world, or to remain safely on the shore.” 

 

Could it be that the greatest fear for the disciples was not the storm, but the trip to the other side 

of the sea? Do we trust that Jesus, who invited us into the boat and over to the other side, will not 

abandon us on the journey, especially when the seas get rough? 

 

I still don’t know what will happen at General Conference in the next few days, but I’m learning 

to trust that Jesus is with us. Even if some decide that, for some crazy reason, we can’t live 

together, Jesus is with us! Even if the storm seems to rage in the moments ahead, Jesus is with us 

on the boat, my friends! And because Jesus is with us, Jesus will see all of us safely to the other 

side, no matter how long it takes. 

 

The other day as I gathered with some friends for prayer, I was remembering a time in our life 

together in the Michigan Area where the boat ride got a little rocky. It was the second vote that 

was taken to become one conference in the state. After a day-long meeting, the Detroit Annual 

Conference voted “yes” to merge together with the West Michigan Annual Conference. The only 

problem was West Michigan turned down the same legislation. 

 

The leadership of the two annual conferences was not prepared for what happened that day. So 

they concluded the day as it was planned. They had planned for us to have closing worship and 

communion before lunch together. So we did just that. Many spoke about how odd it felt to share 

communion when one of the two parties essentially said, “We don’t want to be with you right 

now.” I remember the awkwardness of the moment. 

 

The other day, however, as I thought back to that time in a moment of prayer, I realized that as 

awkward as it was, we proclaimed a truth that was real in spite of how we felt. Whenever we 

gather around the communion table, we proclaim our unity in Christ until that unity is finally 

realized around the heavenly banquet table. 

 

My friends, I don’t know what is necessarily in store for the United Methodist Church, but I do 

know this. No matter how hard we may try to separate ourselves one from another, Jesus still 

calls us together. Though we may divide ourselves one from another, Jesus still pulls us together.  

For whenever we gather around the table, Jesus is with us and with all those who we don’t think 
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should be with us. If there is one thing I’ve learned as a United Methodist, it’s that the table 

around which we gather is Christ’s table. Not my table. Not your table. But Jesus’ table, and at 

Jesus’ table, Jesus bids all to come. And when the table is too far away from some, Jesus gets in 

a boat and crosses the sea with his disciples to take the bread of heaven to the other side. 

 

Jesus is with us, my friends. And Jesus’ heart is for those who are on the other side. The question 

is not what will happen when the storm comes, but are we willing to get in the boat? 

 


