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Sermon for Pentecost IV Year B 2021 
On a Day of Salvation 

 
The ocean is often employed as a metaphor  
for trials and tribulations of life. 
As good old Martin Luther observed long ago— 
The human heart is like a ship on a stormy sea driven about by winds 
blowing from all four corners of heaven. 
Of course, anyone who makes a living from the sea or lives along a 
coastline knows that such terrors are frequently anything but metaphoric. 
This week fifty-six years-old lobster diver, Michael Packard, 
Suffered a broken leg after being swallowed by a humpback whale. 
Thankfully, these gentle giants mainly feed on plankton and have no 
taste for human flesh—in fact, those that study humpback whales 
say that they seem to have a soft-spot for humans. 
Lucky lobsterman Mike, because 20 seconds after being scooped up into 
the whale’s mouth, he was ejected. 
Mr. Packard is now qualified to be enrolled  
along with Jonah and Geppetto as one of the few people 
who were swallowed by a whale and lived to tell about it. 
 
With the exception of our reading  
from Paul’s second letter to the church in Corinth,  
the lessons for today all speak in some fashion  
about the sea and its terrors. 
The book of Job speaks of God’s triumph over the sea 
and God’s power that “proscribed bounds for it.” 
The psalm recounts the terror of seagoing pilgrims caught in a storm. 
In the gospel we find the disciples in a similar predicament crying out to 
Jesus, “Teacher, do you not care if we perish?” 
Despite the fishing vocation of Jesus’ first disciples, 
the ancient Israelites were not seafarers. 
They did not willingly take to the water. 
Only once in the bible do we read about an Israelite taking a sea voyage. 
And that story is recited in the book of the aforementioned Jonah— 
and, well, if you remember the story, it did not exactly end well. 
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Our love, fear and fascination with the sea is, I believe, 
grounded in what it tells us about ourselves. 
We are small, vulnerable and the universe does not care if we live or die. 
Long ago . . . when I was about 14 . . . I experienced a taste of what the 
disciples must have been feeling when father had taken  
my mother and brother and I out on a lake in the Grand Teton Nation 
Park in Jackson, Wyoming in a row boat with an outboard motor. 
Though my Dad was an excellent swimmer and loved anything to do 
with water—pools, rivers, lakes, and the sea,  
he was not an especially experienced or accomplished boater. 
The trip started out fairly well.  
We were all geared up with life vests and my Dad was commandeering 
the boat on the lake fairly well. 
All of a sudden—as can happen on lakes like these that are nestled in the 
valleys of mountains—a storm suddenly blew in. 
The skies darkened, the wind began to whip up  
and the water began to become very choppy,  
causing the waves to wash over the sides of our little boat. 
The rain began cascading down. 
We were all not just a little scared. 
My mother, who was never what anyone would call  
a hearty outdoorswoman, became terrified. 
She literally threw herself on the floor of the boat, 
convinced that the rocking of the waves would throw us all overboard. 
She definitely had a few words for my dad  
that weren’t quite “don’t you care if are perishing?”  
but they certainly did express disparagement  
that my Dad had taken all of our lives into his hands  
when he decided to take us out on this foolish adventure. 
Despite our terror (and perhaps even some anger),  
it occurs to me now that the lake didn’t care. 
There was no malice in the waves. 
The lake and even the storm were not out to get us. 
It was all just doing what the lake does when a storm comes, 
and we just happened to be in its way. 
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Obviously, we all survived this ordeal. 
My Dad managed to maneuver the boat safely back to shore. 
In fact, by the time we made it back to shore, 
the storm had passed, the rain stopped, and the sun was shining again 
as we got out of the boat, shaken and somewhat chastised, and wet 
through by the rain, but alive and well. 
I couldn’t tell you where my 14-years-old faith was during all of this, 
just as the disciples weren’t able to answer Jesus’ question  
about where their faith was. 
In retrospect, I understand my mother’s fear (and her anger) better  
as well as the mortal danger we were in  
and I appreciate more fully our deliverance which, I believe, 
God had a hand in. 
No, I would not call this deliverance particularly miraculous, 
if by that we mean unexplained, unnatural or unexpected  
in a way that could only be attributed to divine intervention. 
God’s deliverance came by way of my father’s calm perseverance 
and presence, and I also think,  
by way of his own faith,  
as he guided the boat and coached us all back to shore. 
Perhaps it was nothing more than “dumb luck”  
that we didn’t end up capsizing or falling overboard,  
but I have always believed there was a “God factor” in, with, and under 
all of that—and much more, to which I owe my life. 
 
Of course, we all know that not every encounter with the sea ends as 
well as it did for the disciples, and for me and my family. 
The ocean floor is littered with boats that did not make it back to shore. 
One can pray for God’s deliverance from the storm  
and give thanks for it, but we can never presume upon it. 
When deliverance does occur, it needs to be seen in a larger context. 
No matter how dramatic and remarkable an act of deliverance may be, 
it amounts to nothing if the benefactor fails to recognize for what it is. 
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Deliverance is nothing more or less than the gift of more life, 
more opportunities to do justice, 
love kindness, 
and walk humbly with God. 
It is for this that Noah and his family were rescued from the great flood 
and Israel was brought through the sea  
to freedom from slavery in Egypt. 
It is for this that the church, called through the waters of baptism in 
Jesus Christ, is given gifts of the Spirit and sent forth into the world— 
full of calamities as it is. 
 
Divine deliverance from the dangers of the sea  
is really no different than waking up in the morning. 
But such dramatic experiences can serve to remind us  
that each new day is, in reality, just such a miraculous deliverance. 
This morning you and I have been given the gift of another day, 
a day in which the Lord has made for us to rejoice and be glad in it. 
What will we do with this day that we have not earned, do not deserve, 
and have no right to expect another like it tomorrow? 
 
It is important to recognize that deliverance from storms  
and other catastrophes are only temporary reprieves. 
One day there will come a storm we will not survive. 
The One who gives us our lives ultimately receives them back again. 
That reality should hold no terror for those  
who know that One as “Abba Father,” 
—the God who numbers our hairs  
and has the burning desire and determination  
to give far more than is taken. 
 
So, in every storm,  
whether it be one of the many we pass through  
during the course of our lives or whether it be the last, 
may we not accept the grace of God in vain. 
Indeed, now is the acceptable time, now is the day of salvation . . . 
May we, like Paul, say we are alive and give thanks for it all. 


