
Grace and Peace to you from God our Father and our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ.  
 

It was a beautiful morning at Flathead Lutheran Bible Camp.  The waters of Flathead 
Lake were placid; not a breeze for miles.  My parents, brother, and grandma were at the 
camp for family weekend my first summer as a counselor there.  I found them drinking 
coffee on the deck of the dining hall when I came over to get them.  “She’s all ready,” I 
said in reference to Melody, one of the camp’s 26ft. Chrysler Cruisers.  She wasn’t the 
world’s prettiest sailboat, but she worked splendidly for a camp boat.     
 

“Hopefully we can put up the sails,” I remarked on our way down to the dock.  There 
wasn’t a sign of wind but I was so excited to show my family what I’d learned. I had just 
finished training as a sailing instructor.  My good friend, Amanda, taught me what I 
thought was everything I needed to know about sailing on a lake with bunches of 
highschoolers.  I knew I wasn’t ready for the big, open ocean but I knew all the boat 
terms, the points of sail, how to “come about” and “jibe” all the while teaching about 
Christ’s love.  I even got pretty good at telling a few pirate jokes for the benefit of my 
campers.  For instance, how do pirates know they are pirates?  They think, therefore the 
ARRRRR!  There’s a dad joke for all you fathers out there on Father’s Day!   
 

One of the most important things I learned during my training was how to turn on the 
weather radio to listen to the forecast before embarking on any excursion.  For this trip 
with the fam, however, my excitement must have gotten the best of me.  Such a notion 
seemed silly because there was literally no wind whatsoever, so no real signs of 
danger.  I mean, how was I supposed to know the big puffy cloud forming northeast of 
us was actually a thunderhead? 

 

Out into the waters we went.  I showed everybody how to raise the mainsail by turning 
the boat into the wind.  I hollered to my dad from the bow, “grab that line and pull” as we 
hoisted the jib sail too.   A bit to my amazement, a sweet little breeze picked up once we 
were all tacked and I was back at the helm.  We started to heel or lean to the side quite 
a bit.  I turned off the motor and everybody “oohed and ahhed.”  The feeling of 
movement by wind power alone is really exhilarating.   By this point my grandma was 
starting to look a little anxious.  We let out some wind, came a little more upright, and 
kept cruising along. 
 

I was in the middle of explaining how to tack to the opposite direction when all of a 
sudden a wall of wind hit us square on.  “Whoa, maybe we should drop one of our sails 
down” I said.  Suddenly, whoosh, a huge wave hit the hull, drenching both my mom and 
my brother from head to toe on the starboard side.   I carefully made my way up to the 
bow again but by this point and quite quickly the wind was really picking up and the 
waves were moving the boat in a fashion I’d liken to a rodeo bronc.  Up and down, the 
waves were suddenly rocking us fiercely.  Then, because of all the rocking, I couldn’t 
get the jib sail down; the halyard on the top of the mast was stuck.  My dad, frightened 
for my life, came to help me.  We held on for dear life as we sank down and up, wave 
after wave as they crashed up and over us onto the deck.   
 



We finally succeeded in lowering the jib sail only to look back and see that the mainsail 
slugs, the metal clips that help raise and lower the main and fasten the sail to the mast, 
were coming out of the mast!  And by this time it was pouring rain!  I yelled to my 
brother to lower the mainsail and tie it off.  “I’ll just worry about that later,” I said!  That’s 
when I looked down into the cockpit.  My grandma was huddled in the corner on the 
floor in a tiny little ball. “Where’s Jesus to calm this storm?” she said as she looked up at 
me wide-eyed.  Her comment made me sort of side chuckle and also start praying 
harder.  With the sails down and the motor once again engaged, we were able to putter 
home, the wind subsiding once in the protective reaches of the camp’s bay.     
 

Journeying back with my ego as deflated as our sails,  I thought about my grandma’s 
reference to the story of Jesus calming the storm while he and his disciples crossed 
over to the other side of the Sea of Galilee.  Much like me with my family, Jesus got his 
disciples into quite the predicament on those waters.  I wonder if they laughed about it 
later like my family does.  There’s a slight difference between our stories, 
however.  Whereas our quick brush with death taught me to always check the forecast 
before setting sail, Jesus’ storm was meant to teach a far greater lesson--one that tends 
to be an even stormier topic--that of our need to cross over into the lives of others, 
loving our neighbor no matter what kind of storm of the mind tries to stand in our 
way.        
 

What does calming a storm have to do with loving one’s neighbor?  Let me explain.  We 
can’t deduce any sort of answer to that question unless we continue reading, putting the 
isolated story of our Gospel reading into its intended context today.  When we do, we’ll 
notice Jesus and his disciples were actually crossing over to what was often considered 
forbidden territory.  Gentiles, outcasts, and the ungodly were those residing on the other 
side of the sea—people believed to be unfit and unclean by the Jews and by people like 
Jesus’ disciples.  
 

One such person was the Gerasene demoniac, a man who was seen as and 
considered to be less than human according to both Jews and the Gentiles in the 
surrounding regions.  If you were to pick up your bibles, you’d read about him in Mark, 
chapter 5.   This man lived among tombs and with pigs; death and pork being two of the 
most completely abhorred social components of secular Jewish society at the 
time.  This man was a defilement, he was unclean, and literally, by Jewish law, 
untouchable.   
 

Also, he was bound, and not just anywhere.  He was tethered to the margins, the 
outskirts of Gerasene.  His chains were grinding into his flesh, he was bleeding, crying, 
wailing, in torment and despair.  This man was plagued not only with one demon, but an 
entire legion of demons.  Where did they come from? Why was he chained on the 
margins of the city like this?  Who chained him there?  
 

These are huge questions to consider while recognizing the effects of social exclusion 
and ostracism.  As we well know these days, a person’s wellbeing is hugely affected by 
the love and validation of others.   This man and the characters Jesus and his disciples 



encounter on the “other side” are a testament to God’s hope that we move outside our 
comfort zones to love others, that we cross to the other side to see, affirm, and seek to 
understand people different from ourselves.   
 

So what’s with the storm?  For me, it points to the storms of the mind we most likely 
experience when challenged to cross over, push boundaries, and perhaps love others 
beyond our fears or limits?  Similarly, the storm represents our own complacentcy when 
it comes to confronting our own prejudices, misconceptions of others, and sin.  We don’t 
want to cross over; it’s hard to confront what we don’t know or maybe don’t want to 
understand about other cultures, traditions, or the ways people differ in mindset.  Yet 
Jesus was there and is still with us, beckoning us to get into the boat and cross over 
while offering us persistence and faith as we make our tumultuous journey through 
storms of disregard, apathy, internal conflict, and maybe, even sometimes, our wrestle 
with tradition or a tendency to maintain the status quo because “that’s the way it's 
always been” and we don’t like change.   
 

The day of the “great storm” for me and my family is actually something that brought us 
closer together.  It was an experience that taught us a great deal about our strengths 
and weaknesses.  We didn't set out to encounter others on this particular journey 
together, but our brush with the unknown and our lack of experience brought us into 
new ways of knowing.  The same can be said for life and those times in our lives we 
push ourselves to cross over into the lives of others.  Instead of fearing and judging, we 
can listen, acknowledge, and come to greater ways of understanding--ways that put us 
in better alignment with God’s Gospel of love for all.       
 

Going forward, I pray our Gospel text will work to remind us that Christ crucified and 
risen asks us to get into the boat of “crossing over” even though there are 
thunderclouds ahead.  I pray it is Christ crucified and risen calming the storms within 
your hearts and minds, allowing us to journey forward into places and spaces we’re 
called to go.  May we face our storms of resistance head on, never fearing the 
dissipation of our power and strengths but realizing that the empowering of others 
strengthens humanity as a whole, making us healthier and more whole as God’s 
beloved community.  Amen.     
 


