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The storm came suddenly. It hit during an otherwise good day, when her bishop 
told her she could not move forward with the process for ordination to the priesthood 
because one man decided he didn’t feel she was fit for the priesthood, because of her 
gender, her age, and her weakness for embodying the institution of the church. This 
news hit her hard, as she had given up a job she loved and gone into seminary because 
she felt God had called her to be a priest. Now that call was suddenly threatened by one 
person, just because he didn’t like some things about her. 

 This woman was fortunate. She had good friends who not only 
empathized with her, they prayed with and for her, and were willing to go with her 
when she had to face a trail interview that would determine her future. Their love, their 
prayers, and their support reminded her that this storm was something she had to ride 
out, and there was something more powerful that the storm she was in: Jesus, whose 
presence she felt in the love and support of her friends. To her, she did not enter that 
interview alone, Jesus was with her, and it was his Presence that helped her find the 
strength and peace to face an opposing force which in turn was what allowed her to 
continue the process toward ordination. Today she says that storm, in many ways, 
helped her grow closer to Christ by discovering peace simply by following him through 
that storm. 

 For a young woman named Malala Yousafzai, the storm was more 
dangerous and life threatening. After sharing her story with the world as a teenage girl 
in Pakistan under Taliban rule, voicing her desire and need to be educated and her 
disagreement with the Taliban’s ideology, Malala was attacked on a school bus on her 
way home from school and shot in the head. The bullet traveled down through her face 
and into her shoulder, and put her in a coma. Public outcry around the world was great 
and loud, and created a furious storm of another kind, where words of hate and words 
of awareness were passed around at great length. When Malala came out of the coma, 
she did not echo any of those words, but spoke the words of peace that calmed the 
storm by saying she forgave the man who shot her, and that what he had wanted to kill 
in her: her drive to fight for the rights of women and children, was only made stronger, 
and what he did manage to kill in her was her weakness, fear, and hopelessness. Today, 
this youngest ever recipient of the Nobel Peace Prize continues to speak for the right of 
all children to receive a free education, as someone who has weathered the storm of 
hatred and anger without getting caught up in it. 



Storms, it seems from these two women’s experiences, can bring God and God’s 
Kingdom closer than before the storm happened. 

In the year 1816, a storm helped create Emanuel Methodist Episcopal Church, in 
Charleston, South Carolina, when a conflict over a segregated cemetery caused Morris 
Brown to leave the Methodist Episcopal Church and start Emanuel, which many people 
refer to as Mother Emanuel. This parish was the first of its kind in the south, because 
members were both slaves and freed blacks. This parish born of a storm has seen many 
storms in its nearly 200 year history. In 1818, 1820, and 1821 Mother Emanuel was 
raided by city officials because the parish violated city rules by teaching slaves to read 
and write. In 1822 the building was burned down, and in 1834 Charleston outlawed all 
black churches and the congregation had to meet in secret. As terrible as these storms 
were, they were never strong enough to stop the members of Mother Emanuel from 
showing the love of God to all people, and working to change the world so that we 
might all live into our baptismal covenant where we promise to respect the dignity of 
every human being.   

As many of you are by now well aware, Mother Emanuel and the city of 
Charleston face another storm, which began earlier in the week when a young man shot 
and killed 9 people attending Bible study there, three of whom were pastors, and one a 
pastor’s spouse. This crime has disturbed people all over the world, and even this 
morning many are still working through their thoughts and feelings. 

 All of it: the crime itself, and the many reports, articles, stories, and opinions that 
are swirling around the news and social media feels like a storm to me. There is a lot 
going on this storm. There is anger. A lot of anger. There is also some politics in that 
storm, politics around gun violence, and racism. There is fear, fear that welcoming 
someone full of hate isn’t enough to stop violence born of hate. There is sadness, deep 
sadness. There is the painful reminder of racism in our country. There is loss. It is quite 
the storm, and it can be hard to pull away from it, and yet there are times we might feel 
we desperately need a break from it. 

 Storms like this can be overwhelming. They can make us feel frightened, angry, 
and powerless. 

 That is why I don’t think it is a coincidence that our Gospel this morning is about 
a storm that blew up suddenly while Jesus and his disciples were crossing the Sea of 
Galilee. Many of us might be familiar with this story, said to be one of Jesus’ Miracle 
stories. But hearing this part of Mark’s Gospel in the wake of a tragedy like what 
happened in Mother Emanuel earlier this week might make us see this story a little 
differently than we have before. Many a good sermon has been preached about how 
Jesus has the power to still the storms we encounter. 



 

 But those sermons, as good as they are, I have to admit don’t help me much, 
even though I know they were intended to be comforting. When I have been in the 
middle of a storm, perhaps as some of you may have found, Jesus never woke up, 
stretched, and magically stopped the winds of whatever storm was battering me: 
whether it was a storm of finical struggle, loss, sexism, elitism, or whatever it happened 
to be.  

 And here is the truth: no matter how rough or frightening or awful or terrible or 
difficult those storms were for me, I didn’t really want them to magically vanish. 
Somehow, despite how storms make me uncomfortable, can upset me, or even hurt me, 
there is something about the storm I don’t want someone, even God to take away from 
me by trying to protect me from things that are hard, difficult, or trying. 

 That doesn’t mean I can’t relate to the disciples’ question to Jesus as the storm 
raged around them. It is a deeply moving question: Teacher, don’t you care? Don’t you 
care that we are perishing? Maybe some of us have asked that very question to a loved 
one, or maybe we have even asked God the question during a time of suffering, or 
doubt, or fear. It is a deeply human question. 

 And yet, at first glance, Jesus’ answer does not appear very comforting when he 
answered with the question :Why are you afraid? The disciples asked, don’t you care, 
and Jesus responded by asking why are you afraid.  

 I don’t believe Jesus was being callous; I believe it is a helpful question, especially 
during a storm. Why are you afraid? Storms have a way of confronting us with our fears: 
the woman who had to face a potential road block to ordination had to face her fear of 
getting kicked out of the ordination process, Malala had to face her fear of death, there 
are other fears some of us might be able to relate to: fear of failure, fear of different, 
fear of change, fear of loss, whether it is the loss of a loved one, an identity, or power. It 
is not always easy to name fears, but a fear loses power over us, because after it is 
named, it becomes something we can work through. 

 Anyone who has stood up to fear, to anger, or hatred reminds us of that. And, 
once again the members of Mother Emanuel are showing us that very thing when the 
families of the dead members and pastors stood before the man who took the lives of 
their loved ones and told him they forgive him. Forgiveness, especially in a situation like 
this, can be incredibly difficult. Yet, as people like Malala have shown us, it is the first 
step in disseminating the violent circles of hate and letting love shine through. In a 
recent interview, Malala also reminded us that embodying this kind of love is something 
we expect people better than us to do, people like Martin Luther King, Nelson Mandala, 
or Mother Theresa. But, she pointed out, these people were not that different from us, 



and that all of us can bring about positive change simply by being that change. We can 
all be agents of peace, even in this storm. That is what the families of the victims are 
doing by giving forgiveness to the person who took the lives of their loved ones. 

 They have chosen to not get swept up in the storm of anger, hatred, fear and 
politics that are swirling around us and have instead chosen to embody something 
greater. Something that, ironically, can be discovered when we chose to look the storms 
we face in their often ugly eye and name the fears the storms stir up and walk through 
the storm. Peace. That might be the challenge Jesus may have been giving that day out 
on the Sea of Galilee as a storm showed the disciples their fear was Jesus didn’t care. 
Instead, Jesus showed them he cared by asking them the hard question that helped 
identify their fear and what they ended up finding was peace. 

Perhaps the real miracle in today’s Gospel isn’t Jesus stopping the storm, but is 
instead the discovery that the peace of God can be found not on still quiet waters, far 
away from conflict or suffering, but in the midst of it. The Peace of God is not intended 
to be an escape from or absence of difficulties, but is instead a way of being in the midst 
of the struggles. That is the peace of God Jesus embodied. That is what the woman who 
is a priest, Malala, and the members of Mother Emanuel who are deeply grieving their 
loved ones show us. And that might be why Jesus could sleep in a storm. 

We all might be in different places in our journeys this morning; some of us may 
be deeply affected by the tragic shooting at Mother Emanuel, others may not, some of 
us may be celebrating happy events in our lives, others might be frightened or bored or 
frustrated, some may be excitedly awaiting an important event, or a job interview, or 
may be about to start a vacation. We might not all be feeling like we are in a storm right 
now, and that is okay. Storms have a way of popping up, and when they do, we can try 
to remember how the people I talked about today found Christ or God Present in the 
love and support of others, and look for where Christ is Present or how God’s Love can 
shine through the most terrible storm, so that we can name the fears a storm might 
confront us with and then face those fears and discover God’s Peace in the process.  

And all of us, no matter where we are or how we are feeling today, can look for 
God’s Love in every situation, and maybe we can start today by simply sharing the Peace 
of God in a few moments. God’s peace can be found right here at Church of the Good 
Shepherd, every Sunday during the part of the liturgy we simply call the Peace. As we 
exchange the Peace today, remember please that we aren’t just wishing each other 
happiness, and it isn’t a time to comment on something or make an appointment. When 
we share God’s peace, let’s look into each other’s eyes and remember that we are 
looking at child of God, who God loves and it is in that love the peace of God is shared 
with all of us and will stay with us wherever we go: today, tomorrow, even when a 
storm might suddenly come up. 


