
Cowboy Worship Sermon – June 24, 2012 

 

Grace and peace to you, through our Lord 

and Savior, Jesus Christ. Amen 

I am honored to be here worshipping with 

you this morning. It amazes me to think that a 

year ago this weekend, I was packing up a 

moving truck and getting ready to come to 

North Dakota. And now I’ve been able to 

survive the winter and to partake in the fun 

of the Binford PBR bullride yesterday evening. 

It’s amazing to see how far we can come in 

such a short amount of time.  

I’m glad to be here to share some thoughts 

on God with you. 

I grew up in a community of farmers, in a 

family where over half of my relatives grew 



crops and raised at least some livestock. I 

may not have been a farmer or rancher, but I 

have spent time with many.  

And I have always said that farmers are the 

salt of the earth. Not for the reasons you 

might think, but because of their faith, their 

awareness that something greater than they 

exists.  

I think that you will like my reasons for loving 

farmer mentality:  

1. Difficulty talking about faith. Putting 

your faith into words is a challenge. 

Faith is like the wind: unseen yet very 

strong.  

2. Awareness that your life and livelihood 

are at the whim of a force much 

powerful than yourself. God is in control 



and we know it all too well. Just look at 

the weather to see what I’m talking 

about. Weather that we can somewhat 

predict by looking at the sky but cannot 

control. 

I have often thought that those who grew 

up in cities or forested areas miss out on 

really understanding how little they are in 

control of the force of nature. They have 

the buffers in place to protect them unlike 

those on the open prairie who are well 

aware of how much only God can control. 

Growing up in the wide open spaces, we are 

aware that in the end, it’s all up to God. 

We plant crops and pray that God will 

provide enough rain and sun. not too much 

and not too little, just the right balance.  



We raise livestock and pray that God will 

ensure their health.  

We build homes and pray that God will 

protect us as storms threaten to flatten 

them. 

Our lives are deeply embedded with our 

prayers that God will provide what we need 

to survive, knowing that God is in control. 

And the weather is how we are really aware 

that God is in control. Our survival is 

connected with the nature that surrounds, 

the same nature that God created and 

controls.  

So we talk about the weather not just 

because we all have it in common, but 

because it matters to us. This power affects 

each day of our lives.  



And I think that the disciples in our story 

also respected that power.  

We hear about a powerful storm this 

morning, a storm with mighty winds that 

threaten their lives.  

I don’t spend much time on boats in the 

middle of storms at sea, fearing that a boat 

will capsize because of waves. 

But I have had times when storms threaten 

my life, when I’m driving or walking and the 

wind is pushing me around and making me 

nervous.  

I grew up in Tornado Alley, where summer 

isn’t really summer until you have at least 

one tornado warning, where we learn at 

young ages to respect the wind that can 

destroy in a matter of seconds, where we 



know that only God can keep us safe in the 

face of such destructive powers.  

We may build homes and buildings to last, 

with basements and concrete walls meant 

to protect us. And God help us if we are 

caught in a storm without such protection. 

Because in the end we know that God is the 

only one who can control the winds. 

And that’s what the disciples were 

experiencing.  

They are caught exposed in a storm. Like 

times when we are out in the middle of 

nowhere watching the storm build but 

without time to get to safety. They are 

unprepared for the power and fear the 

worst. Then they turn their heads to spot a 

sleeping figure, unconcerned by the current 



events. A figure who has to reason to 

worry, who can control the storm that is 

bearing down on them.  

I have not yet been blessed to have God in 

human flesh next to me while out driving in 

the midst of a tornado warning, but even I 

can find comfort in knowing that God may 

not be visible but is present. 

In our story, we hear about how the LORD 

stands up and orders the storm to calm 

down. With a single act, peace follows.  

But then emotions surge.  

This time, the disciples may not be feeling 

fear or frustration, but they are in awe.  

In awe of the One who can control the 

uncontrollable.  



In awe that they are in the presence of the 

One who can affect even the weather that 

affects our lives. 

In awe that their companion cared enough 

to calm not just the storm but their fears.  

This is the One we worship, the God with 

us, the God walking in the midst of all 

creation, the God who is more powerful 

than the strongest tornado.  

Even when there are times in our lies that 

are beyond our control, we know that there 

is One who is in control.  

And the One who is in control also happens 

to walk among us. Just as Jesus was in the 

boat that day with the disciples, we know 

that God continues to be with us during the 

storms in our own lives.  



We may not have Jesus napping next to us, 

waking up just in time to calm the storm, 

but we know that God is still there.  

Life can be unpredictable and dangerous, 

and we know this because we are aware of 

the weather that threatens our lives and 

livelihoods.  

But we have a God who can control even 

the wind.  

So let us find comfort in that.  

I respect the faith of farmers and ranchers 

not because they are loud in their speeches 

about what they believe, but because they 

quietly understand who God is, this God 

who can control the wind when we cannot.  

Thanks be to God, who calms the storms in 

our lives. Amen.  


