
June 24 sermon 

Grace and peace – may the words of my 

mouth and the meditation of our souls be 

pleasing to you, our Rock and Redeemer.  

I love wind. Growing up on the plains means 

that we are familiar with wind. I like having 

the air around me move and dislike those 

days when there isn’t even a slight breeze. 

We may not have a lot of trees around, but 

those that exist were often planted to be a 

buffer from wind, unlike some other parts of 

the world.  

Wind is something that we cannot control. 

We have learned to live with it, to lessen its 

impact through shelter belts, and to use it to 

power wind turbines. But we don’t control it.  



I grew up in one of those states typically 

referred to as part of Tornado Alley. And 

when you grow up where tornados are 

common each summer, you learn to have a 

lot of respect for the wind. The giant, swirling 

winds are powerful, destructive, and life-

threatening. Tornado warnings are a good 

time to show us just how powerful wind can 

be and all we can do is pray that our buildings 

are built strong enough to endure that which 

we cannot control. We grow up with a 

healthy dose of respect for such a force, and 

when we are smart, we also realize that we 

fear for that which we tend: people, animals, 

crops, and buildings. We cannot control or 

really predict how the mighty wind can 

change our lives in a minute, so we can only 

pray.  



When I read the text in Mark and Job, I 

thought of how God created and controlled 

the earth unlike us. And when I thought of 

that lack of control, the power of the wind, I 

thought of tornados. I didn’t grow up on 

water, so I haven’t spent a lot of time on 

choppy waters with massive waves being 

pushed around by wind. But like I said, I grew 

up with lots of wind. So I know how a mighty 

wind can cause fear. Fear of the force that 

cannot be controlled. Fear of losing your life. 

Fear of what that wind can do.  

And so I retell the story:  

Instead of a boat, I picture being in a car on 

the road in the middle of the countryside.  



Instead of the waves at sea, I picture tall 

grasses leaning heavily in the wind, those 

infamous waves of amber grain perhaps.  

And when I picture those changes, I can 

understand how the disciples start to be 

afraid. With their hearts pumping, they look 

over and see Jesus sleeping, uncaring. And 

their frustration levels skyrocket as he is 

napping while a funnel approaches.  

Just like the disciples, I would turn to him and 

my heightened emotions would emerge as 

anger or shock. I picture Jesus opening on 

eye, assessing the situation, and then opening 

the door to simply say “Stop.” A firm 

command that the wind obeys. The cloud 

would dissipate and we’d be safe.  

Amazing to think about.  



Especially when we realize that the God who 

can control the wind is the same God who 

walks alongside us and loves us. Jesus calmed 

the storm, not because his life was 

threatened, but because his followers were 

afraid. This God-with-us cared, so he used his 

power.  

The One with such power is the One that we 

continue to worship thousands of years ago. 

We are just like Job and the psalmist, who 

realized that the Creator is the only One who 

controls the wind. And this One is worthy of 

worship.  

This is the powerful God we worship. This is 

the powerful God that shocked and awed the 

disciples on a boat in the middle of a storm. 

This is the powerful God we pray to whenever 



we are caught in the storms and massive 

winds in our lives.  

The One whom even the wind will obey.  

The One who loves us, who came to earth for 

us. This is not One who stays in the clouds but 

walks the earth with us. The One who 

continues to protect us when we are facing 

imminent destruction.  

God is with us. We may not have the physical 

Jesus snoozing next to us, but we do have the 

God watching over us, who is more than 

powerful enough to calm the storm.  

Thanks be to God, whom even the winds 

obey. Amen. 


