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In the Name of God: Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. Amen. 
 
Growing up, my family was big on being prepared. Pretty much everyone in the family had some sort of ritual or habit 
they fell into that helped them stay prepared for whatever was going to happen next in life. 
 
When my sister and I started driving on our own, my mom made sure we had blankets stored away in the trunk of the 
Toyota Corolla that we shared just in case a freak storm hit so that in case we were stranded, at least we'd be warm. 
 
And if that freak storm happened to bring two feet of snow, my dad was ready. I'm pretty sure he had the snowblower 
tuned up with a new spark plug and plenty of gas by June or July every year. Just in case. 
 
My grandfather might have been the real winner of the family when it came to being prepared. He kept 
impeccably-perfect notes on everything, and I mean everything. When he died a few years ago, we marveled going 
through his notes on the occasion of his death. He had records of every update they had ever made on their property, he 
projected and prepared -- to the penny -- how much money my grandmother would have in every account if he died 
first, and perhaps my favorite thing that we found were his funeral plans. Sure, the service itself was planned, but he 
even had pages of commentary -- yes to having the Eucharist, yes to hymns but only certain ones and certain verses, and 
absolutely not under any circumstances was there be any remembrances about him during the service -- "this is about 
God, not me" he wrote. His preparation notes were so good that we printed them with the bulletins. 
 
Sometimes I kind of laughed off this level of preparation, but the older I get, and the more for which I'm responsible, 
I'm beginning to appreciate the seriousness with which my mom, dad, and grandfather prepared for these kinds of 
scenarios. My dad and I have talked a million times about snowblowers and lawnmowers and all kinds of tools, and he 
generally concludes by saying something along the lines of "well, you don't want to be stuck needing the right tool and 
not having it." 
 
This is not a concept foreign to the Christian faith, either. Maybe not in Home Depot toolbox kind of way, but still. St. 
Paul mentions preparation quite a bit, though often in speaking about how we are to pray. John the Baptist echoes the 
prophets of old in proclaiming to God's people "prepare the way" for the coming of the Lord. And the Gospels are 
littered with moments of Jesus telling his disciples to be prepared for the time to come, whether it comes like a thief in 
the night or the kingdom of God at an unexpected hour. The people of God are often asked to be alert, to keep awake, to 
stay prepared. 
 
I wonder what preparation looked like for the disciples. After all, they were following this Jesus who was always doing 
something new, was probably very difficult to predict, and was always on the move. They may not have had much time 
to consider exactly what was going on around them. And in Mark's Gospel, you'll hear the word "immediately" quite 
often. Almost no matter what's happening, the next thing to happen occurs immediately. So there wouldn't have been 
much time, presumably, from last week's little homily from Jesus about the mustard seed til they're going on their way 
and find a boat to go on over to the other side of the Sea of Galilee. Were they ready? Did they have staff meetings? Did 
they know they'd be going on a boat trip that night? This may have caught them by surprise. 
 
And what a memorable boat trip it turned out to be. As Mark tells it, it's evening, and they've left behind a great crowd 
to whom Jesus had been preaching about the mustard seed. Clearly Jesus is exhausted by all this preaching because he 
falls asleep as soon as they're off. This might have been some down time, then, for the disciples, which would have been 
important. If they really were always on the move, any chance to relax would have been cherished time. But they didn't 
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appreciate the time for long. Immediately, a storm arises. The wind is howling, the boat's beginning to get off course, 
they're taking on water, and everyone is terrified. 
 
If you're them, what do you do? I'd probably do the same thing they did. Surely Jesus will help us if we wake him up. 
Surely he'll care that our lives are at risk. Surely he'll be able to do something. So they run over, they shake him awake, 
and they start yelling over the sound of the wind: "Teacher! Do you not care that we are perishing?!" 
 
Now. They meant well. But I can't imagine suggesting to the Son of God that he doesn't care. Especially just after he 
woke up. So Jesus puts that on the back burner of his mind for a minute, rebukes the wind and the storm, and it listens. 
It obeys. There was calm again. 
 
But that calm only lasts until Jesus scolds his disciples: "Why are you afraid? Have you still no faith?" We may hear this 
as harsh. This may sound like Jesus just being a little cranky after being woken up from a nice nap. But given what he's 
done in their presence, given what he's told them and shown them, Jesus has a right to feel a bit cranky. The bottom line 
is that the disciples, they who had lived and travelled with Jesus for a while now, they who had seen him cure the sick, 
cast out demons, and teach the masses about the care that God has for them, were not prepared for what happened to 
them on the boat that night. They weren't prepared for the storm, they weren't prepared for how Jesus challenged them 
afterwards, but perhaps most importantly, their faith wasn't prepared for the challenges that were surely to face them. 
"Have you still no faith?" sounds like Jesus' version of a parent saying "I'm not mad, I'm disappointed." 
 
It will not be the last time something like this happens. In Mark's Gospel there will be two massive feedings, one of the 
5,000, the second of the 4,000, and both times the disciples can't figure out how Jesus is going to feed everyone. You 
might give them a pass for the first time, but surely their faith should have been prepared for him to do it the second 
time, right? Not so much. 
 
I hear the lesson of our passage today in that it is always good to be prepared. Whether it's a snowblower or a boat, the 
time to make sure we are ready is long before we actually need to be -- I'm sure glad my Dad taught me how to change a 
tire years before I actually had change one in a hurry. Similarly, the time to try to prepare our hearts and minds to recall 
the truth of God's care and love for us cannot be only in those dark moments when we need it the most. If we spend 
little time with God and then call upon him only when we need him, I can imagine it might feel as if he isn't there, much 
like the disciples felt when Jesus was asleep. Yet the more time we spend with him, the more we might begin to 
understand his presence, to know what it feels like, to be assured of the fact that God indeed cares for us in our lives. 
 
The time to prepare our hearts is now, and the time to give thanks to God is always. God will surely help us in our times 
of trouble, but we would do well to prepare ourselves for when those times will come. Because when the storm comes, 
and it will, who would we rather be like? Jesus, calm and collected, or the disciples, panicking and afraid? Sometimes it 
can feel like the difference between hope and despair is simply how we handle things. If we have prepared for when the 
storm comes, if we immerse ourselves in the sacred stories of God, by reading scripture, by our prayers, by engaging each 
other in this community of the faithful, and by taking small moments everyday of our lives to notice that God is indeed 
present with us, we will find ourselves hopeful in the midst of the storm, ready to withstand what comes in the sure 
confidence of the love of Christ Jesus, he who commands the winds and the sea, and he who calms the fears of our 
hearts. 
 
 
 


