
2 Before Lent - 240219 - Luke 8.22-25 

 

I have a bit of a dilemma with this miracle story that we have been given by Luke, 

of Jesus stilling the waves and calming the wind, and I wonder if you share it 

with me?  It is this.  Is it, was it, possible for Jesus, for God to control the weather 

or not?  Do we, can we truly accept the miraculous or not?  These are important, 

deep questions that strike at the very heart of what it means for us to be 

Christian and they are brought to a head because the miracle that we have 

before us is one of Jesus miraculously changing the course of a weather pattern.   

You see this miracle is in some way different from other miracle stories those of 

healing for instance.  Healing miracles are more readily acceptable to our 

modern day thinking, understanding as we do something of functional disorders, 

where we perhaps don’t have to accept the stark, bald nature of a miracle, but 

with nature it is difficult to look for other explanations. 

When I looked in my commentary as I was preparing this sermon, it pointed out 

that many prefer to hold that the calm brought about by Jesus was in the hearts 

of the disciples rather than the wind and the waves, and I must admit that I have 

always had leanings in that direction myself.  But it then went on to castigate 

me for daring to think such a thing since, I was told, this is an entirely subjective 

viewpoint and that if we are to trust our sources then Jesus did actually perform 

real miracles, even in the realm of nature.  Then having told me off in no 

uncertain terms it went on to point out that at the very centre of our faith is the 

deepest and greatest miracle of all, that of the incarnation, of God becoming 

human in Jesus!   

Now, if God became human in Jesus, and if we truly accept that as I do, and 

indeed as we all confess in our Credal statements week by week, then surely 

deep within our hearts we simply cannot have a problem with the miraculous at 



all, because I don’t know about you, but if God did not become human in Jesus, 

if Jesus was not resurrected then where indeed is our faith.  As Paul said 

somewhere in his writings, ‘if these things of our faith are not true, then we 

surely are the ones deserving of the most pity’ because everything that we base 

our lives upon would otherwise be based upon a lie. 

So, I believe, I truly believe in Jesus as the Son of God and in the truth of His 

death and Resurrection and that through Him we are all, miraculously, because 

we don’t really deserve it in our own strength, we are all miraculously saved.  I 

remember at the Quiet day for the clergy of the diocese at the cathedral some 

time ago now, led for us by the then, Bishop Rowan Williams, a great and deep 

theological and spiritual thinker as we all know, I remember him saying to us 

that at the heart of the word holy, that we attribute to Jesus, to God and to His 

works, is mystery.  We always try to rationalise the deep things of our faith 

because we are afraid of accepting the mysterious and incomprehensible nature 

of God - we run away from it because our 21st century minds have been trained 

to seek the explanation rather than glory in the awesome majestic nature of God 

and His miracles.   

And so, I believe, I believe in the story of Jesus calming the waves and stilling the 

wind, as it is given us by Luke.  But, and you knew that there was a but coming 

didn’t you.  Perhaps the truly miraculous nature of the stories that we have been 

given lie in the fact that they are not just that, that surface level of the text, that 

there is more to them than that.  Because if all we had to do was just accept the 

miracle of Jesus and nothing else; if we didn’t have to tease out what that 

miracle meant then; and what it has meant throughout the history of our faith, 

as well as what it means now, today, to us, and in this place; and then after all 

that try to think what effect this should have on our lives and what we do with 

them; well, I would dare to say that the miracle that is Jesus would in fact be 



incomplete - wouldn’t it?  And so, when we come to this miracle story of Jesus 

stilling the waves and the wind, so too there is and there must be, more to it 

than that. 

The storms in our lives which terrify us and cause us to scream out to God in 

pain and bewilderment are not storms of nature are they, mostly we can cope 

with those.  The storms we suffer are the storms of human existence, perhaps 

the pain and anguish of watching a loved one die; or the tragedy of a broken 

relationship and a broken family; it could be our incomprehension in the face of 

great physical and mental disability; or the incredulity we feel at seeing the 

inhumanity of people around the world; or bewilderment at the propensity 

there is within people for hate and war.  Well, I could go on and on, you know 

the storms that cause you to call out in fear and trembling to our Lord, to our 

Master, Master, we are perishing [as Luke has the disciples cry out], you know 

the storms, just as I do. 

  

And it is in these storms that we find the strength and the love of Jesus, who will 

and does reach out to us just as He did to His disciples and who will, if we allow 

Him to, and trust Him to, will still the storm for us as well.  He won’t necessarily 

be able to take away the things that caused the storm for us, after all Jesus didn’t 

banish forever the waves and the wind, just stilled them for a little.  We know 

as the disciples knew that they would be back and that they would have to face 

them again.  But they and we can know that in them and through them there is 

God, that still voice of calm. 

  

Many of you will know of the 14th century anchoress and hermit, Mother Julian 

of Norwich.  Her life of prayer was anchored in the reality and love of Jesus.  And 

although she lived much of her life closed off from the world with her major 



priorities being that of prayer and meditation, she was not as isolated from it as 

we might think, and many people came to her for guidance and ministry.  She 

knew what was going on all right and the world of the 14th century was, as any 

is, I guess, a harsh world full of injustices and inhumanities and inequalities.  Yet 

she could look through and beyond that world to the ultimate goodness that 

surrounded her in that small stone room in which she lived, and proclaim with 

absolute sincerity, ‘But all shall be well, and all shall be well, and all manner of 

things shall be well’. 

Her faith was not superficial, it wasn’t a froth on the top of the beer glass of life, 

but a deep affirmation that the world is moving to its ultimate rendezvous with 

love, and that the journey, haunted as it is by the storms of life, is itself made in 

love.  Sometimes hidden or disguised, yet there for the discerning heart to know, 

here and now. 

And if that is not a miracle, then I don’t know what is, yes I have in a sense 

reduced the miracle of nature described in Luke’s Gospel to what some would 

say is mere subjectivity, but the power of what Jesus did on that day in that boat 

is not lost because of that, quite the reverse it is expanded into the 

incomprehensibility of God truly reaching out to us in love, of reaching out to us 

in His Son and bringing life and hope and peace where once there was 

none.  And this truly then, is the world of mystery, and of holiness, before which 

we, bow our heads and confess that this is a wonder, the fullness of which is 

beyond our grasp, but the reality of which is there for us all. 

  

Let us pray:- 

Lord, you are the still centre of every storm.  

In you is calm, 

Whatever the wind outside. 



In you is reassurance, 

however high the waves. 

In you is strength, 

however contrary the tide. 

All shall be well  

and all manner of things shall be well. 

And we realise that on the stormy seas of our human existence there are other 

sailors, 

struggling for peace, for calm, for hope, 

We pray for them this day, and for us. Amen 

 


