
Pentecost 4, June 20, 2021   (Mk 4:35-41; Ps 107:1-3, 23-32; Job 38:1-11)       SERMON 
 
 
Today’s readings are about power.  Who has the ultimate power, strong enough to bring 
order out of chaos?  The Hebrew word chaos is tohu-vavohu, and it means uncontrolled, 
raging, roaring waters. That’s what was before creation.   
 
Listen to the first sentence in the Bible:  In the beginning when God created the 
heavens and the earth, the earth was a formless void, and darkness covered the face 
of the deep, and a wind from God swept over the face of the waters.   
 
Do you hear it?  The waters, out of control, overwhelming in their power, were already 
there.  The writers of Genesis, our ancestors in the faith, believed only our God was 
mighty enough to subdue those waters.  None of the other “gods” was able to do it.  
The power required was unimaginable.   
 
It would take a pretty strong faith to stand up to our God if you knew about his power in 
creation.  That extraordinary faith is found in Job, whose name is synonymous with 
suffering. 
 
Living around the middle of the sixth century before Christ, Job was one of God’s 
favorite people, a faithful man who always walked with God. 
 
“Ha Satan”—translated “The Satan”—is not a name, but a word that means “the 
accuser” or “the adversary.”  One day this adversary taunted God by saying if only God 
would allow some misfortune to befall Job, Job would curse God.  They agreed that 
Satan could do to Job anything he wanted except take his life.  So within a very short 
time, Job lost his children, his herds and flocks, his home and property, and finally, his 
health. 
 
For 36 chapters Job is tormented by his three best friends, who mean to console him 
but only provoke him.  Job demands to know why God would make him suffer so, and 
the so-called friends keep telling him it must be his fault; all he has to do is confess his 
sins and God will ease his pain and bring healing. 
 
Job continues to protest his innocence, shouting at God and daring God to answer him.  
His question is one we’ve all asked:  why do the innocent suffer?  What kind of loving 
God would cause such suffering?  Where is God in the midst of my suffering? 
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In today’s text from this Old Testament book we hear the beginning of God’s response 
to Job.  It isn’t really an answer, but a statement of the mystery and majesty of God, and 
of our inability as humans to even begin to comprehend God. 
 
Basically God says this to Job:  Who are you to question me?  What do you understand 
about the ways of the world?  Where were you when creation happened?  Who shut up 
the sea behind doors when it burst forth . . . when I fixed limits for it. . . when I said, 
“This far you may come and no farther; here is where your proud waves halt”?   Only 
God was powerful enough to control the waters of creation. 
 
We hear the same reference to water control in Psalm 107, along with praise and 
thanksgiving for God’s power over all aspects of creation.  Only our God is powerful and 
faithful enough to deliver—and therefore our God is worthy of thanks and praise. 
 
The power of the sea and the mightier power of God are revealed in Genesis, Job, and 
the Psalms, and we see it again in today’s gospel.  It’s one of the stories told by 
Matthew, Mark, and Luke as a proof of Jesus’ divine power:  his authority to calm even 
the stormy sea.   
 
In Galilee Jesus has been teaching, preaching, and healing.  Now he tells the disciples to 
cross over to the other side of the Sea of Galilee—to the gentile side of the water.  His 
mission is to reach all people, not only his Jewish kinfolk.  So they take him along, just as 
he is—weary to the point of exhaustion. 
 
As so often happens on the Sea of Galilee, a furious squall comes up.  It must be some 
storm!  At least four of Jesus’ disciples are fishermen, used to the conditions on the lake, 
so if they think it’s stormy, you know it has to be bad. 
 
And where’s Jesus?  Weary from teaching and healing, from trying to usher in the 
kingdom of God against the brokenness and self-serving of the world—there’s Jesus, 
asleep in the back of the boat.  Unfazed, unworried, sleeping on a cushion. 
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“Teacher!” cry the disciples, waking him.  “Don’t you care if we drown?”  And with a 
word he quiets the wind and the waves.  “Peace!  Be still!”  Then to his disciples he says, 
“Why are you so afraid?  Do you still have no faith?” 
 
In Mark’s gospel, the disciples never really understand who Jesus is or why he’s here.  
We can sort of understand that.  They didn’t know the end of the story, the never-
ending story we grew up with.  They never celebrated Easter—in fact, in Mark’s gospel, 
they never even celebrated Christmas! 
 
But how about us?  Can this simple story, these brief seven verses, remind us not to be 
afraid? Can they serve to strengthen our faith? 
 
There are enough storms in our lives that we don’t have to go looking for them:  Covid 
and other illness, grief, broken relationships—even in the Church, the body of Christ—
job trouble, money problems, depression, substance abuse, natural and human-caused 
disasters, wars.  Floods, tornados, unemployment, foreclosures, fatal accidents.  
Shootings in schools and churches.  Suicides. 
 
When you find yourself in the middle of one of these storms, do you feel as if God has 
turned you, like Job, over to Satan? or as if Jesus is asleep in the back of the boat, 
leaving you on your own? 
 
Think again!  Jesus is in the boat of life with you.  He’s taking you along, just as you are.  
When the chaos is terrifying, the pain unbearable—when you cry out, “Jesus, Lord!  
Help!” then he speaks his word of peace and says, hush, child, I’m with you.  It may not 
be what you wanted, but it’s good enough.  Rest in me, and I’ll bring you safely 
through.   
 
The disciples cried out, Jesus, Lord!  Help!  That’s a prayer.  Don’t wait till you get in a 
desperate situation before you practice praying.  Talk to God, all the time—out loud, 
under your breath, in your thoughts.  Thank him for what you enjoy.  Praise him for his 
faithfulness.  Ask him for what you think you need—and listen for his answer. 
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Listen to one of my favorite prayers:  O Lord my God, when the storm is loud, and the 
night is dark, and the soul is sad, and the heart oppressed; then, as a weary traveler, 
may I look to you; and beholding the light of your love, may it bear me on, until I learn to 
sing your song in the night.  Amen.  
 
Remember your baptism!  When the waters of life’s stormy sea are raging, when the 
heavens open and all the waters of creation seem to pound down on you, remember 
your baptism.  You have been sealed by the Holy Spirit and marked with the cross of 
Christ forever! 
 
And come to the supper.  That same Jesus, exhausted and sleeping in the boat, is 
present here in the nave—the ship—of our faith.  No longer sleeping, but eagerly 
waiting for you to come to him, to receive what he died to give you:  his body and blood, 
food and drink for your soul, forgiveness for all your sins. 
 
Sometimes God calms the storm.  Sometimes he lets the storm rage and calms his 
precious child.  With all the abundance we enjoy, all we give thanks for today, the love 
of Jesus and his perfect peace are still the greatest gift.   
 
Thanks be to God! 
 
 


