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For a brief period in my mid-teens, my answer to the perennial “what do you want to be when
you grow up?” question was “storm chaser.” I looked at schools with meteorology programs and
storm-chasing clubs.

I obviously didn’t take that path, and it’s definitely for the best, but I have to admit I still love the
power and energy of a storm. I know I’m not alone—I was around a few of y’all when you saw a
tree struck by lightning.

Storms are a fact of life—both literal storms and stormy times in our lives, times of suffering and
questioning and struggle. For those of us who are people of faith, reconciling this truth with our
beliefs can be a struggle. How can a loving God allow innocent people to suffer? It’s an age-old
question—the disciples ask it. So does Job. And I admit I’m less of a fan of storms when they
challenge my faith or threaten to bring chaos into my life.

Sometimes people of faith try to answer this question of suffering: suffering happens because of
a lack of faith. If you’d simply pray harder, or believe more fully, or in the right way, then the pain
or evil would go away. If you’re suffering, something’s wrong with you.

Others take this a step farther and see suffering as punishment from God—those facing trials
should confess their sins and return to holy living. We’ve seen preachers make the news when
they try to pin natural disasters or tragedies on something they’ve decided is a sin. This is the
perspective of Job’s day, the idea that if you live a good life, you will be rewarded, and if you do
evil, you will suffer. Ultimate fairness. And yet that worldview is turned on its head in Job’s story.

On the opposite end of the spectrum we have those who say God is too far removed, too
transcendent to care about our day-to-day problems or the suffering of humans.

None of these responses sits particularly well with me—or with the biblical text, for in today’s
gospel, we have another perspective entirely.

Let’s set the scene: Jesus asks his disciples to embark across the Sea of Galilee. This is
somewhat significant in itself, because this body of water divides people groups. By traveling
across, Jesus is traveling into gentile territory, into uncomfortable lands with people who feel like
“others.” It’s already a big ask.



Nevertheless, they go, and it’s a growing group—we’re told there are multiple boats. Jesus, tired
from teaching, takes the first-century version of a preacher’s Sunday afternoon nap, leaving his
companions to do the sailing.

And, well, it seems the disciples don’t share my fondness for storms…and maybe I don’t blame
them. This must have been some storm. Because of the geography of the place, sudden, violent
windstorms are common on the Sea of Galilee, and some of these men made their living fishing
these waters. They can’t have been strangers to choppy seas. And yet they are afraid enough
to wake Jesus, apparently not a light sleeper, and cry to him, “Don’t you care that we are
perishing?”

It’s more accusation than question—“You told us to go this way, and now the boats are sinking.
We trusted you and we’re drowning. We’re in peril and you’re asleep. How can we explain this
except determining that you don’t care?”

“Don’t you care?” Have you ever asked that of God? If not for yourself, then for the suffering
you’ve seen in the world. Have you ever assumed that chaos in the world, the storms in our
lives, are evidence that God is uncaring, absent, or even nonexistent?

The confusing, beautiful nuance is that God is just as present in the chaos as the calm.

We can see it if we look: all the way back in Genesis, at creation God is hovering over the chaos
of the unformed world. God speaks to Job in a whirlwind, not to defend Job’s suffering, but to
instill awe in creation. In his midnight conversation with Nicodemus, Jesus describes the Holy
Spirit as wind that blows where it chooses and cannot be controlled. Jesus’ own ministry seems
to leave an awful lot of chaos in its wake, whether he’s literally upending tables or teaching
things that challenge the status quo in ways impossible to ignore.

God isn’t just at work in order, God is at work in chaos.

On Wednesday, Josh and I watched the second episode of Loki, the new show in the Marvel
Cinematic Universe that’s about, well, Loki—everyone’s favorite god of mischief. I mentioned
that I’d talked about Loki during our scripture discussion at the Wednesday Eucharist, and Josh
suggested I preach on it Sunday. I said no, yet here we are.

If you’ve followed the Marvel movies (or if you’re up on your mythology), you know that Loki has
a bit of a checkered past. He’s a bad guy…except that he’s not…but he’s not really a good guy.
Or at least, he can’t be trusted to operate according to the “good guy” rules. He’s the god of
mischief, after all. A trickster. He is chaos. And yet—and this isn’t a spoiler; it’s pure
speculation—I have this suspicion that, somehow, Loki and chaos are going to save the
multiverse.

Nevertheless, chaos is scary. The storms of life raise fear. We don’t want to think about the
beauty in the play between chaos and order. What we want to know is: “Don’t you care that we



are perishing?” As caught up as we are in this question, we forget to notice something: God is
there the whole time. Jesus is just as present when he’s sleeping through a squall as when he’s
calming the wind and the waves.

God never promised us smooth sailing. In fact, God never promised that the boat won’t sink, or
that we won’t drown. What God promised is to be with us, in the wind, in the waves, in the dark
deep at the bottom of everything.

This isn’t a warm and fuzzy promise, but it’s an honest one, and a solid one. “Be a faithful
Christian and nothing bad will happen to you” falls apart pretty quickly, as soon as something
bad does happen. “Follow me and you’ll never face your trials alone” is something you can hang
your hat on.

I think of this type of honesty a lot with Gus, my toddler. In recent weeks he’s started to become
afraid of the dark, where there are strange sounds, and possibly monsters. It’s tempting to say,
“Don’t be scared; monsters aren’t real and nothing will hurt you,” but his fear is very real to him,
and I don’t gain much by dismissing it.

And, the fact of the matter is, there may not be a monster under the bed, but there are monsters
in the world, and he will be hurt—please, God, let it be as little as possible—but much as I would
like to, I can’t control that. What I can say, honestly, to Gus, is “it’s okay to be afraid; sometimes
I’m afraid, too. But I’m here, and I’ve got you.”

What does it mean to hear that from God? “It’s okay to be afraid. I'm here. I’ve got you.”

This draws to mind Thomas Merton’s Prayer of Unknowing, which I know I’ve used before (and
likely will again). I invite you to join me in this prayer:

My Lord God, I have no idea where I am going. I do not see the road ahead of me. I cannot
know for certain where it will end. Nor do I really know myself, and the fact that I think I am
following Your will does not mean that I am actually doing so. But I believe that the desire to
please You does in fact please You. And I hope I have that desire in all that I am doing. I hope
that I will never do anything apart from that desire. And I know that, if I do this, You will lead me
by the right road, though I may know nothing about it. Therefore I will trust You always though I
may seem to be lost and in the shadow of death. I will not fear, for You are ever with me, and
You will never leave me to face my perils alone. Amen.


