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The holy gospel according to Mark.
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As [Jesus] came out of the temple, one of his disciples said to him, “Look, Teacher, what
large stones and what large buildings!” 2Then Jesus asked him, “Do you see these great
buildings? Not one stone will be left here upon another; all will be thrown down.”
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When he was sitting on the Mount of Olives opposite the temple, Peter, James, John, and
Andrew asked him privately, 4“Tell us, when will this be, and what will be the sign that all
these things are about to be accomplished?” 5Then Jesus began to say to them, “Beware that
no one leads you astray. 6Many will come in my name and say, ‘I am he!’ and they will lead
many astray. 7When you hear of wars and rumors of wars, do not be alarmed; this must take
place, but the end is still to come. 8For nation will rise against nation, and kingdom against
kingdom; there will be earthquakes in various places; there will be famines. This is but the
beginning of the birth pangs.”
The gospel of the Lord.
As many of you know, my family loves to sail. (Yes, you’ve gotten a lot of sailing stories through
the years.). We love to sail. But that was not always the case. The first time we ever took the
kids sailing they were around 6 and 4 years old and we were on a little sailboat on White Bear
Lake. Matt and Kim were in their life jackets, had all their instructions about staying seated and
holding onto Mom. They were so excited… until we left the dock. I swear we were less than a
foot from the dock when Matt started screaming - “Stop! Stop! I wanna get off!” Now, on a
little boat with no motor, it’s hard to stop, and to turn around and go the other direction. It
took us about ½ hour to get back to the dock. By then Matthew was hysterical, and all of White
Bear Lake knew he wasn’t happy.
After that, Matt had an uneasy relationship with sailing. He loved
the lakes, he even loved the boat, as long as it was going very, very
slowly, just bobbing along. If the wind picked up, if the boat sped up
and start to heel over even a little bit, Matt’s eyes would go wide,
his face would go pale, and he’d start to wail.
We went very slow in those days. For 10 years we bobbed along on
Lake Superior, trying every summer to explain physics to an
elementary schooler. The boat can’t go over, the weight in the bottom is stronger than the
force of the wind. It’s safe. You’re safe. – Nothing worked.

One day, my husband and daughter were invited to crew on a racing
boat. Matt, at 14, was indignant! Why didn’t they invite me?
Uhhhhh because you’re scared of the boat going fast? I won’t be
scared this time. I want to go! He kept at it, and eventually the
captain of the boat said, “Let him try it.” It’s strange, you know, when
something clicks. To this day we don’t know what happened, but that
afternoon Matt was scrambling all over the boat, taking instructions,
pulling lines, sitting on the rail. He loved it. After that, he couldn’t go
fast enough… somehow, that day he began to trust that the boat would hold him up.
Have a lot of sympathy for Matt these days. There are times lately
when it feels like the world is going over. The wind is blowing too
fast and we’re sliding over into chaos. There are so many cases of
COVID – it’s getting to be like last fall. A crowd out of control in
Houston, all sense of humanity lost. Threats of violence against
dissenting voices in politics and deep swaths of injustice once
hidden, now being laid out for us all to see. And what will we do
about that? It feels unstable, like we’re all going over into chaos.
In the midst of this, Jesus seems way too calm – In the reading today, he is unmoved. “This
huge, strong, shining temple – this symbol of power and authority everlasting – not one stone
will be left on another. Honestly, I want him to be more upset about that. Later in this same
chapter Jesus says, the sun will be darkened, and the moon will not give its light, and the stars
will be falling from heaven, and the powers in the heavens will be shaken. And we can just
imagine the worst or the end or everything falling apart.
And Jesus seems way too calm. Especially when we remember that
Jesus is saying all this just a couple days before the crucifixion. How
can he be calm? But then again, I remember that Jesus tends to be
calm. In the middle of a storm on the lake, he was sleeping. As
people were wailing and grieving about a dead child, he said, “She’s
just sleeping.” Facing down demons or the Sanhedrin, he was
steady, focused, grounded.
Let the wind blow, let the storm rage, and let everything change. Jesus reminds us that no
matter what, the boat that holds us is not going over in the wind. No matter what happens,
there is something true and life giving that will carry us through. The world may change.
Everything may fall around us. But the boat that is God’s grace filled love is not going over. And
we will come through. We will be changed and worn, but we will see something new and
amazing on the other side of the storm. After death always comes resurrection.
Look at it this way: Jesus says that the pain, the uncertainty, the fear is all a part of the birthing
process. Lots of folks here understand that reference, right? You’ve seen it or done it. You

know there is no being in control during childbirth. No being tidy and neat and calm – no
matter how much you would like to be. It is painful and messy, and you are carried along by
something bigger than yourself. But your body holds. And new life comes.
So, trust that in these days of confusion and tearing down. The boat is not going over, and
there is something new and amazing on the other side of the storm. Knowing that, if I listen
carefully to Jesus’ words in the 13th chapter of Mark, I hear two things.
We can learn to trust. When the fear starts building, stop, let
the shoulders go down, take deep breaths, remember that there
is something true holding you that is not going over in the storm.
It’s okay if things change. It’s okay if they end. It will seem like
the sky is falling. But just let it fall. Resurrection comes. New
life, new ways of doing things. They will come. Trust that God is
leading us in this unknown. Trust, and become the the nonanxious presence that Jesus was – In the storm, among the
demons, on the cross as he faced death itself, Jesus teaches us to
trust God to open up the next step for us.
Proclaim the good news— even now. Yes, it seems a bit awkward in these days. “Oh, it’s all
going to be okay,” seems a bit trite. But I don’t mean quoting
bible verses or handing out “Jesus Loves You” stickers. I mean BE
the good news. Bring the grace filled love of God to people who
are experiencing chaos. Give love, sacrifice, forgiveness in any
way you can. Take that meal, listen to that hurting person, stand
up for fairness and grace. BE the good news to the people your
life touches, and then reach a little further beyond that.
We may be in a storm, the way we do things, and the way we see the world is changing, but
God’s grace filled love that holds us not going over. Trust that. Keep learning to trust. Stop,
breathe, remember that you are held in more than this. And then reach out. Don’t let the fear
or confusion keep you from caring and giving and living out the good news. Christ is with us in
the storm and beyond. Amen.

