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Sheila Cassidy writes from her memory of the centre of a personal storm whilst she was working in Chile:
“I sat silent and unseeing in the front of the car, conscious of the gun on the lap of the man next to me and of a rising fear of what was to come.  This had seemed such a good idea, but now I saw that there was no way out: no one could rescue me from this car speeding through the streets of Santiago and it would not be many minutes before they realised that I was lying.
Slowly we drove through streets while they asked again and again, ‘Do you recognise it?’  I looked out of the window and each time they asked me I shook my head and said , ‘No, not here.’
We spent nearly half an hour circling round the same area and they became obviously bored and angry; then one of them said, in a matter of fact sort of voice, ‘It really would be much easier if we killed you now.’

I said nothing, but I sat there and realised that perhaps I was going to die.  It was a curious feeling and I thought, what then?  Suddenly God and heaven seemed very unreal and very far away and I wondered seriously, almost for the first time in my life, if it was all a fairy story.  It was as though I looked over the edge of a precipice and saw nothing and it seemed that there was nothing beyond.  I can’t remember what I thought over the next few minutes but I know that I came back quite calmly to the certainty that it was not all nonsense and that God did exist, but this was a cold-blooded intellectual decision and it brought me no warm Christian comfort.
As I faced the prospect of death I thought, ‘What a very stupid way to die’, but there seemed no alternative to what I was doing, so I sat there and somehow stretched out my hand to the God who seemed so far away. …’

There she was in the centre of the storm ~ reaching for God.

How do we respond in our storms?

Frances Young, Methodist Minister, Professor of Theology, and mother of Arthur, a severely brain-damaged child, wrote poetry out of her storm:

Contemplation gazes in the eyes

Of nature’s accident, a malformed child.

How can this monstrous sadness still be styled

Human? This surely must epitomise

Those awful questions that defy the wise.

‘Look’, some say, by sentiment beguiled,

‘The soul peeps out’.  Absentedly it smiled,

No eye contact, inert ~ and vain hope dies.

And yet this passive form cries out in pain,

Hungers for basic needs and pants for breath.

Humanity lies there: we’re all the same ~

Helplessness the image of God reveals.

Like salt rubbed in the wound, affliction heals.

There was no way out of this storm.  But the eye of the storm contained hard-won truths about God and ourselves ~ and the truth is healing. 

However, some storms are just frighteningly horrible ~ let’s tell it as it is!  John Hull writes about a perspective from inside the storm of blindness:

“Travelling with my 11 year old daughter on British Rail, we could never work out whose ticket was whose.  Her ticket, purchased on a Family Concession, had printed on it ‘Flat rate fare’.  Mine, purchased under a Disabled Person’s Concession, had printed on it, ‘child’.  I had a discussion with my friend who has recently been recovering from a serious road accident, and is confined to a wheelchair.  He tells me that when people see him in the wheelchair, they tend to speak to him in a gentle, slow and compassionate sort of voice.  It is a kindly, condescending voice, the way some people speak to children.  It is also the voice of uncertainty, people not knowing quite how to react in meeting an adult who has been ‘cut down to size’.”  John Hull concludes:  “A disabled man loses part of his manhood, part of his adulthood, and part of his humanity.  I know Jesus told us we should repent and become as little children, but I don’t want it in this way.  I don’t like having my adulthood wrenched from me like this.”
And what of us, in our storms?  It will be different for each of us.
Job spoke out of the storm, aching to understand his suffering, but, reassured, ultimately, whilst still in his storm of suffering, that even when the clouds are in thick darkness and it is as though the seas have ‘burst from the womb’, nonetheless, even the worst storms are subject to God.
We need to be aware, as we ponder the scriptures, that, for Jews, the sea was a place of chaos and disorder, turbulent and intractable.  When the earth was formless and void, God’s Holy Spirit moved across those troubled waters, bringing life and goodness into being.

You can bet that those disciples, whom we heard about in our Gospel reading, would remember that night out on the stormy lake with Jesus.  They are fishermen, so it was their realm, their boat, their trade, and they had been reduced to panic.  Then ~ when they had lost hope ~ there was a majestic calm.  Even the realm of life we know best, He understands better ~ and it is often in storms that, as with Frances Young, we recognise him most truly.
Whatever our storms, He says to us, ‘Peace, be still! Why are you afraid?’
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