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Mark 4:35-41 
On that day, when evening had come, he said to them, “Let us go across to the other side.”  And 

leaving the crowd behind, they took him with them in the boat, just as he was. Other boats were 

with him. A great windstorm arose, and the waves beat into the boat, so that the boat was already 

being swamped. But he was in the stern, asleep on the cushion; and they woke him up and said to 

him, “Teacher, do you not care that we are perishing?”  He woke up and rebuked the wind, and 

said to the sea, “Peace! Be still!” Then the wind ceased, and there was a dead calm.  He said to 

them, “Why are you afraid? Have you still no faith?” And they were filled with great awe and said 

to one another, “Who then is this, that even the wind and the sea obey him?” 

 

 

I’ve been thinking about this morning’s message for months.  What do I say to 

you as my family leaves and you prepare to welcome Pastor Karen and Dave?  

I’ve been thinking about it a lot, but I just couldn’t bring myself to sit down and 

write these words.  Farewells are hard.  They are easy to put off and avoid, but 

come eventually.   

 

I decided to preach on the same scripture passage that I preached on the very 

first time I led worship with you, almost five years ago!  You were feeling the 

effects of a sudden pastoral transition, as was I.  Things happened unexpectedly 

and fast, and I was having a hard time keeping up!  I started at Lake Harriet the 

same day my daughter Rylee started Kindergarten and my son Dylan started 

preschool.  All I could think was, “Sweet Jesus!  I am in over my head!  You 

promise to be with us in the boat, but you’re sleeping and you need to wake up 

right now.  Right. Now. Wake Up!!”  There was so much that I needed to learn 

about all of you, and so much for me to learn from you, but I hope that you, too, 

have learned something from me during our time together.   

 

We’ve been in the Lake Harriet boat together for almost five years.  God, our 

creator, put us in this boat.  Jesus, our redeemer, sits with us, (even if it seems he 

needs daily naps like I do), and the Holy Spirit is the wind that moves and guides 

us.  We have been through some storms together that have been doozies.  Three 

months into my appointment here, some of you might remember the church 

family retreat we went on, which abruptly ended with Dylan losing three teeth 
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and our family racing off to the emergency room for stitches.  It has taken five 

years for his adult teeth to grow in, and he can finally enjoy corn on the cob this 

summer without gumming it!   You have been gracious and loving to our 

children, and you have been encouraging to me.  I’m not sure you know how 

important it was when some of you with older kids would pull me aside and say 

things like, “You have nothing to worry about, Melanie.  If only you had seen 

what my kids were like at that age.  I know what it’s like and you will survive and 

your kids will be just fine.”  Parenting often feels like we’re in a boat that is taking 

on water in the middle of a storm and your kids don’t yet know how to swim.   

You assured me I was a good mom in the moments I needed to hear it most.  

That’s what community does, right?  We encourage one another, and we make 

sure no one feels alone.     

 

Sometimes our personal lives feel stormy, while other times the lake is so smooth 

it seems like glass and the only thing disturbing it is the splash of a canoe paddle 

or a fishing line being cast out on the water.  We have those moments, too, in 

church, when everything aligns and we get glimpses of what the Kin-dom of God 

looks like.  I experienced so many of those kin-dom moments at Lake Harriet.  

Every single time I baptized one of your children.  When I commended the spirits 

of your loved ones to God’s eternal care.  When I connected the lives of your 

loved ones with those of our spiritual ancestors, knowing that we carry them 

forward into the future through our stories.  Hosting the voting rights 

documentary and panel discussion with the Southern Poverty Law Center. 

Starting the Re-You-Nite ministry for youth with Pastor Chris. Welcoming in 

Methodists from all over our nation for the Our Movement Forward conference, 

just two weeks ago.  And, did you see that we’ve raised 70,000 dollars to put in 

an elevator lift this summer to make our space even more welcoming and 

accessible to all people?  We only have 10,000 dollars left to go!    

 

Look at what we accomplished alongside God!  We have solar panels and an art 

gallery in our hallway!  We’re celebrating the 50th anniversary of the Joyce 

Uptown Foodshelf, which would not even be a “thing” if Lake Harriet hadn’t said 

“yes” six years ago to sponsoring this important ministry.  Working alongside our 

youth on two Appalachian Service Project trips.  Those are the things I think of 

when I imagine some of our church’s best days out on the lake.    
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We’ve had some other amazing days on the lake, but they haven’t  been as 

smooth.  There were some days when the water was choppy.  Living into the 

Healthy Church Initiative process – that was incredibly important work that we 

needed to do, but it was not easy work to do.  Aligning all of our ministries 

toward a clear set of common values.  Updating by-laws.  Implementing term 

limits.  Navigating staff transitions.  When the boat starts swaying back and forth, 

and the storm clouds are coming in fast, it is easy for us to show our worst selves.  

To panic.  To resist at all costs.  To be unkind.  Thank God that a cornerstone of 

our faith is grace.  Grace that we receive from God.  Grace and forgiveness we can 

extend and receive from one another.  

 

I believe we have achieved much through this process.  Clarity.  Alignment.  A 

clear vision.  We are reconciling.  We are inclusive.  Intergenerational.  In 

community.  We are seeking to be the Hands and Feet of God in our community.  

You are living it.   

 

I was interviewed by the faith writer for the Star Tribune.  It was for an article a 

few weeks ago about what was happening within our denomination.  Here’s the 

thing....I said what I thought.  Martha Allen would have been proud, because 

nothing I said was deemed printable.  If Martha was still alive, I bet she would 

have printed it.   

 

But, then I was given a second chance to say something, this time with a 

journalist for the Methodist Conference and what I said was printed.  Hah!  Here’s 

what I said: 

“As a denomination, I believe we have dropped our anchor in the hopes of 

keeping everyone in the boat.  Ironically, that desire to keep everyone together in 

the boat has meant that we are no longer moving with the winds of the Holy 

Spirit and we are causing incredible harm to God’s people. The storm we are 

trying to ‘survive’ is a storm of our own making. My hope for the future is that we 

will be courageous enough to pull up anchor and let the Holy Spirit lead us into 

something new.” 
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That’s really what I want to leave you with.  Sometimes, the storm comes from 

things beyond our control.  We stay in the boat, demand Jesus wake up, and help 

one another out.  But, sometimes the storm is of our own doing.  Sometimes, the 

winds of the Spirit are trying to move us towards a new thing and, instead of 

letting the Spirit move us, we drop anchor and refuse to move.  That’s an easy 

storm to fix.  You just pull up anchor to see where the winds of the Spirit are 

trying to take you.  Don’t be stubborn with your anchor.   

 

I was being stubborn with my anchor in my family’s lifeboat.  The winds of the 

Spirit were trying to move us into something new, and I was not listening.  The 

anchor was down, the boat was dangerously close to capsizing, and still!  I did 

not pull up anchor.  I was convinced that I could keep doing everything I was 

trying to do at work and at home and that it was perfectly normal to be 

perpetually on the verge of tipping the whole boat.  Then, one day Brennon said, 

“You know, you don’t need to keep trying to do all of this.  We can find a way to 

make something different work.”  That’s all I needed to hear, to finally pull up the 

anchor and see where the winds were moving our family.  That’s when I decided 

to go on family leave.   I’m still figuring out what’s next, but I’m committed to 

responding to God’s movement in our lives.  I know that in the future, I will be 

more present to my family.  I know I’ll provide pulpit supply for other pastors 

when they are on vacation or maternity leave.  I’ll likely return to school to learn 

something new.  As hard as it is to leave, I’m really excited to see where we end 

up by responding to the wind.   

 

Here is my hope and prayer for you.  As individuals, I hope and pray that you will 

pay attention to your boat and to your anchor.  Pay attention to when your 

anchor is providing you the gift of stability and pay attention to when your 

anchor is creating the storms you face.  Don’t be afraid to pull up the anchor to 

respond to God’s movement in your life.   

 

As a church, I hope and pray that you will pay attention to your boat and to your 

anchor.  I pray that you will love and care for one another while you’re in this 

boat together.  You are all literally in this boat together right now.  The part of 

the church you are sitting in is called the “nave”, which is the Latin word for 

“boat”.  Learn from one another.  Support one another.  Remember that there are 



 

 5 

other people in other boats, and we are called to care for them, too.  Pay 

attention to the anchors that keep you tethered and grounded together in God.   

 

But, pay attention to when the winds are blowing you as a church into something 

new.  Make sure you pull up the anchor as soon as those Spirit-filled winds begin 

to blow.  Do not create your own storms by resisting the Spirit because, in the 

end, the Spirit will have its way.  It will be a lot easier for Pastor Karen to lead 

alongside you in the boat, if you are open and responsive to God’s movement in 

the life of our congregation and community.  She will do things differently than 

me.  Some of it you will really like and some of it you might not be so sure of!   

Trust her.  If you see someone struggling with the change, go alongside and help 

them pull up their anchor.  Trust that God is doing a great thing here at Lake 

Harriet, and trust that God is with you.  The Spirit is up to exciting things here.  I 

can’t wait to watch from afar and see where you all go together.   I will be 

cheering you on, but from a different boat.  I will not be the person in Lake 

Harriet’s boat for funerals, weddings, and baptisms.  That is for Karen to do once 

she starts.   

 

I appreciate you for making space for me, but also making space for Brennon, 

Rylee, and Dylan in your boat.  You have watched our kids grow up, and you’ve 

lived out your end of the baptismal covenant – you’ve taught them about God 

and you’ve shown them God’s love. Inclusive, Intergenerational, In Community.  

That’s who you are, and you taught our kids the importance of these values.  

Thank you.   

 

 


