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Mister Waters did not believe in summertime camping. He believed that the only way to teach 

real skills was to go camping in the dead of winter. In tents.  

 

And Mister Waters was my scoutmaster… 

 

Back in Pennsylvania, Troop 363 had a reputation for doing almost of its camping during the 

coldest months of the year. Mr. Waters made sure that we were out there, in the woods, freezing 

ourselves into manhood… 

 

Most of the time, things weren’t so bad. Thanks to some very warm clothes, and a very nice 

sleeping bag that my dad bought, I could usually make it through a weekend without too much 

frost bite. 

 

But I do recall one bitterly cold camping trip with Mr. Waters. The guy on TV was telling people 

to stay inside. My mom raised a question just before I left: “Should Mikey go out there this 

weekend?” Dad assured her that everything would be fine. I was not sure if I believed him. 

 

We got to our camp site –  out there in the stormy woods. We kept somewhat warm with all of 

the activity of setting up the tents, getting the campsite in order, and cooking dinner.  

 

But once the sun went down, no one wanted to sit around anymore. So we went to bed early –  

around 7:00 PM! It was dark, the storm winds were blowing, the cold was cutting through every 

layer of clothing and every feather in my sleeping bag. 

 

I cursed the scouts. I cursed Mr. Waters. I cursed camping.  I was even mad at my dad for telling 

mom that everything would be fine. 

 

It wasn’t fine. It was freezing! 

 

Inside my sleeping bag, I started to cry… silently, of course, because you do not want other 

scouts to hear you… 

 

I heard a twig snap outside our tent. Then I heard the tent flap open. And something heavy 

landed on my feet. 

 



I sat up. In the dark, I could feel that someone had just thrown two, heavy army blankets on top 

of my sleeping bag. My eyes adjusted in time to see my dad closing the tent flap as he left. 

 

I should have said, “thanks dad.” (Actually, I should have said, “Take me home with you!”) 

 

But I was so cold… and dad had left already. So I wrapped myself up in two more layers of 

blankets, and finally went to sleep. 

 

(Two things about this memory – first, I am SURE that mom nagged dad constantly until he 

agreed to drive all the way out there to deliver the blankets in the dark. And secondly – I don’t 

think I ever said thank you to my dad. Maybe Father’s Day would be a good day to do so!) 

 

On this Father’s Day, perhaps some of you are recalling moments when your father did 

something simple but extraordinary for you. Parents do countless acts of love for their children, 

acts of love that go un-thanked and unnoticed. It is part of the remarkable heroism of parenthood. 

 

Maybe in your life it was not your father or mother who did this kind of thing for you. Maybe 

you’ve had lots of people who have shown up just in time, just when you needed them. Perhaps 

there are people who come to you unexpectedly. They arrive just in the moment when you are 

panicking, or suffering, or crying silently in your sleeping bag so no one else will hear. 

 

That “someone” arrives, loves you, helps you, and leaves before you can even say thank you. 

 

Thank God for them today. 

 

The apostles of Jesus were not freezing cold. They were not wrapped up in blankets, with 

chattering teeth. The apostles of Jesus were not camping. 

 

They were sailing, on the unpredictable waters of that lake called the Sea of Galilee. This lake 

sits in the desert area in northern Israel. The weather is hot, and the storms are unpredictable. 

When storms suddenly flair up, the small fishing boats that sail on that water are tossed about 

without mercy. 

 

As Mark tells this story, everything seems to be Jesus’ fault! He told the disciples to get into the 

boat. He plotted the course. He told them to set sail. 

 

And as the storm intensified and water crashed over the sides of boat; as the disciples bailed 

water with panicking hearts, where was Jesus? Sleeping soundly on a cushion in the front of the 

boat… 

 



They were wet. They were in danger. Things were getting rough. Did they curse the weather? 

Did they get angry at Jesus? Did they swear that they were never doing THIS again? 

 

And, just when it seemed as if there would be no hope… Jesus speaks. The storm is calmed. 

Their hearts are calmed. And their faith is strengthened.  

 

In every human life, there are storms. If you’re looking for a God who promises that you never 

face stormy weather, then you’ve going to have to look somewhere other than Jesus! He doesn’t 

promise to keep every storm away from you. He does promise to be with you in your boat. 

 

In every life, there are moments when we are wondering how we ended up where we did, how 

we got into this mess, why we didn’t listen to that good advice, why in the world we are freezing 

our tails off or suffering silently or crying quietly so that no one can hear… 

 

And that’s when the Lord shows up, and lifts the tent flap, and knows what we need, and delivers 

what is necessary, and calms the storm, and calms our hearts, and strengthens our faith. 

 

Amazingly, The Lord does that quite often by sending someone who will help…. Thank God for 

those people! 

 

Thank God, because we live in a stormy, suffering world, don’t we? 

 

Just yards from where this Gospel event actually took place, there is a small church on the 

shoreline of the Sea of Galilee, run by German monks. Well, Someone set that church on fire this 

past week. Major damage was done. Yet one more Christian place of worship, torched or 

destroyed in the middle east. Storms… 

 

In Charleston, 9 people shot to death during a bible study. Violence in a place of worship. 

Storms… 

 

In Baltimore, media coverage has focused on the death of one man in recent months. But cable 

TV pays little attention to the fact that there have been 116 homicides in that city since January 

1. Storms… 

 

Texas gets hit with floods, while California farmers have no water for crops. Addictions still 

grips lives. Cancer still takes lives. ISIS is still on the move. And what do we have to look 

forward to politically? Another round of “Clinton verse Bush???” 

 

I am not expecting you to solve every one of those problems. But I do know this… God usually 

makes the world a better place by inspiring his faithful people to pay attention somewhat, to 



show up somewhere, and to do what is necessary for someone.  

 

There are 60 million Catholics in the United States today. What would happen if every one of us 

allowed ourselves to be nagged, just a bit, by the Holy Spirit? Nagged enough by the Gospel, so 

that we would leave the warm comfort of our lives, go out even into the dark, and take a blanket 

to someone whose life is cold, or take strength to one who is weak, or bring peace to one who is 

troubled? 

 

60 million Catholics, surprising people at the tent flaps of their lives. 60 million loving actions, 

in a world struggling with storms. What would happen? Only God knows. But at least the world 

would know that Jesus, and his Church, are not asleep…  
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