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Today’s sermon really serves as something of both an end and a beginning of some exploration 

into the parables of Jesus.  As many of you know, over the course of the past couple months I 

have had the privilege of leading a Wednesday evening study on the parables of Jesus.  It has 

been a very enjoyable and thought-provoking dialog that we’ve shared each week and I have 

truly been very glad to be a part of it.  It has been inspiring enough, in fact, that Julie and I will 

be spending our summer sermons (beginning on July 2) on parables.  Spending a few weeks on 

each of a handful of parables, we will dig in more deeply to what these stories of Jesus say to our 

lives. 

 

In the meantime, however, I challenged the Wednesday group to conclude our course by writing 

a parable of their own.  This Wednesday, members will share the parables they have written with 

the group and we will learn from each other about what God is saying to us through their stories.  

As I asked them to step out of their comfort zone and do that in the study group, however, I 

promised that I would do the same, this morning – limiting my sermon to a parable of my own.  

So, today, I won’t be preaching in the traditional fashion, but instead, offer my own stab at a 

parable of faith.  

 

The more I thought about this throughout our studies, the more I saw that the life of faith is in 

many ways like the story of three friends, and sailors, preparing to launch a journey to sail across 

the sea.  The first sailor prepared for the journey in the boat that his parents had handed down to 

him when he was younger.  He had sailed with them now and then as a child on that boat, and he 

took the boat out on his own a couple of times over the past few years.  So, as the journey 

approached he pulled the boat out once again, dusted off the deck, loaded his gear and launched 

the boat to begin his journey. 

 

The second sailor spent a little more time getting ready for the trip-.  Each weekend he would 

take an hour or two and spend some time with his boat.  On some days he would sail in the 

waters, on others he would spend a his moments maintaining and cleaning the boat.  He had a 

limited amount of time he could spend on his hobby, but he was certain to take that hour or two 

as often as he possibly could. 
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The third, well, she was the one who was always down at the docks.  It seemed that every day 

she was on deck doing something.  Sometimes she was sailing, sometimes she was cleaning, 

often she was seen in the water snorkeling beside the boat – inspecting every inch for cracks, 

wear and damage.  It was rare that a day would ever go by in which she wasn’t doing something 

to further her passion for the open waters. 

 

As the day came for their journey to begin, the three gathered at the docks to cast off.  Friends 

and family came to wish them a fond farewell as they headed off for what was expected to be a 

journey of weeks, if not a month or more at sea.  With joy, laughter and excitement on their 

faces, the three boats set to sea with hearts and minds open to the wonders of the journey ahead. 

 

For the first couple of days, things went pretty smoothly.  The progress was good, the three 

sailors stayed within visual contact with each other as they travelled, and they basked in the sun 

and open waters that engulfed them.  But, then the storm-clouds started to form.  Before they 

knew it, they were swept up in driving rain, 50mph winds and 25 foot seas.  As the boats bobbed 

and weaved among the driving waves, the sailors did their best to combat the storm, but there 

was only so much they could do.  The hulls were battered by the power of the swirling tides, the 

radios and electronics were disrupted and disabled by the lightning that seemed to strike without 

ceasing, and the boats shook and trembled with every ear-bursting crack of thunder that crashed 

down upon them.  The moment came in which there was nothing more they could do but hang on 

and ride it out.  It was an experience every sailor knew could come – but one you could never 

understand until you were in it. 

 

By morning, the storm had subsided.  The sailors emerged from the protective shell of their 

boats’ hulls to a calm and beautiful sunrise as the yellow and orange rays of the sun crested just 

so slightly over the fading clouds of dawn.  That first sailor looked around his boat, tattered and 

torn by the storm, and he was done.  He quickly radioed the others to inform them that he 

couldn’t face another storm and that he was headed due east to a port just 10 miles away.  He 

would leave his boat there and find another way home – he wouldn’t be sailing again.   

 

The second sailor wasn’t ready to abandon sailing altogether, but he was done with this trip.  He 

quickly turned the ship about, raised his sails and made straight for home.  He knew that the 

good wind and calmer seas could have him home within 36 hours – and that’s where he was 

headed.   

 

So, there stood that third sailor – now alone at the precipice of her journey.  She watched as her 

friends headed towards the safety and security of nearby harbors, and looked ahead at the weeks 

of open waters (and most certainly nights of raging storms) that still stood ahead.  But, as she 

looked at her boat – as solid and stern as ever – she knew where she wanted to go, and she knew 

she had everything she needed to get there.  So, as she smiled and waved goodbye to her friends 

headed for safe harbor, she raised her sails, set her sights on the far reaches of the sea, and sailed 

on knowing that no matter what that sea might throw at her, she would find the other side.    


