
 

             

 

 

 

 

 

HOMILY by Father Robbie Low 
 
12th Sunday in Ordinary Time - Year B 
 
Why are you so frightened?  
Readings: Job 3: 1, 8-11, Ps 106, 2 Corinthians 5: 14-17, Mark 4: 35-41 
 

 

To look at a map of the Mediterranean you would, as a visitor from Mars, 

naturally assume that the little state of Israel, with its extensive coastline, 

was a ‘dead ringer’ for a maritime power – or, at the very least, a 

lynchpin of oceanic trade between East and West, with its access to the 

heartlands and major routes.  

 

The truth is more adequately summed up in this morning’s Gospel. A 

squall on an inland lake was enough to terrorise the natives. While the 

neighbouring Phoenicians, from the coasts of what is now the ruined 

state of Lebanon, hauled their galleys beyond the Pillars of Hercules and 

traded tin across the harbour bar which we see from this chapel window, 

or could be seen at sunrise along the shimmering expanse of the Carrick 

Roads, the ancient Israelite could get sea-sick in the bath. 

 

In order to understand this we must recapitulate our cosmology.  

 

The Hebrew was a man of mountains and deserts. The element of water 

had a curious place in his life. The creation story speaks of the Spirit 

bringing order out of chaos by moving over the face of the deep. The dry 



land and life emerges from this ordering. It is the same control of the 

dangerous element that is rehearsed in the Lord’s reply to Job in this 

morning’s first text. By the power of God alone is the chaotic and 

destructive power of the primal element restrained. 

 

To the Hebrew mind all of life was surrounded by the threat of chaos of 

this lethal liquid. Travel far enough and there was the vast expanse of 

uncontrollable ocean. Dig down deep enough and there it was under the 

earth. Look up to the sky and there was a great bowl, which occasionally 

leaked, holding back an unimaginable deluge. The memory of the Great 

Flood haunted everything.  

 

Life, therefore, hung precariously, situated between this encircling power 

which could sweep everything before it and return us to death, 

destruction and chaos. Life was a miracle maintained by God alone and 

‘the waters of death’, as the Psalmist describes them, are never far away 

threatening to overwhelm us. Death, disaster and disintegration are 

waiting to be unleashed. Hence today’s Gospel response, the profound 

impact of the Jonah story and the fantasy of a first century Jewish navy. 

The sea, that unruly power over which God alone has sovereignty, is 

utterly terrifying.  

 

So it becomes not just a physical reality but a Hebrew metaphor for 

death. 

 

It is no accident that, in the waters of baptism, we are ‘buried’ with Christ 

that we may rise with Him. Death precedes Resurrection just as the Flood 

precedes the Covenant. 



It is no accident that the Book of Job, that great meditation on suffering 

and death, has the Lord beginning His response out of the Tempest and 

declaring His authority over the bounds of the deep, over the rampaging 

power of destruction. 

 

It is this same authority that is at work in the microcosm of the storm on 

the Galilean lake. It is a sign of the Godhead of Jesus – He controls the 

tide of death and destruction that so regularly and remorselessly 

threatens the survival of our little humanity. 

 

It is this same authority that Paul proclaims as a cosmic triumph of the 

Cross. In our solidarity in Christ, in our membership of His Body, that 

adopted divine human family that is the Church, we have a hope of 

futurity. 

 

The Christ who slumbers through the storm in the little fishing boat on 

the Galilee, and wakes to the terrified prayers of His disciples, is the same 

Christ who rests in the barque of the Universal Church that, no matter 

how tossed by the storms of persecution, trial and hostile power, will not 

let it sink, as the prayers of the Faithful rouse Him to action. 

 

We are there to proclaim that the Universal Church, throughout the 

world and throughout time, will not be overcome by the forces of 

disorder and disobedience, of disintegration or death. 

 

We, as priests, my brothers, understand the cosmic dimension of the 

mystery we proclaim daily by our lives and our witness. 



We know also, in the little and the local, that the times will come quite 

regularly, as they come for every man born of woman, when we are 

accompanying those who must face up to their own physical dying, the 

moment when the waters of death encompass them. We will, if my 

experience is anything to go by, be frequently astonished by the courage 

of our fellow men in extremis and unthinkable adversity. But we are with 

them to call on the Lord, to have confidence in His sovereign power over 

death and the unshakeable hope given to us in His Resurrection. 

 

We will be there to remind them that the Lord is truly present, via the 

sacramental life, in the little barque of their humanity. With them we 

look to Him to calm the storm and banish fear.  

 

We will be there to provide Bread for the journey, the Viaticum, the 

passport of Apostolic absolution and the assurance of the prayers of the 

faithful when they can no longer pray for themselves.  

 

Let the mighty waters rage, Christ is on board and captain of our little 

ship of the Church. Let death and disintegration do its worst. It shall have 

no dominion over those who are in Christ. We will set our course under 

Him and sail with confidence, when the time comes, beyond the bar of 

Heaven, into the sure and welcoming havens of the West. 
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