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TEXT: Acts 27:29 "And fearing that they might run on the rocks,
they let out four anchors from the stern and prayed for
day to come."

I began last Sunday's sermon by saying how surprised I am to
hear people say they have tried to read the Bible but got nothing
out of it. I am equally bewildered when people tell me that the
Bible is tedious or irrelevant. I admit that's true of some
passages but surely no one could say that of this 27th chapter of
Acts. Not if they read it with any degree of imagination. For
here is the stuff of which high drama is made. St. Paul is being
taken to Rome to stand trial for his life. On the way, his ship
is battered by treacherous gales and driven at their mercy for
days on end. As Luke describes it, "And when neither sun nor
stars appeared for many a day and no small tempest lay upon us,
all our hopes of our being saved was at last abandoned."
Finally, in the murky darkness, about midnight, more by instinct
than anything else, the sailors began to suspect that they were
nearing land. Having no idea where they were, and fearful lest
they be driven to their destruction upon the rocks, they let out
four anchors from the stern and prayed for day to come. If we
can't find adventure in events such as those, then surely, as
Shakespeare wrote, "The fault, dear Brutus, lies in ourselves..."

All the elements of excitement are there: action, danger,
suspense. If we read that story in a book by Robert Louis
Stevenson or Jules Verne, we would, almost certainly find it
exciting and well worth reading. But there is another value
here, as well. Properly viewed, the story of those storm-tossed
travelers is the story of everyman and everywoman. At one time
or another, most of us find ourselves adrift on the sea of life,
driven by forces beyond our control, beyond even our
comprehension. Here, for instance, is a man who has worked all
his life to build up his business. He is honest and provides a
useful service. He contributes to society in many ways. And
yet, even as he watches in numbed fascination, everything he has
built seems to crumble around him. Or here is a student who has
worked hard to develop skills and to prepare for a career only to
discover that there are no longer any openings in her field. And
here are a man and a woman who have had children because they
love them. They are good parents, hard-working, generous,
devout. Yet the doctor has just told them that their seven year
old has leukemia. The possibilities are almost endless. Perhaps
not always quite so tragic, but painful and disturbing just the
same.

At first, we drift before the storm, perhaps because we
don't know what else to do. But sooner or later, we begin to








