
Journeys 
Those of you who are not fans of the 
sequins, the Samba or the razzmatazz 
might wonder what all the fuss is about 
but, for me, the dark Saturday nights as 
Autumn turns to Winter are made for the 
escapism of ‘Strictly Come Dancing’!  I 
love the sparkly outfits and the 
spectacular dances but, most of all, I 
marvel at the way that, through hard 
work and dedication, those who have 
never danced before are soon gliding 
effortlessly round the ballroom.  This 
gradual transition from non-dancer to 
applause and high scores is often referred 
to as the celebrity’s ‘journey’ and is 
rarely smooth but, rather, is accompanied 
by ups and downs from one week to the 
next. 
I remember a well loved hymn from my 
school days:  ‘The journey of life may be 
easy, may be hard.  There’ll be danger on 
the way…’ sung by innocent voices who 
were only at the start of their particular 
and as yet largely unknown life journeys. 
We, at Markyate Baptist Church, are at a 
particular stage in our journey right now.  
We can look back at years of faithful 
service in our village through what must 
have been some low and many high 
points.  More recently, we have travelled 
through the uncharted waters of 
pandemic and now we have said goodbye 
to our pastor and find ourselves 
searching for a new leader. Thankfully, 
we travel together with our wonderful 
Church family; giving and taking 
strength and support from each other.  

However, sometimes, both as a Church 
and as individuals, we wonder where the 
path is taking us, we trip on the bumps in 
the road and we feel a little bit lost. 
This week, I was reminded of the story 
of Jesus and his disciples taking, for 
them, a fairly routine journey by boat (in 
the book of Mark Chapter 4, verse 35).  
This journey was meant to be a restful 
recuperation after a busy time of 
interacting with large crowds.  But an 
unexpected and dangerous storm blew 
up and it looked like the boat might 
capsize. Jesus slept through the storm 
until his anguished friends finally woke 
him with the desperate and striking 
words, ‘Teacher, don’t you care if we 
drown…?’   
These close friends of Jesus had spent 
many hours in his presence, seen 
remarkable miracles, heard him 
preaching to crowds of thousands yet, in 
their fearful despair, they questioned that 
Jesus even cared for them.  How much 
more then might we, in our most 
overwhelming times of doubt and 
desperation, cry out to God and even 
wonder where he is on our journey?  The 
challenges, pain and stress that we feel 
might make us wonder if God even 
cares. 
Fortunately, we know the end of the 
story.  We read that Jesus got up and 

stilled the storm and ‘it was completely 
calm’.  Jesus did care and he still does, 

even when we don’t feel it.  He will 
walk beside us if we choose to invite 

him along - whether the journey is easy 
and the sun is beaming down or on those 
harder days when the clouds are 

gathering.  We can never avoid the 
storms but we can choose to seek God in 

them as we journey together. 




