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We had been with the crowds all day by the lakeside.  Jesus had been teaching the people, telling 

the stories that they loved.  I’m not sure that we always understood them, though he explained 

them carefully to us, but he told them so well that they were well and truly remembered.  And of 

course people came with their concerns, and Jesus always had time for them.  He gave so generously 

to everyone, and ended up absolutely exhausted.  By the end of the day he badly needed to rest. 

It was his idea to go over to the other side of the lake.  It was almost dusk and it seemed sensible to 

get away from the people and have some rest before the next day.  As soon as the people knew 

Jesus was there, there would be no peace. We found a boat that we could hire for a few coins and 

we were soon aboard.  A few other boats followed us.  John and James were at the tiller so we were 

in good hands.  We knew that it was possible for a storm to whip up very quickly on the lake, but I 

can honestly say that when we got into that boat the water was like a mill pond. It was so calm.  

Jesus had rolled up a piece of fabric he used as a pillow, put it behind his head and was soon sound 

asleep.  It was great to see him having a break.  We were all lying back, cruising along quietly with 

hardly enough wind to fill our sail, when all of a sudden there was a gust, and then another.  In the 

space of five minutes, the lake was filled with waves that crashed into the boat. The noise of the 

storm howled around us.  We took down the sails and Peter started to bail as the water level inside 

the boat rose.  To say it was terrifying is an understatement really.  Almost all of us were 

experienced fishermen but we’d never seen anything like this.  And amazingly, in the midst of wind 

and water flying everywhere, Jesus slept on.  We did the best we could, but to no avail. 

 When it seemed as if the boat would be swamped and we might have to swim for our lives, we 

woke Jesus.  “Teacher”, we said, “The storm is terrible. We are scared that we are all going to drown? 

Can’t you do something?”  To be honest, we weren’t sure that he could.  We knew he was a very 

special teacher, but we weren’t sure that he was more than this, despite the things that he taught us.  

But it was worth a try. 

Jesus got up from his sleep and ordered the wind and the waves to calm.  It happened immediately.  

We were already terrified by the storm, but this shocked us almost equally.  This was the worst 

storm we had ever experienced and suddenly it was at an end and we could barely believe what had 

happened.  Because we knew that only God the creator had control over the wind and waves he had 

made.  If Jesus could bring an end to the worst storm of our experience, we knew his power must 

come direct from God.  Then he reprimanded us:  “I have been teaching you, explaining about God’s 

way and my part in it, and you still don’t believe.” 

That night after we reached the other side of the lake and made our beds for the night, we had 

much to think about.  We knew Jesus was the greatest teacher we had ever met.  We knew that he 

healed the sick and cared for those at the bottom of the heap.  But what we had seen tonight on the 

lake confirmed that this man had been sent by God himself.  Could he be the Messiah?  And if he 

was, it seemed likely that our lives would be turned upside down.  Could we follow where he led? 

 



Will you come and follow me 

if I but call your name? 

Will you go where you don’t know 

and never be the same? 

Will you let my love be shown, 

will you let my name be known, 

will you let my life be grown 

in you and you in me? 

 

 

 

Will you leave yourself behind 

if I but call your name? 

Will you care for cruel and kind 

and never be the same? 

Will you risk the hostile stare 

should your life attract or scare? 

Will you let me answer prayer 

in you and you in me? 

  

Will you let the blinded see 

if I but call your name? 

Will you set the prisoners free 

and never be the same? 

Will you kiss the leper clean 

and do such as this unseen, 

and admit to what I mean 

in you and you in me? 

 



Will you love the ‘you’ you hide 

if I but call your name? 

Will you quell the fear inside 

and never be the same? 

Will you use the faith you’ve found 

to reshape the world around 

through my sight and touch and sound 

in you and you in me? 

 

Lord, your summons echoes true 

when you but call my name. 

Let me turn and follow you 

and never be the same. 

In your company I’ll go 

where your love and footsteps show. 

Thus I’ll move and live and grow 

in you and you in me. 

 

‘Will you come and follow me’ is from the writing partnership of two leading members of the 

Iona Community in Scotland, John Bell and Graham Maule. 


