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At some point, many times over, lines were drawn that delineated the sacred from the 
profane. For instance, when our ancient ancestors entered the temple, they knew they 
were on holy ground. Furthermore, within the temple there were places that only certain 
people or groups of people could go. And then there were places that were restricted to 
even those with the highest of access (except for during particular points in the year) 
because a certain place within the temple was the holiest of the holy. Our ancestors 
were keenly aware of the lines that demarcated the holy from the profane.  
  
Which is part of why so many religious people had a problem with Jesus, who as we 
talked about last week, allowed people to break laws that were holy, like working on the 
Sabbath. It is also why some religious people didn’t care for the way Jesus hung out with 
people who they thought were unclean, like lepers, or a part of the outcast society, like 
Samaritans. There were sacred traditions to uphold and some people thought they knew 
very well the line that separated the sacred from the profane.  
  
This line (between the sacred and the profane or the secular) is a line that continues to 
haunt us today. Even we, as Christians, are often susceptible to falling prey to picking a 
side of the line to fall upon even though Jesus kept changing the line and the Holy Spirit 
does the same on an on-going basis.  
  
But lines make us feel more comfortable, don’t they? The lines we draw have even 
extended to music; lest we forget our own heritage that one of the breaks in the Christian 
Church (Disciples of Christ) had to do with organs being played (there is a non-
instrumental sect of Disciples). For so many people there is Christian music and there is 
secular music. Christian music is about faith and faithfulness (and you know this 
because Jesus’ name is used over and over again). And secular music….what is that 
about anyway?  
 
Brandi Carlile plays folk and country music, but so much of what she writes is deeply 
spiritual, profoundly sacred. The songs that Brandi has written have great spiritual depth 
from her struggle with faith as someone who was raised in a conservative Baptist church 
and who knew she was a lesbian at a young age. The depth in Carlilie’s songs have to 
do with her bout with meningitis as a child which almost killed her. It has to do with the 
suicide of a friend. It has to do with her alcoholic father. It has to do with raising her 



beautiful daughter, Evangeline, which she named because her daughter was the kind of 
news that Jesus spoke about. 
  
We are continuing our series listening to some of the music of Brandi Carlile and 
imagining how her songs speak to the faith that Jesus spoke of when he walked this 
earth.  
 
As promised, part of what we are doing each week, as well, is introducing a musician to 
hear about how music has formed them and what music speaks to a part of them that is 
spiritual. Today we hear from one of our organists, Gina Simpson. 
 
Mark 4:35-41 
On that day, when evening had come, he said to them, ‘Let us go across to the other 
side.’ And leaving the crowd behind, they took him with them in the boat, just as he was. 
Other boats were with him. A great gale arose, and the waves beat into the boat, so that 
the boat was already being swamped. But he was in the stern, asleep on the cushion; 
and they woke him up and said to him, ‘Teacher, do you not care that we are 
perishing?’ He woke up and rebuked the wind, and said to the sea, ‘Peace! Be still!’ 
Then the wind ceased, and there was a dead calm. He said to them, ‘Why are you 
afraid? Have you still no faith?’ And they were filled with great awe and said to one 
another, ‘Who then is this, that even the wind and the sea obey him?’ 
 

*     *     *     *     *     *     * 
 
Brandi says in an article done by NPR that when she co-wrote the song, “The Eye” her 
partner, Catherine, was nine months pregnant and that there was very little she could 
control except her dog.  
 
In her book, she speaks of the stress and strain of being a lesbian woman in the midst of 
her partner’s pregnancy. As the one who wasn’t carrying the baby, she felt a wide range 
of emotions often felt by a father. She wasn’t sure what role she could play in the 
process of pregnancy. She lamented the way men are treated along the journey of 
pregnancy that disempowers them in a time when they were needing to be empowered 
for the sake of their partner. She felt disempowered as she weathered this “storm”. 
 
The line, “You can dance in a hurricane, but only if you're standing in the eye” wasn’t 
hers. Her bandmate wrote that. She was jealous of it. Not in a competitive way, but in a 
way that marveled at what he had created. She knew that what was written needed to 
take the place of what she had previously created and she allowed it to become 



something new. So, the song that her bandmate had written was melded with her work 
and the song, “The Eye”, was what came as a result.  
 
The song spoke to the storms that had been a part of her life. The storm of addictions, 
her own and her fathers. The storm of disappointment in an industry where she was 
often seen as an outlier, as a gay woman. The storm of broken relationships. The storm 
of doubt in herself. The storm of watching the woman she loved carrying their child. 
 
In our scripture today, Jesus was found sleeping in the boat. The storm that surrounded 
the disciples may or may not have been a hurricane, but the type of the storm wasn’t the 
problem was it. While the disciples were situated in the same boat as Jesus, their 
proximity to him didn’t do them any good either. You can be close to Jesus and still be 
swept away in a storm, in other words. For his part, Jesus had placed himself in the eye 
of the storm, while the disciples allowed themselves to be caught up elsewhere in the 
howling winds of doubt and fear and everything else that batters the soul when mortal 
danger draws near.  
 
The eye of the storm is a place of freedom. A place to dance. In the eye of a storm, our 
sacred story tells us, is a place where one can stare certain death in the face and say, 
“Not my will but your will be done.” In the eye of the storm the Apostle Paul said, “That 
he considers everything a loss compared to the surpassing greatness of knowing Christ 
Jesus as Lord.” Both Jesus and Paul in those situations were in a storm, they just 
weren’t tossed about in the storm because of how they had situated themselves.  
 
And so, the song, “The Eye” makes me wonder aloud with you all this morning, not so 
much if any of us are encountering storms (because that seems like a given), but where 
we are situating ourselves amidst the storms that come in our lives. Can you still dance? 
Can you feel the harsh wind howl or is it merely flowing through your hair as you twirl 
about, freely?  
 
How does one dance in a storm anyway? That sounds like sacred ground. Not the type 
of thing one expects to find in some secular song. There are lines you know, that have 
been drawn: the sacred and the profane. I wonder if the priests who used to enter the 
holy of holies once a year ever sang in there? “You can dance in a hurricane…but only if 
you’re standing in the eye.”  
 
Amen? Amen. 
 
 
 
 



 


