
 
  
  
 I read a while back about a theory someone put forward as an explanation of Jesus 
walking on water. The person said that sometimes in a storm on the sea, depending on the 
time of year, a thin sheet of ice will form, enough to possibly make it so someone could 
walk on the water. Hence the miracle. Well, if I may be so bold, I don’t think that’s what 
makes this a miracle or a sign or whatever you want to call it. And let me be quick to say 
I don’t think Jesus walking on the water, ice or no ice, is the miracle either. No, the 
miracle lies elsewhere, I think; the miracle goes on in fact, right here, right now. 
 
 The disciples have just witnessed a different miracle. The large crowd next to the 
sea had grown hungry. The disciples ask Jesus to send them away so they can eat. And 
when Jesus says they should feed the crowd, they let him know they only have a limited 
amount of food – five loaves of bread and two fish. And you know what happens. They 
pass around the bread and the fish and everyone, five thousand people, eat until they are 
full.  
 
 The crowds are still there when Jesus gives an unremarkable order. “Go on ahead 
to the other side of the lake. I’ll stay behind and dismiss the crowds.” The disciples, full 
of food and no doubt riding high after witnessing this improbable feast, get in the boat 
and head toward the other side.  
 
 Often, geography in the gospels is also theology. On one side of the lake, the 
disciples are well-fed, they can testify to the generosity of a God who multiplies bread 
and fish. The huge crowds that come out to see Jesus hint at his growing popularity. 
When they get into the boat, they have every reason to believe that things are going to get 
better and better for them as they follow this Jesus who feeds and heals and teaches with 
such power. 
 
 And then the wind begins to blow. 
 
 Remember that it was starting to get late, around supper time, when Jesus tells the 
disciples to give them something to eat. They eat together. Jesus sends the disciples 
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away. Then he dismisses the crowd. Finally, he decides to go off to a private place so he 
can pray. Only then does evening come. And Matthew tells us the disciples are fighting 
battering waves and high winds.  
 
 They struggle all night. All night. The waves rock the boat. The disciples try 
desperately to overcome their force and get to the other side, all to no avail. There’s a real 
chance they will not make it. The meal they ate on the shore is a distant memory; now is 
only the reality of the hard fight. Now they are afraid. 
 
 I really appreciated Mary Sellers reminding us last Sunday evening that in many 
ways the days we are living in feel like in-between time. We know things are not like 
they used to be, back when we could go to parties and embrace one another and share a 
meal. I walked through Wilson Hall not long ago and was flooded with the memories of 
so many meals there, Nancy and her crew presiding over meat loaf or vegetable soup or 
taco salad. You could mark the calendar by the food we ate there. I remembered youth 
auctions, preceded by a magnificent lunch, all of us closely watching our bids in case 
someone else had their sights on it. I recalled all those renditions of “Happy Birthday” 
and sharing the birthday blessing and special treats. I remembered the joy I felt watching 
children run up to friends so excited to see them and give a giant bear hug.  
 
 Looking back, every time we gathered in that space there was an overflowing of 
generosity, an abundance of food, a crowd that recalled that one long ago by the sea, five 
thousand strong, shoulder to shoulder, eating until full, marveling at the blessings of God. 
 
 Now, when I walk through this hall, I feel a strong wind, and the turbulence of 
battering waves. More than once I’ve thought, “When will be on the other side of this?” 
How much longer will this hall stand empty? We are so clearly in-between. And who 
wants to be in-between? No, we find ourselves pining for the past, trying to re-create it, 
or trying to convince ourselves that nothing has changed; or, we spend our days longing 
for it to be over, to be safe on the other side, to be back to “normal.” 
 
 In such a state, it is hard to live in the present, as Mary Sellers reminded us last 
Sunday. Fighting the wind, rowing against the waves, straining forward, all make it 
harder to know how to live, how to love, how to give, how to be, in the here-and-now.  
 
 And that’s where the miracle – the real miracle – comes to us, in the early 
morning, after the all-night struggle, walking on the high waves, walking into the mighty 
wind, walking toward us, toward the trouble. 
 



 It is so easy to dismiss what we see, to think it unreal, or to think it is someone 
meaning us harm. In fear, we cry out, “It is a ghost!” We’ve battled so long – the months 
of unemployment, the weeks of sickness, the grind of bad news sloshing around like so 
many waves – that the sight of grace, the presence of Christ…we’re just not sure.  
 
 “If it is really you, bid me come out on the water with you.” I love Simon Peter in 
this moment. After fighting the wind and the waves all night, unsure of who this strange 
figure is, even so, against all odds and good sense, he takes that one step, that one step 
beyond his fear, that one step beyond his circumstances, that one step in the moment of 
in-between. Peter cannot take the step alone, the ability to take it is itself grace. 
 
 It is a miracle, that one step, a much bigger miracle than walking on water. That 
one step is an act of faith and profound trust. That he took that step is a sign that 
resonates with the church he helped found right to the present day. The church in this in-
between time is not left alone. Here in this very moment it is possible for us to take that 
one step – to love our neighbor, to feed the hungry, to stand up with the oppressed, to 
take the one step of asking for help, to take the one step of being generous, of staying 
connected. Christ is at work, here and now, making all things new, transforming the 
world into the shape of the cross, redeeming us through suffering love. He’s right there, 
on the troubled water, beckoning us to take that one step. 
 
 And yes, Peter take his eyes off Jesus and begins to sink. All the fears rush back, 
and he cries out. But don’t let that take away from the miracle of that one step. After all, 
Jesus is there even then, in Peter’s sinking, in his renewed fear, and he takes him by the 
hand, joins him in the boat, pronounces his peace, and leads them to the other side. 
 
 It is a miracle, that one step. We can take it now. And no matter what normal looks 
like on the other side, Christ is still the Head of the Church, he still comes to us on the 
water, and he still summons that miraculous step. Let us take it together. Amen. 
 
  
 


