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Tenth Sunday after Pentecost—PR14—Year A 

Genesis 37:1-4, 12-28 

Psalm 105:1-6, 16-22, 45b 

Romans 10:5-15 

Matthew 14:22-33 

 

So, last week, we had to keep one eye on Jesus. This week, we’ll have to keep our eye on Jesus, 

too, but it’s a different set of circumstances and a different set of issues. Last week, it was about 

how we were struggling to keep awake, weighed down as we were with the disquietude of 

this world, weighed down with anxiety and agitation pressing in upon us. This week, it’s not 

about being weighed down with sleep; in fact, it is quite the opposite. This week, we’re in the 

hypervigilant zone; this week, we’re in adrenalin city. 

 

But first, we have to back up and see how we got here. 

 

A mere 22 verses ago, back at the beginning of chapter 14 in Matthew’s gospel, we were 

watching Herodias ask her father for John the Baptist’s head on a platter to appease her 

mother. We watched his disciples come and take John’s body and bury it. The text isn’t clear 

if these disciples are John’s disciples or Jesus’ disciples—I don’t think it much matters—the 

point is, these disciples were devastated, and after burying John, they go to tell Jesus all that 

has happened to his beloved cousin. You can just about hear Jesus’ heart break at this news. He 

hops in a boat and he withdraws from there seeking out a lonely place apart. He’s got to get 

some space to sort through this news, to sort it through with God. 

 

 

 

But the crowds won’t let him be. They follow him around the lake and when he steps off the 

boat at his lonely place apart, it’s not so lonely. It’s well over 5,000 people by the time you 

count all the men, women, and children. They are sick; they are in need of healing; and they 

are hungry. No food trucks out in this lonely place apart, no seaside café’s, no mom and pop 

groceries, nowhere to get any food. Jesus knows there’s enough, if they can just see what they 

do have, but he’s got to work through the scarcity mindset of his disciples and quicken their trust 

just a bit. After blessing those five loaves of bread and two fish, he gave them to the disciples 

who gave them to the crowds. When it was all said and done, twelve baskets full of broken 

pieces were leftover after the 5,000+ were fed.  
 

That’s quite a day’s work when your heart is breaking with grief. 

 

After putting on that big feed, Jesus is done, done, done. He sends the disciples off in the boat, 

he dismisses the crowds, and he finally heads up that mountain to pray, and as the sun sets, 

he is finally, finally alone. 

 

And before we move on, let’s just note here that life is life and stuff happens that breaks our 

heart, and sometimes, the world conspires, and we have to keep tending to what is right in front 

of us; sometimes, we can’t just stop, and yet, perpetual motion and movement will not serve us 

for the long haul. Yes, Jesus was depleted when he stepped off that boat, and yes, Jesus trusted 
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that God would supply his need and the needs of those in front of him, but first chance he saw, 

he grabbed that alone time that he knew his soul needed.  

 

But even as he heads up that mountain, the winds are picking up.  
 

In other words, it’s still not a still time; the winds are still blowing, but he still steps out of the 

swirl. Sometimes, we have to keep moving, but when that happens, we have to look for that 

space when we can step out and get to that lonely place apart where God can bind the 

wounds of our heart. The truth is, it’s always going to be coming at us, and if we put off 

refilling our tank until things settle down, well, we’ll never fill our tank. Jesus had to have those 

times and spaces of replenishment with God, and if our Lord and Savior needed them, who are 

we to think we don’t. Jesus had to stop, and so do we. 

 

Back to the scene at hand. The winds are now raging, and he can see that boat the disciples 

are in being battered about, but he doesn’t come down that mountain until the fourth 

watch—that’s between 3:00 and 6:00 AM. But getting his tank filled first will make all the 

difference in what happens next. 

 

So, in those early morning hours, with that boat far from land, far from anything that feels 

solid and stable, being battered by the up-and-down motion of that stirred up sea with that 

strong, violent, tempestuous wind roaring and moving against them with hostility, in the 

midst of that hot mess, in that part of the night when there is no light at all, Jesus comes 

walking toward them on the sea. Somehow, the up and down motion of the waves didn’t jar 

him; somehow, the tempestuous wind moving against him didn’t deter him or blow him off 

course.  

 

When we take the time to get really grounded in God, we can walk through any storm on any 

sea and feel as though we are walking on solid ground. Want some of that? I want some of that. 

 

And when everything is helter-skelter, and you’re motion sick from the chaos that’s churning in 

your life, and you can’t hear the voice next to you for the roar of the wind that’s moving 

against you, and you see someone manifesting that kind of calm and peace walking toward 

you, well, you can’t even register that that’s possible—it’s terrifying, and that image of calm 

looks like a ghost, and in a weird way, that image of calm makes your fear seem that much 

more. No wonder the disciples cried out in fear. But immediately Jesus spoke to them and 

said what the angel’s always say, (pause) “Fear not! Take heart it is I; do not be afraid.” 

“Take heart it is I; do not be afraid.” “Do not be afraid.” If you need a mantra right now, just 

use that.  

 

In a week when many of us are feeling fear we haven’t felt since the 1960’s, with world leaders 

firing rhetorical bombs at each other, contemplating the use of unthinkable weapons; on a 

weekend that saw a White Nationalist protest on UVA’s campus in Charlottesville, Virginia 

Friday evening, complete with torches and chants of “You will not replace us. Jew will not 

replace us,” and the Nazi era “Blood and soil,” followed by violent clashes yesterday between 

White Nationalist protesters and counter-protesters, culminating in a car plowing into a crowd of 

counter protesters leaving one dead and nineteen injured in its destructive wake—at the end of 
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this week, on this Sunday morning, we, just like those disciples, are crying out in fear. And 

we, like they, need to take heart and take these words into our heart—“Do not be afraid.” 

 

Peter heard Jesus, but he couldn’t quite trust it. Got to test it a bit. We all do.  

 

Peter answered him, “Lord, if it is you, command me to come to you on the water.”  

 

[Jesus] said, “Come.”  

 

So Peter got out of the boat, started walking on the water, and came toward Jesus. But 

when he noticed the strong wind, when he sensed with all of his senses the intensity and 

violence and strength of those winds that were blowing, he became filled with fear and dread 

and terror, and when those feelings fill us up, we sink like lead, and we know we’re 

drowning. Peter knew it was bigger than him, and he cried out, “Lord, save me! Lord, 

make me whole! Lord, deliver me from this fear and dread and terror!”  

 

Jesus immediately reached out his hand and took hold of him, took possession of him. When 

we’re possessed by fear and dread and terror, something else, something stronger has to fill 

us to push all that fear out of our being. Immediately, Jesus took hold of him, and that lead 

dropped away from Peter. And as Jesus took hold of Peter, as Peter’s feet found solid ground 

in the midst of that turbulent, up-and-down sea, Jesus said to Peter what he says to all of us, 

“You of little faith, you who trust so little, why did you doubt?” 

 

Oh, it’s the eternal question, isn’t it? Why do we doubt? This word used for doubt, it’s only used 

twice in the New Testament—here and at the end of the gospel when the disciples are wrestling 

with Jesus’ resurrection presence—“and when they saw him they worshiped him; but some 

doubted.” The word actually comes from the root meaning “twice,” as in to think something 

twice, as in to second-guess. Doubt isn’t so much about believing the impossible, as it is about 

trusting the Presence that is right in front of you and all around you and solid under your 

feet even when you are walking on stormy seas; it’s about not second-guessing that as you are 

moving up-and-down and the winds are blowing hard against you, it’s about not second-

guessing the power of this Presence that is more than all of that.  

 

And it’s about trusting that, when you do second-guess that Presence—which you will—and that 

fear and dread and terror are starting to sink you, it’s about trusting that Jesus will still reach 

out to grab ahold of you, even with your lack of trust. You just gotta know that as his arm 

grabs yours, he’s gonna look you in the eye and ask why you don’t trust that his Presence is 

stronger than the storm. 

 

When they got into the boat, the wind ceased from its violence; it ceased its raging; it 

literally, grew tired and weary. Even those hostile and oppositional winds can’t blow forever 

in the face of the Peace and Calm that Passes All Understanding. And all those in the boat 

were overcome with reverence, that awe-filled holy reverence. And they recognized the 

truth and reality of who Jesus was, Son of God, one in whom the full Presence of God was 

pleased to dwell. 
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Sisters and brothers, I think it’s safe to say that storms are raging all around us, and we’re all a 

little motion sick with the turbulence of the waves. Strong and violent winds are blowing 

every which way, and no one is immune. Some of our storms are personal, known only to us; 

some are raging in our families, known only in our homes; some are blowing across this country 

ripping communities apart; and some are sweeping across the world battering boats that feel far 

too small to ride out this turbulence.  

 

BUT there is One walking toward us in the fourth watch of the night, in that part of the night 

when there is no light at all to guide us. There is One walking toward us who walks amidst all 

this turbulence with the solidity and confidence that only Presence grounded in that deep 

place can bring. We have got to keep our eye on him, and trust that when he bids us, 

“Come,” we can, indeed, walk with the grace and confidence and strength that he 

possesses. If our trust falters, we can trust that he’ll catch us. He is stronger than our fear; 

he is stronger than our dread; he is stronger than our terror. Holding on to him, we won’t 

sink. We’ll just have to answer for why we didn’t trust that his Presence would be enough 

in the first place. 
 

And as we grab ahold of his Peace, and as his Peace grabs ahold of us, those oppositional, 

violent, hostile winds will in time grow weary. And as the winds calm and the seas settle, 

we’ll see all the possibilities that you just can’t see when you’re worried about drowning. And 

we, in our battered little boat, will find our way to shore. But this time, when we step out and 

leave our boat behind, we’ll do so with a hard-won wisdom—from here on out, we’ll know that 

no matter where we’re walking, or what stormy turbulence we’re walking through, we’ll 

know and trust that our feet are on solid ground. Amen. 
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