
Proper 14 A 2014 

 

Genesis 37:1-4, 12-28 

Psalm 105:1-6 

Romans 10:5-15 

Matthew 14:22-33 

 

We are awash in a sea of bad news. 

Turbulent and confusing, 

Overwhelming and bewildering, 

The bad news threatens to drown us. 

 

Maybe for you it’s some personal setback: 

A test that was positive when you prayed it would be negative, 

Or negative when you hoped it would be positive.  

A loved one lost. 

A confidence betrayed.  

 

Or maybe it’s the news of the world 

That threatens to bring you down. 

Ebola in Africa 

A dam seized by terrorists in Iraq, 

Planes falling out of the sky, 

Gaza.  

 

Homelessness and hunger in our own midst.  

 

Like Joseph in the pit,  

Like the disciples in a fragile boat, 

tossed on a wild and stormy sea, 

we see danger and disaster all around us. 

Joseph is trapped in a hole 

With no water, 

He can’t move, 

And there nothing to see but the empty sky. 

The disciples are adrift in a storm, 

Nothing to see but water, 

Nothing to hold them fast.  

 

Trapped or adrift, 

Like them,  

We’ve lost control  

Of the things that gave us comfort, 

And we can’t see a way out, 

Or around, or through.  
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This is the moment 

For Jesus to come to us across the water, 

Reaching out his hands in love. 

 

If only it were so simple. 

 

Sometimes, 

Every once in a great while, 

Jesus does come, 

At the moment of greatest need, 

And lift us up,  

Like a lost and broken lamb 

And carry us home 

To safety, hope, and healing. 

But that’s a different story 

Than the one we hear today. 

 

In this story, 

We don’t know him when he comes.  

 

We so often don’t see God at work, 

Don’t recognize Jesus when he comes, 

Don’t feel the Holy Spirit as she passes by. 

 

In the Joseph story, 

It takes years for all the harm to unwind, 

Years of betrayal and fear and oppression, 

Years of uncertainty, 

Of hard work and vision and hope. 

It is not clear to Joseph, 

When they fish him out of the pit, 

That things are going to get better.  

It’s a long story, 

And most of the way through, 

God is hidden. 

 

God is hidden  

In the long and complicated story of Joseph, 

And hidden in the person  

Of Jesus walking on the water. 

The disciples in the boat 

Think Jesus is a ghost, 

Until they hear his voice.   

 

This is a beautiful story, 

With all the features we love to see and hear: 
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Fear, danger, mistaken identity, 

Trial and testing, rescue, 

And, in the end, 

A peaceful calm.  

 

It’s a beautiful story, 

And, if we hold it lightly, 

And let it unfold, 

If we let it hold us, 

It may yield its gifts. 

But, because it’s a gospel story, 

Too often 

We weigh it down with expectations  

And hem it in with demands. 

 

We need something to cling to, 

And we clutch at stories like this, 

We hold them around the neck  

And take them down to the bottom with us. 

 

We take the miracle stories like this one, 

Like the feeding of the multitude with loaves and fishes, 

and we shake them until the pieces fall apart. 

 

Depending on our tradition, 

Our own character, 

And our needs, 

We demand different things of a story like this. 

 

Some say, 

Even if it defies reason, 

It must have happened this way. 

If you have faith, 

You will believe that it happened 

Just the way the story tells it.  

 

Others say, 

This defies reason. 

It cannot have happened this way 

By the power of God. 

There must be a rational explanation. 

 

Both assert  

That it “really happened.” 

The difference is – how did it really happen? 
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And then, of course, 

There is a third way, 

That says, 

This is “just a story,” 

But it’s a powerful image of how God can work in our lives. 

It’s a symbol, 

A metaphor. 

We can learn, 

From this story, 

Valuable lessons about our life in God.   

 

All these ways offer,  

To different people, 

Different traditions, 

Some ways of finding safety  

In the storm. 

 

Each of us, individually,  

Goes to one or more of these places 

At least some of the time. 

 

And, together, 

We do something more. 

It’s one of our gifts.  

 

It seems to me 

That one of the things we do here, 

At St. Andrew’s – 

One of the things that makes us thrive – 

Is that – sometimes – we can stand in some dynamic, 

Fluid, complex place of tension 

And derive meaning from the dance. 

 

We are a community that prizes openness, 

That’s where we begin, 

How we move, 

Where we’re going. 

 

We can live in a story like this 

Without needing answers, 

At least not right away,  

Or all the time. 

 

So come into this story again, 

A story where we might discover, 

Instead of an answer, 
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A gift for right now. 

 

This is a time of uncertainty for us 

At St. Andrew’s. 

Change is everywhere, 

All around us. 

Inside and outside these walls, 

It’s the same little church, 

And at the same time it’s changed, 

And though that’s exciting, 

It’s also demanding and tiring, 

And, inevitably,  

Leads to conflict. 

We’re doing the things we need to do  

To follow our vision  

And live into our mission, 

But we’re doing them with fewer resources than we really need, 

Believing that our trust and efforts will yield abundant fruit. 

 

Like the disciples, 

We’re being tossed about on steep waves, 

With strong and shifting winds whirling against us. 

 

There is only one thing 

That keeps us safe. 

 

It is only Jesus, 

Who calls to us across the water, 

Only the presence of Jesus  

That makes this boat ride 

An act of courage. 

 

Without Jesus, 

It’s simply rash. 

 

But Jesus calls us, 

And listening to his voice, 

We can set out across the water. 

If we’re going towards him, 

We’re going in the right direction.  

 

But we’re human. 

That means that sometimes, 

We can’t help it, 

We take our eyes off his face, 

We look around at the storm, 
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And then – this is really scary – 

We look down and there’s only water under our feet. 

 

That’s when anybody – anybody – 

Would start to sink.  

 

“Why did you doubt?” 

That’s what the story says Jesus said. 

 

I’m not so sure that’s what he said, 

Because doubt was not what Jesus cared about – 

Or at least, not the doubt we think about 

When we think we know what doubt means. 

 

We can talk about the usual kinds of doubt another time – 

It has little to do with what is or is not true – 

Really the word means being of two minds about something. 

 

But the word Jesus uses here – 

Or the word the story says Jesus used – 

Is a special word 

That really means “waver.” 

 

“Why did you waver?” 

You were heading out across the water, 

your eyes on the prize, 

and then you wavered. 

You lost your balance.  

Until Jesus reached out his hand. 

 

You of little faith, he says,  

Why did you waver? 

 

Jesus did care about what he called “little faith.” 

If faith is at least in part about relationship, 

Then little faith is a faith  

That can’t hold the thread,  

Can’t keep eye contact 

With the one who is always looking at us in love. 

 

That’s the story we need to hear. 

That’s a story for us, 

Right here, right now. 

When we waver, 

And start to sink, 

There is one who will reach across the water, 
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And draw us close, 

and bring us where we need to be.  

 

We can trust 

That this is true.  

 

We are awash in a storm of bad news. 

Our own fears and sorrows, 

The pain and violence and terror of the world, 

The choking and gasping of the earth itself, 

And the challenges in this haven of hope, 

This sanctuary in the city.  

All these surround us, 

And we cannot make them go away. 

There are so many ways we could founder, 

Lose heart, 

Let go and sink. 

The bad news is real, 

And there is more of it every day. 

 

But the good news is better  

Than the bad news is bad. 

 

The good news is that Jesus is here among us. 

For real. 

He is here in bread and wine, 

In the ways we tell the good news, 

In the faces of our friends 

And the outstretched hand of the stranger. 

He is here as truly as he was with the disciples 

In the midst of the storm.  

 

And we who gather here, 

To share the story, 

To share the real presence of the holy in our midst, 

We who gather here 

Can live the story  

In such a way that it is true  

All over again. 

 

The disciples were in a boat, 

In a storm. 

Jesus came to them across the water, 

And called forth his most rash and bold disciple 

Who started strong, 

And wavered, 
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And nearly sank, 

And, clinging to Jesus, 

Regained his footing and finished the journey. 

 

Did it really happen? 

Is there an explanation? 

Is it a metaphor, a symbol, an image? 

Does it matter? 

 

Yes.  

One way or another, this story is true.  

And it’s our story,  

To live now.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


