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Well, if this hasn't been a week to remember. When they talk about tropical 
storms and hurricanes making landfall, you usually expect something, and 
certainly when it is one that is as large as Katrina, or the one that hit Haiti about a 
year after I came to White Stone, or even Isabel, then you really do more to brace 
yourself for what is about to hit. 

But this one was supposed to be one that scooted right on by with some wind and 
rain. Even when I saw the night before it hit that it was expected to go right over 
the top of the Northern Neck, I knew there was a slight possibility that it could be 
bad, high water, more trees down, and hurricane force winds, 

But I, for one, did not truly expect what hit us here in White Stone. I guess you 
could say that I really was not prepared. I mean I brought stuff out of the yard, I 
knew I had gas in my vehicles, but I didn't pull out my generator or go fill the gas 
can for it. And to be honest, I did not need to. When I woke up Tuesday morning 
to the sound of rain and wind, and even turned the T.V. on to hear that we were 
at that very moment under a Tornado Warning, I was surprised. And in a matter 
of a couple of minutes, it was over. But my neighbors, Burch and Kendall, Gene 
and Susan Dix, Ms. Mimzee, and all the ones that live down along the river had 
lost their power. 

And then when I heard about the tree in Alice's house, then Ocran Road and all 
the folks that live back there, Maxine, and Doug, Betty and John, Iris Treakle, 
and so many others who really had it bad. I was astounded. 

So many battered by the waves and the wind, that whether you were prepared or 
not, found yourselves, like me, stunned and perhaps more afraid in the aftermath 
than you were before. Maybe it is because it is the aftermath, if we survive, that 
we must deal with. In just a matter of minutes, lives were uprooted, and changed 
forever. We have seen things like this before, we may have even been through a 
few and came out unscathed. But our perspective can change in an instant, when 
we realize that our lives are in danger. 



That is where Peter and the other disciples find themselves in Matthew's Gospel. 
Jesus has stayed behind as he sends the disciples on ahead without him. The 
biblical Scholar from The Interpreter's Bible points out that this is the first time in 
Matthew's Gospel that the disciples are physically separated from Jesus. And it is 
something that Jesus has intentionally done. In some ways it very well may be 
foreshadowing what is to come. But most definitely the disciple are sent to the 
boat. 

But they have not intentionally left the shore, they were waiting for Jesus. Most 
likely they have even already hoisted the anchor because they thought Jesus was 
right behind them. As they wait, the wind and the waves begin to pound the boat, 
and it shifts them out into the lake. So much so that by the time Jesus reaches 
the shoreline, they are already a good way out. 

It is dark, the boat is rocking to and fro, and all of them are scared. And just when 
they thought it could not get any worse without dying, they see what appears to 
them, a ghost walking towards them on the water. But Jesus tells them, "Do not 
be afraid, "It is I". 

And Peter responds, If it is really you, command me to come to you on the 
water." 

Now here is a little interesting information about that verbal exchange. When 
Jesus tells them, "It is I" he is not telling them, "Hey guys, relax, it's just me, Jesus, 
remember your ole pal. He is reminding them of what the scriptures tell us is 
God's name. "I am who I am." And it is I who spoke forth over the chaos and 
created land and life. It is I who speaks to the winds and the waves. 

And Peter's words, are more than just being unsure that it was Jesus, His words 
echo the words of Satan when Jesus was tempted in the desert, If you really are 
the Son of God, then command these stones to become bread. 

But I love Jesus's response to Peter. It was well come on then, I am not going to 
stop you. Peter had permission to do something he should have never been able 
to do in the first place, Only God can do that. But Peter did, for about two 
seconds. And then he fell right in. 



But you see, there are two points here. The first is that having even a little faith 
got him at least that far. If faith even in the face of his fear and doubt, can lead us 
to just take that first step that is so much more than what the other 90% will do. 

Faith is what we must have to just begin our journey down a dangerous and rocky 
road, or over a treacherous and stormy sea. If we do not have faith, then the 
boat ride will be a long and hard one. 

The second point here is that Jesus was there. When they thought he was still 
back on dry land, he was actually right there by the boat, ready to catch Peter and 
whoever else may have taken that faithful step. 

Having faith in Christ is not just hoping that Christ will be there, but it is knowing 
that whatever happens, Christ is there. Because that is where he always is. 

Having faith does not mean that the journeys we take will be easy and smooth or 
that we will always come out unscathed. Peter didn't, he almost drowned. At the very 
least he got very wet.  He may have been somewhat embarrassed for having 
doubted Jesus yet again. And slightly annoyed that it always seems to happen to 
him, but nevertheless, Jesus was there. 

And that is the bigger point I want you to see. For our lives are just like this 
picture of the disciples in that boat. First, we are all in it together, no matter 
what individual thing you may have going on in your life, we are all in this boat 
called life together. And there is always going to be battering winds and waves. 
Just like the sea, that is the way of life. 

And if this year hasn't proved it, I don't know what can. First the political scandal, 
then the Covid 19 pandemic, then there was and still is the social unrest over the 
racism we struggle with, and then we can throw in all of our own personal 
tragedies and scares, then we come to this past week and the storm that hit our 
lives, literally. And yet we survive, we woke up and most of us looked outside and 
said, thank you God, as bad as it was, it could have been so much worse, and we 
began to check on each other, we began to act like neighbors the way God wants 
us to. 

If you go back to Genesis, when God created the heavens and the earth, 
remember that it all began as nothing more than a great big void, a void is 



nothing more than chaos. As my kids would say, it's a hot mess. And yet out of 
that, the Great I am spoke and began to establish order in the midst of it. 

Now chaos is still there, it has never gone away, if it did, so would the substance 
of the order we like to call home, our happy place. That is the substance of our 
lives. They are ordered out of chaos. And the only way we can not only survive, 
but find a way to thrive, is to put our trust in the one who can conquer those winds 
and waves, and even walk upon them. 

When we do, the boat ride can still be a rough one, but it is one that we know we 
can handle, because we have Jesus, the Great I am. 

So the next time you are battered by the wind and the waves, remember who it  
is that is right there beside you, and that he is there all the time. 

 


