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“Lord, if it is you, command me to come to you on the water.”  As Matthew tells the story, the words of Peter aren’t couched as a question, but even if you listen with only half an ear you hear beneath those words huge questions.  Jesus, are you real; Jesus, are you divine, are you the Christ; Jesus, do you have the command power of the Creator who commanded the whole creation to be; Jesus, do you have the power to hold and secure me?


You know, some of us grew up in churches in which questions like those were not tolerated.  Were you to come out of hiding and reveal yourself a doubter, were you to voice aloud any question about the divinity of Jesus or about miracles or about the Bible as dictated by God or about belief in Jesus as the only way to avoid eternal damnation and get to heaven, questions like that could hang around your neck the scarlet letter of apostasy, labeling you a non-Christian, even an atheist; questions like that could get you excommunicated.

Others of us grew up in churches in which questions could be asked, but we were not to seek answers of our own.  The preacher or the priest or a Sunday School teacher laid it on us – THE answer.  All we had to do was accept that answer.  The angst, bother, hard work of seeking our own faith answers was lifted from our shoulders.

You know, a lot of folks are comfortable with that way of handling matters of faith; it works for them.  Trouble is, it doesn’t work for all of us.  The pat answers, the officially prescribed answers, some of those answers resonate in us, but other answers that we’re told to accept, somehow they just aren’t acceptable.  We sense that there’s more to be said.  And so, we live with questions, questions which continue to haunt us, questions and more questions.
But sometimes we get it, we really get it, not so much an answer but a sort of knowing.  We get it; it gets hold of us, our whole selves, our thoughts and feelings and hopes and fears and spiritual yearnings, and we get it, can’t describe it, can’t put it in words, but there’s this knowing which bursts into bloom, and the questions explode, lose their haunting power, because we get it, the truth of Easter.  And it’s a walking on water moment.  And we leap out of the boat named “Ordinary Days.”  And we leap out of the boat named “Problems and Fears.”  And we leap out of the boat named “Illness and Pain.”  And we leap out of the boat named “Death and Grief.”  And the storm-troubled waters don’t trouble us.  We walk atop those waters, toward the outstretched hand of Jesus, toward that hand so full of love, so ready to secure, so willing to welcome and receive, and it’s a moment of glory, the glory experience.


But then, the “real world” impinges.  But then, the facts of life out shout the Alleluias.  But then, the questions come like a tidal wave to raise up the demons of the deep.  What about war?  What about babies beaten to death?  What about people starving to death?  What about hatred and bigotry and prejudice and injustice?  What about evil?  What about the craziness in our own lives?  Jesus, are you real?  But then, the “real world” intrudes, and we are terribly aware of the terrors, the realness of the problems and pains and anxieties which cause us to toss and turn at night, the realness of our human limitations, the realness of human mortality, and all of that becomes the weight of a concrete block to block the buoyancy of the glory moment.  The “real world” comes crashing down, like a dark shroud falling down to cover over the glory light.  And we begin to sink.  And we hear Jesus say, “Oh, you of little faith.”

Is he saying that we’re bad, that it’s sinful to sink like that?  Are his words meant to shame us?  I don’t think so.  I think his words are simply descriptive, just telling it like it is, understanding that that’s just the way we are.  It’s just the way of human spirituality; our spiritual innards, if you will, are quirky, one moment soaring in glory, the very next moment suspicious of the glory moment itself, unable to see that glory moments are as real as the real world.
But the sinking down, the inability to sustain the knowing, the inability to sustain that powerful, all-encompassing belief, it’s not just a function of our inner spiritual quirkiness.  Sometimes it’s prompted externally, by people who tell you that what you believe is wrong.
Those people who attack what you believe, they can be pretty persuasive, enough so that you can begin to lose confidence in the rightness of what you yourself believe, can begin to lose confidence in the trustworthiness of your own spiritual experiences.  They insist that if what you believe doesn’t conform to what they believe or if what you believe doesn’t conform to an official, church-approved credo, then what you believe is wrong.  They’ll say that your own spiritual experiences aren’t to be trusted.  They’ll say your beliefs aren’t those of a true Christian.  They’ll say you’re not really Christian, and you may begin wondering about that yourself, and begin to sink.

We can get really confused by all the voices telling us different and conflicting things about what we should believe.  And our own spirituality can take a beating in that confusion.  The part of us that needs to be free and open to the Sacred gets weighed down to worry about spiritual correctness, and weighed down like that, what else can happen but a sinking sensation?  Thing is, it is true that it really isn’t okay to believe just any old thing at all.  Why not?
It’s because what we believe greatly influences how we behave, and history will attest to the fact that there are beliefs which lead to atrocious behaviors.  That’s why we need a church, a community of believers we trust.  We need to be in a community of fellow believers, who aren’t afraid of questions and doubts, don’t force anybody into hiding.  We need a community in which we can let it come out, what we really believe, knowing that our beliefs and our questions won’t get squashed, and we won’t be labeled heretics or laughed at or looked down on, a community that will help us develop beliefs to secure our own spiritual path, along the way of Jesus.
But the beliefs you hold which don’t lead to gross behaviors, those beliefs are born in your own relationship with God, yours, not somebody else’s.  We’re different; we each have our own way of being with God, so why in the world would we expect anyone’s beliefs to be exactly like anyone else’s?  Claim your own beliefs and be glad in them.

So you come to the Easter story, the boulder rolled away, the empty tomb, the angel messengers, and you hold the belief that it’s literally historically factual, an event which happened.  You believe that a miraculous event happened, and that belief feeds your soul, and lifts you to the glory experience:  how good, how right!
Or you come to the Easter story, and the miraculous accoutrements of the story don’t speak to you at all, but you nonetheless recognize something profound.  The symbolic language and imagery leads you to believe the meaning of the story, about God and people and life and death, and that belief feeds your soul and lifts you to the glory experience:  how good, how right!
But suppose you come to the Easter story, to the glory story, yet you leave with no glory experience – does that mean there’s something wrong with you?  No; it’s a matter of timing, God’s timing.  Glory experiences are a matter of God’s timing, not ours.  Go back to Peter’s experience.  It wasn’t something in him that got the ball rolling; it didn’t begin with something Peter did; Peter didn’t start it.  Jesus started it by taking a step onto the water.  When the time was right for Peter to see, to know, Jesus came walking on the water.  It was a matter of God’s own timing.
So we come to the Easter story today, in a boat together, wanting the Easter story to lift us up to walk on water.  We don’t want our Easter experience to be nothing but bunnies and baskets, but neither do we want it to be nothing but beautiful flowers and a nice time with family and friends.  We want the glory story to elicit the glory experience, and for some it will happen today.
They’ll leave that empty tomb with the glory-filled women; they’ll leave that boat with Peter, as if walking on water.  Others will be more like Peter walking and sinking, sorta getting it, but not quite ready to trust it.  And others, they’ll sit in the boat a while longer – at least for today, the timing isn’t right.  Remember, the other guys in the boat with Peter didn’t leap out to walk on water.  Yet later when Jesus got into the boat with them, yet later, when the timing was right for them…

But you know what?  No matter how we leave the story today, whether we see it or don’t see it yet, that hand is outstretched to us all.  The hand of Jesus Christ is outstretched to us as we are, questions and all.  That hand so full of love and understanding is outstretched to every human being, to every single one of us, to secure us and welcome us and receive us in this life and in the life to come.  That’s the truth in the story about Peter, and that’s the truth in the Easter story.  May the glory of that truth be in what we say to each other today, when we say “Happy Easter.”
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