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“Fear not.” 

Few words of Jesus have been so misunderstood or weaponized. They have been flung at 

people who were grieving, frightened, sick, or overwhelmed, as though fear were proof 

that their faith had failed. 

I don't believe that is what Jesus is saying here. 

Notice where this story begins. The disciples are in the boat because Jesus told them to 

go. They have done exactly what he asked, and yet the wind rises against them. 

Faithfulness does not spare us from storms. 

That is an important truth. 

Many of us know what it feels like to be rowing into a headwind. Sometimes the storm is 

public. We see it in wars, political division, economic uncertainty, and a changing 

climate. Sometimes the storm is deeply personal. A diagnosis. A strained relationship. 

Loneliness. Grief. Financial stress. A future that suddenly feels uncertain. 

The storms are real. 

The Church has never been promised calm waters. The people of God have always lived 

in uncertain times. Every generation has known something of exile, loss, upheaval, and 

change. We sometimes imagine that faith should give us certainty, security, and safety in 

this life. 

But Scripture tells a different story. Abraham and Sarah walked without knowing where 

they were going. Moses stood before a sea with nowhere else to turn. Mary said yes 

without knowing what her future would hold. Again and again, God's people discover 

that faith is not certainty about tomorrow. Faith is trust in the One who walks with us 

today. 

Then, in the darkest part of the night, Jesus comes toward them. 

He does not begin by calming the sea. He does not magically transport them to shore. 

He comes into the middle of the storm. Before anything changes around them, Christ is 

already present with them. 

I find that comforting.  We often pray for God to remove our struggles. Sometimes that 

happens. Often it does not. Yet over and over again, the witness of Scripture is that 



God's first response is not escape but presence. Emmanuel. God with us. A presence that 

refuses to abandon us, even when the waves continue to rise. 

The disciples do not recognize him. 

Fear has a way of distorting our vision. It convinces us that every shadow is another 

threat and every uncertainty another reason to panic. They see Jesus and assume he 

must be a ghost. 

How often does fear do the same to us? Fear narrows our imagination. It tells us there is 

no future beyond this moment, no hope beyond this loss, no possibility beyond this 

disappointment. Fear is a poor guide because it rarely tells the whole truth. Fear speaks 

loudly, but it does not speak faithfully. 

Then comes the promise. 

"Take heart. It is I. Do not be afraid." 

Jesus does not say this because there is no danger. He says it because they are no longer 

facing the danger alone. 

Peter responds in the only way Peter knows how. 

"Lord, if it is you, command me to come to you." 

Jesus answers with one simple word. 

"Come." 

Peter climbs over the side of the boat. 

I've often wondered why we remember this story as Peter sinking. The greater miracle is 

that he got out of the boat at all. While everyone else stayed where it felt safe, Peter 

trusted enough to take a step into the impossible. 

And for a moment, he actually walks on the water. 

Then Peter notices the wind. 

It is as though he suddenly remembers what should be impossible. Fear rushes back. 

His confidence disappears. The waves become larger than the One who called him 

forward. 

How often does that happen to us? 



We begin something new with hope. A new chapter in life.  A new relationship. A new 

calling. We sense God inviting us forward. 

Then we notice the wind. 

The doubts return. The questions become louder than the invitation. We begin to 

wonder if we have made a terrible mistake. Fear disguises itself as wisdom. 

Uncertainty masquerades as discernment. The convictions that carried us this far 

suddenly seem fragile. 

Peter's story becomes our own. 

As he begins to sink, Peter offers one of the shortest prayers in the Bible. 

"Lord, save me." 

There is no eloquence. No polished theology. Just desperation. 

Perhaps that is another gift of this story. It reminds us that God is not waiting for perfect 

prayers. We sometimes think we need the right words before approaching God, but the 

Psalms, the prophets, and the Gospels all tell us otherwise. God hears the cry of the 

heart. Sometimes a whispered "help me" is the most faithful prayer we can offer. 

And Matthew tells us that immediately Jesus reached out his hand. 

Immediately. 

Jesus does not wait for Peter to become brave again. He does not stand at a distance 

offering advice. He reaches into the water and lifts him up. 

Only then does Jesus ask, "You of little faith, why did you doubt?" 

I no longer hear those words as criticism. 

I hear affection. I hear encouragement. 

It’s almost as though Jesus is saying, "Peter, you were already doing it. You were 

walking. You were much closer than you realized." 

Perhaps that is what Christ says to us as well. 

"You are closer than you think!” 

"You have more courage than you know!" 



“You are stronger than you see!” 

"Don't let the storm convince you otherwise." 

Faith is not the absence of fear. 

Faith is taking one more step while fear is still present. It is trusting that Christ is 

already reaching toward us before we ever find our footing again. 

The good news of this story is not that Peter walks perfectly. 

The good news is that he never sinks beyond the reach of Christ. 

And neither do we. 

Whatever storm you are carrying today, Christ does not call to you from the safety of the 

shore. 

He comes into the wind.​
He walks across the troubled waters.​
He reaches out his hand. 

And even when our faith falters, his love does not. 

So hear again the promise that is stronger than every fear: 

"Take heart. It is I. Do not be afraid." 

Amen. 


