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Grace, mercy, and peace to you, from our Lord and Savior, Jesus the Christ.  Amen 

 

Oh, it would get worse for them.  Way worse.  But for now, it was bad enough.  The fear.  The wondering 

if any help would come.  If they would live to see the morning.  The word they used was “tortured.”  That 

is what it was like.  Not trouble.  Not blasts.  Torture. 

 

What am I talking about here? 
 

I am talking about the disciples in the boat, when Jesus wasn’t there.  He had gone away to pray, but he told 

them to get in the boat, to meet him in the morning on the other side of Galilee.  But it wasn’t an easy 

cruise across the lake.  This time the wind was against them.  The waves battered the boat.  In Greek, the 

word is “tortured.”  When you are already fearful, already anxious, it doesn’t take much to get you to jump.  

A sudden noise.  An abrupt heaving of the sea, after a few seconds of calm.  The waves were torturing the 

boat – and those in it.  Would they live to see morning?  And where was Jesus, who told them to be there? 

 

I could be talking about the happenings in Charlottesville, Virginia.  White supremacists gathered there for 

a rally.  They seem to be afraid of those who are different from them.  So afraid they have gone to hatred of 

the other.  Also gathered in Virginia were people I know, some who are pastors and bishops of the Church.  

They went to counter the scheduled white supremacist protest.  To provide a witness of love and peace, 

following the example of Jesus.  They went to stand with and for “the least of them.”  Whoever is attacked.  

They were ready to put their bodies between the hate of the KKK, Nazis, and alt right protesters and any 

counter-protesters.  On Friday night, many of them gathered in a church in Charlottesville, for a prayer 

service.  The 1,000 white supremacist protesters surrounded the church with torches and chants of hate.  A 

Facebook friend at the service posted a photo of a white male pastor holding a young African-American 

girl – both looking afraid.  They could not leave the church because of the mob outside.  Yesterday, a long 

line of pastors and maybe some lay people, too, sang hymns of God’s love, witnessing with voice and 

body, as they faced a line of men with assault rifles.  The men with assault rifles were not police.  Not 

national guard.  They were white power militias.  One of the white supremacists drove his car into a dozens 

of people.  One of whom died from her injuries; others are in hospital.  For those who went to witness for 

peace, the torture is not enduring the very real chance of injury and death from these white supremacists 

who are so afraid and full of hate – the torture is that the good news that Christ brought for all is being 

betrayed by these white supremacists – and sometimes in the name of Jesus.  In the 1920s the head of a 

KKK group in Indiana was leader in her Quaker Meetinghouse.  Some who call themselves Christian today 

give comfort to such haters.  But race hatred, like every kind of group hatred, is against Jesus and against 

our God.  As Paul wrote so forcefully to the Romans:  “There is no distinction between Jew and Greek.  

[Paul could have said, There is no distinction between black and white.]  The same Lord is Lord of all and 

is generous to all who call on him.” 

 

And while I can point my finger at the white supremacists who rallied in Virginia, and I have pointed my 

finger at them, I also confess, borrowing the words of Pastor Jennie Chrien:  “My hands are not clean.  I’ve 

never carried a torch or worn a hood, but I am a participant in the same systems that these white 

supremacists strive to maintain.  My parents were never denied a home loan because of their race.  My 

grandparents were never told which water fountain they were allowed to drink out of.  My great-

grandparents were never held as property.  My ancestors were not carried across an ocean in chains.  Every 

part of my life and my heritage has benefitted on account of the color of my skin, and that is sinful.”  I will 

go further than Pastor Chrien and say, it is not God’s will that some people benefit from the color of their 

skin while others are burdened because their skin is a different color.  On this issue, I can do better.  Each 

one of us can do better.  Each one of us can be truer to God’s vision of humankind:  that every person is 

treasured, loved, by God.  Not just in easy words – but in how we live our lives.  We can start by examining 

ourselves, what we say and what we do. 
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I’ll go first.  Some of you may remember my mentioning a little Facebook drama that happened in early 

July; how I got kicked out of a group.  A few weeks ago I had posted in another group exactly what I had 

done wrong, and how that still should not have been considered awful enough to kick me out.  In a later 

discussion on that same thread, a person minimized what I had gone through.  She suggested that my 

treatment was not abusive.  I responded that I had been treated like a slave.  Someone else noted (gently) 

that was an exaggeration.  And I realized it was worse than that. I had compared my minor oppression with 

the horrors of slavery.  It was outrageous that I had used the real suffering of tens of thousands of humans 

to make a rhetorical point.  Shame on me for that!  Immediately I edited my original post, confessing that I 

had made a remark comparing my position with that of a slave, and that I was wrong to do so, and was 

sorry.  I added that I would work to not be so insensitive in the future.  And I posted my confession and 

apology in other groups, too.  I could not unwrite what I wrote.  And even if I deleted it, some would have 

seen it.  God saw it.  To be honest, in person and on Facebook, is one of my highest values.  To confess and 

apologize is a small part of making things right.  And an important part of making things right.  Because we 

will all get something wrong, as we struggle against racism in our society and in ourselves. 
 

Being honest, confessing, and apologizing is what I expect of myself.  That is what I hope for from my 

church.  And my community.  That when we are wrong, to admit it, and work to make it better.  I will 

admit, the first few times, it can seem torturous, admitting how much I have disappointed myself.  It does 

get easier.  Not more fun.  But easier.  And Jesus will be with us. 
 

That night in that boat, without Jesus, it must have been hugely scary.  For many centuries, the boat with 

the fearful disciples has been a metaphor for the church of Christ.  Christ has ordered us in the boat, then 

left us.  He left the disciples to pray.  Jesus left the rest of the church when he ascended to heaven.  No 

doubt the disciples in the boat were asking, Where are you, Lord Jesus?  We ask today, as we pray that the 

evil of racism be banished from our nation and from our hearts, where are you, Lord Jesus? 
 

Verse 25:  “early in the morning Jesus came walking toward them on the sea.”  Literally, it was the 4th 

watch – sometime between 3 and 6 a.m.  Darkness.  The last watch before sunup.  As the waves were 

torturing the boat, as the disciples were wondering if they would live to see sunup, Jesus came to them.  

“Take heart; it is I; do not be afraid.”  Jesus came to them.  In a powerful way no one could expect:  

walking on the water.  In the darkest time of night.   
 

That is how Jesus comes.  In a powerful way we could never expect.  That is when Jesus comes.  In the 

darkest of times.  Perhaps Jesus is coming now, when racism is becoming more mainstream.  These white 

nationalists did not put on a mask, as the KKK used to do, years ago.  They do not care if we see their 

faces.  They feel safe in their race hatred.   
 

But Jesus didn’t come so that people full of race hatred could feel safe.  Jesus didn’t come so white people 

could make rules that ruin the lives of non-whites.  Or any who appears to be “other.”  Jesus came for all.  

All the others.  And for these haters.  But Jesus will not leave these racist haters, or every one of us who 

contributes to racial differentiation in our world, as we are.  Jesus is determined to save us.  From our 

hatred.  From our fear, which feeds our hatred.  Jesus will walk on water to get to us.  Jesus will encourage 

us to come to him, to venture onto the roiling water ourselves, as he did with Peter that night.  Jesus wants 

us to come to him.  To seek the One who loves every one.  And when we fall, when we fail, Jesus will be 

there.  Saving us. Giving us yet another chance to love and to trust in the One who Loves.  Amen 

 


