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In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit!

Today's Gospel reading is one that many of us remember fondly from
our childhood. I know I do. I recall the first time I heard this story. I
could picture it so vividly: our Lord Jesus Christ, walking calmly
across the water, as though the sea beneath His feet were nothing
more than solid ground. As a child, that image captured my whole
imagination. Everything else in the reading seemed to fade into the
background. It probably barely registered with me at the time.

But the longer we walk with Christ, the more we realize this passage
is far richer than we ever imagined as children. This passage speaks
directly to the struggles we carry, the fears we hide, and that deep,
quiet longing for God that never really leaves us.

So today, I invite you to journey with me through this familiar story
once more, but perhaps with new eyes.

Just before today's Gospel, Christ had done something extraordinary.
He fed a multitude of people who had followed Him out into the
wilderness. Five thousand men, not even counting the women and
children, who were surely there too, were fed with only five loaves
and two fish. And He did not only feed their stomachs to satisfaction;
their hearts and souls were nourished by His teaching as well. There
was so much abundance, in fact, that the leftovers were gathered up,
ready to bless still more people in need.



After this beautiful miracle, Christ knew something in His heart: the
time of His departure from this world was drawing nearer. And so, in
that quiet moment, He desired something very simple and very
human. He wanted to be alone, to withdraw, to speak with His
Heavenly Father in prayer.

So He sends His disciples off in the boat, and He climbs the mountain
alone. Saint John Chrysostom offers us a beautiful insight here. He
tells us that Christ does this "to teach us that loneliness and retirement
are good, when we are to pray to God." Isn't that a gentle and loving
reminder for us today? How often do we find ourselves rushing
through our prayers, distracted, our minds pulled in a dozen
directions? Christ, in His humility, shows us the importance of
quietness, of stillness, of finding that sacred corner of silence where
we can truly meet God. He did this not because He needed to learn
how to pray; but because He wanted to teach us, His beloved children,
how to pray.

Meanwhile, down on the sea, ordinary life continues. The disciples
are in their small boat, making their way across the water. The
evening breeze is gentle, almost soothing, brushing against their tired
faces after a long day. I imagine them chatting quietly among
themselves; perhaps reflecting on the miracle they had just witnessed,
marveling at their Master, wondering aloud who this man really is.

Little did they know that soon they would come to proclaim Him as
the Son of God Himself.

But then, as so often happens in life, everything changes in an instant.
The wind begins to rise. The waves grow larger and more violent. A
storm is brewing, and though the Sea of Galilee is a relatively small,
landlocked body of water, such sudden storms were, and still are, very
real and very dangerous.



The little fishing boat is tossed about mercilessly. The disciples,
seasoned fishermen though many of them were, find themselves
powerless against the fury of the wind and waves. Their peaceful
conversation is shattered, replaced by fear and desperation. They cry
out, "Lord, save us! We are perishing!"

Dear brothers and sisters, does this not sound so very familiar to us?
Are we not, each one of us, like those disciples in that little boat,
tossed about on the waves of our own lives? Our earthly life is so
often compared, in the hymns and prayers of our Church, to the sea,
sometimes calm and gentle, sometimes wild and terrifying.

Think about it: when the sea is calm, it is beautiful. Smooth, bright,
peaceful. And so it is with our lives when things are going well; when
our health is good, our families are at peace, our work is steady. Life
flows along gently, and we feel secure.

But then, as it always does, the wind picks up. Storms come. Illness
strikes. Relationships break down. Temptations grow stronger. Sin
creeps in and takes hold. The passions that we thought we had under
control suddenly surge like great waves, threatening to overturn
everything we hold dear. Life, which once seemed so steady, becomes
chaotic and frightening, especially for those who are young in the
faith, still finding their footing on the path of Christ.

And here 1s something worth reflecting on: notice that the Lord does
not rush immediately to calm the storm. Why is that, do you think?
Why does He let His disciples struggle for a time before coming to
their aid?

Saint John Chrysostom gives us a tender and honest answer: "The
Lord delays rushing to the rescue in order to teach us that, when we
are suffering sorrows or pains, we should endeavour to bravely endure
them, rather than asking to be immediately free from them."



This is not because Christ is indifferent to our suffering: far from it!
Rather, He 1s shaping us, strengthening us, teaching us patience and
trust.

We should also remember that this was not the first time the disciples
had faced a storm at sea. There was an earlier occasion (recorded in
Matthew 8) when Christ was physically present with them in the boat
during a storm. But now, He deliberately allowed them to face the
storm without His visible presence; not to abandon them, but to
deepen their faith, to teach them that even when He seems far away,
He is never truly absent from our lives.

Saint John Chrysostom adds something beautiful here too. Christ sent
them out without Him in order to stir up in them "a greater longing for
Himself, and a continual remembrance of Him."Is this not exactly
what we need in our own spiritual lives? A constant, burning longing
for Christ? A remembrance of Him woven into every moment of our
day, not just when things go wrong, but always?

As the Prophet Jeremiah cried out, "But Thou knowest me, O Lord.
Thou seest me. Thou dost test my devotion to Thyself" (Jeremiah
12:3). The Lord knows us intimately, and He knows that nothing
draws us back to Him quite like difficulty and hardship. This is why
even the holiest men and women throughout Scripture faced trials.
Not because God delighted in their suffering, but because through the
fire of testing, they were refined like gold, made pure and strong.

And so, in the depths of the storm, Christ finally descends from the
mountain and begins walking across the raging sea toward His
disciples. But here's the twist: they do not recognise Him! In their fear
and exhaustion, they imagine Him to be a ghost, some terrifying
apparition. Their fear, which was already great, now seems to
multiply.



How often do we experience the very same thing? Saint Chrysostom
observes that often, just when we think we are finally escaping our
troubles, they seem to multiply instead. Just when we believe relief is
near, the situation appears to worsen.

But take heart, dear brothers and sisters. The victory always, always
belongs to Christ. Our task is simply to trust Him, to hold onto faith
even when everything around us seems uncertain. Our sufferings,

however painful, are but small reflections of His own suffering on our
behalf.

St. Paul reminds us beautifully: "As Christ's sufferings overflow to us,
so Christ makes our comfort overflow" (2 Corinthians 1:5), and
elsewhere, "I delight to suffer for you now, and in my body am
enduring what still needs to be endured of Christ's sorrows for His
body, which is the Church" (Colossians 1:24).

And then — oh, what a beautiful moment! — Christ speaks to His
terrified disciples: "Have courage. It is I. Do not be afraid." Those
simple words, "It is I," actually carry the weight of the divine Name
itself: "I AM". The very Name God revealed to Moses, the Name
Christ claims for Himself elsewhere in the Gospel of John.

In this moment, Christ is not just comforting frightened friends; He is
revealing His divine authority over creation itself, over the wind and
the waves, over every storm we will ever face.

And immediately, everything changes. Wherever Christ 1s present,
fear can not remain. Joy replaces terror. Darkness gives way to light.
The moment Christ steps into the boat, the wind ceases, and peace is
restored.



That little boat represents each of our homes, each of our hearts. If
you are weary from the storms of life. And who among us isn't, at
times? Then I invite you, I urge you, to welcome Christ not merely as
an occasional visitor, but as the true Saviour and Guardian of your
life, every single day.

Let us, like the Apostle Peter, fall reverently at His feet and confess
with all our hearts: "Thou art the Christ, the Son of the living God."

Amen!



