
            

19th Sunday in Ordinary Time  
Cycle A, 8.9.20 

1 Kings 19:9, 11-13/Romans 9:1-5/             
Matthew 14:22-33 

GOD CALMS OUR STORMS                            
AND QUIETS OUR FEARS 

 If you’ve never heard the Bible 
stories except in church and want to start 
reading the Scriptures on your own, this PP 
(Pandemic Period) is a good time to start. If 
you do, I always recommend beginning with 
the Gospels. The wonderful stories about 
Jesus are easy to visualize, like today’s 
gospel tale. In 1986 the level of the Sea of 
Galilee was extraordinarily low. Marine 
archaeologists discovered an ancient fishing 
boat in mud along its northwest shore, a 
little north of the ancient city of Magdala. 

 
Basing themselves on the type of 
construction, the pottery found nearby, and 
the results of carbon-14 testing, the experts 
concluded that the boat was built between 
40 BC and 70 AD. It was very likely the kind 
of boat mentioned in today’s story, the one 
used by the sons of Zebedee which included 
Andrew, James and John, Peter and the 
hired hands. The boat found in the mud was 
26½ feet long, 7½ feet wide and 4½ feet 
deep. Originally it had a sail. There were 
places for four oarsmen and a tillerman. A 
boat this size could hold a crew of five plus 
ten passengers, or the crew plus cargo, like 
a large catch of fish. 

 I find it fascinating to imagine that 
boat and the men in it because it brings the 
story to life. These were hard-working 
people; fishing wasn’t an easy occupation. 
And that Lake – Gennesaret – also referred 
to as the Sea of Galilee, even today is 
known for the sudden and violent storms 
that can erupt. Their boat that night was in 
trouble. The crew had already traveled well 
offshore by several miles. Visibility wasn’t 
good. The gospel says it was the “fourth 
watch” of the night, which would have been 
sometime between 3:00–6:00 in the 
morning. They were being tossed by the 
waves, at the mercy of nature – tired and 
cold in turbulent waters. And, as if the 
physical conditions weren’t threatening 
enough, they see a figure coming towards 
them on the water. Thinking it’s a ghost 
they’re terrified. Things couldn’t be worse 
for this motley crew of fishermen. Into their 
midst comes Jesus – hand outstretched to 
catch Peter and stop him from drowning; 
comforting presence for the others in the 
boat to stop the winds from wreaking havoc 
and restore peace and calm.  

 How desperately we need that 
outstretched hand and calming presence of 
the Lord in our lives these days. A priest 
friend of mine framed our situation so 
wisely when we spoke together last week. 
He said: I’m struggling to keep a balance 
between staying safe and staying sane.  
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We’re all bearing the daily burden of taking 
the critical precautionary measures 
necessary to keep ourselves, our families 
and communities safe. The masking and 
handwashing and distancing are pretty 
simple tasks; it’s the tedium and routine of 
it all that’s wearing on us. On the other 
hand, we’re looking for little ways to help 
each other not lose heart, to find moments 
of freedom and joy, little surprises to 
brighten the day and keep our sanity about 
us. 

How was it that Jesus could calmly 
walk across those troubled waters and be a 
bridge of safety and security for those poor, 
frightened fishermen? The beginning of our 
gospel story gives the answer: After he fed 
the people... and dismissed the crowds… 
Jesus went up on the mountain by himself to 
pray. The communion that Jesus shared 
with God – his Abba, his Father – gave him 
the strength and will to be a source of life 
for others. He received his true identity 
because of his relationship to God. As Jesus 
confirms in John’s Gospel: The Son cannot 
independently do a thing, only what he sees 
the Father doing…. The Father and I are 
one.  The urgent and even life-threatening 
issues surrounding us can cause us to 
become overwhelmed and begin to sink, 
just as doubt and fear overcame Peter. In 
truth, if we don’t live from within our own 
center of connection and communion with 
God, we’ll go spinning along with the 
circumstances of our lives… and we start 
sinking. Like Elijah who heard the tiny 
whispering voice of God we need that time 
of stilling our hearts and minds each day, so 
we too hear the quiet voice of God.  

Many people have found a practical 
way to do this through a practice called 
“Centering Prayer.” For those of us who 
were taught that prayer is primarily saying 
the “right” words in the “right” way, it can 

be difficult to open up our whole selves to 
God, but the blessing that comes to us 
when we do is a renewed sense of self as 
beloved by God and a new way of looking at 
the world as the dwelling place of the Spirit. 
Centering Prayer is simply sitting in silence, 
open to God's love for you and your love for 
God. This prayer is beyond thoughts, 
emotions, or sensations. Like being with a 
very close friend or lover, where words are 
not required, Centering Prayer brings your 
relationship with God to a level deeper than 
conversation, to pure communion.  

 
Peter began to sink when he looked 

away from Jesus. But as we continue to 
keep our eyes on the Lord, to see him 
looking at us, everything is eclipsed by faith 
and love. Dimly at first, and then more 
clearly, we see Jesus’ love for us and our 
love for him. From that center comes the 
power and strength we need to live out our 
Christian vocation even in the midst of the 
storm and the chaos. St. Francis de Sales 
said: Every moment comes to us with a 
command from God, only for that moment 
to pass on and plunge into eternity, there to 
remain forever what we made of it. In this 
storm-tossed time we’re experiencing – or, 
enduring – we each have an opportunity. 
When we wake after a night of sleep, 
maybe our first thoughts are less than 
noble, tangled as they sometimes get in a 
web of resentment or anxiety or worry at 
what the day might bring. But at some 
point, we have to know that rising from the 
bed is not unlike rising from the dead. Each 
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day holds forth both promise and peril, and 
it's up to each of us to decide how we will 
face what the day brings us.  It takes 
humility to realize that everything we have, 
all that we are, comes from the hand of 
God. There are forces in life over which only 
God has control – our life and our death, 
nature and creation, the winds and the 
weather. All we can do at times is humbly 
stand before these forces and acknowledge 
our place in God’s plan. God is the Creator; 
we, merely God’s creatures.  

 
Thomas Merton, the noted Trappist 

monk once said: My only task is to be what I 
am -- a person seeking God in silence and 
solitude with respect for the demands of my 
vocation, and fully aware that others too 
are seeking the truth in their own way. It is 
to the humble and receptive heart that God 
will respond. And even when God does not 
seem to respond, our task is to remain 
vigilant and to live in faith, no matter how 
little or floundering that faith may be at 
times. We seek the God of consolations, not 
the consolations of God. Dramatic displays 
make for a good show, but when it comes 
to a life lived in faith, hope and love, 
nothing is as powerful as a hand reaching 
for Christ when we think we’re sinking, or a 
mind and heart stilled in peace, listening for 
the quiet voice of God always speaking in 
our hearts. 

John Kasper, osfs 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 


