“I am the vine, you are the branches; abide in me and you will bear much fruit.” John 15:5
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Walking on Water
Not so long ago, a priest was talking about how hard it is to take
the Bible seriously in these modern times.
Imagine, he said, if after the service, we broke up into groups
and went out two by two into the neighborhood, knocking on doors
and offering to heal the sick and raise the dead.
Why, they’d either look at us funny, slam the door or call the
cops!
I’m wondering what my brother priest will say today when Jesus
isn’t just asking us to do some healing — but to walk on water!
And I couldn’t help thinking, isn’t it precisely the things that at
first blush seem to be impossible that our faith calls us to try?
And if we run away from that call, then who are we? Just look at where we are. These
last 300 years or so have seen a tremendous loss in what it means to be human.
In our pursuit of knowledge and science and prosperity, we’ve spent these many years
rejecting our innate connection with the mysterious, the sacred, the ineffable.
We’ve exchanged dreams and mystery and wonder for the cheap substitutes of certainty
and control.
Which has led to a world devoid of depth. Which leads directly to addictions and
isolation and despair, because we aren’t created to live in the shallows — we’re created for
the deep!
Today’s gospel lesson is a marvelous invitation to reclaim the depths of who we are. To
let go of our restricted notions of what is “real” — to discover that we are all destined to
walk on water in the truest sense of those words.
Think of those who have come before us, those who learned to walk on water! Think
of Mahatma Gandhi who walked on water when he confronted the power of the British
Empire with active, persistent, stubborn nonviolence.
Think of Martin Luther King, Jr, who, with millions at his side, walked on water as they
all came to see that “at the center of nonviolence stands the principle of love.
The nonviolent resister comes to know that in the struggle for human dignity, the
oppressed of the world cannot succumb to the temptation of becoming bitter or indulging
in hate.
To retaliate in kind does nothing but intensify hate in the universe. Instead, we must have
sense enough and morality enough to cut the chain of hate.
This only happens when the ethic of love lives within the very center of our lives.”
Martin Luther King, Jr., Stride toward Freedom: The Montgomery Story, 103–104, modified.
We walk on water when we challenge the so-called logic that might makes right, that
weapons of mass destruction are necessary, that the few have the right to rule over the many.
Those who carry on the struggle in the name of Black Lives Matter walk on water as
they shine a searing light on centuries of having black necks crushed beneath white boots —
a reality too many of we white folks choose to ignore, to look away from, to deny.
And so through peaceful, persistent protest comes the cry that the status quo of racial
and economic injustice cannot stand. That’s what walking on water is all about!

This week marks the anniversaries of the nuclear
bombings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki.
August 6. August 9.
Today, a group of non-violent prayerful protesters await
their sentence by a federal judge for having the audacity to
break into a nuclear weapons facility to pour blood on these
satanic weapons.
How’d they get there? They walked on water!
We walk on water when we come to embrace the truth
that “love is not some kind of sentimentally weak response
to the evils of poverty, racism and war in this world.
Love is that force which all of the great religions see as
the supreme unifying principle of life.
Love is the key that unlocks the door which leads to
ultimate reality.
This Hindu-Muslim-Christian-Jewish-Buddhist belief
about ultimate reality is beautifully stated in the first epistle
of Saint John: ‘Let us love one another; for love comes from
God and everyone that loves is born of God and knows
God.’” [1 John 4:7].” MLK, Jr., modified.
Today’s gospel calls us to reclaim what it is to be fully
human. Because to be fully human is to be inextricably
bound up, part of, immersed in, the divine!
And because of our true nature and our ultimate
destiny, we are all of us called to walk on water.
Our faith is a call to get out of the boat, especially in the
midst of uncertainty, and trust the firm arm of God to hold
us tight even when chaos surrounds us.
There’s a wonderful African American folktale that
reminds us of who we are and what it means to be truly
human.
Just as Christ invites us to walk on the seas, this story
invites us to fly!
It’s called “The People Could Fly”: “They say the people
could fly. That long ago in Africa, some of the people can
walk up on the air like climbin’ up on a gate.
And they fly like blackbirds over the fields, flappin’
against the blue up there. Until, many of the people are
captured for Slavery.
The ones that can fly shed their wings. They can’t take
their wings across the water on slave ships. Too crowded.
The folks are full of misery, sick with the up and down
of the sea.
The people who can fly keep their power, although they
shed their wings.
They look the same as the other people from Africa
who are coming over, so you can’t tell anymore one who can
fly from one who can’t.
One who can is old man Toby, and a young woman who
once had wings, Sarah, who carries a babe tied to her back.
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The slaves labor in the fields from sunup to
sundown.
The owner of the slaves cracks his whip over the
slow ones to make them move faster.
Sarah hoes and chops as the babe on her back
grows hungry, starts bawling, but Sarah can’t stop to
feed it, to soothe it.
“Keep that thing quiet,” calls the Overseer. The
woman scrunches low, but he cracks his whip across
the babe anyhow, who hollers like any hurt child, as
the woman falls to the earth.
The old man that’s there, Toby, comes and helps
her to her feet.
“I must go soon,” she tells him. “Yes, daughter,
the time is come,” Toby answers. Go, as you know
how to go!”
So the young woman lifts one foot on the air.
Then the other. She flies clumsily at first, with the
child now tucked tightly within her arms.
She feels the African mystery. She rises, just as
free as a bird. As light as a feather.
The slaves who can’t fly tell about the people who
can fly to their children.
When they finally get free. When they can sit
close to the fire in the free land, they tell it.
The children of the ones who can’t fly tell it to
their children. And now, I am telling it to you.”
Why have we lost our ability to walk on water?
Why have we lost our ability to fly?
Perhaps “we seem to lack faith in our time
because we aren’t doing the things that require faith.”
Rev Ernest Campbell, modified.
As the chaos of civil unrest, economic collapse
and pandemic encircle us,
maybe the blessing of all of this craziness is that
we have little choice but to leave the safety of our
boats.
For those of us who have enjoyed so much racebased and gender-based privilege, can we stop talking
for awhile, and simply listen?
For those who have been oppressed for so long,
can you come to believe that you can walk on water?
Can you come to believe that you can fly?
					+amen

Uncle Kal’s Orchid
Our pal Kalfred Yee, husband of our
dear Hazel Yee, died several years ago.
One of the gifts he gave to the Rector
was this orchid plant, which blooms
only once a year. Amazingly, it chooses
its once a year bloom to fall on August
8, each and every year. Which happens
to be Uncle Kalfred’s birthday! When
we say that heaven and earth are only
a few feet apart, and that in some
places in this world the distance is
even thinner, think of Uncle Kalfred’s
orchid, which he is clearly tending to
from the next world.

TIME FOR METANOIA … ENTERING INTO
THE LARGER MIND OF GOD
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HEAVEN
A photographer on vacation was inside a church taking pics when he
noticed a golden telephone mounted on the wall with a sign that read
'$10,000 per call’. The Texan, being intrigued, asked a priest who was
strolling by what the telephone was used for.
The priest replied that it was a direct line to heaven and that for
$10,000 you could talk to God. The Texan thanked the priest and went
along his way.
Next stop was in Atlanta. There, at a very large cathedral, he saw
the same golden telephone with the same sign under it. He wondered if
this was the same kind of telephone he saw in Orlando and he asked a
nearby nun what its purpose was. She told him that it was a direct line
to heaven and that for $10,000 he could talk to God. 'O.K., thank you,'
said the Texan.
He then traveled to Indianapolis, Washington DC, Philadelphia, Boston
and New York. In every church he saw the same golden telephone with
the same '$10,000 per call' sign under it.
The Texan, upon leaving Vermont, decided to travel to Hawaii to see if
folks in Hawaii had the same phone. He arrived in Hawaii and again, in
the first church he entered, there was the same golden telephone, but
this time the sign under it read '40 cents per call.'
The Texan was surprised so he asked the
priest about the sign. 'Father, I've traveled all
over America and I've seen this same golden
telephone in many churches. I'm told that it is
a direct line to Heaven, but on the Mainland the
price was $10,000 per call. Why is it so cheap
here?'
The priest smiled and answered, 'You're in Hawaii now, son ... it's a
local call.’ -Barbara Takamoto.
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