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My older brother has a slow leaking brain bleed 
that causes him on most days unbearable 
symptoms, dizziness, nausea, migraine headaches, 
and tinnitus. He is a doctor, a radiologist. He 
majored in chemistry at Pomona College, went to 
medical school at McGill University, and completed 
his training at The Mayo Clinic. He accomplished all 
of this despite having dyslexia, which was not 
diagnosed until his mid-30s. 

I once asked him how he managed to get through 
college and medical school with a learning 
disability he didn't know he had, and he told me 
that he struggled a lot. Something that took his 
classmates 30 minutes to read might take him 
three hours. In medical school, he said he learned 
to study the pictures in his medical textbooks. Over 
time, his careful attention to the smallest details in 
the CT scans, MRIs, and x-rays that he reads every 
day helped make him an exceptional radiologist. He 
sees things that others do not see. And for many of 
his patients, especially those for whom early 
detection can mean the difference between life 
and death, his ability to see what others might miss 
has been an extraordinary gift to many people. 

He is one of the most compassionate, not to 
mention brilliant doctors I know. A few years ago, 
he developed a medical device that allows 
radiologists to drain an abscess in half the time 
with little to no pain for the patient, and he was 
recently granted the patent for his medical device. 
But more than any accomplishments or credentials, 
what has always defined my brother is how much 
he loves being a physician. He derives tremendous 
meaning and joy from caring for his patients. Being 
a doctor is his life's calling, his mission, his 
vocation, what he believes God created him to do. 

But two years ago, shortly after we moved our 
father into memory care, my brother's brain bleed 
ruptured. It left him significantly impaired and 
forced him to go on long-term disability. Since 
then, most days we check in with one another. I 
call him on my way to work or on my way home 
and we talk about everything from the big things, 
like our struggles and hopes and fears, to the small 

things like what new recipe he's trying for dinner 
that night. 

When I think about my brother, I am aware that 
what helps him move through each day, accepting 
whatever may come, both the good and the bad, is 
his faith. His faith in God and his posture of 
gratitude for the small blessings of life. On good 
days, he thanks God for one more day to live. On 
bad days, he prays for strength. And on especially 
bad days, he prays for peace, knowing that his 
days, like all of our days, are numbered. He tells me 
that he is good with God and he is not afraid of 
dying. He has made his peace with it because he 
trusts that death is not the end, but a new 
beginning, a return to where we came from, God's 
eternal embrace. 

My brother's faith does not take away his pain. It 
doesn't answer every question he has about why 
this happened to him. But what it does give him is 
a way to live within the uncertainty of what is to 
come. It gives him something and someone to hold 
onto when almost everything else has been taken 
away. 

We are now in the long season of the church year 
called ordinary time. It may sound like an 
unimportant season, but ordinary time is when we 
practice what we proclaimed at Easter. At Easter, 
we proclaimed that Christ has risen, that death 
does not have the final word, and that God is 
always bringing new life out of places of suffering 
and loss. Ordinary time is when we put 
resurrection hope into practice in the ordinary 
circumstances of our lives. My brother is in a very 
real sense practicing resurrection every morning. 
He does not know what the day will hold, whether 
it will bring relief or pain, hope or despair, strength 
or exhaustion. He doesn't know what the future 
will bring. But each morning, he wakes up and 
places his life in God's hands, receiving whatever 
joy, normalcy, grace, and hope the new day brings. 

During one of my calls with my brother, I asked him 
which passages of scripture he loves most. And one 
of his favorite passages is today's gospel reading 
from Matthew, when Peter walks on water toward 
Jesus in the midst of a fierce storm. As the gospel 
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says, the disciples are in a boat far away from land, 
battered by the waves and struggling against the 
wind. But then in the darkest hours before dawn, 
they see Jesus walking toward them across the 
water, but they don't recognize him. They think 
he's a ghost and they cry out in fear. But 
immediately Jesus calls to them, "Take heart. It is I. 
Do not be afraid." To which Peter answers, "Lord, if 
it is you, command me to come to you on the 
water." And without hesitation, Jesus says, 
"Come." So, Peter steps out of the boat. And for 
one astonishing moment, he does what should be 
impossible., he walks across the water toward 
Jesus. But then Peter notices the strength of the 
wind. He sees the waves. He remembers the 
danger and he becomes afraid. And beginning to 
sink, he cries out, "Lord, save me." And Jesus 
immediately reaches out his hand and catches him. 

There is something deeply human about Peter in 
this story. One moment he is courageous and the 
next moment he is afraid. One moment he trusts 
and the next moment he doubts. One moment he 
is walking on water and the next he is sinking 
beneath it. Peter is not a model of a perfect and 
unwavering faith. He is a model of the complicated 
faith that most of us actually have. A faith in which 
courage and fear, confidence and doubt, trust and 
anxiety live side by side. Peter steps out of the boat 
because for one moment he trusts in Jesus far 
greater than in his fear. 

But then the storm recaptures his attention, and 
isn't that what happens to all of us? We begin with 
courage, we move forward in faith, we believe we 
can do the difficult thing, face the uncertain future, 
survive the loss, endure the diagnosis, repair the 
relationship, or begin again. But then we notice the 
wind and the waves stripping the things that once 
gave him a sense of security and success. He has 
lost his identity as a practicing physician. He has 
lost the meaning and purpose and productivity he 
found in his work. He has lost the satisfaction of 
providing for his family in the way he once did. And 
he has lost much of the financial security he 
assumed would sustain him and his family into the 
future. And with all of these layers of 
accomplishment and success surrounding him, he 

says he never really knew what it meant to trust 
God. He's had to learn that he is more than what 
he does, that his worth does not depend upon his 
productivity, and that faith is not certainty about 
what will happen next but rather trusting in the 
one who reaches for us when we begin to sink. 

And so, I wonder this morning, what storm are you 
navigating right now in your life? Perhaps it is an 
illness, your own or that of someone you love. 
Perhaps it is grief over a person you have lost, or a 
life you thought you would have, or a relationship 
that is strained or broken, or uncertainty about 
your work, family, finances, future. Perhaps from 
the outside, your life appears calm, while inside 
you feel as though the wind is howling and the 
waves are rising around you. What happens to you 
when you focus on the storm? What fears begin to 
take over? What possibilities become difficult to 
see? And most importantly, whose voice do you 
hear calling to you through the wind? Can you hear 
the voice that reminds you Jesus is always present? 
And what is Jesus calling you to do? Perhaps he is 
asking you to take just one small step toward him. 

Practicing resurrection rarely begins with 
something dramatic. Most often it begins with a 
small act of trust. Maybe it's a prayer spoken 
through tears, or a phone call made, or a burden 
finally named. A decision to get out of bed. A 
willingness to believe that your present suffering is 
not the end of your story. Sometimes it's crying 
out, "Lord, save me," and discovering that Jesus' 
hand is already reaching towards you. Sometimes 
it's remembering, as my brother says, to never, 
never take your eyes off Jesus.  

Amen. 

 


