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Proper 14, Year A 
August. 13, 2017 
Saint James, Wheat Ridge 
 
By the Rev. Becky Jones 
 
The first time I went skiing in Winter Park,  
I swore I would never go back. 
Not unless I could ride up on the Ski Train.  
I loved the mountain, 
 but driving over Berthoud Pass terrified me.  
 
Today, driving over Berthoud is no big deal,  
thanks to millions of dollars worth of improvements to Highway 40. 
But 30 years ago, the road was treacherous.   
There were tight curves and steep switchbacks,  
narrow pavement and minimal shoulders.  
It was scary to drive in good weather.  
In winter weather, it was a nightmare.  
And I vowed I never would.  
 
And I never did. 
Until one day, I didn’t have a choice.  
 
It was a Saturday, and it was my weekend to cover the police beat 
at the Rocky Mountain News.  
I hated the police beat, and I dreaded when it was my turn in the rotation.   
I just hoped it would be a quiet weekend with not much going on.  
 
But when I got to work that morning,  
the city editor handed me an assignment.  
“We need you to drive up to Winter Park,” he said. 
“There’s been an avalanche on Berthoud Pass,  
and some cars may have been trapped in it  
and swept over the side of the road.  
Get up there and see what you can find out.” 
 
The blood drained from my face.  
I was being told to get in my car  
and drive over the scariest road in the world  
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while being on the lookout for avalanches. 
But I had no choice. I had to go.  
The Denver Post was surely going to send someone,  
and if the Post had the story, then the Rocky had to have a better one.  
This was the 1980s, the height of the newspaper war in Denver.  
 
So off I went,  
a prayer for deliverance on my lips the whole way up. 
When I got to the Highway 40 turnoff, the road was closed.  
Traffic was being diverted.  
“The risk of avalanche up there is still too great,”   
the highway patrolman manning the barricade told me.  
 
I was so relieved! This was my way out.  
I could honestly tell my editor that I’d tried,  
but the road was closed and they wouldn’t let me through.  
But then I thought about that Post reporter,  
and what would happen to me  
if the Post managed to make it up the pass and I didn’t. 
 
“Um, I’m with the Rocky,” I told the patrolman, 
and flashed my press card.   
“Oh,” he said, “well then you can drive on up.  
Just be careful. It’s dangerous.” 
 
I cursed my luck as I steered my car around the barricade  
and headed up the pass.  
What followed was possibly the worst 20 minutes of my life.  
It was white-knuckle all the way.  
Driving conditions were awful,  
and I was convinced a sheet of white death  
would come swooping down on me at any minute,  
carrying me and my car into oblivion. 
 
Finally, I got to the spot where the earlier avalanche  
had indeed taken a car over the edge.  
But it hadn’t carried the car very far,  
and by the time I got there,  
rescuers had already dug the car and driver out.  
He wasn’t hurt, and in fact he’d driven on to Winter Park.  



 3 

I got his name, and his phone number, and tracked him down later.  
The folks at Winter Park were so pleased  
by his determination to ski there  
they awarded him a season pass.  
So despite the initial fright of being trapped in an avalanche,  
the day turned out pretty well for him.  
 
I drove home without incident,  
and came back with a good story.  
So it was a good day for me, too.  
 
And it was a story the Post didn’t have.  
I later learned that the Post reporter had gotten as far as the barricade,  
then turned around.  
It was a bad day for the Post reporter. 
 
But here’s the amazing thing:  
From that day on, Berthoud Pass never bothered me again.  
I was willing to drive over it no matter what conditions were like.  
It held absolutely no fear for me.  
I had conquered my fear,  
I had looked death in the eye, and came away the victor.  
 
So that’s my storm story. That was a snowstorm. 
But there are lots of other kinds of storms, aren’t there?  
There are thunderstorms and hailstorms and tornados and hurricanes. 
Then there are the metaphorical storms of our lives. 
The scary times we’re trapped in something  
and don't know how to get out of it,  
when something big and awful threatens  
to come swooping down on us and carry us off into oblivion. 
 
The business owner struggling to make payroll. 
The person who’s just gotten a bad diagnosis from the doctor.  
The person who has learned of his or her spouse’s infidelity. 
Or all the people who have fearfully been watching all week 
as the threat of nuclear war with North Korea 
became or real possibility;  
or who sat watching in horror yesterday 
as we saw blatant hatred and racism  
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finally descend into terrorism and murder 
on the street of Charlottesville, Va., 
and we wonder what in God’s name has happened to our country! 

Yes, life is a deep and stormy sea that can swallow us whole. 
Days come upon us when we are consumed with fear. 
Days like yesterday,  
Days when it’s dark, and we have no idea what to do next.  

That’s when Jesus speaks, and his words soothe our weary souls: 
“Take heart. It is I. Have no fear.” 

The apostles had had a rough night.  
They’d been rowing against the waves for hours.  
Now they were far from land. They were wet. They were exhausted.  
Then they spotted somebody coming toward them, walking on the water. 
They thought it must be a ghost. They were terrified.  
Jesus spoke to calm them. 

But it was dark, and they couldn’t see very clearly. 
So Peter, as usual, blurted out something crazy. 
"Lord, if it is you, bid me come to you on the water!" 
What was he thinking? 
Why on earth would he have said something like that? 
That doesn’t even make sense. 
Like me, when the highway patrolmen told me to drive on up the mountain, 
Peter probably was a little mortified at Jesus’s answer: 
“Come!” 

That’s right, Peter. 
Come on out on that water. 
You asked to come, so come! 
So Peter took a step outside the boat. 
The other disciples, the sane ones, 
didn’t rush to follow him. 
No, they stayed right where they were. 
Scary as being IN that boat was, 
it was definitely better than being OUT of it. 
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But God bless Peter.  
He stepped out of that boat and actually walked on the water,  
at least for a little while.  
It was an extraordinary act of faith.  
 
Of course, it didn’t take long for Peter to look around, 
and see the waves and the storm all around him, 
and begin to sink.  
 
But Jesus rescued him. 
And later, when Jesus asked him “Why did you doubt?” 
that sounds like a rebuke to us. 
It sounds like Jesus was implying 
that if Peter had just kept his faith, 
kept his focus on Jesus, 
he could have kept on walking on the water. 
Like he SHOULD have been able to do that. 
 
But we know how easy it is, 
even for the most faithful among us, 
to suddenly become aware of the storm all around us.  
 
We are all capable of miraculous acts of faith. 
We are all capable of stepping out of our boats 
and of following our Lord in unbelievable ways.  
Yet even in our most faithful moments, 
none of us are immune from fear. 
For most of us, 
it’s not a choice between faith and doubt.  
Our lives are always a mixture of both.  
 
The thing to remember is that even when our faith wavers, 
even when we see a vile and despicable history repeat itself, 
even when we feel ourselves sinking in despair, 
Jesus does not abandon us. 
When fear begins to overcome us,  
Jesus is there, offering his hand.  
 
So what boat are you stuck in right now? 
What is causing you fear?  
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What beliefs are trapping you, 
forcing you to stay inside your boat 
when Jesus is out there, 
out in the wind and waves and scary chaos? 
What would it look like 
for you to step outside that boat  
and follow where your Lord calls you? 

Let me suggest that those of us 
who have floated through life  
in the relative safety of our white skin 
today need to hear Jesus’ call to “come” 
as a call to name, resist, confront and defeat 
the evil of racism, 
the evil we have done, and the evil done on our behalf. 

Let us remember that white supremacy 
is not JUST men carrying torches  
and driving cars into crowds. 
No, white supremacy is all around us 
in the form of inferior education, inferior access to health care, 
inferior nutrition, lack of economic opportunity, 
and all the other hardships that people of color must endure. 
We need to own that, 
even if doing so is hard, and makes us uncomfortable. 

It’s funny, but Jesus almost never calls us  
into safe, comfortable places. 
Jesus is always calling us out into the storm, 
out into the very places we want to avoid.  
It’s just that that’s where Jesus is, 
and if we want to be with him,  
that’s where we’ve got to go.   

I don’t know about you, 
but I think I’d rather be with Jesus,  
out in the storm, getting wet, 
than to be dry inside a boat without him. 
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 “Through the storm, through the night, 
Lead me on to the light, 
Take my hand, precious Lord, Lead me on.” 


