
The fifth sign – Jesus walks on water – by Kate Day 
 

John 6:15-21 
 

This week we are continuing with our exploration of the seven signs of John’s 
Gospel. Last week we heard about the feeding of the 5,000 and today we are 
looking at the story of Jesus walking on the water. We’ve probably read or 
heard it many times, and probably heard a good few sermons or talks on it too. 
And it can be easy to begin to think that we know what stories like that 
“mean.” Yet the Bible teaches us that “the word of God is living and active”, 
and we believe that the Holy Spirit inspires us as we read it - just as the original 
tellers and writers were inspired as the events were first described in words. 
 
Sometimes coming at a familiar passage from a different angle can help to 
allow us to be more aware of other things the Spirit might want us to see in it. 
So here’s an imaginative retelling of the story, from the point of view of an 
anonymous disciple. Go with the flow, and see if it sparks off some new 
thoughts for you. 
 
 

A Disciple’s Tale 
 
 
At first, it was all good. I was overwhelmed when Jesus asked me to be a 
disciple. Usually rabbis only choose the best of the best Jewish scholars, and to 
be honest I was far from that. Barely got beyond the first level of teaching. But 
he chose me anyway. And as soon as I joined I felt accepted, part of a group, 
recognised by him for who I am. Known. We travelled around a lot, but that 
was ok – we were together and Jesus was with us. 
 
Of course, as a group, we weren’t universally popular, but within the group 
most of us got on. After a fashion. We were all very different, but somehow 
Jesus held us all together. I wasn’t one of the showy ones – like Peter, James 
and John – always in the thick of it. I’m more a solid, practical, dependable 
type. It was me who organised the jugs to serve out the wine in Cana. That’s 
the sort of thing I’m good at.  
 
As I said, I liked the life. I liked belonging. I liked Jesus. He was a good man. A 
good rabbi, with good teachings. A good teacher. Some of it went over my 
head, true. He’d started talking about God being his Father, which I wasn’t sure 



I quite understood. I could see that the religious teachers were beginning to be 
spooked by this. Came a bit close to claiming some special relationship with 
God for their liking, I thought. I wasn’t really sure what I thought about it. 
 
But I liked the things he did. Sorting the wine for that poor couple. Healing 
people. Of course, lots of rabbis – and others – did healings, but the ones Jesus 
did were different somehow. Rather than just making the symptoms go away 
for a while, he seemed to restore the whole person to who they were meant to 
be. 
 
So, things had been pretty good that morning. We were up in the north by the 
lake. Jesus took us up into the hills with him – I think he had some sort of 
teaching session planned – and then suddenly huge crowds of people came 
looking for him. 
 
Well, you know what happened next. A few hunks of bread and a couple of 
fish, and 5,000 hungry bellies were filled. And after it was all over, our minds 
were in a whirl. What on earth had happened? How did he do that? 
 
We looked around to ask him, but Jesus had slipped off somewhere, and it was 
left to Peter and the others to calm the crowd down and send them away. I 
made sure they took the baskets of left overs with them – though I kept a bit 
back for us. “Waste not, want not,” as my old Ma used to say, and I reckoned 
we’d earned a good feed. 
 
I’ve often wondered why he left us alone that evening. In our confusion and 
questioning. Looking back, I think he wanted us to talk it over, share our 
experiences - to begin to work it out for ourselves. 
 
It was while we were sitting around eating that the questions began. What did 
you see? How did it happen? Where did it all come from? Did he really just 
pray over the bread and fish and then keep breaking and breaking and 
breaking bits off, and there was always more? 
Surely not. That’s not possible. But how else to explain it?  
 
All sorts of silly theories emerged as we talked - could he have had some loaves 
under his cloak? – but as night fell we were still no closer to a rational answer. 
No-one had ever seen anything like it before, and the more we talked, the 
more it gradually dawned on each one of us that we had seen something that 
was not humanly possible.  Which made Jesus…. what? His words about “the 



Father” started spinning through my mind. What if they actually meant….no, 
that wasn’t possible either. 
 
In the end, we talked ourselves out until we were exhausted. Longing for the 
familiar. For a trip home. Peter and co still had family in Capernaum, just over 
the lake. We would be welcome. 
 
We felt a sudden longing to submerge all the questions in the hard, physical 
work of rowing. The familiar sounds and smells greeted us as we climbed into 
the boat. It was dark by now. The faintly stale smell of lake-water wrinkled the 
insides of our nostrils. We felt again the physical sensation of the stretch and 
pull of muscles, the blood pulsing through our bodies, the sense of using our 
strength, of being in control. The panic began to subside. “Jesus will turn up 
and explain it all.” We were making progress across the lake. “All will be fine.” 
The boat creaked, companionably. 
 
The squall came suddenly, and out of nowhere. We stopped making headway. 
Those who were taking their turn on the oars struggled to keep us even facing 
in the right direction. Appreciation of physical strength turned to concern that 
it might not be enough. The realisation dawned that this was no picnic. New 
determination seized us. Followed quickly by a new question. Will we make it? 
 
Even after a lifetime, I struggle to describe what happened next. I think at first I 
thought it was the play of the moonlight and shadow on the waves. But then it 
coalesced into a figure. Walking on the water. As surely as if it were walking on 
the deck of a boat as it pitched and tossed in the wind - but there was no boat. 
 
It was too much. As a man we screamed in terror, sure that the image of death 
was approaching to throw us overboard to a watery grave. And all the time, 
the noise and the noise of the wind, and the waves, and the creaking of the 
boat, and the sounds of our own exhausted breathing as we strained at the 
oars, our hearts beating wildly with fear.  
 
Too much input. People. Bread. Fish, blessing, sharing – so much to share – 
baskets – so much to collect. How could it be possible? How did he do it? What 
does it mean? 
 
And now this. Physical exhaustion, mental exhaustion, emotional exhaustion. 
Terror! 
 



The apparition resolved into someone I knew. But surely, this too was 
impossible.   
 
He walked right up to the boat, over the waves, over the swirling, murderous 
waves. “It is I, don’t be afraid,” said Jesus.  
 
In all the turmoil, my thoughts were seared into my brain, so that even many 
years later, I can recall them as if they were freshly minted. 
 
“Don’t be afraid? Don’t you get it, Jesus? It’s you! Sometimes, like now, it’s you 
who make me afraid. You’re my teacher, my inspiration, my life. The words you 
speak are unlike anything else I have ever heard. My very soul knows that they 
are full of deep truth, beyond human devising. You lead us, show us the way. 
You are one of us. And yet, I still don’t understand you. 
 
“You are one of us – and yet, you are way beyond us. Sudden signs from 
nowhere. Water becomes wine. People are made whole. Thousands are fed 
from next to nothing. And now, here you are, walking on the raging sea. Who 
are you? 
 
“Who are you??” 
 
“I want to follow you. But sometimes it’s just. Too. Hard. 
 
“MAKE IT STOP!” 
 
And then suddenly, we were there. On the other side of the lake. Jesus was 
with us. The same as ever. And yet, in my understanding, irrevocably changed. 
Fully human – yes. And also fully God. 
 
So we turned and followed him. He had prepared a place for us to stay.   
 
 


