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Finding Water From Rocks 
 
I’m going to begin by stating something obvious. Change is hard. 

 

I know this because my phone just updated and I can’t figure everything out quite 

yet. It’s not super different but I find myself struggling with doing things even 

slightly differently and wishing I could have the old format back. Change is hard. I 

also know this because I had a second baby in the midst of a pandemic, and 

besides the fact that a new baby is so not the serene silent nights and loving 

peaceful gaze cradled in your arms that you see in the pictures, when you suddenly 

have TWO little ones who depend on you for everything instead of just one…oh 

my goodness…(I have so much respect for parents of multiples)…I mean, of 

course you wouldn’t trade your kids for anything, but you do find yourself longing 

for the good old days when you didn’t have a 5 minute time frame to eat dinner 

standing over the kitchen sink. 

 

Change is hard. I still miss you all and I miss seeing you in this sanctuary. I miss 

the choir singing and Jerry’s cello accompanying the piano and I find myself 

imagining the sanctuary full and filled with sound again. 

 

Whether it’s something as simple as a computer update or something as big as a 

new baby or a church moving virtually in the midst of a pandemic, moving 

forward into an unknown time and place is difficult ... especially when you don’t 

know when you’re going to reach the Promised Land. And that Promised Land in 

so many ways feels further and further away these days. 

 

For us, at least just in regard to COVID, it’s been almost 7 months now. For the 

Israelites in our passage, it had already been quite the journey into the wilderness. 

Years have gone by.  

 

You know, I’ve always loved the Exodus story because it’s a story that resonates 

with every time and place, but reading it again, it’s been really hitting home with 

these times we are in. The Israelites at the point of our reading today have already 

experienced so much…let’s recap: there had been generations of slavery under 

Pharaoh, 10 wild plagues, the thrill of liberation and freedom from bondage as 

Moses led them out, only to be chased back down by all of Pharaoh’s army… they 

had crossed the parted waters of the Red Sea and been fed with manna falling 

from heaven. They have been journeying in stages, and the truth is, at every single 
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stage … basically, whenever they moved forward and something changed, the 

people complained. Memory of salvation, provision, and deliverance all went out 

the door every time something big changed. Change is hard. And it’s so easy to 

forget abundance and goodness when change happens. 

 

It’s easy to read their history and be judgmental and wonder why they seemed so 

faithless when it seemed so obvious that God was guiding them and giving them 

major signs of God’s provision. I mean, if manna fell from heaven, we would 

totally believe, all the time, right? If a pillar of cloud and fire went before us as we 

traveled the road of life so we knew where to go, physically symbolizing God’s 

presence with us, we would surely never doubt. If any body of water parted and 

we walked through it, we would never again wonder about the existence of 

God…right? 

 

But you know, if you think through your own life narrative, if it could be 

documented, perhaps someone would also say of you and of me that the memory 

of salvation, provision, and deliverance all went out the door every time something 

big changed or happened. At least momentarily. It seems to be a very normal 

human reaction, to forget and to complain, and the practice of faith and 

remembering seems to be just that…practice. We’re not going to get good at it 

until we do it over and over again. I mean, how many of you have recently asked 

the same question the Israelites did… “Where is the Lord?” (raise hand) God, 

where are you? 
 

As we come to our reading today, this is not the first time the Israelites have 

lacked for water. Water, as you can imagine, is hard to come by in wilderness 

desert places. God has already once provided water when they were thirsty by 

guiding them to the right spot. This time, the nuance is that water comes from a 

rock. And this time, Moses feels like his life is at risk because the people are that 

thirsty and they are blaming his guidance and leadership. It’s never fun when 

you’re trying to do the right thing as a leader and everyone’s mad at you. 

 

There’s a lot I could focus on in this scripture… but today I want to talk about the 

fact that water comes from a rock. Water comes from… a ROCK! Isn’t that 

strange? In the midst of the wilderness, in the midst of quarreling, in the midst of 

change and frustration, the last place one would think life-giving water would 

come from is a rock. 

 

God chooses to bring water-and the life it symbolizes and will impart-out of 

something that is lifeless. And you know friends, what I think this tells us that out 

of Egypt and out of the wilderness, God will find ways to make life flow in 

unexpected ways…but (because there always seems to be some kind of caveat), 

but, it will require a certain amount of trust from the people, a willingness to put 
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faith in a God who does not seem to do things in a typical way. This story 

demonstrates to us how God responds to and provides for the people in a time of 

incredible anxiety, change, and inability to see a quick solution. Anyone feeling 

those feelings lately? Can I get us Presbyterians to say an Amen, even from your 

home? AMEN. 

 

We hate being out of control, don’t we? 

 

But this passage also presents us with honest opportunities to give voice to our 

deepest fears-like that question I know we have all asked not just at some point in 

our faith journey but probably at least once a week or maybe every other day 

lately… “Is the Lord among us or not?” God, where are you? We are so thirsty. 

What is happening?! 

 

There is so much quarreling. There is so much anger, fear, division, and angst in 

general and we are divided not only among those with whom we disagree but even 

amongst those with whom we think we agree. We only need to go to social media 

or turn on the news or watch the national political conventions and debates to 

know and feel a sense of what it might have felt like to be the thirsty Israelites in 

the wilderness place. People have used the words “dumpster fire” more times in 

the past few weeks than it’s probably existed in our vocabulary. 

 

Old Testament scholar and professor Michael J. Chan notes for the Israelites and I 

would note this for ourselves as well, that before we judge the Israelites and 

ourselves too quickly for our short term memory of how God has provided and 

pulled us through, that they are not only on a journey through the wilderness, they 

are also on a journey of the soul. He writes that they are “being transformed from 

an earlier existence as an enslaved people to that of an independent nation. 

Unlearning the habits of domination—reinforced by Pharaoh’s extractive and 

cruel system of slavery and subjugation—is difficult, painful, and patient work. It 

is the work of generations.” 

He continues to write that accepting kindness and generosity when all one has 

known is violent exploitation is never going to be a quick or easy process. “Israel 

had been subjected to a brutal existence under the yoke of Pharaoh. But they 

suddenly find themselves free of Pharaoh’s chains and the recipients of God’s 

kindness and mercy. Few would disagree that one of the Bible’s most difficult 

commands is the call to “trust.” This is especially true when the world teaches you 

that your survival depends upon distrust and skepticism.” 
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And so, the people are thirsty. And they are angry. And they really do not feel like 

they are going to survive this stage of the wilderness. They cannot see how they 

will come out of it alive when they are so parched. 

This past week, I listened to a podcast with Brene Brown and Bishop Michael 

Curry on love and hope in troubling times. I would commend it to you if you have 

some time this week. Bishop Curry has just written a book entitled “Love is the 

Way” and Brown goes right into it and states up front that of course we want love 

to be the way, but that for so many reasons we are worn down and we are weary… 

and stating love is the way as a solution sounds too much like froo froo and fluff. 

And I would add that like the Israelites in our story, miracles might have happened 

many times in our lifetimes where love wins, but lately it does not feel like 

redemption is clear. There is still no place of obvious water to drink, and we are all 

thirsty. We are all on edge. We are upset. Where will we find water? Where will 

we find enough love to fill ourselves and pour it out? It feels impossible. 

And Bishop Curry in this podcast has the audacity to say that in order to love, that 

we get stronger as the burden gets heavier. And he acknowledges the weight of 

that statement but shares stories of his grandma and his mother and people he 

knows for that to be truth and lived reality. He says in the podcast that when 

you’re going through a really hard time to stop and ask yourself, “How did I get 

through the hard times before?” And then build on that. That we have the capacity 

to do super and wonderful things, even when we are not super or wonder people. 

We just have to build those muscles. We have to practice and keep practicing and 

have some faith. 

And maybe God is calling us to have the kind of faith that believes that water will 

still come, even from rocks. 

And friends, what I love about our passage today is not only the unbelievable fact 

that water comes from a rock, but that Moses is not asked to go and do it alone. 

He’s told to bring some elders along with him. The strength to go and do this was 

in a partnership with community and in partnership with the source of life, with 

our God. 

With all of their complaining and asking God for signs and provision, God is 

there. God does not abandon them. God hears their cries and does not sigh and 

retaliate against them… God provides. But he needs someone to go and strike that 

dang rock.  
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People of God, are you that person today? 

Are you the person whom God is calling at this weary and parched time to go and 

strike something lifeless and trust that it will bring forth life, even if you cannot 

and do not see it yet?  

 

It’ll take a bit of faith and super trust because we cannot always see what the 

outcome will be. It will be hard because people will resist you and perhaps even 

quarrel with you. It will be hard because people might just think you’re a naïve 

optimist who is silly to look for God’s life giving water in inanimate objects or 

places. But my friends, so many people are thirsty-we are all thirsty…and if you 

dare to go do things like strike rocks to find life, God will go before you, and 

water will come. And yes, it takes an act of trust and faith and action. 

 

And you know, I’m going to take it all the way to the cross today. Because Jesus 

on the cross was real. Jesus dying on the cross was real. He was crucified by an 

empire who feared the message of love and liberation and an upside down 

kingdom for all people, especially those who were oppressed. And he hung there 

and he did not know that Sunday was going to happen. When Jesus cries out, “My 

God, my God, why have you forsaken me?” he spoke his truth. He felt abandoned. 

 

But you and I know the end of the story. It’s our story. Life came from death. Life 

comes from a cross! Church, the empire did NOT win! On that third day, he rose 

again and resurrection happened. Resurrection happens! Water comes from rocks! 

Love wins! To believe that and to not have proof of it…to leap…sometimes that’s 

enough to keep us going. I have to believe that and I am here to proclaim it for 

someone here who needs it today… I need it today. As Martin Luther King Jr. 

says, “The arc of the moral universe is LONG, but it bends toward justice.” 

 

And so friends, yes, change is hard. We are going through hard things. And so it’s 

okay to question God and ask hard questions. But perhaps you are the person 

today whom God is calling at this weary and parched time to go and strike a rock-

to strike something that seems lifeless and trust that it will bring forth life for 

yourself and for all people. 

 

Will you be that person today? 

Will you join God and will you join community to continue to seek life from 

places of death? Will you strike rocks to find life for a thirsty world? 

 

This week, because the chaos and death will continue, join me, and let’s look for 

the places where God is alive and at work. Let’s go find some living water from 

rocks. 

 

Amen. 


