
 

Water 
When I was seven years old, my mom taught me to float. 
She said, “Close your eyes, take a breath, I promise you won’t choke.” 
She said, “The water knows you and water won’t let go. 
It will hold you up, for water is like hope.” 

I should have known that the final night, 
when Jesus had his disciples by his side, 
would start with water, because that’s where it began. 
The river runs through—we’re just wading in. 

When I hear the words, “He poured water into a basin,” 
I imagine the dimly-lit space he was in. 
But I also see the woman at the well, 
and the water we need to drink for our health. 
And my mom wading—wading into the deep, 
holding onto me—helping me breathe. 

For it all started with water, way back in the beginning; 
the deepest and darkest water—life-giving. 
Water of the womb, water of the deep; 
either way it broke, and life was set free. 

The Israelites grew up and so did I, 
and we walked through water, though of a different kind. 
For mine was in play—theirs in escape— 
but the molecules will still remember both days. 

And then there was Jesus, baptized by John 
with cold river water and the midday sun. 
And the wedding at Cana, where water turned to wine, 
and a wild storm calmed from steps in a line. 

And there was my mother who danced in the rain, 
and the spring a thunderstorm took everything. 
The first time I sank, the first time I cried, 
and babies baptized in hospitals each night. 
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So as water slowly filled the basin, 
I wonder, did Jesus remember those spaces— 
those spaces where water had breathed new life, 
and the spaces where water took with might?  

I wonder if he thought of my baptism day, 
and of the water in Flint, and of hurricanes. 
I wonder if he could see the joy of summer rains, 
and how winter snow heals our busiest days. 

I wonder if he thought of it in cosmic proportions— 
water, this source of life and force; 
water, the source that holds new birth; 
water, the deep, the dark, the first. 

Maybe he did, or maybe he didn’t. 
He saw a chance to love, 
so love, he gave it, 
lifing us up as if we were equals— 
us a bunch of broken and hurting people. 

But in using water, the simplest of things, 
he wove together a memory chain— 
of creation, and freedom, and baptism days— 
for our minds to walk through, to dance in, to know; 
for our souls to swim through, to cherish, to float. 

I should have known he would call them by name. 
I should have known I would never be the same. 
I should have known that the final night, 
when Jesus had his disciples by his side, 
would start with water, because that’s where it began. 
The river runs through—I want to wade in.  
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