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PROLOGUE — THE MAN FROM NOWHERE
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The sea does not remember the names of the men who fish it. It swallows their sweat, their curses, and their ambitions with the same indifference that it gives its waves. Somewhere along the northern edge of Galilee, where the shoreline bends like a cracked knuckle and the reeds whisper the gossip of the wind, there lived a man named Simon—known later, and never comfortably, as Peter. He was born of the lake’s rhythm, shaped by the pulse of tides and tempers. His hands were thick and scarred, not from battle or craft, but from the daily war against water. The world he knew was small, noisy, and smelling of brine: boats bumping like restless animals, nets heavy with fish or disappointment, brothers arguing about coin and storms, the occasional Roman patrol reminding everyone who truly owned the horizon.

He was not educated. He was not gentle. He was not even particularly hopeful. Faith, for men like him, was a weathered superstition carried like a charm against bad luck. The priests in Jerusalem could afford the luxury of polished belief, but fishermen dealt in immediate miracles: a net that did not tear, a night without lightning, a child who lived through fever. Simon had heard the scriptures in synagogue, mouthed the prayers, nodded to the stories—but his theology, if one could call it that, was pragmatic: keep the boat afloat, pay the tax collector before he grows teeth, and don’t argue with a storm.

He was a man made of reactions. Anger came quicker than reason, laughter quicker than humility. He believed in what his eyes could see and his hands could grab. That kind of man rarely becomes a philosopher, but sometimes—by the odd sense of humor God seems to favor—they become saints. The first time Simon saw Jesus of Nazareth, the crowd had already begun to gather. Preachers were as common as gulls around the lake, each promising a different brand of salvation, and Simon had learned to keep working while prophets talked. He was mending nets when the stranger stepped into his boat without asking permission. It was an audacious act, almost offensive, yet Simon found himself too startled to protest. The man’s eyes were steady but kind, a paradox Simon would never solve: strength that looked like peace.

“Put out a little from the shore,” the man had said. The words were simple, but something in the tone turned obedience into instinct. Simon rowed. The preacher sat, teaching the crowd from the boat, the water turning his voice into a natural amphitheater. Simon half listened, more curious about the speaker’s calm than the content. When the sermon ended, Jesus looked at him and gave the command that would tear Simon’s life open like a net filled to breaking: “Put out into the deep, and let down your nets for a catch.”

Every fisherman knows the insult of advice from a land-dweller. Simon answered with the weary sarcasm of a man too tired to hide his skepticism. “Master, we’ve worked all night and caught nothing.” Yet something in the man’s eyes—perhaps that same infuriating calm—pushed him past reason. “But at your word, I’ll let down the nets.” What happened next would haunt him forever. The nets, empty moments ago, exploded with life. Fish thrashed and glimmered until the ropes began to snap. The boat pitched, overloaded with abundance. The sea itself seemed to bow in recognition of the stranger’s authority.

Simon dropped to his knees, not in gratitude but terror. “Depart from me,” he said, “for I am a sinful man.” It was the only theology he knew: if something holy entered your boat, it was safer to send it away. But Jesus smiled, that same calm smile, and said the words that rewrote Simon’s existence: “Do not be afraid; from now on you will catch men.” It was the strangest recruitment speech in history, and somehow it worked. Simon left his boat, his nets, and his ordinary life behind, not because he understood but because he was seen.

Galilee was a poor teacher of patience, and Simon never learned it. He followed Christ the way a wave follows the wind—furious, faithful, inconsistent. He was always first to speak and last to think, his mouth a fuse with no delay. When others stood back, he stepped forward; when they pondered, he acted. He declared loyalty with the confidence of a man who hadn’t yet been tested. But faith built on adrenaline eventually meets the night.

Jesus called him “Petros,” the rock. It was a joke and a prophecy. Rocks are steady only once they stop rolling, and Simon had a long way to fall before he found stillness. He was brave enough to walk on water and foolish enough to sink in the same breath. He confessed Christ as the Son of God one moment and tried to rebuke him the next. The gospel writers preserve his contradictions not as embarrassment but as evidence of truth: only a fool would invent a founder so flawed. Peter’s story is too human to be myth and too redeemed to be fiction.

In those early days, Peter believed leadership meant proximity—stay closest to Jesus and you’ll inherit his power. He didn’t yet understand that proximity to holiness exposes weakness before it grants strength. He witnessed miracles that would have melted the cynicism of any other man, yet each one seemed to reset his faith instead of securing it. He was amazed, then doubtful, then amazed again, cycling between wonder and weariness like a man pacing the edge of belief. When Jesus spoke of suffering, Peter argued. When Jesus mentioned death, Peter corrected him. He meant well; he always meant well. That’s what made his failures unbearable.

At the Last Supper, when others asked timid questions, Peter made promises. “Even if all fall away, I never will.” History would carve those words into irony. In the garden, he drew a sword and cut off a servant’s ear, as though salvation could be defended by reflex. Later that night, when the torches flickered against the stone courtyard and the air tasted of fear, he denied knowing the man whose face had once filled his horizon. The rooster crowed. The world split. Peter’s bravado died on the sound of his own cowardice.

He wept. The gospels record no speech, no apology, just tears—salt against the same kind of wind that once filled his sails. For three days he lived in that silence, the longest Saturday in human history. He had seen the dead raised, and now the only man who could raise him was gone. It is one thing to fail; it is another to fail love itself.

But the story did not end in ashes. Resurrection began, as it always does, in ordinary light. Dawn over Galilee again. A familiar voice calling from the shore, “Children, have you any fish?” The echo of the first calling disguised as small talk. Peter dove into the water before the boat could turn, clumsy and desperate, his faith still reckless but alive. On the shore, a fire waited—charcoal and warmth, the smell identical to the one by which he had denied. Three times he had rejected; three times he was invited to say “I love you.” Grace has a strange symmetry. The restoration of Peter was not dramatic; it was domestic—breakfast and forgiveness served together.

From that moment, the fisherman began to change, not into a saint by temperament but into one by endurance. The same impulsiveness that had once betrayed him now propelled the gospel. At Pentecost, the man who once feared a servant girl stood before thousands and declared the resurrection with such conviction that even his accent couldn’t discredit him. The crowd heard truth through the stammer. If Paul became the architect of Christian thought, Peter became its heartbeat—thumping, inconsistent, alive.

Yet even in triumph he remained human. Leadership bruised him. Authority frightened him. He carried guilt like a shadow that kept him honest. When the lame man at the temple gate begged for alms, Peter answered not with money but memory: “Silver and gold have I none, but what I have I give you.” It was not a line of charity but confession—he knew what it was to be empty and found that emptiness was a doorway for power. When miracles followed, he did not celebrate himself; he flinched, remembering how easily pride corrodes faith.

As the years passed, the fisherman aged into a shepherd. Rome grew darker, persecution thickened, and still he preached. There were prisons, beatings, escapes that felt like jokes God played on the empire. Once, an angel broke his chains; another time, it was the sound of his own laughter in the dark that kept him sane. Peter’s theology was never polished. It was barnacled, blunt, written with the ink of bruises. But within those rough words burned a wisdom scholars still envy: that holiness is not perfection but perseverance.

He would later write, “Do not be surprised at the fiery ordeal among you.” Few sentences ever came from deeper scars. Fire had followed him since the courtyard—the fire of denial, the fire of Pentecost, the fire of persecution. Each flame refined what the last had revealed. The coward became the cornerstone, not by strength but by surrender.

In the end, legend tells us, he met death in Rome, where Nero’s madness turned faith into crime. When they came for him, he did not resist. Tradition says he asked to be crucified upside down, unworthy to die as his Lord had. Whether the detail is history or poetry hardly matters; the humility is real enough to have survived two millennia. The man who once wanted to stand taller than the others chose to hang beneath them. The theology of reversal completed its course.

Yet Peter’s true legacy is not a martyr’s death or a basilica’s grandeur; it is the possibility he left behind for everyone else. His life proves that faith survives its own collapse. The rock cracked but did not crumble. Every believer who has promised more than they delivered, who has loved poorly but kept loving, who has wept over their own denial and still shown up for breakfast—each is a small continuation of Peter. The Church, in all its flawed endurance, is built on the confession of a man who couldn’t keep his mouth shut and couldn’t keep his courage straight. God seems to prefer it that way.

So the story begins not with sainthood but with salt water, not with sermons but with nets. The fisherman who failed forward became the blueprint for every believer who would stumble toward grace. The sea still forgets names, but heaven remembers this one: the man from nowhere who learned that the only thing stronger than fear is forgiveness. The waves have long since swallowed his footprints, but the ripple remains, stretching out through centuries—evidence that even cracked rocks can still bear weight.
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CHAPTER ONE — THE NETS AND THE CALL
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Morning came with its usual indifference, gray light crawling across the lake as though reluctant to admit defeat to another day. The water lay flat, tired from the night’s labor, and the boats floated like exhausted animals tethered to the shore. Simon stood ankle-deep, staring at the limp nets in his hands. They smelled of failure. He had been out since dusk, chasing fish that never came, his muscles aching from hours of empty effort. The night had been one long reminder that some forces cannot be persuaded, only endured. Around him, other fishermen muttered the same curses that have always filled the morning air when men face the limits of their control. The sea was a fickle employer. Sometimes it rewarded you with an overstuffed net and the illusion of competence. Sometimes it gave you nothing but questions.

Andrew, his quieter brother, was coiling rope beside him, the practiced rhythm of futility. They had not spoken for hours. When men are weary enough, silence becomes agreement. The gulls circled, cruelly curious, as if mocking the men who fought for scraps while they themselves survived on patience and luck. Simon rubbed his calloused fingers along the rough hemp of the net, thinking about the bills he couldn’t pay, the taxes Rome would still demand regardless of his catch, the family at home that trusted him to keep the water generous. He was a man who didn’t believe in destiny, only effort—and right now, even effort was betraying him.

On the shore, a small crowd had begun to gather. Simon ignored it at first. Teachers came and went like passing storms—each with a different method for taming God. Most spoke beautifully, and none changed anything. He could not afford another prophet telling him to pray harder. Yet this crowd grew unusually large, faces turned toward a single figure who stood with an ease that did not belong to scholars. There was something in the man’s posture—a stillness without passivity, authority without arrogance. Simon watched without meaning to. The stranger spoke, and though the words were lost in the wind, the tone carried: neither the bark of command nor the syrup of flattery, but a kind of gravitational calm.

Then, to Simon’s disbelief, the man began walking toward his boat. Not toward the other, more presentable vessels—his boat. The one with the patched side and the stains of countless failed nights. Without invitation, the man stepped inside as naturally as if it were his own. “Put out a little from the shore,” he said. There was no request in his voice, only a quiet certainty that assumed cooperation. Simon hesitated, blinking at him. He should have refused. The man was likely another preacher using his boat as a platform. Yet something in those eyes—the unguarded focus, like a man completely at home in interruption—disarmed him. Against his better judgment, Simon shoved the boat off the sand. The hull groaned in protest, and the oars dipped into the cold water.

The stranger sat at the bow, teaching. Simon faced the lake, half-listening. His body knew its tasks so well that thought had become irrelevant; his hands tied knots as his mind wandered. Yet slowly, imperceptibly, the words began to matter. The speaker talked not like the teachers in the synagogue, who built arguments like fences. His words moved like wind—shifting, alive, carrying the scent of something not entirely of this world. Simon did not understand half of it, but he recognized the difference between talk that fills air and talk that changes it. The crowd onshore hung on every word, and Simon found himself strangely reluctant for the sermon to end. When it finally did, the silence that followed felt heavier than noise.

Then came the command. “Put out into the deep, and let down your nets for a catch.”

Simon almost laughed. He turned, meeting the man’s calm gaze. “Master,” he said, respectful only because sarcasm takes energy he didn’t have, “we’ve worked all night and caught nothing.” He expected the conversation to end there. But the man didn’t argue. He simply looked at him, waiting. It was the kind of patience that felt like a mirror, forcing Simon to confront his own cynicism. Something inside him—stubbornness, curiosity, a flicker of faith he didn’t know he still had—cracked. “But at your word,” he muttered, “I’ll let down the nets.”

The oars dipped again. The lake was unnervingly quiet, as though holding its breath. Andrew joined him silently, accustomed to humoring his brother’s impulses. They rowed out a short distance, and Simon threw the nets wide with a gesture that was half defiance, half surrender. The splash echoed. For a few moments, nothing happened. Then the water began to move. At first, a ripple—then a surge. The net jerked, tightened, and came alive. Simon pulled, startled, and felt resistance like the weight of the sea itself. Fish collided in a frenzy, silver flashing like coins in a broken purse. The ropes strained, groaned, and began to fray. “Andrew!” he shouted, voice breaking between laughter and disbelief. They tugged, cursed, and called for help from the other boat. Soon both vessels were heaving under impossible abundance, the water sloshing dangerously close to the rim.

It was joy that turned to terror. Simon dropped to his knees amid the chaos of flapping life, gasping as the reality sank in. This was no coincidence. The lake did not behave like this. His whole world—his skill, his certainty, his exhaustion—suddenly felt microscopic. He looked at the man in the bow and saw no triumph, no trickery. Only quiet authority. “Depart from me,” he said, voice trembling. “I am a sinful man.” It was not a confession of morality but of proportion. He was too small for this holiness. His guilt, his ignorance, his temper—all the fragments of himself that he had learned to live with—suddenly seemed unbearable in the light of that calm.

The man—Jesus—looked at him with what Simon could only describe later as understanding. Not pity, not approval—understanding, like someone who has seen every fracture and still intends to rebuild. “Do not be afraid,” he said. “From now on, you will catch men.” Simon didn’t even know what that meant. But the voice carried something that made sense beyond language. It was invitation disguised as prophecy. He nodded before he realized he had agreed.

They brought the boats ashore, fish spilling everywhere, a ridiculous abundance that would have made them wealthy for weeks. Yet the wealth meant nothing. Simon left it behind—nets, fish, the one trade he understood—because something greater had hooked him. The others, Andrew, James, and John, followed too. The crowd that had listened to a sermon faded back into their routines, unaware that history had just shifted on a shoreline. The men walked after Jesus, still smelling of the sea, unsure of anything except that they couldn’t stay where they were.

In the weeks that followed, Simon learned that following Jesus was nothing like the life he’d known. It was unpredictable, full of interruptions, meals with the wrong people, teachings that turned the world inside out. He had traded the measurable for the mysterious. The lake had at least obeyed natural rules; this man seemed to rewrite them at will. One moment he calmed storms with a sentence; the next, he provoked powerful men into fury. Simon alternated between awe and anxiety. He liked clarity, and Jesus seemed allergic to it. When Jesus spoke in parables, Simon nodded as if he understood, then asked privately for explanations later. It became a pattern: act first, comprehend later.

He admired the man’s authority but struggled with his restraint. Jesus healed diseases with a touch yet refused to retaliate when insulted. He spoke of kingdoms but avoided crowns. Simon couldn’t decide if he was following a prophet, a philosopher, or a madman. Yet each time he thought about leaving, he remembered that morning on the lake—the absurd abundance, the impossible mercy—and knew he couldn’t go back to nets and silence.

It was after one of these long days that Jesus gave him the name that would follow him like both blessing and curse. “You are Peter,” he said, “and on this rock I will build my church.” The others laughed. Simon was anything but rocklike. He was impulsive, volatile, all heart and no filter. The nickname felt ironic, but Jesus seemed to mean it. Peter tried to live up to it, mistaking zeal for strength. He was loud in his loyalty, fierce in his promises. If following Christ required boldness, he was convinced no one could outmatch him. The trouble was that boldness without understanding soon collapses under the weight of reality.

Yet Jesus never seemed disappointed by his volatility. He corrected, yes, but never dismissed. Peter’s impulsiveness became the raw material of leadership. While others hesitated, he acted. When Jesus asked, “Who do you say I am?” Peter blurted out, “You are the Christ, the Son of the living God,” before his brain caught up to his tongue. And for once, his reckless mouth had landed on truth. Jesus commended him—not for intellect, but for listening with his soul. That moment burned into Peter’s mind: the strange, terrifying intimacy of being known and right at the same time.

But the fisherman in him still lingered—the man who trusted what he could measure. Miracles bewildered him. Feeding thousands with a boy’s lunch, walking on water, raising the dead—each event pulled him further from the logic of nets and into the vertigo of faith. He wanted to understand how it all worked, but Jesus kept asking him instead to trust. The tension between those impulses—curiosity and surrender—would define him forever.

The first test came on another night by the same sea that had once betrayed and blessed him. The wind howled, the boat pitched, and the disciples panicked. Then a figure approached across the waves. They thought it a ghost until the voice called out, steady and familiar: “Take heart; it is I.” Peter, half-crazed with wonder and fear, shouted the impossible request: “If it is you, command me to come to you on the water.” And when Jesus said, “Come,” he stepped out. For a few heartbeats, the impossible held. The water felt solid beneath him, faith temporarily outweighing physics. Then he looked down, saw the storm, and began to sink. Doubt has a gravity stronger than gravity itself. “Lord, save me!” he cried, choking on salt and terror. The hand that reached him was immediate. “O you of little faith,” Jesus said, not in rebuke but in affection. “Why did you doubt?”

When they climbed back into the boat, the wind ceased. The others stared at him, part admiration, part disbelief. He had both failed and succeeded in the same act—a perfect portrait of human faith. Later, when Peter tried to explain the moment to himself, he realized he had learned more from sinking than walking. The water had tested not his courage but his gaze. Faith, he would discover, was less about where you stood and more about where you looked.

That night, lying awake with the smell of the lake still clinging to him, Peter thought of the first call again—how Jesus had turned his profession into a metaphor. “You will catch men.” At the time, it had sounded absurd. But now he saw the parallel. Fishing required patience, timing, resilience, and a willingness to return empty and try again. So did faith. The nets he once used to trap life had become symbols of a grace that couldn’t be contained. He didn’t yet understand it, but he was beginning to sense that everything he knew—the lake, the nets, even failure itself—was preparation for something larger.

By dawn, the others were asleep, and Peter sat alone on the deck, staring at the rippling reflection of the stars. The world felt fragile and infinite at once. He thought of how Jesus had stepped into his boat without permission and never really stepped out. The boat, the man, the sea—all of it had become part of a single story. He was still the same fisherman from Bethsaida, still flawed, still impulsive, still arguing with his own disbelief. Yet something irreversible had begun. A different kind of net had been cast, and he was caught.

The years ahead would teach him that being chosen was not the end of failure but the beginning of a more meaningful kind. But for now, the shore of Galilee slept behind him, and the quiet man in the bow was already rewriting the map of his heart. The fisherman’s hands, scarred from years of toil, rested against the oar—hands that would one day heal, bless, write, and finally grasp a cross. The sea murmured against the hull like a witness. And above it all, the voice of the one who had called him lingered in his memory—an echo strong enough to drown every doubt the years would bring.

The nets would dry. The boats would rot. Empires would rise and fall. But that morning—the failure, the miracle, the call—would remain, eternal as the tide.
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CHAPTER TWO — WALKING ON WATER
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Faith is a strange sort of storm. It can lift a man until he almost believes he can fly, and then it can drop him just to see whether he knows how to swim. Peter learned that lesson on a night when heaven seemed as dark as the sea below him, and both appeared equally determined to test what he was made of. The day had been a blur of crowds, miracles, and exhaustion. Jesus had multiplied loaves and fish until the hillside looked like a banquet for a thousand hungers, and the people had shouted for a kingdom that would feed them forever. But when the applause became too eager, Jesus withdrew—as he always did when men mistook wonder for worship. He sent the disciples ahead in the boat, insisting they cross to the other side while he climbed the mountain alone to pray. The sun bled out behind the hills, leaving the lake the color of iron. The wind changed, the kind that starts with a whisper and ends in a dare.

Peter rowed. His arms were built for this work, and at first the rhythm steadied him—the creak of wood, the splash of oars, the simple honesty of effort. But soon the wind found its teeth, biting into the sail, spinning the boat sideways. Rain began in pinpricks, then in sheets. The lake turned mean. The oars slipped, slammed, and nearly broke his grip. Around him, the others shouted instructions that no one could hear over the roar. Fear makes commanders of cowards; everyone becomes an expert when the water rises. Lightning cracked, lighting faces ghost-white for a heartbeat at a time, each one glistening with rain and panic.

Peter’s mind, trained by years of surviving storms, measured every sound for danger—the groan of timber, the whistle of gusts, the rhythm of waves hitting hull. Yet underneath the noise he felt another pulse, something older than weather. It was as if the lake itself remembered him, the fisherman who had once knelt among its miracles. He had left nets behind, but the sea had not forgotten. The storm seemed personal, almost conversational. He yelled into it, partly to God, partly to keep his courage awake. The boat pitched harder. Fear became a rhythm of its own—wave, shout, crash, silence. Somewhere behind the curtain of rain, the mountain where Jesus prayed was invisible, and so was hope.

Hours passed. They had rowed halfway and gained nothing. The water slapped their faces like mockery. Then, through the blur of spray, someone shouted, “There—something on the water!” Peter squinted. Lightning flared again, and he saw it: a figure moving across the surface as if the storm itself had grown legs. For a second he thought it was a trick of the eyes, a phantom drawn by exhaustion. But the others saw it too. “It’s a ghost!” one cried, voice high with terror. The word spread like contagion. Men who had faced soldiers quailed at a shadow.

Then the figure spoke. “Take heart. It is I. Do not be afraid.” The voice was unmistakable. Calm where calm was impossible. Peter froze, half-believing, half-terrified to believe. Something inside him—the same reckless spark that had once made him cast a net against logic—ignited again. If this was truly Jesus, then reality had already surrendered. He shouted into the storm, “Lord, if it is you, command me to come to you on the water!” The others turned toward him as if he’d lost his mind, but Peter had never been one to calculate before leaping.

The answer came simple and immediate: “Come.”

He climbed the side of the boat, rain blinding his eyes, wind clawing at his tunic. For a heartbeat he hesitated. The edge of the boat felt like the edge of the world. Behind him, safety; before him, impossibility. He stepped anyway. The water met him not as resistance but as invitation. His foot did not sink. Another step. Another. The surface flexed under him like muscle but held. He walked. The storm still raged, but its rhythm had shifted—the waves no longer dictated the story; the voice that had called him did. He felt the surge of triumph that only comes when fear is briefly forgotten.

Then he looked down.

Perhaps it was the flash of lightning, the reminder of gravity’s authority, or the simple human instinct that cannot sustain miracles once self-awareness returns. Doubt entered not through the mind but through the eyes. The waves looked larger now, the wind louder, the distance longer. He felt the water give way beneath him, cold rising to his knees, his chest, his throat. Panic replaced awe. “Lord, save me!” he gasped, the plea bubbling through water and fear. A hand caught him before he disappeared. Strong, immediate, unhesitating.

Jesus pulled him up as though drawing a fish from the deep. “O you of little faith,” he said, still holding him, rain cascading down both faces. “Why did you doubt?” The question was not accusation but ache. Peter clung to him, coughing, ashamed and relieved in the same breath. Together they walked back to the boat, Peter half-carried by the one he had nearly trusted completely. When they climbed aboard, the wind stopped as if embarrassed. The sea went still. The silence that followed was heavier than the storm had been.

The others stared, soaked and speechless. They had seen miracles before, but this one was intimate, terrifying in its tenderness. Peter avoided their eyes. His victory had lasted seconds, his failure still clung to him like water. Yet beneath the humiliation was something stranger—a peace he couldn’t name. The failure hadn’t destroyed the connection; it had deepened it. When you sink and are still held, you learn what kind of God you’re dealing with.

As dawn bled through the clouds, the lake looked innocent again, pretending it had not tried to kill them. Jesus sat quietly at the stern, eyes distant, perhaps still somewhere on that mountain of prayer. Peter watched him, replaying every moment—the step, the sinking, the saving. He didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. He had walked on water, and he had drowned in doubt, and both had been allowed. The miracle was not that he had stood for a few steps but that he had been rescued at all.

That morning, when they reached shore, the others spread the story like wildfire. By noon, villages along the lake were already whispering of the man who commanded storms. Peter said little. His pride had been baptized, and humility was still dripping from his hair. He understood now that faith wasn’t an achievement but an exposure. Every miracle demanded surrender first, comprehension later. He would spend years learning that order.

In quieter moments, he tried to analyze what had happened. Was the water solid? Was his body lighter? Did faith alter matter or merely perception? The fisherman in him wanted data. But each time he circled back to logic, he hit the same conclusion: the lake hadn’t changed; he had. For a moment, he had trusted enough to participate in the impossible. The moment doubt re-entered, the natural world reclaimed him. It was not punishment—it was physics aligned with theology. The laws of faith obey their own gravity.

That night, sitting by a small fire with the others asleep, Peter stared into the flames and thought of the











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
PETER

THE ROCK THAT CRACKED

D. MICHAEL GROSS





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





