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 Going into the Steelhead 70.3 (Half-Ironman) Triathlon years ago up in Benton Harbor, MI, I felt well-

prepared for the final leg, a 13.1-mile run. I felt confident about the second leg home, a 56-mile bike ride. 

But like most athletes who come to the sport via biking or running, I felt uneasy about the first leg, a 1.2- 

mile swim in Lake Michigan. When we’re talking 70.3 miles in total, 1.2 miles in the water may not seem 

like a big deal. It’s a big deal.   

 I was well-trained for the 1.2-mile distance. I routinely put in 1-mile swims in the LA Fitness lap pool, 

and I logged multiple Lake Michigan/Montrose Beach training swims in my wetsuit because I know that the 

difference between going 1.2 in a pool vs. going 1.2 in open water is the difference between canned 

asparagus and fresh asparagus (as in, there is no comparison). But Lake Michigan was calm on my 

training days. On race day a hundred miles to the north, Lake Michigan was acting up. 

 I came to learn before going into the water that Steelhead’s swim portion had been cancelled a few 

times in the past due to choppy water. No such luck for me, so when the horn sounded, we all ran from the 

beach into the water toward the first buoy, where we made a right turn and swam north. The triathletes 

around me were diving into the water when it got waist high. I stayed vertical until the water reached my 

chin because I didn’t want to totally immerse myself. At last, I went horizontal, and swam. 

 Since I can breathe only to my left in the water, I saw nothing but choppy water coming at me each 

time I turned my head to gulp air. There were buoys positioned evenly all along the way, and I swam from 

marker to marker just to hang on for a few seconds and to catch my breath. It was the only time in any of 

my long-distance events that I wondered about my ability to actually make it to the end. I did. Slowly. And 

once I made it out of the water, I managed the bike and the run just fine. 

 Some time later, I was at Montrose Beach early on a Saturday to put down miles with my running 

friends. A few of them talked about the unusual wave pattern in the lake that morning. It was kind of a 

rolling wave, powerful and inviting at the same time. And this is when I smiled and spoke directly to the lake 

in my head. I acknowledged its intriguing waves, and then I said, “I know you!” And I could say this only 

because LM had tossed me about like a cork up there at Steelhead. 

 Knowing comes to mind as I consider today’s readings. First, God — speaking through Jeremiah — 

tells of a covenant with Israel that goes deeper than words on a stone tablet: “I will place my law within 

them and write it upon their hearts…No longer will they have need to teach their friends and relatives how 

to know the LORD. All, from least to greatest, shall know me…” We know God because we know his Son. 

And we know his Son because he is one of us. “In the flesh…” as the author of Hebrews puts it. And as 

Jesus himself explains, “…when I am lifted up from the earth, I will draw everyone to myself.” I now know 

Lake Michigan better because I immersed myself in it. We have two more weeks to immerse ourselves in 

Lent. And via the immersion, to know better the God-Man, lifted up. 


