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I want to take a moment here and tell you how much Richard and I enjoy being back at the shore full-time.  This 

is definitely home—even with the craziness of tourists, pedestrians, and summer traffic! And, of course, I never 

get tired of being near the water and on the water.  

We weren’t able to go sailing this year, but we used to try to bareboat on the Chesapeake or the British Virgin 

Islands at last once a year.  The last time we were in the BVIs, we were with our son and daughter-in-law on a 

lovely 42’ sailboat.  I’m happy to report, we had calm seas for almost the entire trip.  Although there was one 

dinghy ride to shore that seemed awfully long with choppy water and some white caps.  You know, in a dinghy, 

there’s only a few inches of boat between you and the water.  I was glad when we tied up at the pier dock!  From 

the news this weekend, the places we visited were hit by a visit from a storm named Dorian, which is also 

threatening Florida now.  

Believe it or not, whenever I hear of storms, it brings back childhood memories of my parents’ house in 

Ventnor.  Our house had a sunporch connected to the living room.  It was one of those rooms that was only usable 

for about 6 months of the year because it was unheated and completely surrounded by windows.  It was on that 

sunporch that my cousin and I spent our summers together playing dolls and games and eagerly awaiting any 

storm that might come by.  In fact, with true child-like innocence (and ignorance!),  we couldn’t wait for the 

arrival of a predicted thunder storm—let alone a tropical storm or hurricane!  What fun to watch for some disaster 

or catastrophe!  If we lost electrical power, that was a bonus!  So exciting! 

Isn’t it amazing how growing up can change the way you look at things?!  Storms now mean the possibility of 

damage to houses, injuries, insurance claims, and disruption of life in general. 

But the truth of the matter is, whether we like it or not, it seems no matter where we live, storms and/or chaotic 

water still appear from time to time. 

As a minister who is always looking for sermon illustrations, I must admit that it’s very hard not to use storms 

and choppy seas as a great analogy for life in general.  Who among us hasn’t experienced some of those storms 

and choppy seas of life experience?  Our health, jobs, finances, relationships all seem so flimsy when the storms 

of life hit us full force - or even give us a glancing blow.    

The wonderful familiar Psalm we just read together was, I believe, written by someone who knew the storms of 

life.  If it was indeed written by King David, he certainly had experience with life storms, beginning when he was 

just a boy. 

We can see the experience of the young shepherd boy in the field, defending his family’s flock against wild 

animals.  He may have been in a desert country watching the sheep, but the wadis (those deep crevices between 

high rocks) in that dry land were known to turn into deadly raging rivers after a sudden storm.  And to water the 

flock, I’m sure David looked to God to lead him beside still waters.  

We can also imagine that he remembered the times of personal failure in his life - problems with women (his 

famous or infamous infidelity with Bathsheba), or problems with unruly generals, or really serious issues with his 

family members.  Yes, we can imagine those things when David asks God to lead him in paths of righteousness. 

We can see his experiences as a young man hunted by his father-in-law King Saul, who tried to kill him because 

David was so popular with the people, or chased by political enemies later when he was king.  When David speaks 

about God setting a table before him in presence of his enemies—trust me—he had quite a few! 

Or we might even get a fleeting glimpse of some of his harrowing experiences in battle, when he speaks of walking 

through the valley of the shadow of death and not needing to be afraid.  

This Psalm is so beloved and so comforting because we have all been in situations where the storms of life come 

to us, and we have felt fear and shaking knees.  



In this Psalm, we hear of the experience of one who had known that fear, but had come to the realization that fear 

was not necessary.  

I know it’s easy to say, as my grandmother used to say, “Talk is cheap!” but worrying isn’t going to do us one bit 

of good.  In fact, Jesus, in Matthew 5, said worrying is useless.  He asked his followers if they thought worrying 

would add one inch to their height or one day to their lives.  Two thousand years later, science has proved that, if 

anything, worrying will only shorten our lives! 

The Psalm writer found that God was always with him in good times and in bad times.  God was a constant 

presence in his life and therefore, a constant source of strength and peace. 

Please don’t misunderstand me - I’m not suggesting here that fear is not a normal emotion.  It is and we’ve all 

experienced it.  

What I am suggesting is that fear does not have to take over our lives.  God knows we feel afraid.  In fact, the 

words “fear not” appear more than any other phrase in the Bible.  Someone once counted 366 “fear nots”—which, 

I believe, is just enough to cover every day of the year plus one extra for a particularly bad day! 

In last week’s sermon, I mentioned a verse in 2 Timothy that says: “God has not given us the spirit of fear, but of 

power and of love and of a sound mind.”  (2 Timothy 1:7).  You see, God’s Spirit gives us power and love and a 

sound mind because God knows we need to keep fear in check.  

The truth is, fear will only bring more anxiety and distress.  

I think we all know that there are never any answers to problems when we’re in panic mode.  Only faith and trust 

will have an answer for us.  

David learned that lesson early in life. Have faith, not fear. Don’t panic, pray. 

I know today we’re all hoping Hurricane Dorian stays to our south and east.  We may get past this week without 

too much trouble, but it doesn’t mean there won’t be more difficulties lurking around the corner.  Life is like that. 

The only constant is that God is holding on to us and will not let us go.  

Let me close with a little story from a minister in England.  It seems that when the minister and his son would go 

walking together out in the country, the little boy would hold on to his dad’s finger. Inevitably, when the ground 

became uneven or he stumbled over something, he’d fall down—right into the dirt. 

Fortunately, he didn’t get hurt and his dad would just brush him off. 

One day, the boy looked at his dad and wisely said, “Daddy, I think if you would hold my hand, I wouldn’t fall.” 

His father could feel tears welling in his eyes.  After that, he firmly held his son’s hand. 

The minister later told a friend, “You know, he still stumbled many times after that, but he never hit the 

ground.  Now as you walk with God, don’t try to hold on to Him.  Let God hold on to you.  You may stumble, 

but God will never let you fall.” (story from Fred Musser, The Tabernacle) 

My friends, we need to have faith, not fear. We need to pray, not panic.  We don’t need to run from problems, 

because we know that our powerful God remains by our side holding our hand.  And will indeed lead us beside 

the still waters of His love and peace.  

 

Prayer List:   Virginia, Jim, George, Betty, Beverly, Peggy, Dottie, Jack, Paul, Fred, Barbara, 

Doug, Larry, Charley, Michele, Marlise, Beth, Bart, Patricia, Allen and Donna. 


