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“Be like the bird that, passing on her flight awhile on boughs too slight, feels them give way 

beneath her, and yet sings, knowing that she hath wings.” Victor Hugo 
 

Security. Upon what do we base our security? I have heard countless people (including myself) 

pinning a whole lot of hope in the turning of 2020 into 2021. We have nurtured a myth that 

grows around the idea that somehow a calendar year has been particularly cursed and that 

simply when one year turns into the next the curse will be broken. And so, we have become a 

people defined by waiting: waiting for this year to be over, waiting to see what shape our 

pandemic will take, waiting to see how the economy flows, waiting for an unemployment 

check, a COVID-19 test, a new shipment of toilet paper and hand sanitizer, an election.  The 

problem is that we’ve never been very good at waiting for anything. Notice your blood pressure 

the next time you must stand in line for any length of time!  I think much of our frustration can 

be traced back to who, what, and where, we place our hopes and trust. 
 

There’s a story in the Christian Bible about the disciples of Jesus who were caught in a great 

storm as they were fishing in the Sea of Galilee. As the storm intensifies, so does the fear of the 

disciples. They seek out Jesus for help and comfort, and find him asleep in the bow of the boat! 

I can imagine that, along with surprise, there came a sense of resentment. “Master, don’t you 

even care about us?” they shout over the sounds of the howling wind and the crashing waves. 

I’m not sure what they expected from Jesus at that point. Perhaps they felt he should be, at the 

very least, wringing his hands and worried with them. Or maybe they felt that if he were awake 

and praying, they would all be saved. Or maybe they thought their troubles were his fault in the 

first place. Whatever they were thinking I’m pretty sure my reaction would not have been much 

different in these circumstances.  
 

This scripture reminds us that freedom from fear allows us to rest deeply, even as the inevitable 

storms rage around us. The story also reminds us that by not succumbing to the fear of others 

we do not prove ourselves disloyal or uncaring. Rather, we are in a new season of waiting. 

Perhaps we have placed our hope in something bigger than ourselves, bigger than the storms 

and even bigger than death. It’s also important to understand that even as Jesus was chastising 

the disciples, (“Where is your faith?”) he is also calming the storm and alleviating their fears. 

We aren’t simply thrown into the deep end, thrown into the raging winds and told to survive. 

We are accompanied and equipped by that which we can truly count on and in so doing find 

that waiting becomes a sacred act of trust.  
 

We are still struggling in the storms of a pandemic and a deep national divide. Many of the 

institutions, practices and notions of what is ‘ordinary’ are unstable and unpredictable. But 

rather than counting on the stroke of midnight to deliver us into 2021, we can use this sacred 

waiting time to pin our hopes on the One who teaches compassion and care. We can nurture 

intimacy and love with a spirit of gratitude and openness. And we can restore a sense of safety 

in the lives of others with kindness and a commitment to bearing one another’s burdens. And 

just maybe, when the weight gets too heavy on the limb of that tree, instead of worrying or 

panicking about falling, we too will fly! 


