
 

 

 

Wednesday, March 18, 2020 
Pastor Jeffrey M. Engholm’s Message 

 

Grace and peace to you from God Almighty, the One who brings calm in the midst of 

the storm. Amen. 

 

Well, it does feel a little bit like we’re in the middle of a storm, doesn’t it? Although 

this storm isn’t full of lots of commotion and activity, in fact, just the opposite. It’s like 

a silent storm. Everything seems to be slowing down. Many things are shutting down. 

People are forced away from each other. During a time when we would normally come 

together, physically, we actually have to keep our distance from each other for the 

sake of our health and safety. And it simply feels like the darkness has overtaken us. 

 

I don’t like the dark. I’m not sure I’d say I’m afraid of the dark, but... Yah, I’m kind of 

afraid of the dark. I just like to see what’s around me. I like to know what’s going on 

around me. Even if I can’t do anything about it, at least I can see what’s going on. But 

right now, I can’t see what’s going on. In fact, NOBODY can see what’s going on. This 

situation is completely brand new to all of us. And so, we’re working our way through 

the dark, together. 

 

When I was a kid I lived on the corner of Broad and Sanborn streets in Galesburg, 

Illinois. And in my neighborhood there were lots of other boys about my age: Steve 

and Mark and Tom and Jimmy and Jerry and, of course, my best friend, Bob Harvey. On 

long summer nights we would often play baseball up in Tom’s backyard, you know, just 



up the street between where the Norris’s and the Peterson’s lived. We’d often start 

the game right after supper, and would play until it kept getting darker and darker and 

darker and we couldn’t even see the ball any more, let alone try to hit it. And then 

we’d finally call it a night and everybody would head home.  

 

While we were all together there, in the dark, it wasn’t so bad. But once I got on my 

bike for the ride home... in the dark... all by myself... It was creepy. And eerie. And 

scary. That lone ride home was awful, until I would get closer and see the porch lights 

shining at my house, the light that my parents left on for me, the light that reminded 

me that even though I was alone in the moment I was not alone. They were there, 

waiting for me. And even before I ever got home, I would start feeling a little better, 

start feeling a little relieved. Yep, it won’t be long now and I’ll be home. 

 

Psalm 23 says “Even though I walk through the darkest valley, I fear no evil, for you are 

with me, your rod and your staff, they comfort me.” If you’re a kid riding your bike 

home on a dark, summer night, you might reframe that and say, “Even though I ride 

my bike down a dark and lonely street, I’m not afraid, because I see that light waiting 

for me to welcome me home.” And if you’re a person living through this time that 

we’re in RIGHT NOW, you might hear it this way: “Even though I’m walking through 

this scary and uncertain time, I’m not afraid, because I know I’m not alone. I’ve got 

friends and family beside me, I’ve got my church to walk with me, and I’ve got my God 

leading me into a new day just ahead." 

 

You know what the next line in the 23rd Psalm is, right? “You prepare a table before in 

the presence of my enemies and my cup runs over.” We don't have to mess with that 

image. That image fits every scene in every time and every place. God invites us to the 



table. God welcomes us to the table. God fills our cups at the table. And at the table, 

God gives us everything we need. It might not be everything we want, but God gives us 

everything we need, even now, in this time. Even now, in this time, God gives us 

courage. God gives us patience. God gives us peace. On this night and on all nights, 

may your cup overflow with courage, patience, and peace at the table of God.  

 

Amen. 


