
“Living the Questions with Christ” 

Psalm 23; John 21:15-17 

 

Palisades Community Church 

September 15, 2013 

 

 

 Some days, on the sea of life, it can seem like you’re just drifting alone, in a small 

boat, getting farther away from shore rather than closer, and you need someone to come 

near, throw you a line, and guide you back to solid ground. 

 My daughter Crissy had long been interested in sailing, and one week of a 

summer as a teen, she was able to take lessons.  After a few days, she was confident 

enough to want to test her skills, but asked if I would go with her out on the lake.  I have 

never felt entirely comfortable in private boats or private planes, but I am not a father to 

disappoint his daughter.  I reluctantly pushed off with her from the security of the dock. 

 Things went swimmingly for a while, sailing as we were uneventfully across the 

lake, until it became necessary for Crissy to tack against the wind for our return to the 

point of departure.  Unfortunately, her skills were insufficient for that challenge.  In the 

process, my eye glasses were knocked off my head and into the deep.  Not only were we 

drifting aimlessly a mile or more from land, but now I couldn’t even see it!  For the sake 

of the other, each of us tried to keep calm, as we began to assess our options. 

 Out there on the water, under such circumstances, your mind starts working on 

you, and the questions lap persistently against the hull of your small, helpless craft: 

 How did this happen? 

 What am I doing here? 

 Where do I go from here? 

 How do I get there? 



 Who am I, anyway?! 

 As if on cue, having recognized our plight, a kind speedboater came alongside, 

threw us a line, and towed us in.  Father and daughter embraced on the dock!    

 Some days, on the sea of life, it can seem like you’re just drifting alone, in a small 

boat, getting farther away from shore rather than closer, and you need someone to come 

near, throw you a line, and guide you back to solid ground. 

 I’ve had a few days like that, and I’m thinking that you might have, too.  I’ve 

known a few times like that in my life, and I’m thinking that you might have, as well. 

 More often than not the comfort of the 23
rd

 Psalm is invoked on the occasion of a 

death.  But I would submit that its verses are equally applicable to very real experiences 

of life—when one is drifting alone, helpless, far from sure footing:  

 “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.” 

 In her book Psalms Now, Sister Corita Brandt offers a contemporary paraphrase: 

 “When I tread the dark streets of danger, and even when I flirt with death itself, 

my security is in His promise to be near to me always, and in the knowledge that He will 

never let me go.” 

 Some days—some times—the questions lap persistently against the hull of your 

small, helpless craft: 

 How did this happen? 

 What am I doing here? 

 Where do I go from here? 

 How do I get there? 



 Who am I, anyway? 

 Pastor and author Robert Raines offers reassurance:  “Questions are more specific 

and vital connections with reality than answers could possibly be”.  And to amplify this 

wisdom, Raines quotes the poet Rainer Maria Rilke: 

 “Be patient toward all that is unsolved in your heart, and try to love the questions 

themselves.  Do not seek the answers that cannot be given you because you would not be 

able to live them.  And the point is to live everything.  Live the questions now. Perhaps 

you will then, gradually, without knowing it, live along some distant day into the answer” 

 Tough agenda for a professional who is looked to for answers!  Tough agenda for 

someone who is an impatient, organized, task-oriented answer-man!  Living the 

questions?  Loving the questions? 

 Sometimes when adrift alone in your small, vulnerable craft, you need someone to 

come along and throw you a line! 

 The case could be legitimately made, I think, that Jesus lived as much in questions 

as in answers! 

 Why do you see the speck in your neighbor’s eye, but do not notice the log in your 

own eye? (Matthew 7:3) 

 Is there anyone among you who, if your child asks for bread, will give a stone?  

(Matthew 7:9) 

 Who is my mother, and who are my brothers? (Matthew 12:48; Mark 3:33) 

 Who was neighbor to the man on the Jericho road? 

 Who do you say that I am?...But, who do YOU say that I am?! 



 The case could be legitimately made, I think, that Jesus lived as much in questions 

as in answers! 

 There is, of course, his ultimate question: 

 Do you love me?... And the automatic response:  Of course, Lord. 

 Again:  Do you love me?...And the impatient response:  Yes Lord, of course! 

 But again:  Do you love me?...And the exasperating response:  Lord, of course!  

You know that I love you! 

 And, finally, an answer:  Well, then…FEED MY SHEEP! 

 I can just imagine Peter, having been subjected to that exchange with Jesus, —

confused, conflicted Peter—alone, adrift Peter—I can just imagine Peter possessed of 

those pesky questions:  

 How did this happen? 

 What am I doing here? 

 Where do I go from here? 

 How do I get there? 

 Who am I, anyway? 

 Some days, on the sea of life, it can seem like you’re just drifting alone, in a small 

boat, getting farther away from shore rather than closer, and you need someone to come 

near, throw you a line, and guide you back to solid ground. 

 And along comes Jesus. 

 I’ve had a few days like that, and I’m thinking that you might have, too.  I’ve 

known a few times like that in my life, and I’m thinking that you might have, as well. 

   


