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Troubled? 

Reading from the Old Testament: Psalm 28:6-9 

Reading from the Gospels: John 14:1-11 

In September of 1965, the #3 hit on the Billboard 100 chart was a 

song, recorded by the San Francisco folk-rock group We Five, called You 

Were on My Mind. It's one of those songs nobody remembers until they 

hear the chorus that immediately generates at least a spark of 

familiarity in most folks, at least those of a certain vintage.  

When I woke up this morning  

You were on my mind  

I got troubles, whoa-oh  

I got worries, whoa-oh  

I got wounds to bind. 

Shakespeare, it is not, but it did stay at the top of the easy 

listening charts for five weeks for whatever that's worth. In our text 

this week, Jesus directly confronts the burden of the troubled heart, and 

I was quickly drawn to the question of what it is that troubles the heart. 

So, it wasn't long before We Five and You Were on My Mind appeared 

on the screen of my laptop. What struck me immediately was the 

cognitive dissonance between the lyrics and the performance on the 

YouTube video. With a low contralto voice, reminiscent of Karen 

Carpenter, the pixie-haired Beverly Bivens is happily bopping to the 
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upbeat arrangement, singing lyrics more suited for an old Irish lament. 

I got troubles, whoa-oh, I got worries, whoa-oh... It's as intuitive as 

asking Billie Holliday to record Baby Shark. The irony of it escalates 

when you learn the origin of You Were on My Mind. It was written by a 

Canadian folk artist transplanted to a fleabag hotel in Greenwich 

Village. She wrote the song in the bathtub because that was the only 

place the cockroaches wouldn't go. Now it makes sense. I got troubles. I 

got worries. Yes. She. Did. 

In his farewell address to his disciples as presented in John's 

Gospel, Jesus says, "Do not let your hearts be troubled..." In a Covid-19 

world you can almost hear an emergency room nurse scream, That's 

easy for you to say! We got troubles, Whoa-oh ... And our hearts are sore 

with worry.  

Dr. Andres Maldonaldo already had generous reason for worry. He 

is an ER physician in the Bronx, where the Corona virus has raged with 

disastrous and tragic result. Yet, Maldonaldo, fit and vigorous, would 

typically bound into the ER ready for work. However, on March 23, he 

called in sick. He had developed a tightness in his chest and tested 

positive for the coronavirus. At first, he resisted the idea of seeking 
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treatment. He was stoic by nature, but by March 31 he couldn't finish a 

sentence without taking a breath of air. When he called to tell his 

parents he was going to the hospital, his father broke down praying 

that God would take him and save Andres. A refugee from the civil war 

in El Salvador who started life over as a dishwasher in New York, 

Andres' father had managed to put both his sons through medical 

school. 

At the hospital, his coworkers were shocked and grieved by his 

condition which continued to deteriorate. “'I was terrified,' recalled Dr. 

Michael P. Jones, the head of the resident program. Jones went back to 

his office, closed the door, lowered his head on his desk and cried ... 

Andres' doctors believed that his life was in danger partly because of his 

body’s own immune response, creating a cytokine storm attacking the 

vital organs." A very risky experimental drug managed to have a 

positive impact, and so slowly Andres recovered, newly aware of the 

precarious nature of life, now keenly cognizant of the trauma his 

patients' experience.  

On his first day back at work, Andres was met with a surprise 

celebration by 50 of his colleagues. You could see the unmistakable 
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smile in his eyes, even with the facemask. He was now able to comfort 

his patients, calming the fear in their eyes with his own experience and 

encouragement. (Nicholas Kristof, New York Times) 

With apologies to Brenda Brevin and We Five, we probably don't 

feel like cheerfully bopping as we say the words, I got troubles; I got 

worries. Do not let your hearts be troubled? Sorry Jesus, too late, our 

hearts are deeply troubled. So, how do you suggest we go about 

untroubling them? 

I would say that Friday's headlines about unemployment took our 

breath away, but we're already fighting for breath on the Covid front. 

14.7% unemployment, the worst labor statistic since the Depression has 

thrust us into a frightening Catch-22 – life vs. making a living; health 

vs. sustenance; safety vs. starvation; grief vs. despair.  

Scrambling for answers, we go to our computer screens, treating 

them like those old magic 8-balls, expecting the truth about our fate to 

somehow mysteriously appear. And that search is sending us to some 

strange places, seducing us with unfounded conspiracy theories from 

questionable authorities. I heard someone of sardonic wit observe, “all 
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these doctors and nurses and microbiologists and immunologists and 

other researchers keep saying COVID is dangerous, but all these dudes 

I went to high school with who barely passed science say it’s not 

dangerous. It’s so hard to know who to believe anymore.”  

We got troubles, we got worries, whoa-oh. Legitimate fears have 

taken out their light sabres to wage war in our hearts. Dodgy 

propaganda from social media influencers attack reason and 

competence. Will I be safe when I venture out? Will there be a place to 

go to work when I finally break out? How can we be expected to survive 

this? Unprecedented is the word we're hearing far too often. 

Well, it is into just such an unprecedented environment that Jesus 

says, "Do not let your hearts be troubled. Believe in God, believe also in 

me." When someone you love is panicked or frantic or out of their head 

or just full on freaking out, what do you do? You might grasp them by 

the shoulders, imploring them to look at you, see you, so they may 

unspool from panic to presence, from paranoia to peace, from irrational 

to rational, from Tasmanian devil to a child at rest. Look at me ... shh, 

shh ... Look at me. You repeat things like I'm here ... I'm here ... We're 
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safe ... We're safe ... I won't forget you ... I won't forget you ... I will not 

leave you desolate.  

Jesus was expressing this to his disciples before they even knew 

how important that reassurance would be. Their worlds are about to be 

rocked by the series of frightening and violent events that culminate in 

a hastened and most unceremonious burial in a borrowed tomb. Of 

course, their lives had already been jolted in a way that had led them to 

immediately drop what they were doing to follow the very person who 

was confusing them at the moment. Jesus tells them. "You know where 

I am going." I don't know where he is going. Do you know where he's 

going? When did he say he was going somewhere? What, are we going 

somewhere? I kinda like this place. I think he said he's going, not us. 

Why can't we go? What? Is he leaving us? 

Again, imagine that friend grasping you by the shoulders, 

bringing you back to earth, shaking the crazy out of you. It's me. I'm 

here. I know what I'm doing. I won't leave you desolate. " "I am the way, 

and the truth, and the life. No one comes to the Father except through 

me." It is a word of reassurance, a word of encouragement, a word of 

promise, a word of grace. 
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I have to admit, I have a love/hate relationship with this text. No, 

that's not right. Here it is. I am fed by this text, but I am fed up with 

the way Christians have misused it as a way of excluding the very 

people Christ wants to reassure, welcome, invite, and include. I am 

tired of Christians using this text to turn heaven into a speakeasy 

where they picture themselves as the bouncers refusing entrance to the 

people they don't like; the people they won't at least try to understand.  

They stand at the door, arms crossed, oozing that nauseating look 

of superiority, waving off anyone who shows up without their preferred 

Jesus password. You're not on the list! You either! We've got standards 

here, you know. Where's your Jesus Card. I am tired of Christians acting 

like the kingdom of God has a limited seating capacity; acting so afraid 

that some folks may get in good with God who do not deserve it. 

Friends, the whole divine enterprise rests on the premise that nobody 

deserves to get in. Nobody. And I don't care how slick the messenger is; 

it is never the messenger's job to decide who deserves anything. 

When Jesus says, "I am the way, and the truth, and the life. No 

one comes to the Father except through me," he is not saying it to 

exclude anyone. It is to be received as a word of reassurance, a word of 
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promise, a word of grace. It's like Jesus is saying, Listen, I came to seek 

and save the lost, which by the way includes you. And folks, I'm really 

good at my job. I'll get you there. 

What a word of comfort and grace for such a time as this. "In my 

Father's house there are many dwelling places. If it were not so, would I 

have told you that I go to prepare a place for you?  And if I go and 

prepare a place for you, I will come again and will take you to myself, so 

that where I am, there you may be also."  

God's love isn't narrow, shallow, petite. It won't be content in a 

tiny house, You could say God's love is claustrophobic; it refuses to be 

constrained, restricted. Growing up in a small town, trips to the city 

were a big deal. We didn't have a skyline where I grew up, so when we 

went to the city, there was a lot of looking up. Sitting in the back seat, 

we'd be craning our necks, straining our eyes to peer around the edge of 

the car roof to catch a glimpse of the tops of those towering skyscrapers.  

And I'm guessing a number of you shared this habit when 

traveling to the big city. Once in the city, it was, and honestly still is, 

our habit to get out and walk along the streets, taking in the sights, the 
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sounds, the people. And without fail, we take the time to walk into the 

grand illustrious, historic hotels, particularly the ones we had seen in 

the movies. You know what I'm talking about; places like the Plaza in 

New York, the Peabody in Memphis, the Anatole in Dallas, the Royal 

Hawaiian in Honolulu, the Don Cesar in St. Petersburg. For me, it's 

always what you might call a Gomer moment - you know, Well, 

Gawwlly. So glorious, expansive, luxuriant, vast, capacious. And then 

we'd go back to the Howard Johnson's or Ramada and hope they had 

m&m's in the vending machine down the hall.  

"In my Father's house, there are many rooms." In the place where 

the love of Christ resides, there is always room for one more. You are 

always welcome, always included, always known, and never alone.  

Jesus said, "Do not let your hearts be troubled." What troubles 

your heart? It is an uncertain world. Threats are abundant and life is 

precarious. News flash. It's always been this way. Perhaps what is truly 

troubling our hearts right now is the loss of the illusion of control. We 

assumed that a well-ordered, manageable, safe, comfortable life was a 

possibility if we manipulated our environment, our neighborhood, and 

the people around us just so. And then something like this comes along, 
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rocking our world, revealing how vulnerable we actually are, exposing 

how all our plans have always been tentative, how easily our days can 

become very different from what we had planned.  

Of course, right now we are all praying for our youth pastor and 

friend, Jessica, who will be having surgery tomorrow on her newly 

broken leg. As always, she maintains a sense of cheer and humor 

amidst challenges. I hope you read her Facebook post on Friday. It said, 

"I made it 32 years. Cheerleading, skydiving, bouldering, bouldering 

way too high and almost getting stuck, jumping off swing sets, jumping 

off horses, falling off horses, cliff diving, mudding, four wheeling, doing 

lots of fun yet rather dangerous things that I don't let youth do when 

I'm with them at work       And after 32 years without breaking a bone, 

spraining a joint, or generally having an acute injury in the midst of all 

the dumb decisions I've made ... tonight, I slipped on some grass - and 

ended up with a broken tibia and fibula." She adds an emoji, the one 

laughing so hard, tears emerge.  

These are the words of someone who truly understands that while 

life is so often uncontrollable and always precarious, it is still a 
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priceless gift to be received with gratitude and pursued with joy and 

courage, trusting the God who holds us close and just will not let us go.  

"Do not let your hearts be troubled. Believe in God and also in 

me." There is a way that is true, that holds you close, and brings you to 

a place called life. Thanks be to Christ, our Lord. Amen.      

      

 


