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I AM ANXIOUS…

BUT GOD IS 
PEACE 

Week 4 

John 14:27-30
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JESUS’S GIFT OF PEACE

27 “Peace I leave with you. My peace 
I give to you. I do not give to you as 
the world gives. Don’t let your heart 
be troubled or fearful. 

28 You have heard me tell you, ‘I am 
going away and I am coming to you.’ 
If you loved me, you would rejoice 
that I am going to the Father, because 
the Father is greater than I. 

29 I have told you now before it 
happens so that when it does happen 
you may believe. 

30 I will not talk with you much 
longer, because the ruler of the world 
is coming. He has no power over me.

JOHN 14:27-30
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SERMON NOTES
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Anxiety is at an all-time high in our culture. In the disciples’ 
darkest hour, at the moment when they realized Jesus 
would be leaving them, Jesus told them not to let their hearts 
be troubled. He gives peace in the midst of trouble, and He 
is greater than the Enemy and any enemy we face.

LEAN IN

Do you tend to plan things out or go with the flow? When has that worked and 
when has it not?

LOOK DOWN Read John 14:27-30 (pg. 72)

What do you learn about the power of peace?

LIFE GROUP  
DISCUSSION GUIDE
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LIFE GROUP DISCUSSION GUIDE

LOOK OUT

What do people try to control but can’t?

LOOK IN

What causes you to be anxious? 

Describe a time you experienced God’s peace with something beyond 
your control.

How will embracing God’s peace impact those around you?

RHYTHM REMINDER: SACRIFICIAL GENEROSITY

One of the greatest sources of anxiety in our lives can be our finances, but it 
can also be one of the most surprising places we experience God’s peace. We 
believe God is the Giver, and we get the joy of stewarding our resources for His 
purposes. At the end of your discussion, take time in your group to check-in on 
everyone’s journey with generosity, encouraging one another to listen to God 
for their possible next step.
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PSALM 42PSALM 42
FOR THE CHOIR DIRECTOR 
A MASKIL OF THE SONS OF KORAH

1 As a deer longs for flowing streams, 
so I long for you, God.

2 I thirst for God, the living God 
When can I come and appear before 
God?

3 My tears have been my food day 
and night, 
while all day long people say to me, 
“Where is your God?”

4 I remember this as I pour out my 
heart: 
how I walked with many, 
leading the festive procession to the 
house of God, 
with joyful and thankful shouts.

5 Why, my soul, are you so dejected? 
Why are you in such turmoil? 
Put your hope in God, for I will still 
praise him, 
my Savior and my God.

6 I am deeply depressed; 
therefore I remember you from the 
land of Jordan 

and the peaks of Hermon, from 
Mount Mizar.

7 Deep calls to deep in the roar of 
your waterfalls; 
all your breakers and your billows 
have swept over me.

8 The LORD will send his faithful love 
by day; 
his song will be with me in the 
night— 
a prayer to the God of my life.

9 I will say to God, my rock, 
“Why have you forgotten me? 
Why must I go about in sorrow 
because of the enemy’s oppression?”

10 My adversaries taunt me, 
as if crushing my bones, 
while all day long they say to me, 
“Where is your God?”

11 Why, my soul, are you so dejected? 
Why are you in such turmoil? 
Put your hope in God, for I will still 
praise him,     
my Savior and my God.

LONGING FOR GOD
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PSALM & REFLECTION

What is something God taught you in a season of waiting? 

Where in your life are you waiting for God to move?
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&
I got into my car in a huff. It was one of the first cold days of 
the season. My two-year-old had been screaming for a straight, 
well, probably ten minutes, but it felt like ten hours, and then my 
oldest proceeded to dump an entire McDonald’s cup of ice water 
all over the backseat. By accident, of course. She’s a sweetheart.

FEAR   
FORGETFULNESS 
BY SCARLET HILTIBIDAL
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I let out a gruff sigh and stomped 
inside for a towel. I didn’t think I felt 
scared. I thought I felt annoyed. You 
see, my middle child, Joy, who we 
adopted, went to a special needs 
preschool three days a week. She’d 
been going for months, and yet I still 
hadn’t figured out how to arrive on 
schedule without each participant 
of getting-in-the-car-time having 
a meltdown.

I wouldn’t describe my getting-in-
the-car-time frustration as “fear” 
or “worry,” but I knew my feelings 
needed to be different. I knew I 
wasn’t being joyful or peaceful 
or loving.

When the mess was wiped up, I 
plopped down in the front seat and 
realized the baby wasn’t buckled. So, 
I got back out, slammed my door, 
opened the back one again, and 
buckled the baby like it was the most 
challenging chore on Earth.

Again, I knew I needed God’s Word. 
I knew I wasn’t being Christlike. I 
knew I wanted to walk gracefully 
through life’s chafing moments with 
joy, but I wasn’t doing it right. So, 
instead of smiling and patting my 
sweet tots on the head, I said, “NO 
TALKING, SCREAMING, CRYING, OR 
PANICKING. EVERYONE JUST BE 
QUIET AND LISTEEEEEEEEEN.” Then, 

I pushed “play” on the Bible app 
and it picked up where it had been 
playing last. It was Luke 12.

“I say to you, my friends, don’t fear 
those who kill the body, and after 
that can do nothing more. But I will 
show you the one to fear. Fear him 
who has authority to throw people 
into hell after death. Yes, I say to 
you, this is the one to fear! Aren’t 
five sparrows sold for two pennies? 
Yet not one of them is forgotten in 
God’s sight. Indeed, the hairs of your 
head are all counted. Don’t be afraid; 
you are worth more than many 
sparrows.” (Luke 12:4–7)

I was losing it and stressing out 
and talking in all caps to my kids, 
wondering if I was loved. And God 
filled my car with supernatural 
truth and comfort. “Don’t be afraid, 
getting-in-the-car-huffer. You 
are cared for, door-slammer. You 
are seen by the One who shaped 
the world.”

When I’m anxious, I start to self-
diagnose. And I’m like a child who 
thinks she’s been through medical 
school because she knows how to 
use a Band-Aid. I can convince myself 
I know what my problem is. It’s this 
person. Or it’s this possibility. It’s 
definitely this impending danger 
that’s making me feel this way.
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But those aren’t the things Jesus 
speaks to. Jesus doesn’t address the 
trifles I’m freaking out over. His Word 
pierces me. It goes after my heart, 
right at the root. I’m huffing and 
puffing and sad and wound up tight, 
because I’m forgetting that I’m God’s. 
I’m forgetting that the hairs on my 
head are numbered. Seriously, think 
about that. Every strand accounted 
for. I am not “chronically late to 
special needs preschool mom.” I am 
“more than many sparrows mom.” I 
am “remembered every moment by 
the Master of it all mom.”

If, rather than stumbling in nervously 
and fixating on my failures, I’m 
walking in grace and looking upward 
at the King who has already made 
me, and remade me and called me His 
own, I can be known as a woman who 
is loved by Jesus. And hopefully I can 
be known as someone who loves like 
He loves. I’m already worthy because 
of what Jesus did in my place. I can 
live in light of Jesus’ success rather 
than the shame of my failures.

In Luke 12, Jesus reminded the 
disciples how powerful He is. He is 
powerful over life and death and 
Heaven and hell. And what did He say 
next? “Don’t be afraid.” Little children, 
don’t be afraid.

God knew I needed that in my huff. 

He knew my kids needed it. He knows 
the world needs it.

I bring this up because I know from 
experience that God’s Word is always 
the answer to your worry problem. 
Even if you don’t realize you have a 
worry problem. Even if your worry 
looks more like frustration or sadness 
or fury-buckling car seats.

God’s Word is the answer to the 
questions you don’t even know you 
have. It’s the remedy for fear and 
selfishness and huffing and puffing.

Not because it’s full of beautiful and 
comforting words, but because it’s 
full of living words. It’s full of THE 
Word. Jesus is in that book.
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The Bible reminds us who God is. It 
reminds us who we are. It reminds us 
Whose we are. It reminds us that we 
are forgiven. It reminds us that we 
are rescued. It reminds us that we’ve 
already proven we don’t have the 
strength to make it. And it reminds 
us that God has already proven He’ll 
go to the death to take care of us 
anyway. And through His Word, the 

Holy Spirit can comfort us and lead us 
out of fear and foreboding and back 
into “...the light of the knowledge 
of God’s glory in the face of Jesus 
Christ” (2 Cor 4:6).

*This excerpt was adapted from 
“Afraid of All the Things” by Scarlet 
Hiltibidal, with permission from B&H 
Publishing Group.
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TRINITY

BY: BILL LEE
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MATT’S STORY
BY LEXI RAGAN

Meet Matt. A passionate real estate 
photographer studying business 
at Long Beach City College, the 
middle child in a family of seven, and 
a vibrant member of the Mariners 
college ministry. But before finding 

his home at the Irvine congregation, 
Matt faced several seasons of 
darkness that would draw him back 
to the Lord and forever change his life 
in a way he had never encountered 
before. 

As a pastor’s kid, Matt’s story begins 
within the Church—a place that felt 
natural and welcoming, where he was 
consistently surrounded by family and 
friends. That is, until his father made 
the difficult decision to leave his role 
at the church where Matt grew up. 
Such a transition was hard for the 
family to digest. 

“This changed the dynamic of the 
house a little bit,” Matt said with a 
heavy heart.

Nevertheless, in all of God’s 
goodness, another role opened up 
for his father. Matt decided to stay 
at his former church for the many 
friends he had made there, but after 
feeling as though he was “going 
through the motions,” Matt found 
himself ambivalently walking out that 
door too.
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At this point in Matt’s life, just going 
to a Christian high school didn’t help 
with the distance he felt from God. 
It had merely put a Band-Aid on the 
problem hiding deep in his heart. 

“I knew all the answers but didn’t 
know how to apply them to my life,” 
Matt said. 

After high school ended, isolation 
crept in. He began attending a 
community college, and at the same 
time, the group of friends he had 
grown up with were leaving the local 
area and departing in different life 
directions. This was a time when an 
even split took place between the 
group, with four choosing to walk 
with the Lord, and the other four 
choosing to walk with the ways of 
the world. Even so, Matt still chose to 
remain faithful to these friendships. 

Unfortunately, their negative 
influences eventually rubbed off on 
him in a way that brought him to 
an even lower place. Although he 
was not entertaining these choices 
in his own life, the mere presence 
of them around him triggered an 
even deeper darkness that, once 
again, encouraged a disinterest in 
going to church. 

 “I felt alone,” Matt said, and he began 
asking himself questions, such as 

“Why am I in this place?” With mixed 
feelings, Matt didn’t know who or 
what to turn to anymore. The Church 
had left him feeling broken, his friends 
made him feel more silenced, and 
with his family, he felt misunderstood. 
Matt told himself, “I was just going to 
roll (with) the punches and just go 
through life (alone) and figure it out 
myself.” Such a feat, he would find 
out, was easier said than done.

WHERE ARE YOU, GOD? 

Then, the unexpected happened. 
After the untimely death of a high 
school friend, Matt’s group of 
friends reunited at the memorial 
only to collectively experience an 
intervention with their personal walks 
of faith. As the pastor at the funeral 
spoke about how Matt’s friend was 
going to Heaven, Matt couldn’t help 
but question the claim, thinking back 
to how his friend’s lifestyle did not 
reflect the life of a true believer.

Grief and guilt swept over the group. 
So did questions. They began to 
ask if they themselves knew where 
they were going after they passed 
away. They began to place blame 
on themselves and others for what 
could’ve been done differently to help 
their friend. 

Instead of mournful fellowship 
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bringing the group back together, 
arguments over their friend’s passing 
actually tore the group further apart. 
Here they were, back to square one, 
with no certainty as to where their 
friend had ended up, and they felt a 
hundred miles apart from each other. 
More than anything, Matt was deeply 
shaken up. 

In college, an even deeper period of 
isolation set in. Feeling lonely and 
unaccepted, Matt didn’t feel like he 
had anyone to turn to. 

“I felt like my parents wouldn’t 
understand,” he said. “I feel a lot of 
teenagers think that parents won’t 
understand their mental health. I think 
that is just a generational thing.” 

This did not make the problem any 
less real, however. One night, Matt hit 
his breaking point. Alone in his room, 
with silent tears streaming down his 
face, Matt released an excruciating 
pain that had been bottled up for so 
long. Wanting nothing more than to 
allow the cries of his heart to speak 
out to God, he did what his heart led 
him to do: get down on his knees and 
pray for a sign. 

It came the next morning when an 
old friend invited him to church. The 
service he attended permeated his 
very soul, but Matt did not feel the 

freedom to express his emotions to 
his friend. After service, all he could 
say was a simple “that was good,” 
although deep down, he knew it was 
much more than that. Through this 

friend’s invitation, God was reaching 
for him. Through the words of the 
pastor, God was speaking to him. 
Still, there was a profound pain that 
prohibited Matt from accepting any 
further invitations from his friend, 
and he continued to decline offers to 
return to church. The walls that had 
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been built over the years of rejection, 
isolation, and inauthenticity were hard 
to knock down. 

A HOLY REUNION 

As the months passed, a certain 
stirring began to tug within Matt’s 
heart. He knew something had to 
change. He started to feel the Holy 
Spirit’s conviction to pick himself up 
and try church once again. 

“God was slowly bringing my 
confidence back and showing me that 
I was loved,” he said.

Matt felt the desire to forge a new 
beginning and grew tired of the 
stagnant cycle of mental health he 
was in. It was as if God was reminding 
Matt that He had seen everything that 
had hurt him and had never left him. 
In response, Matt chose to embark 
on a quest for a new church. Willing 
to go the distance to return to his 
church roots, he told himself, “I’m 
going to find a church super far away 
from me, so I won’t know anyone, and 
just give it a try—because that’s the 
only happy thing I remember.” 

With a simple internet search, Matt 
stumbled upon Mariners Church, and 
eventually came across the Instagram 
account of their college ministry. 
There happened to be a worship and 

prayer night in the North Irvine area 
the very following night and Matt 
spontaneously decided to go. He 
could no longer deny the presence of 
the Lord actively drawing him back.  

The Lord melted all of Matt’s fears 
into a holy boldness that only He 

could give, one that gave Matt the 
confidence to socialize with every 
single group at the event. 

“I just decided to talk to every single 
person that was there,” he said. “It 
was definitely God leading the way 
because I was super shy.” 

Afterward, the landscape of Matt’s life 
took a dramatic shift for the good. 

“I got so plugged in,” he said, 
“getting out of my comfort zone and 
really being vocal with who I am, 
which I was never like…and that was 
definitely God.” 

Shortly after, Matt started serving on 
the core team for the college ministry. 

“God was slowly bringing 
my confidence back 
and showing me that I 
was loved.”
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Initially contributing to behind-the-
scenes work for the music production 
team, he began to notice his passion 
for welcoming others to church 
and felt called to jump into the 
greeting team. 

“I purposely do the welcoming 
because I feel like it is the most 
important part of the church. Without 
it, someone might feel like they don’t 
belong there,” Matt said. “You don’t 
know what those people are going 
through. They could be on their last 
leg like I was.” As an advocate for 
viewing greeters as a fundamental 
part of the church, Matt helped 
spread the light in inviting people to 
a place of purpose and a center of 
compassion for all. 

But God wasn’t done quite yet. In 
Matt’s endeavor to “slowly regain 
his faith with God,” he also felt the 
need to make amends with broken 
friendships. He began to notice 
how God was strategically planting 

people who needed God back into 
his life, and he saw himself being 
put in a position to represent Christ, 
even if he did not originally feel 
forthcoming toward them. When he 
finally reunited with his old group of 
friends, their reaction to Matt was life 
changing. The first thing they noticed, 
Matt said, was how much he had 
changed from the last time they had 
seen him. It was almost as if Matt was 
introducing himself to them for the 
first time. 

“It’s not always a crazy, uprising 
journey,” Matt said about being 
a believer. “It is not always about 
feeling that crazy feeling, but just 
being obedient, and loving the 
regular moments, which I had to 
learn also.” 

Because of this divine transformation 
that took place in Matt’s life, he now 
had the freedom to be transparent 
with his emotions, to love well, and 
to finally tell his family the things 
he never felt he could. What’s more, 
he now had a church community 
he could trust and felt full serving 
others—reuniting with God through it 
all.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY:  
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