I think we’re all afraid of something. 
And I don’t mean the little kind of afraid, say, of heights (yuppers…) or spiders (not so much…). I’m talking about those big kinds of afraid. The ones that create a gaping whole in your chest that slowly fills up with dread. The ones that we will do anything, practically anything, to avoid. 

The fear of being alone. The fear of being homeless. The fear of being unable to feed yourself or your family. The fear of being struck down by the cruel and random hand of accident. The fear of death. Big fears, all. Common fears, every last one. But I think that these big fears are really just manifestations of the One True Fear: the fear that we are not really in control of anything, and at any moment fate will smack the big, red detonator button that crouches on the surface of our lives like a wicked, malevolent gnome. Eh, viola, without warning, kaboom! kaplowie! and kasplat! (Yeah, I just made that last one up.)
Sadly, there really isn’t any way to prevent that explosion from coming to be if it was meant to be. The Universe and Karma are strange and precocious beasts, and life is just one giant question mark from the day you draw your first breath to the day you draw your last. But that surely doesn’t stop us from trying every which way from Sunday to grab onto its tail and wrestle it desperately where we want it to go. So much of our effort goes into stuffing things—‘security’—beneath that detonator button in the hope that they will somehow keep it from engaging.
Surely our marriages will keep us from ever being alone. Surely that house we own will keep us from ever being homeless. Surely our jobs will keep us from ever going hungry. Surely our insurance policies will minimize the destruction of those random accidents. Surely having a good doctor will keep us from dying before we are ready. Perhaps, if we have just one more thing—the right thing—our lives will be less of a question mark and more a series of predictable commas. 
But here’s where that logic hits the big snag. Despite our legal construct of the concept, we don’t ever really own anything.  We can use anything and everything provided by the great source, we are absolutely welcome to it all, but we are temporary, and therefore everything that we ‘own’ is temporary, too. You will not live in that house forever, and at the drop of a hat it can be gone. So you cannot rely on owning your house to keep you from being homeless, just as you cannot rely on your insurance to keep you out of trouble. A loving partnership may keep loneliness cold on the back burner, but we can never ‘own’ people or relationships or love. They are all impermanent gifts that serve their purpose and then drift away. It is impossible to wholly own any thing; every thing is simply on loan from god until the day you leave your body. Then it goes on to another. So did you ever really own it at all?
The only things that are ours completely are our bodies, our minds and our humanity. They might get damaged by life, but they cannot ever be randomly taken away by it. These are our only barriers against the fears of living and braced with a healthy dallop of hope can see us through the worst of storms. It is perfectly healthy to be afraid. There will probably never be a day when you are not, and that’s okay. 
But grace comes from how we learn to live with it. 

