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Instead . . . 

•  Day by day, we care for the children God has entrusted to us 
in our own home or in our classroom. 

•  Moment by moment, we give away our rights as we interact 
with our husband, our wife, living for that person just as 
Jesus died and lives for us.

•  We give up our day off to take an aging parent or neighbor to 
the doctor or the grocery store.

•  Day by day, we show Christ’s compassion to the clerk at the 
fast food restaurant.

Moment by moment, we live by the faith of the Son of God, who 
loved us and gave himself for us!

Taking It Home
As you leave today, you will receive (name the No Greater Love 
gift you are sharing with your listeners). I pray that it will remind 
you of our Savior’s unfathomable love for you! There is no greater 
love than Christ’s. And I pray that you will ask for the grace you 
need to live out that great love in your relationships day by day!

No Greater Love

Introduction
Maybe some of you remember the day: January 13, 1982. It was 
4:10 P.M. in Washington, D.C., and a snowstorm was swirling 
through the city. Three miles from downtown, Air Florida Flight 
90 was wheels-up on the runway, on its way to warmer climes. It 
would never arrive.

Not more than a minute later, the Boeing 737 scraped the 
14th Street Bridge and plunged into the icy Potomac River. 
Immediately upon impact, the fuselage broke into pieces; only 
the tail section remained intact. Most passengers died on impact. 
Remarkably, six survivors bobbed to the surface, one by one, 
and reached out to grab onto the plane’s tail. Gasping for air and 
struggling to cling to the slick metal, they felt themselves going 
instantly numb in the 34-degree water. 

Rescue trucks arrived almost immediately, but would-be rescuers 
stood onshore, helpless. Despite several heroic attempts, there 
was simply no way to reach the victims clinging to life in the icy 



river forty yards from shore. An airboat, harbor police boats, a fire 
department rescue boat—all were launched, but none could plow 
their way through the ice that jammed the channel.

Thirteen minutes later, a helicopter appeared overhead. The 
pilot struggled mightily to hold it in position above the survivors 
while the storm’s winds buffeted the rotors. Then someone in 
the helicopter lowered a life ring to the surface of the river. It 
landed near one survivor. Grasping it, he was lifted into the rescue 
chopper. 

Then the ring dropped to the river’s surface again. A survivor 
grabbed it—and handed it off to someone else. The helicopter 
lifted her to safety. The ring hit the water a third time. The same 
survivor grabbed it—and again gave it away. Again, and again, and 
again, the man gave the ring away. Finally, the ring landed in the 
water for the sixth and last time. But it was too late. The hero in 
the water had slipped beneath the ice.

For days, no one knew his name. Then the city coroner found a 
clue. Of the 74 bodies that had been pulled from the Potomac, 
only one victim’s lungs were filled with water. The others were 
dead before they slipped into the river. The hero in the Potomac 
that day was Arland Williams, Jr., a federal bank examiner who 
had grown up in Mattoon, Illinois. 

Known to his friends as “Chub,” the 46-year-old Arland had a 
reputation as a great dancer and a dedicated federal employee. 
Those who knew Arland knew one other thing about him: he had 
a lifelong fear of the water.

Getting to the Heart
Stories of self-sacrifice fascinate and inspire most of us. Those 
willing to give their lives away for the good of others stir our 
hearts. We’ve all heard stories of soldiers who throw themselves 
on live hand grenades to save those around them. Heroes like that 
often earn the Congressional Medal of Honor. 

No human being though, however courageous, can make the 
same kind of self-sacrifice our Lord Jesus made. The apostle 
Paul testifies that Jesus “loved me, and gave himself for me” 
(Galatians 2:20). Each of us can put our own name in that 
verse. Jesus loved us and gave himself for us on the tree of 
the cross. There’s no love greater than that!

Arland Williams, Jr. gave up his life for strangers; our Lord Jesus 
gave up the glories of heaven for sinners, rebels all. When Jesus 
died for us, we were his enemies! Blind and spiritually dead in our 
sins, we hated God. The Bible tells us so!

Still, Jesus was unwilling to give up on us. He would not let us 
go—not without a fight. And so, he hung, and bled, and died on 
Calvary’s cross for us—for you and me. Think of that! The sinless 
Son of God endured the punishment you deserved. The holy 
Lamb of God died in your place. He loved you and gave himself 
for you! He was plunged not into an icy river, but into death and 
hell itself for you! For me! Can you imagine a greater love?

This is a miracle and a mystery. No human mind can fully 
comprehend what happened on the day Christians call Good 
Friday. No human heart can fully grasp the truth of the sacrifice 
our Savior made that day. What a Savior we have! What love we 
have known!

And now, with Paul, we can also say, “The life which I now live in 
the flesh I live by the faith of the Son of God, who loved me, and 
gave himself for me” (Galatians 2:20). When we know Christ, 
we know our lives are not our own. We realize that we no longer 
belong to ourselves. We can no longer live for ourselves. We 
belong to the one who died for us and rose again. We live for him. 
We live to serve him. We live to honor him.

We do that by living as he did. We do it by living out the same 
kind of self-sacrificial love our Lord Jesus has shown for us. We 
give our lives away, but usually not in one grand act of heroism. 


