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“The LORD is my shepherd I shall not want.” Psalm 23:1 

Yes, another year has become history, never to return. The pages of the time-space of three 

hundred sixty-five days are written full. Seemingly man wrote these pages, but really it was the 

work of the firm and guiding hand of our Father in heaven; He wrote with His pen each page, each 

day. It was the fulfilling of what was in the Scroll in the right hand of God on the Throne, covered 

by a rainbow, and which Scroll was given to the Lamb, who had the right to open the seals thereof! 

All things in heaven and earth are busy, are working together to the realization when God's 

tabernacle which shall be with man, and when all "will be done". It will be the last day of history! 

Blessed thought! 

Earnest and living hope through the resurrection of Jesus Christ from the dead ! 

Yes. the LORD is my shepherd, I shall not want. .  

As I sit here musing, on this last day of Anno 1982, my heart is glad, full of joy 

unspeakable, full of glory, expecting the end of our faith, the faith of the church of the ages, the 

salvation of our souls. Maranatha, Jesus Comes! Behold the Son of Man shall come, is coming, 

with the clouds of heaven, with power and great glory. Fear then unbelieving Sanhedrins in a 

petrified church, quake with fear, all who deny that Jesus is the Christ, the Son of the living God. 

But fear not ye, my people, my little flock in the world. It is the Father's good pleasure to give you 

the kingdom! 

Comforting word of the Gospel as we look into the New Year. For this “new year" is the 

year of our Lord Jesus. It is Anno Domini. He is the central focus-point of all history; yea, his 

coming is history. I hear his foot-steps. Yes, I hear him in the thunder and see him in the lightning, 

and I perceive him in the quaking of the earth in many places, in floods and storm. And I know 

that by Him were the ages formed, and after having brought about the purification of the church 

by Himself, He went on high and sat down on the right hand of the majesty on high. 

The LORD is my shepherd! 

He the Lord, Jehovah God revealed, gathers the church each year. Not one, who should 

have been brought to conversion, is left unconverted. All the elect will be brought to repentance, 

and they came one by one to confess their sins, and they were forgiven. All who came to Christ 

were saved, and no one was cast out. He has fulfilled the will of His Father in heaven. And He 

cried in Anno Domini 1982 "I came to do Thy will, O, God!” In the Volume of the Scroll it is 

written of me! And is not this Jesus the same, yesterday, today and forever? And is He not the 

Lord God Almighty in the flesh, now at God's right, the effulgence of His glory, the expressed 

image of His Being? Did God in all times and ages ever say to any angel: thou art my Son, this 

day have I begotten thee? 

Yes, He is the almighty Shepherd. Great in power and abundant in mercy, He. He alone is 

great! 

The LORD is my Shepherd. Now I shall not want. I shall receive each morning mercies 

new and abundant. Never shall the Manna from heaven fail, from which eating I hunger never 

more. O, that is what was true now at the end of 1982. The church-bells ring at midnight-watch, 

their music sounds clear and strong over hill and dale, finally dying away in distant echo, joining 

the music of the heavenly firmament, and in my soul reechoes the joyful sound: The LORD is my 

Shepherd. Maranatha, Jesus comes.  

O, then I do not know exactly what the "future" holds in store, but I lift up my eyes unto 

the hills, and I know that He who created heaven and earth, rules all things by His Counsel and 



Providence, and that He so holds the “future" in His almighty and merciful hands, that rain and 

sunshine, hail and tempest, fruitful and barren years, riches and poverty, yea, all things, come not 

by chance, but come by the omnipotent will of our heavenly Father! 

Yes, be still my soul, you shall not want! 

Be still, my soul, the LORD is on thy side.  

The Lord, My Shepherd holds me within His tender care, and with His flock He folds me, 

no want shall find me there; in pastures green He leads me, with plenty I am blest, by quiet streams 

He leads me, in paths of righteousness. 

Anno Domini 1983.  

What a blessed thought, what portion Divine. The lines have fallen unto us in pleasant 

places. A goodly heritage is ours! 

All the days of the years of my earthly pilgrimage the Shepherd has led 

the way. He gathers the flock for which He laid down His life. And gathers the entire flock, those 

near and those far, from the East and West and North and South. And He goes on conquering and 

to conquer, as He rides on the white horse through history. And He breaks the seals and says, in 

this year of His, to the horses and to the horsemen: go forth. And the powers of God's throne are 

efficacious to make history, in war, social upheaval and revolutions, and in death. And in the midst 

of this all He lays His hand on each of His sheep and comforts with His Word and Spirit, saying: 

fear not, I am the First and the Last, I am He that was dead and am alive forever more, and I have 

the keys of hell and of death! For you, my little sheep, death at last lost its sting! 

Anno Domini, 1983? 

It is no great question-mark, forsoothe. .  

Will this be the year that angels come to carry me away into Abraham's bosom from the 

church militant to the church triumphant? The Shepherd knows! His assuring word is: let not your 

heart be troubled; I go to prepare a place for you.  

Mansions of glory, home over there; regions celestial, radiant and fair. No pain or sorrow, 

no sickness or gloom. And there shall be no night there. 

Yes, when that place is ready, He will come again to receive us that we may be where He 

is, to behold His glory, such is His high priestly intercession. 

The LORD is my Shepherd. He is the great Shepherd who dwells between the Cherubims 

of glory of the mercy-seat. 

No I shall not want, not here, nor into all eternity. 

It will be streams of mercy never-ending, rivers of God's good pleasure. And the River of 

God is full of water. 

Anno Domini, 1983? 

It is the straight and narrow way which leads into life. Few find it; may I 

find it daily, even in the night-watches. 

Blessed prospect. 

The Shepherd's supply never fails! I shall not want! 
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