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The last stroke still hangs on the air as the clock in the distant steeple finishes its 

burdensome task of tolling out another year. 

Twelve long, melancholy strokes sent out into a dismal night. Maybe the clock has grown 

weary of marking time: maybe it is reluctant to usher in a new year. 

A new year; yes, but a new year which defies anyone to foster new hopes or linger over 

vain dreams. 

A new year in a world of unrest and turmoil, of bloodshed and destruction, groaning 

under the burden of war machinery, cowering under the drone of oncoming bombers, shivering 

amid the shriek of warning sirens, with dangers all around and new dangers threatening. 

A new year which finds both hemispheres engaged in the bloody business of warfare: 

hearts of parents bleeding at the departure of their sons, sturdy young men in the prime of their 

lives called to hold a rendezvous with death while they manipulate their death-dealing in-

struments of modern warfare: men, women and children of every land, their very lives 

threatened, losing or fearing the loss of all that they have; haggard faces, bleeding hearts, anxious 

waiting and watching, wondering what the morrow may bring. 

Others may lay the blame for all these painful conditions at the door of a few dictatorial 

powers who threaten human liberties. Many cherish fond hopes that when these powers are 

broken universal peace, prosperity and happiness without end will be our reward. May even 

fondly dream of the day when good will and brotherly love will triumph in a world that remains 

at enmity with the living God. 

Others may babble as fools, blindly and persistently denying the reality of things. YOU 

know better. 

We might as well join the foolhardy multitude who drown their sorrows and fears in 

frivolous merrymaking or frantic carousing as to be deceived by such babblings. 

We know full well that all these things are coming upon us as the judgment of a righteous 

God Who is visiting the sins of mankind upon them. Whatever the outcome of this war may be, 

other signs of judgment, still more severe, are certain to follow. Wars, earthquakes, famines, 

disasters and calamities of every kind will follow one upon another, ever increasing in intensity, 

even until the end. Wickedness will abound, antichrist will come into power, the Church will 

pass through the great tribulation and the apostacy will be great. All these things must come to 

pass, for the end is not yet. 

Throughout the ages the Church has always sung the mournful song: 

 

In Thy wrath our spirits languish, 

Sinful ‘neath Thy searching eve, 

All our days are passed in anguish, 

In Thy wrath we pine and die. 

Three score years and ten we tarry. 

Fourscore years the strong may stay, 

Long the load of grief to carry, 

Till at last we fly away. 

 



There is one ray of hope shining through all the dark and weary night. One fond 

expectation ever warming the hearts of those who are keeping watch: The dawn cometh! 

The night may seem long, stretched into years of waiting, and the Bridegroom may tarry, 

but the dawn of the eternal day is sure to come. 

Almighty God still reigns in the heavens and does all His good pleasure. He has the 

hearts of kings in His hands and turns them withersoever He wills. 

Christ rules in majesty at the Father’s right hand and is coming with the clouds of the 

heavens to take His Church unto Himself in glory. All about us we see the evidence of the fact 

that He is hastening His coming. 

He comes speedily: the dawn is approaching. 

Our salvation is closer now that it ever has been before. 

Three times four strokes the clock in the steeple measured off in painstaking accuracy. 

Another year is gone. So much closer have I come to the end. 

A new year is ushered in. For still I have work to do as a servant in my Lord's house. 

I must buy out the time. I must work out my salvation with fear and trembling. I must 

walk in those good works which God has prepared that I should walk in them. 

Labor while it is day, ere the night cometh in which no man can labor. 

And all the while my Lord tells me to be of good cheer, for all is well. God’s work never 

fails to run according to schedule. 

A new year in an old world. 

 

O send the day of joy and light 

For long has been our sorrow’s night, 

Afflicted through the weary years, 

We wait until Thy help appears; 

With us and with our sons abide. 

In us let God be glorified. 

 

So let there be on us bestowed. 

The beauty of the Lord our God: 

The work accomplished by our hand, 

Establish Thou, and make it stand: 

Yea, let our hopeful labor be, 

Established evermore by Thee. 
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