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 So you thought you’d heard the last of this expression? Or that this article is a left-over 

which we neglected to scrap when the peace treaty was signed? Such, however, is not the case 

and with your kind permission, I’d like to give it one more fling before relegating it to the war-

time souvenirs. 

 We stand on the threshold of a new year. We know it, simply because the calendar tells 

us so. It is not evident, let us say, from nature. For nature round about us lies dormant and shall 

not reveal a new life or renewed life for some months to come. And from that point of view, it 

would seem to be more proper if the new year would fall in the spring when nature is renewed, 

days are brighter, song birds return and the seed time of the husbandman is at hand. But so it is 

not and one cannot find an inspiration to write about a new year by looking at things around him. 

 But it is not at all impossible to liken a new year to a journey. And such is our intention at 

this time.  Hence we raise the question which forms the heading for this article. 

 “For here we have no continuing city, but we seek one to come.”  

Shall we confess that with the author of the epistle to the Hebrews? And shall we, with him, also 

read the roll of those heroes of faith and conclude, “These all died in faith, not having received 

the promises, but having seen them afar off, and were persuaded of them and embraced them and 

confessed that they were strangers and pilgrims on the earth”? Shall we pray with the psalmist 

and say, “Hear my prayer, O Lord, and give ear unto my cry; hold not thy peace at my tears: for I 

am a stranger with thee and a sojourner as all my fathers were”? Shall we stand before Pharaoh 

as did Jacob of old and in our Egypt say, “The days of the years of my pilgrimage are an hundred 

and thirty years: few and evil have the days of the years of my life been, and have not attained 

unto the days of the years of my fathers in the land of their pilgrimage”? 

 Could not Joseph, when carried to Egypt as a slave, have asked, “Is this trip necessary?” 

Could not old Jacob have asked the same thing when Joseph’s brethren insisted that Benjamin 

must accompany them to Egypt? 

 And did not the Israelites murmur at Moses and, when enduring the privations of the 

wilderness ask, “Is this trip necessary?” Incidents without number could be recalled. David flees 

from Saul and later from Absalom. Elijah must prophesy to Ahab and take a trip into seclusion 

for a time. And, finally, comes the realization of the types and Christ Himself was born and also 

before Him there was placed a journey. And praise be to God that He did not murmur and rebel 

and refuse to make that trip even though it was one which was most difficult to traverse. 

 And even so, you and I are called upon to make a journey. Every moment, every day, 

every year, there is before us a trip to make, a journey in our sojourn and oft-times we rebel 

against that way and ask, “Is this trip necessary?” For you see, that trip does not always take us 

over a widely paved and level highway and sometimes it seems that those narrow rugged trails 



must surely lead to nowhere. Sometimes we descend so far into the valley that even the sun is 

hidden from view and it is so lonely because there are relatively few travelers on that trail. 
Sometimes, on those long dreary nights, our batteries become weak, our lights dim and fog 

obscures our vision. And then we are more inclined than ever to murmur and ask, “Is this trip 

necessary?” Oh, if only we could follow that other highway with its many accommodations, its 

luxurious resting places for relaxation and amusement. But we? We must push on for we are 

conscious, and we alone, of the paradox that that broad way instead of leading to a principal city, 

leads to hell! Oh, if only we could linger a while and as errant school-children play along the 

way home! But no, we must press on, for our trip is a very necessary one. We have a high, yes, 

the highest priority which was reserved for us by Him Who made that trip before us. And we are 

called to follow in His footsteps! 

 And if only that way were an entirely separate one it would not be quite so difficult. If it 

were only one which was literally separate from the one travelled by the world. But such it is not, 

but rather, it is a road in a road and we as pilgrims find ourselves surrounded by those who are 

traveling that broad way to destruction. And there is no deliverance except by faith. We cannot 

separate ourselves from them in this life but find ourselves, as it were, shoulder to shoulder with 

them. We find ourselves watching them as they pause for the refreshments along the way while 

we, according to our old nature, must travel with parched throats and eyes which become weary 

from grazing at the far-distant horizon. Sometimes the sign-posts pointing to Jerusalem were 

obscured and we begin to wonder if, perhaps, we should not turn left instead of right. And those 

fellow-travelers scoff at our apparent foolishness and by divers means would entice us to “play 

along the way”. And how they will watch you! How eager they are to see you stumble and fall 

and ask them for assistance. And if they cannot cause you to enter their halls they will smirk if 

they can at least entice you to set up a reasonably exact facsimile of their amusement places. And 

oh, for grace to endure the cruel epithets which are hurled at those who refuse to be enticed. But, 

my friends, be comforted when you are called narrow-minded, old-fashioned and unenlightened. 

For now assuredly that it is and always has been the cruel connotation of those who are on the 

broad way or at best the old nature of those even on that narrow way. And shall we stoop to their 

level and when they revile shall we revile again? Nay, but rather pray for them for they are in 

need of your assisting hand. Those on that narrow way have at least partially succumbed to the 

call of their fellow travelers. They are “playing along the way” instead of hastening home to 

Father. Above all, be not proud or haughty for you and I, too, have often “played on the way” 

and as a result have fallen grievously. 

 But is our way always through the valley and do we never catch a glimpse of the radiant 

sun? No, sometimes we climb to a hilltop on that trail. By faith we always know that we are on 

the right way and God graciously gives us songs in the night. And that hilltop, that pinnacle of 

faith, allows us to glimpse, on the distant horizon, the walls of that city four-square. And if only 

we could remain on that hilltop? No, no, for we must travel on for we seek that city to enter in at 

its gates and we are anxious to travel and not satisfied with seeing it in the distance. 



 And how far away is that city? How many miles? How many days? How many years? As 

young people you have thought that it is a long journey which lies ahead of you? We know not. 

It may even be on the morrow or on this night that you have come to the journey’s end. And 

have you sometimes murmured and asked, “Is this trip necessary?” Or have you, perhaps, also 

ascended those hilltops and seen that city to which we are travelling? If we have, we will no 

longer complain an ask “Is this trip necessary?” 
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