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We are standing on the threshold of a new year—1946 is past forever—1947 stretches 

out before us.  How fast those years go by! 

With this transition from the old to the new there comes, as a matter of course, a change 

in viewpoint.  No, reality is no different now than it was last month when our thoughts were 

directed to the end of all things.  Today, as well as yesterday, it may be said: “Nearer my home 

am I today than ever I’ve been before”.  However, our viewpoint is somewhat different.  At the 

end of a year we look back, or, if we do look ahead, it is over and beyond all present things to 

that which lies beyond this life.  At the beginning of a year we look ahead to the way as it lies 

directly before us. 

What this new year has in store for us no one knows but God alone.  It is dark in more 

than one way: dark, too, in the sense of ominous, sinister, threatening.  Both Scripture and 

experience tell us what we may and should expect.  “The strength of our years,” says the 

Psalmist, “is labor and sorrow”.  And even now, what do we see on every hand?  A world that is 

living in all the corruption of which it is capable; jealousy and strife no end: labor and capital 

seeking, relentlessly and mercilessly, to cut each other’s throats; the nations of the world 

distrusting one another more than ever before in history: a world full of misery and sickness and 

pain and suffering and death. 

How we need the admonition to put all our trust and confidence in Him alone Who is 

able to help us and to see us safely through whatever may lie ahead.  Trust—that is the password 

each New Year morning.  And how secure and blessed are they who know, spiritually and 

experientially, what this means.  “Like Zion’s stedfast mount are they, Who in the Lord confide; 

Secure, immovable they stand, Forever to abide”.   

Yet, how little of that genuine trust there is in the life of the child of God.  And how 

much of that other thing, that thing that makes all of life so miserable and unbearable, that 

baneful thing that is known as—worry. 

Worry, that enemy of all men and spoiler of all life, ah, we know all about it, do we not? 

Our heads and hearts and lives are so full of it.  It is one of the best-known words in the English 

dictionary;  Do you know what it really means?  According to Webster, its root-meaning is: to 

strangle, to shake and tear with the teeth, like a terrier does a rat.  Thus it came to mean: to 

trouble, tease, harass.  To be worried, therefore, means: that you are being shaken and torn, 

troubled and harassed by those things in life that cause the worry.  It is a state of mental distress, 

anxiety, fear, restlessness, spiritual agitation and vexation.  It is mental and spiritual uneasiness 

with respect to the way that lies before us.  Worry is that painful state of mind, that mental 

anguish that we endure when we live in constant dread of the future, when we want things to go 

one way and we fear that they may go another. 

Such worry could be justified on only one condition: that there were no Father in heaven 

who controlled all things and made all things work out together for our good.  Then, of course, 

there would be every reason to tremble, be troubled, fear, be anxious and restless, for then we 

would have no guarantee whatever that all things will go well.  However, with a Father above 

Who rules supreme there is no room for worry in the heart and life of the Christian.  That is 

precisely the evil of all worry.  It virtually denies that God does all things well, in fact, it really 



belies that the Lord does all things at all.  It questions the love and grace, the faithfulness and 

goodness, the wisdom and omnipotence of our covenant God. 

Therefore there is such a wealth of truth in this simple fable that came to my attention 

some time ago.  Written by Elizabeth Cheney, it goes like this: “Said the Robin to the Sparrow, I 

would really like to know, Why these anxious human beings, Rush about and worry so”.  Said the 

Sparrow to the Robin, “Friend, I think that it must be, That they have no heavenly Father, Such 

as cares for you and me”.  Well worth memorizing, don’t you think so?  If the birds, so 

wonderfully upheld and provided for by our heavenly Father, could speak, that’s just what they 

would say about us anxious human beings.  And we the very children of the Highest! 

So very often Scripture exhorts us, in one form or another, to put our trust in the Lord 

alone.  What does that mean? 

Negatively it admonishes us to look away from ourselves, entirely, and from all that is of 

the flesh and of the mere creature.  Also, that we fear nothing or no one, now or in the future. 

Positively it implies, that we seek our all in God alone: that we cast ourselves with all that 

we are and possess on Him and on no other: that we commit our entire way to the Lord and cast 

all our cares on Him: that we cling to Him as trusting children regardless what judgments may 

shake the earth; that we really sing with all our hearts: “My soul in silence waits for God, My 

Saviour He has proved: He only is my rock and tower, I never shall be moved”. 

Christian friends, let us thus put all our confidence in Him alone, Who loves us with an 

everlasting love and never shall be moved.  That is the promise of the Word of God: “They that 

trust in the Lord shall be as Mount Zion, which cannot be removed, but abideth forever”. Psalm 

125:1. 

How true this is.  Did you ever see a person who trusted in God afraid, confounded , 

confused or shaken?  You never did and never will. 

Let come what may: let come the severest trials of life, which by nature would certainly 

overwhelm us.  Let it be that God’s ways are often strange, dark, painful, so that the world 

laughs us to scorn and taunts: “Where is thy God?” 

They that trust in the Lord shall not be moved, upset, confused.  They shall be strong in 

the God of their salvation.  They shall stand, now and forever, for their strength will be in the 

God of their salvation. 

May this, then, be our prayer, by the grace of Almighty God, as we start our journey 

through another year: “Another year is dawning! Dear Father, let it be, In working or in waiting, 

Another year with Thee: Another year of leaning, Upon Thy loving breast, Another year of 

trusting, Of quiet, happy rest”. 
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