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National Anxiety



PSALM 23 
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The Lord is my shepherd;




I shall not want. 

He makes me to lie down in green pastures;

He leads me beside the still waters. 

He restores my soul;

He leads me in the paths of righteousness

For His name’s sake 

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death,

I will fear no evil;

For You are with me;

Your rod and Your staff, they comfort me. 

You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies;

You anoint my head with oil;

My cup runs over. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me

All the days of my life;

And I will dwell in the house of the Lord

Forever.

        I heard an interview on  NPR yesterday with Mike Braun, junior senator from the state of Indiana.  In the interview he spoke of the “national anxiety” that is gripping the nation.          Hoarding is one manifestation. And another manifestation, according to the Arizona “Republic”, has been a dramatic upsurge in gun purchases, including purchases of assault weapons.  “What are these people going to do?”  I mused. “Shoot someone who gets to the toilet paper shelf and grabs the last roll just as they arrive there?”  


The Bible gives the command, “Do not fear,” 365 times, or once for every day of the year.  God must have known that we would be dogged by anxiety every day of our lives.


When I served as an interim pastor in Wisconsin in 2008 and 2009 I taught a Bible study every week.  One lesson was on the 23rd Psalm with a focus on the verse, “I fear no evil, for Thou art with me.”  


I told my class that I was a worrier, that my mother was a super-worrier and that I wagered  I inherited worry from her.


One woman in the class was shocked at my confession.  “You’re a pastor,” she said.  “You aren’t supposed to worry.  You are supposed to be an example to the flock.”


Her words stung, although I tried not to show it.  I’m not proud of the fact that I worry inordinately, often over the most trivial things.  I still remember a sermon from my home pastor when I was a teenager, something about if you have enough  faith you will never doubt or worry.  
Alas, I have never possessed  that kind of faith.  My faith has always harbored an element of struggle, unanswered questions, and troubling doubt.


And yet I hold on.  I hold on because my Christian faith goes back some 75 years to the Sunday I was baptized as an infant.  It’s all I know.  


I hold on because if I let go, I don’t know how far I would fall.  


I hold on because I know so many people have been examples of the kind of faith I aspire to but never quite reach.  


Watch and listen to this powerful song by Bill Gaither: “I believe; help Thou my unbelief.”  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z__h1uiSC6I  

