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There’s a story about a Cub Scout in Florida who wanted to send smoke signals.  One morning he built a small 

fire in his backyard.  He was covering it with a blanket, then pulling the blanket away to send little puffs of smoke 

into the air, making his message.  Suddenly, a few miles away at Cape Canaveral, a space craft was launched, 

causing a gigantic cloud of smoke to billow up. 

When the Cub Scout looked up and saw that huge cloud of smoke rising into the sky, he exclaimed, “Wow!  I 

wish I had said that!” 

That happened to me some time ago.  At my former church, I was in my office, visiting with a congregant who 

had been recently widowed.  She had lost her husband of thirty years—the man she had known and loved and 

taken care of through a lengthy illness.  He died and she was feeling the distress, the loneliness, the anguish.  I 

was obviously trying to find the right words to comfort and encourage and console her. 

As sometimes happens, when I’m trying to minister to someone else, they minister to me, and it happened with 

this lady.  We were talking about how faith doesn’t exempt us from problems (we all know there’s no magic 

bubble over believers!) but it does give us the strength to keep on when life is hard.  

Then she said her little gem of wisdom:  “Sometimes we just have to walk through the pain.” 

So true.  And I thought to myself, “Wow!  I wish I had said that!” 

There’s no doubt about it.  In this life, stress will come and trouble will come.  Sometimes we just have to walk 

through it, knowing that, as Christian people, we never walk alone—God walks with us.  

There are lots of examples of this in the Bible.  Remember Moses and the Hebrews at the Red Sea?  Talk about 

trouble!  Talk about stress!  Pharaoh’s powerful army was in hot pursuit, and Moses and the people were penned 

in—army behind them, mountains on the sides, Red Sea in front of them.  But remember what happened.  Moses 

led them through the Red Sea.  Note that they walked through it—not over it, not under it, not around it—but 

through it.  

That is the good news of our faith, isn’t it?  We are not alone when we walk through the difficulties and 

danger.  God is with us.  God will bring us through the valley of the shadow … to the mountaintop on the other 

side. 

I think this is what the Psalmist was talking about in Psalm 121.  Listen to some of the words: 

“I lift up my eyes to the hills—From where will my help come? 

My help comes from the Lord, who made heaven and earth … 

He who keeps you will neither slumber nor sleep.” 

This is, without question, one of the most beautiful of all Psalms.  I hope you read it when this meditation is over. 

It speaks to us of walking through dangers, yet God is always at our side day and night.  This Psalm is a song of 

confidence. We can wholly trust God. We can count on God. God will never fall asleep on us.  God walks with 

us through the anxiety and watches over us through the dangers—no matter what. 

There was a dear sweet lady in my first church named Adeline—she had been a piano teacher extraordinaire and 

we had great conversations about students and teaching piano.  She also happened to be one of the most devout 

believers I have ever met.  When she died, her family gave me her personal Bible.  I cherish it to this day—and 

actually use it for every sermon I write.       



One of her habits was to write little notes in the margins of some of the pages of the Bible.  It just so happens that 

she had a note written next to Psalm 121.  It read:  “In the play South Pacific, Mary Martin sang a song—‘I’m 

stuck like a dope with a thing called hope, and I can’t get it out of my mind.’” 

I think this is exactly what the psalmist meant in Psalm 121.  We can have hope and strength and confidence, 

even when we have to walk through the danger, because God walks with us, and God watches over us always—

especially when our own strength gives way. 

There is no doubt, we are living through a stressful time.  News reports change hourly.  We worry about coming 

down with virus.  We’re worried about our families.  People are out of work as casinos, restaurants, theaters, 

stores and more close down.  We’re frightened by this “new normal”—whatever shape that takes.  

At the beginning of the year, who could imagine that this was going to happen?  As J. Wallace Hamilton once 

said, “Every person’s life is a diary, in which he or she means to write one story and is forced to write yet another.” 

We’re being forced to write that “other.”  But no matter how difficult it may be or become, we can do it, with the 

help of God!  This is a beautiful aspect of the Christian life—we can turn defeat into victory.  This is what the 

cross is about. Great preacher Dr. Leslie Weatherhead said it this way:  “The cross looked like defeat to the 

disciples, it was called a defeat by the world, but God made it his greatest victory.”  

For right now we just need to live one day at a time.  Remember, there are two days in every week that you don’t 

need to worry about—yesterday and tomorrow!  Trust God to be with you and to sustain you. 

Let me close this meditation with a story a minister shared from his childhood.  He was about five years old and 

had spent the day with his grandmother.  As it was getting dark and close to the time to go home, a fierce storm 

came up.  Just as his grandmother began to worry how little Jimmy would get home, his dad walked through the 

front door.  He had come to take his son home. 

It was a terrible storm, the wind was blowing, rain was pouring down, lightning was flashing, thunder was 

rumbling.  It had become a dark and scary night.  Jimmy lived close by, but the storm was getting worse.  How 

would they get home? 

His dad had on a big blue all-weather coat, and as they prepared to leave, he said, “Son, come under here.”  He 

opened his big coat, covered his little son with the coat, and out into the storm they went.  It was still raining hard 

and the wind was howling.  Jimmy couldn’t see a thing under that big coat, but he wasn’t the least bit 

afraid.  Why?  Because he knew his father could see where they were going.  So the little boy just held on tightly 

and trusted his dad.  Soon the coat opened and they were home, safe and sound. 

I think life is like that.  God covers us with protective love; God holds our hand and guides us through the 

storm.  Sometimes there’s no way around it, and we just have to walk through it.  But the good news is that we 

never walk alone! 


