
FBC Devotion Thursday December 30 2021 “My times are in your hands.” Psalm 31:15 a 

The Romans had a pagan god named Janus. Janus was the god of gates and doors and new 
beginnings. He was two-faced -- he looked both ways. Our word, January, is named after him. 

January 2022 is almost here. It hardly seems possible! What happened to Easter? Summer? 
Thanksgiving? Christmas? Gone! 

The ancient worshippers of the pagan God, Janus, would have put it, "Tempus Fugit!" Time flies! 

Because time flies, we ought to prize it highly and guard it carefully. We should enjoy it fully, use it 
wisely, and give thanks for it continually.  

When, but on New Year’s Eve, is the world so focused upon time? To be sure, alarm clocks are set and 
calendars are consulted all through the year. But never does time receive as much united attention as 
when the minutes, then seconds, are counted off to mark the end one year, and bring in the next. 

Turning to a new calendar year seldom brings an instant major change in life—no more than a 
person’s birthday does. But, like a birthday, New Years is a marker in life.  

Decades from now someone will say, “Remember in 2021…?” just as some folks now ask, “Remember 
in 1964…?” or, “Remember in 1981…?” 

Whether the year comes to an end with sober reflection because of COVID, or by being anything but 
sober, no one misses the fact that another year has passed. Another whole year! 

What was that year like? Will we remember it with fondness or sorrow? Did we meet the expectations 
we had set for ourselves in that year? Was it a year to be proud of—or not?  

Does remembrance of the past year bring mixed feelings? 2021 most certainly will. 

What about next year? What will be written in our Book of Life by the time 2022 rolls to the top of the 
calendar list? How many weddings will we attend? How many funerals? Who will be missing from our 
circle of loved ones 12 months from now? And, just how many New Years do we have left? 

 How restful should I be in knowing that my times are in my precious Saviour’s hands! 

He sees the end from the beginning. 

He knows how to apportion my sorrows and my joys. 

He knows what to give–and what to withhold. 

He knows also when to give–and when to take away. 

The good times; the bad times; the times of joy and sorrow; times of health and sickness; the times of 
wonder and anticipation.  

Happy New Year everyone! 


