
WHY BE HAPPY WHEN YOU CAN WORRY 
 

Worry is a creative force for self destructing - It has longitudinal dimensions:  
• Physical 

• Social 

• Psychological 

• Spiritual 

Why do we worry? 
• It is a learned behavior 

• We are good students, we often supersede our teachers 

• It is a control issue – you are losing control 

• We think “it is the responsible thing to do”  

• “Worry demonstrates my love for you” 

How to handle worry 
Think of your life as a train ride. The bridge ahead is washed out. Worry accelerates the train and it 

comes off the rails before the bridge is reached. Your mind and heart become hyper agitated agents. 

• Stop it! This adds a new dimension to worry, now I have to worry about my worry. 

• Biblically, a man with a really washed out bridge, under the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, 

demonstrates the Biblical Dynamic. 
6 

Do not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and petition, with thanksgiving, 

present your requests to God. 
7 

And the peace of God, which transcends all understanding, will guard 

your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus. Phil 4:6-7 

SOMETHING WE AVOID 
Note the “anything” and the “every situation” 

Know the grammar! 

SOMETHING WE DO INSTEAD – NOTE THE PREPOSITION “BUT” 
Main Verb ………………………………………………… 

Adjectival Clauses 

1 By ……………………………………………………… 

2 and …………………………………………………… 

3 with ………………………………………………….. 

SOMETHING GOD DOES 
And …… ………… … …… 

Garrisons 

1 your ………………………………… 

2 and your …………………………. 

THE PEACE 
Where the peace comes from – it is …… ……… … ….. 

It impacts two places – the …………………………………….. and ………………………………………………  

 

Jesus said: “
25 

“All this I have spoken while still with you. 
26 

But the Advocate, the Holy Spirit, whom the 

Father will send in my name, will teach you all things and will remind you of everything I have said to 

you. 
27 

Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world gives. Do not let 

your hearts be troubled and do not be afraid.” John 14 

 



 

The Anxious Idiot  By  DANIEL SMITH 

“I’m anxious — again! I’m anxious day and night. I wake up anxious and I go to bed anxious. I’m a total wreck. And I’m not doing 

anything to help myself! I know what helps and I’m not doing it! What’s wrong with me? Why am I not doing the things I know 

full well will make me feel better?” 

“Oh,” Scott said. “That’s an easy one. It’s because you’re an idiot.” Then he said he’d call me after work. 

When Scott called me an idiot, I initially took it as a joke — a bit of sharp-elbowed levity meant to nudge me out of my morbid 

self-involvement. As a brother, friend and fellow anxiety sufferer, Scott has license to make such jokes. And they help; they 

truly do. But the more I think about Scott’s comment the more I come to see it as containing real wisdom, as well as the power 

to explain one of the particular hells of anxiety: its tenacity. 

Like many people who have been given a diagnosis of an anxiety disorder (and many who have not), I am always braced for the 

next recurrence. Anxiety, like the tide, is forever receding and returning, receding and returning. I have been experiencing this 

pattern for nearly 20 years now, so that my anxiety has come to seem, at times, inevitable and unassailable — a fait accompli. 

My anxiety, I’d concluded, is what I am. There is no escape. 

 

Thanks to Scott, I am now coming to understand that this is not true. Thanks to Scott, I am now coming to understand that 

anyone, even the most neurotic of souls, can lessen and even elude anxiety, so long as he heeds a simple dictum: Don’t be an 

idiot. 

I should define “idiot” for our purposes. I don’t mean someone of low I.Q. or poor academic abilities. Intelligence as commonly 

conceived has nothing to do with it. By “idiot,” I mean exactly what my brother meant when he tagged me with the epithet: an 

impractical and unreasonable person, a person who tends to forget all the important lessons, essentially a fool, one who 

willfully ignores all that he has learned about how to come to his own aid. A person who is so fixated on the fact that he is in a 

hole that he fails to climb out of the hole. An idiot, in short, is someone who is self-defeatingly lazy. 

Laziness: it isn’t a characteristic usually associated with the anxious. Hysteria, yes. Clamminess, yes. A shrill speaking voice, 

often. But laziness? If anything, people tend to view the anxious as more active and motivated than normal, because they are 

more haunted by the specter of failure. And yet long experience has taught me that it is laziness — and not enclosed spaces, 

social situations or any other countless triggers — that is the foremost enemy of the anxiety sufferer, for laziness prevents him 

from countering the very patterns of thought that make him anxious in the first place. 

It’s more that we tend to be undisciplined, or somehow otherwise unwilling to see our anxiety for what it is — a habit of mind. 

To the argument that anxiety is not a habit but an affliction, I’d respond that the two are not mutually exclusive. Anxiety may 

come on like an affliction, but it persists due to habit. 

To accomplish this, however, he has to work, and work hard. He has to fight — every day of his life, if he’s got it bad — to build 

new patterns of thought, so that his mind doesn’t fall into the old set of grooves. He has to dig new tracks and keep digging. 

Daniel Smith is the author of “Monkey Mind: A Memoir of Anxiety.” He writes about anxiety at his Web site, The Monkey Mind 

Chronicles. TIME August 11, 2012, 2:35 pm39  

 

 


