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	John Calvin summarized this 37th Psalm by saying, “It enjoins us to confide in the providence of God.”[endnoteRef:1] Consider yourselves enjoined! What the psalmist enjoins or urges is confident trust in the hand of God at work in our lives and world, no matter how upside down and chaotic those lives and world may be. The psalmist speaks as an older and wiser voice advising a younger friend, and the source of anxiety for his friend is spelled out in those verses I just read. The unrighteous seem to prosper despite their wrongdoing while the righteous suffer. What is the point of doing the right thing and living the right way if it offers no discernible benefit? If God is really in charge, which is to say if the providence of God is real, then it should be the righteous who succeed and the unrighteous who suffer the consequences of their evil actions. Perhaps you know how they feel. [1:  Glory to God: The Presbyterian Hymnal, “Commit Your Way to God the Lord”, Hymn 706 commentary
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These days life seems more chaotic than usual with the unjust prospering at the expense of the just! The gap between rich and poor is getting wider and wider seemingly without regard for their faithfulness. Food designated for USAID rots in a South Carolina port while hungry children are starving. Gaza is reduced to ruins with over 65,000 deaths – many of them children – in retribution for the October attack that killed a thousand innocent Israelis two years ago. Ukraine is pummeled by war as Russia probes European defenses with drones and fighter jets while Vladimir Putin rests comfortably in his gilded palace. Long-serving civil servants are fired from their jobs through no fault of their own, their lifetime of public service disregarded and demeaned. Troops are sent to patrol the streets of U.S. cities, the future of vaccines is openly questioned, shifting tariffs are creating economic uncertainty, and climate change continues to pose an existential threat to us all. There is a lot to fret about these days, and it is to those who are anxious that the psalmist speaks, urging his young friend to trust in the providence of God.

The psalm is an acrostic, which is to say that each couplet begins with a different letter of the Hebrew alphabet – from A to Z if you will – thus saying all that the psalmist has to say in poetic form. This week in the Bible study someone asked if I was going to take up the challenge to construct this sermon as an acrostic in keeping with the psalmist’s work. The answer to that suggestion is, “No!” which may elicit a sigh of relief on your part – certainly on mine! But that suggestion planted a seed that grew through this week to a place I have journeyed on a couple of other occasions with a couple of other texts. I have learned over time that it is hard to uproot that seed once it has taken hold, and so here I am on this World Communion Sunday, hoping for a profound Word from the Lord to share with you – and it comes in the rhythms of Dr. Seuss. 	

Do you fret that you fret 
When your pet is upset
Or you’re deeper in debt
Or your life is all wet
Or the world is worse yet?

Do you live with the fear
From all that you hear
That some doom’s drawing near
For all you hold dear
If not now, then next year?

Do you envy your neighbor
Whose little real labor
Seems to win every favor
With luck that don’t waiver?

Do you toss in your sleep
Or collapse in a heap
Or begin just to weep
‘bout your troubles so deep?

If so, then just know that your woe ‘bout your foe
Is not necessarily odd.
For the psalmist expresses
A cure for the stresses
And the key to that cure is your God.


Now it’s easy to say
“Just relax and obey
What the Lord has to say,”
But it’s harder to actually do.
For the fears and the tears
Often plug up your ears 
So you can’t find a way ‘round or through. 

But the psalmist persists
Even though you resists
And claim it’s just too hard to do.
“Do not fret ‘bout the bad
And let go of the sad
For with time there will be something new.” 

And what should you do, you who cry boo-hoo-hoo
You who struggle to stop all the fretting?
“Try this,” he suggests.
Then he offers his bests
Means of besting the frets that you’re getting.

“Trust the Lord,” he declares
“Give to God all your cares,
And do good to your neighbors in need.
Take delight in the Lord,
Share the treasures you hoard
Take some time with a child just to read.

“Commit all your ways 
To the Lord who always
Leads you onto the paths that are true.
While the way isn’t easy
It’s better than sleazy
Ways offered by old you-know-who! 



“Refrain from your ire
That hot, burning fire 
That leads you to do something rash.
For it leads to more trouble
That bubbling bubble
That eats your insides worse than hash!”

If that sounds all too busy
And makes you all dizzy,
Confused and exhausted and beat,
Then take time to be still
To stop climbing the hill
And instead take the load off your feet.

Be still, not alone, 
but with God on the phone
on that line that is accessed by prayer.
And be patient and hear
For the Lord to draw near
And to talk in the silence that’s there.

And what will God say
When you take time to pray
And to listen to God’s holy voice?
Perhaps just this word
Like the song of a bird 
That is sweet not just divine noise.

“Those who wait for the Lord 
Will find peace a reward
In their minds and their souls and their hearts,
They will find themselves getting
Relief from the fretting
Of troubles that evil imparts.



“The light will shine in
To the darkness of sin
And release you from its wicked grasp.
And justice will reign
Easing all of the pain
That now causes you daily to gasp.”

But the waiting is hard
When the foe holds the cards
And you haven’t an ace up your sleeve.
We want some help NOW
No mere promise or vow
But some action our pain to relieve.

So we tend to forget
And continue to fret
And to ask God to make it all better.
But the answer’s the same
As that word that once came
Through the psalm written letter by letter.

“Do not fret. Trust the Lord.
Be at peace. Cut the cord
Of the worries that weigh you all down.
Let God take the lead
And so find yourself freed
Of the frets that still cause you to frown.

“And come to the table
With friends and Aunt Mable
And strangers who walk off the street.
Take the cup and the bread 
And find yourself fed
With more than just something to eat.”



May this holy meal fill you
With love to instill you 
With faith that will strengthen the weak.
As you go may you know
That God’s with you to sow
Seeds of faith to be watered this week.

And so may you find
Some real peace of mind
And some hope to sustain you this day.
And may faith, hope, and love
From our God up above
Fill your heart and your soul come what may.

In the name of the Father and the Son and the Holy Spirit. Amen and Amen
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