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"HOW NEW?"

TEXTs Luke 5s38 "But new wine must be put into fresh wineskins."
Ezekiel 36s26 "A new heart I will give you, and a new spirit

I will put within you."

This morning, I would like to focus our attention on a phrase most
of us have spoken rather frequently these last few days. That phrase,
as you may already have guessed is, "Happy New Year." I am not going
to quarrel with the word, "happy." I did that three weeks ago, and,
though I still believe that God offers us much more than mere happiness,
I will not belabor the point. After all, it is certainly possible to
have joy and happiness, and I do, indeed, wish each one of you a Happy
New Year in addition to God's even greater blessings.

This morning, however, I'd like us to think together about the
second word in this phrase. And as we wish one another a "Happy New
Year", I'd like us to ask ourselves this question, "How new will it
be?" This is not to deny that there will be many changes in 1984. No
two years are ever alike; for individuals, for institutions, or for
nations. The ancient Greek philosopher, Heraclitus, some twenty-five
hundred years ago, pointed out that, "Nothing is permanent except
change." And one thing we can count on is that 1984 will be different
from 1983; perhaps very different. But Irene Peter, who is, I believe,
the wife of the man who gave us the Peter principle, has very wisely
noted that, "Just because everything is different doesn't mean that
anything has changed." Very often, the more the change the more things
really are the same.

I learned that lesson the hard way when I was just a young boy
growing up in a suburb of Chicago. As it happened, I found myself
rooting for the Chicago White Sox. Now, those of you who remember base
ball in the 1930's will, no doubt, recall that the White Sox were
perennial challengers for the dubious distinction of being the worst
team in baseball, if not in all professional sports. On rare occasions,
it's true, the White Sox managed to rise as high as next-to-last place.
But such years were more the exception that proves the rule and the
following season was almost certain to see them back in their accustomed
place in the cellar.

Well, the point is that at the end of each season, White Sox rooters
would say to themselves, "Wait till next year." And during the winter
there would sometimes be trades and rookies brought up from the minors.
On occasions, there would even be a change of managers. But the next
season would only be a few weeks old when it was apparent to all but the
blindest of us that the White Sox were the same old team headed for the
same kind of miserable season as the year before. Many things had changed,
but nothing was really different.

And, unfortunately, for many of us, life can be like that. Many
people never really have a new year. They're like the man of whom it
was said, "He doesn't have twenty years of experience. Just one year






