
The Discipline of Time 
Lover of All, I hold me fast by Thee,  
Ruler of time, King of Eternity  
There is no great with Thee, there is no small, 
For Thou art all, and fillest all in all. 

The newborn world swings forth at Thy command,  
The falling dewdrop falls into Thy hand. 
God of the firmament's mysterious powers  
I see Thee thread the minutes of my hours. 

Amy Carmichael has beautifully bound together in her poem the two ancient concepts of time. One, expressed by 
the Greek word chronos, refers to “the minutes of our hours," or the notion of duration and succession. The other, 
kairos, is what Dr. James Houston calls "time evaluated," signifying instrumentation and purpose. "Man needs to see 
himself significant, in the light of events, of kairos, seeing himself hopefully in the context of a greater really than his 
own temporality, of chronos.” 
"I hold me fast by Thee, Ruler of time, King of Eternity" is the expression of faith that my temporality is understood 
only in the infinite context of eternity. Not even the tiny dewdrop lacks the care and attention of the Lover of all. Shall  
I then think of any detail of my earthly life, even so little a thing as a minute of one of my hours, as without meaning? 
How shall I answer to my Master for my time? 

I was brought up to believe that it is a sin to be late. To cause others to wait for you, my parents taught us, is to steal 
from them one of their most precious commodities. Time is a creature — a created thing — and a gift. We cannot 
make any more of it. We can only receive it and be faithful stewards in the use of it. 
"I don't have time" is probably a lie more often than not, covering "I don't want to." We have time — twenty-four 
hours in a day, seven days in a week. All of us have the same portion. "If the president can run the country on 
twenty-four hours a day, you ought to be able to get your room cleaned” is what one mother said to her teenage son. 
Demands on our time differ, of course, and it is here that the disciple must refer to his Master. What do You want me 
to do, Lord? There will be time, depend upon it, for everything God wants us to do. 
When we are in the midst of great busyness, we hardly think of kairos and see chronos only as hours that are flying 
by faster than we can count. It is when things are quiet that we become aware of minutes that tick slowly by. Then 
we have opportunity, perhaps, to think of their deeper significance in the light of eternity. 
This chapter is being written in quiet. It is especially blissful since it follows three rather rigorous weeks of travel in 
England — two thousand miles of it, many meetings, many different beds, countless cups of tea. I wasn't sure where 
I was when I woke in the morning. "Let's see — is it Tuesday? This must be Sheffield." 
I dreamed last night that I was again in a meeting, listening to the two or three speakers who were to precede me, 
nervously turning over in my mind what I was going to say. Then it occurred to me in my dream that I need not give a 
talk at all. I could wake up if I chose, which I did, to my immense relief, finding nothing but a long, quiet day before 
me, in which I would not speak. 
In fact, I would not even talk. I am alone in the hytte. No telephone will ring, no mail will arrive. There are long 
stretches of unmarked time — there is no alarm clock, no morning news to listen to, no specified time for meals 
since, on the days when Lars is here, he fishes. I am never sure whether the menu will include fish or what time we 
may sit down at the table. Lars goes off, sometimes overnight, to visit relatives and see the places where he grew up, 
while I stay alone. Hardly any cleaning or cooking is necessary. I have few choices of clothes to wear. It is bliss to 
"have time." 
The sense of time is strangely altered here because of the duration of the daylight. It is June, and the sun seems 
reluctant to set at all. It hangs high in the western sky over the water, and when nighttime ought to be upon us, the 
sun has slipped only a little below the horizon, where it rolls along parallel to the line of low hills. I wake at midnight 
and go to stand by the picture window, looking over the fjord. The sky is lit with an eerie glow, like the foreboding 
luminosity of a storm-darkened afternoon. Not once have I had to light a lamp, so there is no "punctuation" for 
evening and morning. Sunrise, noon, sunset, midnight. Sunday, Monday, Tuesday, and Wednesday. January, May, 
September. Winter, spring, summer, autumn. Easter, Thanksgiving, Christmas. These are the punctuation marks of 
time, and what a marvelous mercy that God divided light from darkness, “and the evening and the morning were the 
first day." Six days, then a day for rest. Moons that wax and wane. Seasons that come and go. 
"For everything its season, and for every activity under heaven its time," wrote Qoholeth, the preacher of the book of 
Ecclesiastes. For birth, death, planting and uprooting, killing and healing, pulling down and building up, weeping and 



laughing, mourning and dancing, scattering stones and gathering them, embracing and refraining, seeking and los-
ing, keeping and throwing away, tearing and mending. There are times for silence and speech, for love and hate, for 
war and peace. 
"I have seen the business that God has given men to keep them busy. He has made everything to suit its time; more 
over he has given men a sense of time past and future, but no comprehension of God's work from beginning to end." 
Here is a recipe for boredom and cynicism. If life is nothing more than a meaningless string of minutes threaded on 
hours, with no comprehension of God's work from beginning to end, the hill billy song says it all: 

“Open the door and the flies come in,  
Shut the door and I'm sweatin' again  
Life gets tejus, don't it?” 

For the Christian, time is transfigured as we see it held in the love of God, created by and for Jesus Christ, to whom 
belongs the primacy over all created things and who existed before everything and holds everything together. We 
see the past as God's continuous action in man's history, giving him freedom to act, and the future as belonging also 
to Him and holding for us the hope of redemption. We are given the present within which to choose whom we will 
serve, knowing that this moment affects the next and we are accountable for it. 
The ninetieth psalm expresses the human sense of time and its awesome swiftness and seriousness yet looks with 
hope at the timelessness of God and the promise of future gladness. 

Before the mountains were brought forth . . . thou art God. . . . 
in thy sight a thousand years are as yesterday . . . .  
they are like a dream at daybreak . . . . 
our years die away like a murmur  
Seventy years is the span of our life,  
eighty if our strength holds; 
the hurrying years are labour and sorrow,  
so quickly they pass and are forgotten . . . .  
Teach us to order our days rightly, 
that we may enter the gate of wisdom . . . .  
Satisfy us with thy love when morning breaks, 
that we may sing for joy and be glad all our day.  
Repay us days of gladness for our days of suffering. . . . 

It is wonderfully stabilizing and quieting to recall some of the ways in which God's timing is seen in the great Bible 
stories. Events the world would dismiss as mere coincidence turn out to have been synchronized with utmost 
precision by the Ruler of time. When Abraham's servant went to find a wife for Isaac, he made the camels kneel by 
the well outside the city and was praying for guidance to the right girl. Before he finished praying, there she was. 
When Ruth went to glean in the fields behind the reapers, it "happened" that she was in the strip that belonged to 
Boaz, and she appeared there just as he came out from Bethlehem. He became her "kinsman-redeemer." 
The boy David, sent with provisions for his brothers who were soldiers, arrived at the encampment as the Philistine 
host was shouting the war cry. David ran to the ranks and was just in time to hear the giant of Gath, Goliath, thunder 
his challenge: "Here and now I defy the ranks of Israel. Give me a man, . . . and we will fight it out." And David, 
though only a youth, "ruddy and comely," defied him in the name of the Lord of Hosts and sank a stone from his 
slingshot into Goliath's forehead. 
One verse in the second book of Kings tells of a strange and amazing stroke of "luck": "Year by year Moabite raiders 
used to invade the land. Once some men were burying a dead man when they caught sight of the raiders. They threw 
the body into the grave of Elisha and made off; when the body touched the prophet's bones, the man came to life 
and rose to his feet." 
When Jesus told Peter and John to go and prepare the Passover, they were to find the house where He wanted to 
celebrate it by following a man carrying a water jar, whom they would meet as they entered the city. They found it 
exactly as He had said. 
Philip’s meeting with the Ethiopian minister of the treasury was arranged by the angel of the Lord, who got to Philip 
in time to send him to the Jerusalem-Gaza road in time to connect with a certain chariot in which a man happened to 
be reading a certain passage in a certain book that Philip happened to be able to explain to him. The man became a 
believer. 
"My times are in thy hand . . ." has become a part of my life. When the Lord has left me in an agony of waiting over 
some decision, these words have put me at rest. His timing is always perfect, though it seldom seems so to me, for 
my temperament longs for previews of coming attractions. 
"Wait for the Lord; be strong, take courage, and wait for the Lord" is the word I need many times. 



After an evening meeting in which I had spoken about the timing aspect of the guidance of God, a woman said to 
me, “I know exactly what you mean. It's been my experience too. When I had offered myself for missionary service, I 
expected God would show me at once where He wanted me. He didn't. I waited and prayed, and prayed and waited, 
desperate to know. Why didn't He tell me? Why must I wait? I had been trained as a dietician, but could not imagine 
that that would be of much use on the mission field. It was eighteen months after I had volunteered, eighteen months 
of importunate praying, when a missionary came to the Bible school to speak. At the very end of her talk, she said, 
'And we ask your prayers that the Lord will send us a dietician for India.' Straightaway the Lord said, 'That's you, 
Gwen. Off you go!' and in six months I was in India."  
"My times are in thy hands.” Quite often they seem to be in other people's hands. When I wish for solitude and no in-
terruptions, the phone rings, people come, mail arrives that demands immediate action. Do I imagine that the 
interruptions come as a surprise to the Lord? Are they not, just as much as the planned things, a part of the pattern 
of things that work together for good? 
Flying in a small plane over Manitoba's vast farm country, one spring evening, I was fascinated by the beauty of the 
patterns created by the contour plowing. There were stripes in varied shades of earth and greenness, circles and 
swaths and curves for miles and miles on every side. But the most beautiful designs grew out of the interruptions — 
a tree here, a pond there, a hill, a rock, a river. The plowman had had to bend the line each time he passed one. 
“Lord, when there are interruptions, it seems that the disposal of the time I had planned so well has slipped out of my 
hands. Help me then to remember that it has not slipped out of Yours. In Your hands, these unexpected things will be 
fashioned into an unexpectedly beautiful design." 
The sum of our job here on earth is to glorify God. This was the sum of Jesus' task as well. How did He do it? Shortly 
before He was crucified He said to His Father, "I have glorified thee on earth by completing the work which thou 
gavest me to do." 
There were endless demands on Jesus' time. People pressed on Him with their needs so that He and His disciples 
had not leisure even to eat, and He would go away into the hills to pray and be alone. At times the disciples came to 
Him with reproach because He was not available when needed. There must have been, everywhere He went, those 
who wanted to be healed who could not get to Him because of the crowds, or who learned too late that Jesus of 
Nazareth was passing by, or who had no one to carry them to Him or to send to ask Him to come to them. How many 
"if only's" He must have left behind, how much more that He "could have" done. There must have been things, also, 
that Jesus Himself would have liked to do during those three packed years of His public ministry, but He was a man, 
with a man's limitations of time and space. Yet He took time to rest, withdrawing to the hills to pray alone and 
sometimes taking His disciples to lonely places where they were free of the crowds. Still He was able to make that 
amazing claim, "I have finished the work You gave me to do." This was not the same as saying He had finished 
everything He could possibly think of to do or that He had done everything others had asked. He made no claim to 
have done what He wanted to do. The claim was that He had done what had been given.  
This is an important clue for us. The work of God is appointed. What was given to the Son to do was the will of the 
Father. What is given to us to do is also His will. 
There is always enough time to do the will of God. For that we can never say, "I don't have time." When we find 
ourselves frantic and frustrated, harried and harassed and "hassled," it is a sign that we are running on our own 
schedule, not on God's. 
I wrote to a friend, telling her the things on my roster for which I needed her prayers. It was a long list, more than I 
felt I could possibly accomplish. 
"'Thy list be done' is what I'm praying for you these days," she wrote back. It is a good prayer for a disciple to pray. I 
am all for making lists of what needs to be done (and I am exhilarated by checking them off when finished!). But the 
lists must be reviewed daily with the Lord, asking Him to delete whatever is not on His list for us, so that before we 
go to bed it will be possible to say, "I have finished the work You gave me to do." 
"My burden is light," Jesus said. It is the addition of burdens God never meant us to carry that weighs us down. 
Learn to say no. Many busy Christians find they must schedule "free" time — time to be quiet, to read books, to be 
with family. If they don’t do this, the time is easily filled with the demands others make. There is nothing dishonest 
about telling someone, "I'm sorry. That evening is not open." If it has been set aside for quietness or for family, it is 
not open to other activities. 
"My times," which are in God's hands, now happen to include for me rather a lot of traveling. Lars and I pray over the 
schedule, asking the Lord to give us wisdom in arranging the traveling and the time at home. It is not easy to know 
what to say to an invitation for an engagement eighteen months or more hence. We are cast on the Lord, who sees 
the end from the beginning, and we can only trust Him to guide us in our replies. Each year I try a little harder to be 
sensible, to leave space in between the trips for the other things I ought to do, and each year it seems more difficult 
to sort out the commitments. When we come home from a trip, it is often late at night. We unpack the suitcases and 
go to bed, resisting the temptation to make phone calls or open the mail. In the morning the routine begins: open 
mail, tear off all the stamps for the Iran missionary box at the church, read mail, sort it into piles — immediate reply 
(business letters, invitations, bills, and so on), delayed reply (friendly letters). Organize desk top, do the laundry, clean 
the house, buy groceries, answer the mail, bake bread, wash hair, visit mother, make phone calls. Try to write, think, 
read, and pray — before packing another suitcase. 



Frustration is not the will of God. Of that we can be quite certain. There is time to do anything and everything that 
God wants us to do. Obedience fits smoothly into His given framework. One thing that most certainly will not fit into 
it is worry. Here are six reasons why: 

1. Worry is totally fruitless. Have you ever succeeded in adding an inch where you wanted it, or subtracting one 
where you didn't want it, merely by being anxious? If you can't accomplish that by worrying, what can you 
accomplish? 

2. Worry is worse than fruitless: it is disobedience. Note these commands: 
Fret not.  
Fear not. 
Let not your hearts be troubled.  
Be not dismayed. 
Be of good cheer. 

3. Worry is taking the not-given — for example, tomorrow. Tomorrow is not ours to worry about. We are allowed to 
plan for tomorrow, but we are not allowed to worry about it. Today's troubles are enough of a burden. Jesus knew 
exactly what He was talking about when He said that. 

4. Worry is refusing the given. Today's care, not tomorrow's, is the responsibility given to us, apportioned in the 
wisdom of God. Often we neglect the thing assigned for the moment because we are preoccupied with something 
that is not our business just now. How easy it is to give only half our attention to someone who needs us — friend, 
husband, or little child — because the other half is focused on a future worry. 

5. Worry is the antithesis of trust. You simply cannot do both. They are mutually exclusive. 

6. Worry is a wicked squandering of time (as well as energy). 

Direct your time and energy into worry, and you will be deficient in things like singing with grace in your heart, 
praying with thanksgiving, listening to a child's account of his school day, inviting a lonely person to supper, sitting 
down to talk unhurriedly with wife or husband, writing a note to someone who needs it. 
People wish they had more leisure time. The problem is not too little of it, but too much of it poorly spent. The 
Sunday papers, nearly all magazines, and nearly all television programs are an unconscionable waste of time. 
Jesus calls us, "Come to me, all whose work is hard, whose load is heavy; and I will give you relief. Bend your necks 
to my yoke, and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble hearted . . . ." 
How shall we come to Him? In faith first, for our salvation. No step can precede that one. But the one who has put 
his trust in the Lord must continue to come on a daily basis to learn from Him how to be gentle and humble hearted. 
Time management, a highly developed science today, begins for the Christian with time set aside for God. Other 
things cannot fall into a peaceful order if this is omitted. 
The life of Daniel illustrates the discipline of time. He had a regular schedule for prayer. King Darius issued an ordi-
nance that anyone who in the next thirty days offered a petition to any god or man other than himself would be 
thrown into a lions' pit. 
We can imagine Daniel's perplexity. Should he alter his prayer time? Reduce the frequency? Eliminate prayer 
altogether? Choose a less conspicuous place? A casual posture? 
His enemies were looking for a way to catch him, and of course they had no trouble finding it. 
"When Daniel learnt that this decree had been issued, he went into his house. He had had windows made in his roof 
chamber looking towards Jerusalem; and there he knelt down three times a day and offered prayers and praises to 
his God as his custom had always been." 
He was an easy target, but saving his skin was not nearly so important to him as serving his God. Prayer was indis-
pensable to that, so he was willing to let himself be caught. 
Just a few words about the most important time of the day: that spent alone with the Lord. 

1. Let it be a regular time. At least five days a week have a special time for solitude and silence. If you have never 
done it before, start with ten minutes. You will be surprised how quickly this goes, and you will soon need to plan for 
more. 
2. Have a special place. Anywhere where you can be alone, even if it has to be a closet, bathroom, or the car in the 
garage. 
3. Let your prayer include worship, thanksgiving, confession of sin, petition (including one asking God to speak to 
you during your quiet time), and intercession (prayers for others). Lists of names of people to pray for are a great 
help for most of us. When people ask me especially to pray for them, I need to write down the names so I won 't 
forget. 



4. Keep a spiritual journal, noting lessons learned, Scriptures applied to a particular need, prayers answered. This is 
a great encouragement to faith. 
5. Read a portion of the Bible in some ordered sequence. Three chapters per day and five on Sundays will take you 
through the whole Bible in a year. Some people like to read two chapters of the Old Testament and one in the New 
each day. Billy Graham reads from both Psalms and Proverbs daily, along with whatever other portion of the Bible he 
is in. 

The best time for most people is early morning — not be cause most of us love jumping out of bed, but because it is 
the only time of day when we can be fairly sure of not being interrupted and because it is best to commune with God 
before you commune with people. Your attitude toward them will then arise out of your life in Him. Offering to God 
the first hour of the day is a token of consecration of all of our time. 


