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Psalm 131 (NASB) 
 

 

O LORD, my heart is not proud, nor my eyes haughty;  

Nor do I involve myself in great matters,  

Or in things too difficult for me.  

Surely I have composed and quieted my soul;  

Like a weaned child rests against his mother,  

My soul is like a weaned child within me.  

O Israel, hope in the LORD  

From this time forth and forever.  

 
 

 

 

I often wish that we knew more of the background and life situation that prompted these 

psalms.  Sometimes we have scribal notes that preface these psalms and give us a hint, but 

even those are too brief to provide much help.  So we are left to our own imaginations.  I 

think that this may be part of God’s genius.   
 

What if we did have all the historical and contextual information we wanted?  Would it help 

us to reflect on these psalms and locate them in our own life situations?  Or would such 

information create too great a distance between the psalmists’ lives and our own?  I am 

afraid that if I knew exactly what circumstances led the psalmists to pen these words, that I 

would be too narrow in my understanding and application.  Their words would take on too 

much of history.  They would lose something of their timeless appeal to our lives.   
 

So, what might we make of this little psalm?   
 

I imagine that we are hearing the humble affirmations of a psalmist whose attitude has 

undergone a real transformation.  Was this psalmist at one time arrogant and haughty?  Did 

his attempts at godliness become diseased with pride, self-assurance, or self-

righteousness?  I wonder how high he lifted himself up before realizing that he was like a 

high-wire acrobat working without a net.   
 

We get that high sometimes, and it is a dizzying look all the way back down to earth.  There 

are all sorts of ways in which we usurp God’s leadership and guidance, even if we do not 

mean to do something so rash and reckless.  It is then that we need a psalm like this one.  

We need to hear the words of one whose knees have shook and whose feet have begun to 

slip off the wire only to find balance again in the embrace of the Lord.   
 

This little psalm seems to have been exhaled in a moment of relief.  Balance is regained.  

The pounding pulse descends.  Disaster is abated.   The life which was once was turbulent 

and bereft of composure has been transformed.  The self-assurance of the psalmist has 

been replaced by the humble security of a child in his mother’s caress.  He is now weaned; 

he has matured.  There is nothing quite like the advice of one who has almost fallen to his 

destruction.   
 

We should note with attentive silence the teaching of this psalmist.  Our busy lives distract 

us, and we fall prey to the idolization of ourselves and our own righteousness.  But we are 

better served to remember that we are but children of the Father, and our hope, “from this 

time forth and forever,” must remain in Him.          
 

Sustained by hope, 

Patrick Barber 
 


