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“I’m Like a Weaned Child” 
Jeremiah 17.5-8;  Psalm 131;  Matthew 11.25-30 
Prayer for Illumination:  We enter your presence this morning, fleeing from the fallacious stories that surround us every day.  We 
come as tired, weary, uncertain pilgrims, to your place of rest and peace.   
 
Bind us together now, as brothers and sisters, to Jesus, and as daughters and sons, to you, the Almighty God of heaven and earth.  
Breathe upon us your breath so we may hear your voice and our spirits may be restored by your truth.  Come, now, come with 
power to be our balm.  Come with your powerful presence and feed us with your word and bread.  In your holy name we pray and 
place our faith.  Amen.  
 

My heart is not proud, LORD, my eyes are not haughty;  
I do not concern myself with great matters or things too wonderful for me.  

But I’ve calmed myself and quieted my ambitions.  
I’m like a weaned child with its mother; like a weaned child I’m content.  

[People of God], put your hope in the LORD both now and forevermore.   (Psalm 131) 
 Psalm 131 was certainly written by someone who was older.  By someone who’s lived for a while.  Someone whose dreams 
have given way to reality.  Someone who has even come to peace with a life littered with failures. 
 When we’re young our dreams are often unrealistically large.  We expect to become important, significant people in the 
world.  People who affect things.  People who change lives.  People who are noticed and admired.  And certainly, in our dreams 
about ourselves, we are always people who never suffer. 

When we’re young women and men we imagine ourselves to be the “Master of Our Own Universe”.  We plan and scheme 
and plot.  We control life.  We create five year plans, for our self.  Ten year plans.  Twenty year plans.  We’re confident that we know 
how things are going to flow and develop.  We’re confident that we grasp the upward trajectory of our life.  We know where we’re 
going and what we’ll do.  And we set out to make our plans into reality.  We set out to manipulate life in just such a way that all of 
our hopes are met. 

But then life happens.  Life happens.  We move out from the shelter of our parent’s wings and we begin to live.  And then 
nothing, nothing occurs the way we planned it to occur.  Slowly, we’re turned in another direction by the forces of life that are 
bigger than ourselves.  If we’re fortunate, we don’t encounter the destructive, painful forces when we’re still quite young.  If we’re 
fortunate, and many of us are, we’re actually turned into a better life than the one we naively dreamed about. 

Then somewhere after forty, we shockingly discover that we’re no longer young and that we’re nowhere near the plans of 
our youth.  Life just didn’t flow the way we expected it to.  Most of the time this is okay, good even, usually better.  But sometimes 
it’s not.   

As we get older, life happens and we discover our lack of control over it, and we end up with a life that we never even 
dreamed of when we were younger. 
 I do not concern myself with great matters or things too wonderful for me.  

 But I have calmed myself and quieted my ambitions.  
 The Psalmist has experienced maturation through the years.  He once was proud of who he was.  He once looked down on 
those less powerful than himself.  He once fancied himself to be important, a person dealing with things far beyond the average Joe 
Israelite’s ability.  He once planned, and schemed, and plotted towards success.  He had his life all mapped out. 
 But then life happened.  Life happened and knocked him down.  It turned him.  His wife wasn’t who he thought she was.  
His career wasn’t as glamorous as he imagined it would be.  His children didn’t like him or want anything to do with him.  Sure, he 
had power.  Sure, he had money.  Sure, he had fancy clothing and all of the trappings that the rich and famous deserve.  But life 
happened and led him down a path he’d never dreamed existed. 
 (And just to be fair, I should turn that paragraph around.  Life happened and knocked her down.  It turned her.  Her 
husband wasn’t who she thought he was.  Her career wasn’t as glamorous as she imagined it would be.  Her children didn’t like her 
or want anything to do with her.  Sure, she had power.  Sure, she had money.  Sure, she had fancy clothing and all of the trappings 
that the rich and famous deserve.  But life happened and led her down a path she’d never dreamed existed.  Just to be fair because 
this Psalmist could just as easily have been a woman.) 
 Eventually, the Psalmist accepts his life.  He accepts where he is, and who he is, and what he is.  He accepts that life is 
beyond his control and so he’s stopped struggling against it.  He’s discovered that he’s happiest when he stops trying to control 



everything and accepts that the Lord is at work in his life, and then rest in that reality.  He’s discovered that life is better when he 
stops trying to manipulate scenarios and he simply waits for what will be, confident that it’s all full of the Lord’s will and full of the 
Lord’s love. 
 I have calmed myself and quieted my ambitions.  

I’m like a weaned child with its mother; like a weaned child I’m content.  
 We all struggle to define the boundaries between our self and God.  I’m not sure that ever changes. 

I’ve spent most of my life unsuccessfully doing God’s work.  I’m not talking piously about being a minister.  No, for most of 
my life I’ve tried to do the things that only God can effectively do.  I’ve tried unsuccessfully to do God’s work. 

Even today I still worry the most about the things that are beyond my control.  I still try to control the direction that my life 
goes, and the direction that my family’s lives go.  I still try to tell God what he should do for people and how he should do it.  I brood 
about people’s lives – your lives, your lives -- turning thoughts over and over in my mind, trying to figure out answers, and then 
informing God of what I’ve decided. 

But, through the years, I’ve also learned how to trust God better – trust often comes more naturally with age, and the 
acknowledgment of our own failures.  Not always though. 

Every time I read this Psalm I think of a picture that we have somewhere at home.  I’ve mentioned it before.  It’s one of my 
favorites.   It’s taken at Cindy Cyc’s wedding reception, eighteen years ago.  It’s outside, late at night.  It was a beautiful summer 
evening that I’ve never forgotten.  I don’t really remember the wedding, but I remember the evening.  Noah and Laurie are in this 
picture and both are really tan. 

Noah is sitting in Laurie’s lap completely at rest, completely still, completely comfortable.  And Laurie has her arms around 
him with a small, beatific smile on her face.  I always think of that picture when I read: “I’m like a weaned child with its mother; like a 
weaned child I’m content.” 

A weaned child, is able to rest in her mother’s lap without demanding more food.  She’s able simply to receive comfort by 
being close to her mother. 

Garrison Keillor once said that the decade of the fifties is the best decade of life because you’re finally calm enough to enjoy 
life.  I think that there’s truth in that.  In our fifties we’re more likely to be like weaned, satisfied, content children, because most our 
unrealistic dreams have been abandoned and we’re more able to rest in God. 

The Psalmist has learned to live each day without trying to manipulate the way the next day will be, because the Psalmist 
has learned to trust the Lord’s powerful presence.  The Psalmist has learned and is confident that where he is, the Lord is there with 
him.  He’s confident that where he’ll go is where the Lord wants him to go. 

He’s discovered that when he accepts this reality he’s less agitated, more peaceful.  So, he urges all of God’s people to place 
their hope in the Lord’s mighty arm rather than in their own scrawny ones.  He encourages all of God’s people to contemplate the 
Lord’s powerful presence in their lives as they make their way back to Jerusalem and the holy temple. 
 I don’t exactly know how to apply these thoughts to your life.  To be honest with you, many of you have lived a rather 
charmed existence, free of chronic suffering and hardship.  Others of you have endured great sadness, time after time.  And it’s 
often unfruitful to try to figure out who has suffered greatly and who hasn’t.  Nor is that any indication of anything.  Because 
sometimes seemingly insignificant events can greatly damage us, whereas seemingly horrific traumas are shaken off. 
 Some of you sit back and survey your life with a deep sense of satisfaction and pleasure – even when it didn’t go the way 
you thought that it would.  I’m one of those people.  Others of you look at your life and wonder: “Where did things go wrong?”  You 
see a picture of yourself as a young girl and mourn because that smiling face has no idea what’s in store for her.  I have just such a 
picture of my sister.  She’s young, and beautiful, and happy.  She has thick curly black hair, and a smile on her beautiful face.  And 
every time I see it, I cry because that young little girl doesn’t yet know the pain she’s going to endure as a woman for her whole life. 
 And I think it must be easier to accept the idea of God being a powerful presence in your life if your days have basically 
gone well.  And it must be more difficult to accept God’s powerful presence if, throughout your life, you’ve suffered a lot, lost many 
people, have had your dreams crushed and not replaced by a better reality. 
 And yet I believe that God is powerfully present and working in all of our lives.  And the more that we’re able to accept this 
reality, the more we’ll be still and content, no matter where God walks with us.  Even through the valley of the shadow of death. 
 So, where are you?  Have you come to accept that your life is not your own but that it belongs to your faithful Savior Jesus?  
Are you able to rest in the comfort of the Lord’s arms during times of sickness and of health, during good years and bad, during great 
joy and deep sadness?  Do you discover your hope in the continuous, forever, deep love of the Lord? 

[People of God], put your hope in the LORD both now and forevermore 
 Come this morning to this table to be fed by the God who loves you and is present with you.  Come to the table to receive 
rest for your souls.  
 In the name of God the Father, God the Son and God the Holy Spirit. 


