
One Young Man (Psalm 119) 
by Connie Meyer 

 
He was a young man, a mere youth, strong and healthy. He should have been out working, 

learning a trade, and enjoying his family and friends. But he was in trouble. Deep trouble. Chains 

fettered his ankles, hunger gnawed at his stomach, and the stench of filth and rot continually 

bombarded his nostrils in the damp, dark prison. 

Why? What had he done to deserve such punishment? That’s the worst of it. He had done 

nothing. In fact, he was an educated, respectable, godly young man. Very godly. He loved God’s Word 

above all else! And when princes unjustly accused him, did he strike back? No. He meditated. He 

meditated upon Scripture and thought about the laws of God. What a remarkable young man! 

He did not have all 66 books of the Bible to read and meditate upon, either. Only some of the 

first ones existed, but these he embraced with his whole heart. Never despairing, never whining, he 

ever delighted in God’s Word. If his soul broke at all, it broke because of his extreme longing for the 

law of God, not because of the dark, lonely dungeon. Indeed, he was thankful for his affliction. It 

taught him the statutes of God and kept him from going astray. Besides, poor and destitute as prisoners 

are, he had what was sweeter than honey and worth more than gold! He had God’s Word hid in his 

heart. 

One young man, who loved the Word of God. May we be so rich. 

 

Did you know... 

Psalm 119 is the longest chapter in the Bible? Of its 176 verses, almost every one contains a name for 

the Word of God. Being in the form of an acrostic, it is divided into 22 sections and each section is 

called by a different letter of the Hebrew alphabet. Each section also has eight verses, and if you could 

read Hebrew, you could see that each of these eight verses starts with a word that is spelled with that 

letter. Amazing pattern and poetry! 

 

Here is a little poem to show you how the pattern of Psalm 119 works: 

The A B C s of Prayer 
 

Always pray o’er all your day 

At your work and at your play. 
 

Busy showing forth His praise, 

Bring your thanks to Him always. 
 

Cast your cares on Him that so 

Closer to Him you will grow. 

 

Can you write a poem, too? 
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