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“Why art thou cast down, O my soul, and why art thou disquieted within me?” Psalm 42. 11. 

When I walk through the forest on a warm summer morning, I find that it may be a hard 

thing to catch a glimpse of a songbird. They blend so well with the foliage and they flutter and 

fly so quickly from branch to branch that it takes a careful patient eye to spot them. It seems to 

me that their movements are the discontented notes of some mad composer. These little creatures 

are hardly ever still as they fly up and down the octaves of the forest trees. 

I feel at times as though I can relate and that their characteristics are patterned after my 

own soul. They are as familiar to me as the faces of the ones that I love. The disquieted notes of 

the songbirds translate into echoes that reverberate through my mind. How often my soul flutters 

and flies within me, I cannot count and the restlessness of my soul is more science than fiction. 

As I continue to walk through the forest I stop along a still pool that reflects the trees and 

the sky in all different shades of metallic silver and brown. I look at the dark glass surface of the 

water, hoping to see the reflection of the birds as they fly overhead among the branches. Yet 

when I look down, I see no reflection of birds and trees but only my face staring back at me. And 

somehow, I am not surprised. 

Our souls are such hard creatures to keep still within us. By the nature that is ours 

through birth, our minds are not natural hosts that culture content thoughts that rest in the design 

of God. The reaction that too frequently flows from our hearts causes us to buck against the will 

of God and struggle against the current of His divine plan. 

For some, true contentment in the will of Christ is at best isolated moments that visit 

them at irregular intervals in their lives. For others, contentment is a bridge that merely takes 

them from one struggle in their life to another. And for a few people, honest contentment of the 

biblical nature is a foundation that upholds them through their entire life and on which their 

beliefs, ideas, hopes, and desires are built. 

It is easy for us to be content when we have what we want. We live at ease when all our 

cupboards are full, when there is more than enough money in our savings account, and when no 

untidy situations are linked to our name or the names of those that we love. But that contentment 

belongs to the world and is really nothing more than an illusion. We may think at those moments 

that we are content but in truth we are frightened; frightened that these things will be taken away 

from us, that we will be stripped naked of all that we have. And it is hard to stand before God 

when our sins have revealed to us how naked we really are. 

How content would we be if we did not live the affluent lifestyles that we do? If we only 

had one can of food in our cupboard for the week instead of multiples, how well would we sleep 

at night? What if we had to live without the little amenities that soften the harsh conditions of 

this life? Well, no matter, for God has, in His wisdom, chosen us to live in the age that we do—in 

rich capitalist America, where gain is religion and success is creed. We live in a society where 

the state of contentment is a goal that we reach later in life after we have earned our millions and 

established our name. This is the age of wandering eyes, of always wanting what we don’t have 

and structuring our lives so that we may pursue what we actually don’t need. And the challenge 

of living in such an age is as great as any that those before us have had to endure. Can our 

slovenly minds, which are dulled by the wealth of this world, find peace in the will of God and 
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live every day in the knowledge of the sufficiency of His grace? Or will we rather adapt to the 

philosophy of man and every day desire more than we need? 

Our minds so often assault us with lies that the devil whispered to Eve in the Garden of 

Eden. We believe them to be true and able to make us gods unto ourselves. We believe these lies 

regardless of what shape they come in and no matter how many times they are proven false. It 

seems as though it is too hard of a lesson for us to learn. Advertisements show us what we lack 

and what we need to possess. Our minds are so ready and so willing to believe them. 

So every day we are beset by enemies in front of us and behind us and everywhere we go. 

So many strong bulls of Bashan are ready to charge at us from every angle. And yet none are as 

strong as the ones inside our heads. 

 

* * * * * 

 

“For thou. Lord, hast not forsaken them that seek thee.” Psalm 9:10. 

A Christian without contentment is an improbable sum, an equation that just won’t add up 

or reach a conclusion. We cannot foresee our needs nor arrange solutions that will work towards 

the good of our salvation. We are too limited, too lacking in knowledge, and in all honesty, too 

biased to choose those things that will bring us closer to Christ. If given the opportunity, we 

would choose circumstances and possessions based on the desires of our human hearts and not 

on what is spiritual and eternal. And in the end those things that we would choose would 

endanger the exercise of our personal devotions and cause a rift in our prayer life that would 

leave us feeling empty and void. It is too risky for us to try to place our lives in our own hands. 

There is too much to lose that we can’t afford to live without. 

Contentment outside of the knowledge of Christ is more than improbable. It is 

impossible. No man can look at himself with honest eyes and like what he sees. Even if he is 

self-centered and narcissist that is all the more proof that he is unhappy with who he is. He only 

loves himself so much for the fear that no one else will. The world says to be happy with who 

you are, but outside of Christ who can be? I can only measure myself by my failures, my 

inability to consistently think of others, and my shortcomings in godly living that leave me 

frustrated and angry at myself. I cannot be happy with who I am because I can’t even find myself 

under the filth of my own sins. 

The only happiness that I have known is when I am seeking the face of God. All other 

forms of happiness are facades and peculiar types that erode with the hours of the day. But when 

I seek the face of God, there is a happiness that grasps my soul in a comfort that I can recognize 

as being eternal. 

 

* * * * * 

 

“And he arose, and rebuked the wind, and said unto the sea, Peace. be still. And the wind ceased 

and there was a great calm.” Mark 4:39. 

I have searched so many places for contentment. It was given to me to desire the peace 

that passes all understanding because I knew it was the key to living godly in Christ Jesus. 

And this is where I finally found it: in my darkest hour. When the sky was a palpable 

black and the only light that visited the earth was that of the lightening shooting out of the storm 

clouds. My life, I thought, prevailed against me. My sin, I believed, would consume me. Satan, I 
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cried, would surely overwhelm me. And the winds swept higher and higher and the storms 

clouds gathered faster and faster until the warmth of the sun was only a distant memory for me. 

It was too hard to stand because the storm of my sins had beaten me down into the face of 

the earth so far. I had not even the strength to reach out my hand. I was so low because I knew 

that it was my own design that had brought me here. 

And yet the mercies of God were able, more than able, to penetrate the deep darkness of 

my sins until finally I felt the warmth of the light of His Son against my skin. God taught my 

heart to pray, Save me, again, and again, and again. And I know that I shall never stop saying 

these words till the day that I die. 

My thankful heart knows salvation and at times this knowledge is too much for me. I was 

given peace when I was the most undeserving. I found contentment when I should have been 

banished from the sight of God forever. I found it in the eye of the hurricane. 

 

* * * * * 

 

“When the poor and needy seek water, and there is none, and their tongue faileth for thirst, I the 

Lord will hear them, I the God of Israel will not forsake them. I will open rivers in high places, 

and fountains in the midst of the valleys: I will make the wilderness a pool of water, and the dry 

land springs of water.” Isaiah 41:1, 18 

When the sun came out again I saw the truth of His word so brightly before my eyes. I 

don’t know how I didn’t see it before but it was there. And this is that truth: we have been given 

large reservoirs of healing waters in the gift of Christ and His sacrifice. Each drop of water is His 

word. Each cupful that we drink from these pools is the knowledge of God’s love for us through 

the death of His Son. What we thought were mirages that our fingers could never touch are really 

tangible truths that we will grasp for all eternity. And we are fools if we do not take advantage of 

such. 

Soon the storm clouds dispersed and left the sky as quickly as they had come. A whole 

myriad of dark gray clouds that gathered, then ten, then five, then two, then none. And I watched 

the song birds shake the rain off their feathers in two rebellious quivers, beat the winds in three 

measures and lift themselves on the edge of the wind flying into the light of the brightness of the 

sun. They did not hesitate or falter. They did not doubt the hand of God as he directed the pull of 

gravity, the strength of the wind, or the craftsmanship of their wings. They flew because they 

were born for such and it was given to them to fly and they did. He lifts the songbirds on high 

and the beauty of His hand guiding them amazes me. 

Even more beautiful still is the truth that His hand guides me and directs me in ways of 

love that fortify my salvation in the blood of His son. And they are the ways of peace, of a 

contentment that will not doubt or falter. God gives unto His children peace now, and tomorrow, 

and forever in eternity. 

Be still my soul. 
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