


W H A T  I S  T H E   

M E A S U R E  O F  M Y  D A Y S ?  

—  P s a l m  3 9  —



To The Cho irmaster :   

To Jeduthun .  A Psalm of David .



I  s a i d ,  “ I  w i l l  g uard  my  ways ,  

T hat  I  may  not  s i n  w i th  my  tongu e ;  

I  w i l l  g uard  my  mouth  w i th  a  muzzl e ,  

S o  l ong  as  th e  w i ck ed  ar e  i n  my  pr es enc e . ”  

I  was  mute  and  s i l e nt ;  

I  h e l d  my  p eac e  to  n o  ava i l ,  

A nd  my  d i s tr ess  g r ew worse .  

My  h eart  b e came  h ot  w i th i n  me .  

A s  I  mus ed ,  t h e  f i r e  b urn ed ;  

T h en  I  s p ok e  w i th  my  tongu e :  

                                                    —  vv  1 - 3



S et  a  g uard ,  O  L O RD ,  ov er  my  mouth ;  

K e e p  watch  over  th e  d oor  o f  my  l i p s !  

                                       —  P sa lm  1 4 1 : 3



I  s a i d ,  “ I  w i l l  g uard  my  ways ,  

T hat  I  may  not  s i n  w i th  my  tongu e ;  

I  w i l l  g uard  my  mouth  w i th  a  muzzl e ,  

S o  l ong  as  th e  w i ck ed  ar e  i n  my  pr es enc e . ”  

I  was  mute  and  s i l e nt ;  

I  h e l d  my  p eac e  to  n o  ava i l ,  

A nd  my  d i s tr ess  g r ew worse .  

My  h eart  b e came  h ot  w i th i n  me .  

A s  I  mus ed ,  t h e  f i r e  b urn ed ;  

T h en  I  s p ok e  w i th  my  tongu e :  

                                                    —  vv  1 - 3



“ O  L O RD ,  make  me  know my  end  

And  what  i s  t h e  measur e  o f  my  days ;  

L e t  me  know how f l e et i n g  I  am !  

B e ho l d ,  y ou  have  made  my  days  a  f ew handbr eadths ,  

A nd  my  l i f e t im e  i s  as  n oth i n g  b e f or e  you .  

S u r e ly  a l l  mank i n d  stands  as  a  mer e  b r eath !       S e lah  

S ur e ly  a  man  go es  about  as  a  s hadow !  

S ur e ly  f or  n oth i n g  th ey  ar e  i n  t urmo i l ;  

Man  h eaps  u p  wealth  and  d o es  n ot  know who  w i l l  gath er !  

                                                                         —  vv  4 - 6



You  r eturn  man  to  d ust  

And  say ,  “ R eturn ,  O  C h i l d r en  o f  man ! "  

F o r  a  thousand  y ears  i n  your  s i g ht  

Ar e  b ut  as  y esterday  when  i t  i s  past ,  

O r  as  a  watch  i n  t h e  n i g ht .  

Y ou  sweep  th em  away  as  w i th  a  f l ood ;  t h ey  ar e  l i k e  a  d r eam ,  

L i k e  g rass  that  i s  r e n ewed  i n  t h e  morn i n g ;  

I n  t h e  morn i n g  i t  f l o ur i s h e s  and  i s  r e n ewed ;  

I n  t h e  ev en i n g  i t  fad es  and  w i th ers .  

                                                             —  P sa lm  9 0 : 3 - 6



What is your l ife? For you are a mist  

that appears for a l ittle t ime and then vanishes .  

-  James 4 : 14



“ O  L O RD ,  make  me  know my  end  

And  what  i s  t h e  measur e  o f  my  days ;  

L e t  me  know how f l e et i n g  I  am !  

B e ho l d ,  y ou  have  made  my  days  a  f ew handbr eadths ,  

A nd  my  l i f e t im e  i s  as  n oth i n g  b e f or e  you .  

S u r e ly  a l l  mank i n d  stands  as  a  mer e  b r eath !       S e lah  

S ur e ly  a  man  go es  about  as  a  s hadow !  

S ur e ly  f or  n oth i n g  th ey  ar e  i n  t urmo i l ;  

Man  h eaps  u p  wealth  and  d o es  n ot  know who  w i l l  gath er !  

                                                                         —  vv  4 - 6



“ A n d  n ow ,  O  L o rd ,  f o r  what  do  I  wa i t ?  

My  hop e  i s  i n  you .  

D e l i v e r  me  f rom  a l l  my  transgr ess i o ns .  

D o  n ot  make  me  th e  s corn  o f  t h e  f o o l !  

I  am  mute ;  I  d o  n ot  o p en  my  mouth ,  

F o r  i t  i s  you  who  have  d on e  i t .  

R emove  your  strok e  f rom  me ;  

I  am  s p ent  by  th e  h ost i l i ty  o f  your  hand .  

When  you  d i s c i p l i n e  a  man  

W ith  r e buk es  f or  s i n ,  

y ou  c onsume  l i k e  a  moth  what  i s  d ear  to  h im ;  

S u r e ly  a l l  mank i n d  i s  a  mer e  b r eath !       S e lah  

                                                         —  vv  7 - 1 1



for the Lord reproves h im whom he loves ,    

as a father the son in whom he del ights .  

-  Proverbs 3 : 12

It is for d isc ipl ine that you have to endure .  God is treating 

you as sons .  For what son is there whom h is father does not 

d isc ipl ine? If  you are left without d isc ipl ine ,  in  which all have 

partic ipated ,  then you are illeg it imate ch ildren and not sons .  

-  Hebrews 12 :7-8



“ A n d  n ow ,  O  L o rd ,  f o r  what  do  I  wa i t ?  

My  hop e  i s  i n  you .  

D e l i v e r  me  f rom  a l l  my  transgr ess i o ns .  

D o  n ot  make  me  th e  s corn  o f  t h e  f o o l !  

I  am  mute ;  I  d o  n ot  o p en  my  mouth ,  

F o r  i t  i s  you  who  have  d on e  i t .  

R emove  your  strok e  f rom  me ;  

I  am  s p ent  by  th e  h ost i l i ty  o f  your  hand .  

When  you  d i s c i p l i n e  a  man  

W ith  r e buk es  f or  s i n ,  

y ou  c onsume  l i k e  a  moth  what  i s  d ear  to  h im ;  

S u r e ly  a l l  mank i n d  i s  a  mer e  b r eath !       S e lah  

                                                         —  vv  7 - 1 1



“ H ear  my  prayer ,  O  L O RD ,  

A nd  g i v e  ear  to  my  cry ;  

H o l d  n ot  your  p eac e  at  my  t ears !  

F o r  I  am  a  s o journ er  w i th  you ,  

A  g u est ,  l i k e  a l l  my  fath ers .  

L o ok  away  f rom  me ,  t hat  I  may  sm i l e  aga i n ,  

B e f or e  I  d e part  and  am  no  mor e ! ”  

                                          —  vv  1 2 - 1 3



You  make  known  to  me  th e  path  o f  l i f e ;  

I n  your  p r es enc e  th er e  i s  f u l l n ess  o f  j oy ;  

At  your  r i g ht  hand  ar e  p l easur es  f or evermore .  

—  P sa lm  1 6 : 1 1



“ H ear  my  prayer ,  O  L O RD ,  

A nd  g i v e  ear  to  my  cry ;  

H o l d  n ot  your  p eac e  at  my  t ears !  

F o r  I  am  a  s o journ er  w i th  you ,  

A  g u est ,  l i k e  a l l  my  fath ers .  

L o ok  away  f rom  me ,  t hat  I  may  sm i l e  aga i n ,  

B e f or e  I  d e part  and  am  no  mor e ! ”  

                                          —  vv  1 2 - 1 3



HOW DO ES  TH I S  P SA LM  

PO I NT  TO  J E SUS ?



H e  c omm i tt ed  n o  s i n ,  n e i t h e r  was  d e c e i t  f o und  i n  h i s  mouth .  When  h e  

was  r ev i l e d ,  h e  d i d  n ot  r ev i l e  i n  r eturn ;  when  h e  s u f f e r ed ,  h e  d i d  n ot  

thr eaten ,  b ut  c ont i n u e d  e ntrust i n g  h ims e l f  to  h im  who  j udg es  j ust ly .  

H e  h ims e l f  b or e  o ur  s i n s  i n  h i s  b ody  on  th e  tr e e ,  t hat  we  m i g ht  d i e   

t o  s i n  and  l i v e  to  r i g ht eousn ess .  By  h i s  wounds  you  have  b e en  h ea l e d .  

-  1  P et er  2 : 2 2 - 2 4



See what k ind of love the Father has g iven to us ,  

That we should be called ch ildren of God ;  and so we are .  

-  1  John 3 : 1



HOW DO ES  TH I S  P SA LM  

PO I NT  TO  J E SUS ?




