
Joy Rediscovered 
Psalm 126 

 
O LORD, restore our well-being, 

just as the streams in the arid south are replenished. 
5 Those who shed tears as they plant 

will shout for joy when they reap the harvest. 
6 The one who weeps as he walks along, carrying his bag of seed, 

will certainly come in with a shout of joy, carrying his sheaves of grain. 
 
 

The Psalmist, who wrote this above lament, is remembering the suffering of Israel, and most 
likely himself, that left him/her joyless and arid. The image used to describe this condition is 
the dry and empty land that has received little rain; little refreshment. It is the land of the 
Negeb, which is known for its desert like conditions. When compared to our interior life, these 
images speak of a lifeless and joyless existence. The seeds that the farmer is scattering are 
filled with hopeless intentions of ever sprouting. The picture is one of a useless activity that has 
little hope of bringing forth any crop for good use. It is a sad picture of how life can sometimes 
be meaningless. But the refrain of this lament is certainly vibrant. The Psalmist sees that one 
who sows the seeds in discontent, will certainly arise singing shouts of joy when the rain 
comes to give needed refreshment to the crop. Soon their will be a harvest of grain that will 
turn the past suffering into an empty memory. How can you live in the past suffering when you 
are “carrying sheaves of grain?”  
 
It seems that the present world is carrying its bag of seeds, throwing them out on arid ground 
hoping that the rain will bring life to these seeds of pain. But that is only part of the story. While 
we are all carrying our bags of seeds the rain is in the near distance, ready to fall on our 
frustrated lives. While we are secured in our houses, we only need to lift our eyes and see the 
rain in the distance. God’s refreshment, of our frustrations and sadness over our present crisis, 
is coming. We only need to keep sowing our seeds, even if it seems that it is hopeless. Joy will 
come, not through our own making, but as by a surprise that could be just around the corner.  
 
Eugene Peterson, translator of the Message, has said, “The psalm does not give us this joy as 
a package or as a formula, but there are some things it does do. It shows up the tininess of the 
world’s joy and affirms the solidity of God’s joy.”  The one thing I do know about joy is this: it 
creates laughter. Joy makes us feel silly that the fritting and frustration of sowing our seeds in 
discontent, was unnecessary. We should have had our eyes on the on the rain in the near 
distance. But we have a hard time raising our eyes up that far, to see the healing of God, 
coming to save us. So, when it does come, our smile widens until it turns to laughter. For it is 
then, we realize that we were so silly and extremely tiny, to think that God could not bring the 
rain of joy into our life.  
 
If we want this joy to come to us, the one thing we mustn’t do is try and engineer some plan to 
eliminate suffering through disappearing from life’s hurts and pain. We must sow our seeds in 
discontent, before they can yield a crop of abundant joy. We must toil before we gather the 
fruits of our labor. Then of course, we must wait for God to rain his healing on us; turning our 
grimace into a smile of laughter. 


