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 Most psalms of lament end in words of trust and 
praise—but not all of them.   The reality is that sometimes we 
feel so down, so depressed, so defeated that words of hope 
and trust simply will not come.  What psalms like Psalm 88 
teach us is that it is okay to both begin and end in despair when 
we address God in prayer.  God knows our heart, and he under-
stands the heavy weight under which we labor.  We don’t have 
to put on a happy face for God or pretend to feel or be some-
thing we are not.  God is big enough to absorb our pain, our 
anger, and our frustration—even and especially when relief 
does not come and the pain seems to stretch on and on with-
out end.  
 We can see from verse 14 that the author of this psalm 
feels “cast off” from God.  He feels as though his prayers fall on 
deaf ears.  In the original Hebrew, three different words for 
“cry” or “call out” are used, each coupled with a chronological 
reference (night, day, morning) indicating that every possible 
approach to reaching God has been used at every possible time, 
and still the psalmist feels no relief, senses no response.  In He-
brew poetry words are often used to paint pictures, and the 
picture this psalm pants is one of all-encompassing darkness—a 
word which appears three times throughout the psalm.  Clearly, 
the psalmist is in a very dark place and nothing he says or does 
brings him any relief! 
 Yet, at the very beginning of the psalm, the psalmist 
addresses God as the “God of my salvation.”  Even though the 
psalmist cannot bring himself to utter words of faith and trust, 
the very fact that he is praying to God at all indicates an under-
lying trust in God and a stalwart belief that God is the one who 
saves, even if the psalmist cannot see evidence of that salvation 
in the moment.  
 In the modern church we place a great deal of emphasis 
on praise—nearly all modern worship music is focused on 
praise—and while praise is good and important, we do harm 
when we fail to allow room for sadness, anger, and despair in 
the Christian experience.  Our worship should include the full 
spectrum of emotion—embracing sadness as well as joy, la-
ment along with praise.  The psalmists cried out to God no 
matter where they were—at the height of joy or the depth of 
despair.  A very large percentage of prayers recorded in the 
scriptures include words of lament.  As you continue to grow in 
your relationship with Christ, be real in your prayer—express 
what you truly feel, knowing and trusting that no matter what it 
is, God can take it!        

Psalm 88 

A Song. A Psalm of the Korahites. To the leader: 
according to Mahalath Leannoth. A Maskil of 
Heman the Ezrahite. 

1 O Lord, God of my salvation, 
    when, at night, I cry out in your presence, 
2 let my prayer come before you; 
    incline your ear to my cry. 

3 For my soul is full of troubles, 
    and my life draws near to Sheol. 
4 I am counted among those who go down to 
the Pit; 
    I am like those who have no help, 
5 like those forsaken among the dead, 
    like the slain that lie in the grave, 
like those whom you remember no more, 
    for they are cut off from your hand. 
6 You have put me in the depths of the Pit, 
    in the regions dark and deep. 
7 Your wrath lies heavy upon me, 
    and you overwhelm me with all your waves.  
Selah 

8 You have caused my companions to shun me; 
    you have made me a thing of horror to them. 
I am shut in so that I cannot escape; 
9     my eye grows dim through sorrow. 
Every day I call on you, O Lord; 
    I spread out my hands to you. 
10 Do you work wonders for the dead? 
    Do the shades rise up to praise you?  Selah 
11 Is your steadfast love declared in the grave, 
    or your faithfulness in Abaddon? 
12 Are your wonders known in the darkness, 
    or your saving help in the land of forgetful-
ness? 

13 But I, O Lord, cry out to you; 
    in the morning my prayer comes before you. 
14 O Lord, why do you cast me off? 
    Why do you hide your face from me? 
15 Wretched and close to death from my youth 
up, 
    I suffer your terrors; I am desperate. 
16 Your wrath has swept over me; 
    your dread assaults destroy me. 
17 They surround me like a flood all day long; 
    from all sides they close in on me. 
18 You have caused friend and neighbor to shun 
me; 
    my companions are in darkness. 

 When have you been unable to conjure up words of 
praise? 

 Are you able to express what you truly feel to God, even 
and especially when those feelings are dark and hopeless? 


