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לְַמְנַַצֵֵּחַַ עַַלְ־אַַיֶֶּלְֶת הַַשַַּׁחַַר מִזְְמוֹר לְְדָוִִד׃ אֵֵ-לִִי אֵֵ-

לִִי לִָמִָה עֲָזַַבְְתָָּנִִי רֵָחוֹק מִִישַׁוּעָָתִִי דִִּבְְרֵֵי שַַׁאֲֵגָָתִִי׃ 

וְְלִאֵֹ־ וְְלִַיְלִָה  תִַעֲָנִֶה  וְְלִאֵֹ  יוֹמִָם  אֵֶקְרֵָאֵ  -לֹהַי  אֵ

דוּמִִיָָּה לִִי׃ וְְאֵַתָָּה קָדוֹשַׁ יוֹשֵַׁבְ תְָּהִלּוֹתִ יִשְְׂרֵָאֵֵלִ׃ 

בְָּךָ בָָּטְֵחוּ אֲֵבְֹתִֵינִוּ בָָּטְֵחוּ וְַתְָּפַַלְּטֵֵמִוֹ׃ אֵֵלִֶיךָ זַָעֲָקוּ 

תִוֹלִַעַָתִ  וְְאֵָנִֹכִִי  וְְלִאֵֹ־בְוֹשַׁוּ׃  בְָטְֵחוּ  בְָּךָ  וְְנִִמְִלִָטֵוּ 

וְְלִאֵֹ־אִֵישַׁ חֶרְֵפַַּתִ אֵָדָם וּבְְזַוּי עָָם׃ כָָּלִ־רֵֹאֵַי יַלְִעִָגָוּ 

י-הוְה  אֵֶלִ  גֹֹּלִ  רֵאֵֹשַׁ׃  יָנִִיעָוּ  בְְשְָׂפַָה  יַפְַטִֵירֵוּ  לִִי 

יְפַַלְּטֵֵהוּ יַצִִּילִֵהוּ כִָּי חָפֵַץ בָּוֹ׃ כִָּי־אֵַתָָּה גָֹחִי מִִבָָּטֵֶן 

מִֵרֵָחֶם  הָשְַׁלִַכְִתִָּי  עָָלִֶיךָ  אִֵמִִּי׃  עַָלִ־שְַׁדֵי  מִַבְְטִֵיחִי 

מִִמִֶּנִִּי  אֵַלִ־תִָּרְֵחַק  אֵָתָָּה׃  אֵֵ-לִִי  אִֵמִִּי  מִִבֶָּטֵֶן 

פַָּרִֵים  סְְבְָבְוּנִִי  עָוֹזֵַרֵ׃  כִָּי־אֵֵין  קְרֵוֹבְָה  כִָּי־צָָרֵָה 

פִַּיהֶם  עָָלִַי  פַָּצָוּ  כִָּתְָּרֵוּנִִי׃  בְָשַָׁן  אֵַבִָּירֵֵי  רֵַבִָּים 

וְְהִתְִפַָּרְֵדוּ  נִִשְַׁפַַּכְִתִָּי  כַָּמִַּיִם  וְְשַֹׁאֵֵגָ׃  טֵֹרֵֵף  אֵַרְֵיֵה 

מִֵעָָי׃  בְָּתִוֹךְ  נִָמִֵסְ  כַָּדִּוֹנִָגָ  לִִבִָּי  הָיָה  כָָּלִ־עַָצְָמִוֹתִָי 

יָבְֵשַׁ כַָּחֶרֵֶשְׂ כָֹּחִי וּלְִשַׁוֹנִִי מִֻדְבָָּק מִַלְִקוֹחָי וְְלִַעֲָפַַרֵ־

מִָוְֶתִ תִָּשְַׁפְַּתִֵנִִי׃ כִָּי סְְבְָבְוּנִִי כְָּלִָבְִים עֲָדַתִ מְִרֵֵעִָים 

כָָּלִ־עַָצְָמִוֹתִָי  אֲֵסְַפֵַּרֵ  וְְרֵַגְָלִָי׃  יָדַי  כָָּאֲֵרִֵי  הִקִִּיפַוּנִִי 

וְְעַָלִ־ לִָהֶם  בְְגָָדַי  יְחַלְּקוּ  יִרְֵאֵוּ־בְִי׃  יַבִָּיטֵוּ  הֵמִָּה 

אֵַלִ־תִָּרְֵחָק  י-הוְה  וְְאֵַתָָּה  גָוֹרֵָלִ׃  יַפִַּילִוּ  לְִבְוּשִַׁי 

נִַפְַשִַׁי  מִֵחֶרֵֶבְ  הַצִִּילִָה  חוּשַָׁה׃  לְִעֶָזְַרֵָתִִי  יָלִוּתִִי  אֵ

מִִיַָּד־כֶָּלִֶבְ יְחִידָתִִי׃ הוֹשִַׁיעֵָנִִי מִִפִַּי אֵַרְֵיֵה וּמִִקִַּרְֵנִֵי 

רֵֵמִִים עֲָנִִיתִָנִִי׃ אֲֵסְַפְַּרֵָה שִַׁמְִךָ לְִאֵֶחָי בְָּתִוֹךְ קָהָלִ 

יַעֲָקֹבְ  כָָּלִ־זֶַרֵַעָ  הַלְִלִוּהוּ  י-הוְה  יִרְֵאֵֵי  אֲֵהַלְִלִֶךָָּ׃ 

לִאֵֹ־ כִָּי  יִשְְׂרֵָאֵֵלִ׃  כָָּלִ־זֶַרֵַעָ  מִִמִֶּנִּוּ  וְְגָוּרֵוּ  כַָּבְָּדוּהוּ 

נִוּתִ עָָנִִי וְְלִאֵֹ־הִסְְתִָּירֵ פַָּנִָיוְ מִִמִֶּנִּוּ  בְָזַָה וְְלִאֵֹ שִַׁקִַּץ עָ

בְָּקָהָלִ רֵָבְ  תְִהִלָּתִִי  אֵֵלִָיוְ שַָׁמִֵעַָ׃ מִֵאִֵתְָּךָ  וּבְְשַַׁוְּעָוֹ 

For the leader; on ayyeleth ha-shahar. A psalm of David. 
My God, my God, why have You abandoned me; why so far 
from delivering me and from my anguished roaring? My God, 
I cry by day—You answer not; by night, and have no respite. 
But You are the Holy One, enthroned, the Praise of Israel. In 
You our ancestors trusted; they trusted, and You rescued 
them. To You they cried out and they escaped; in You they 
trusted and were not disappointed. But I am a worm, less 
than human; scorned by everyone, despised by people. All 
who see me mock me; they curl their lips, they shake their 
heads. “Let him commit himself to God; let [God] rescue him, 
let [God] save him, for [God] is pleased with him.” You drew 
me from the womb, made me secure at my mother’s breast. I 
became Your charge at birth; from my mother’s womb You 
have been my God. Do not be far from me, for trouble is near, 
and there is none to help. Many bulls surround me, mighty 
ones of Bashan encircle me. They open their mouths at me 
like tearing, roaring lions. My life ebbs away: all my bones are 
disjointed; my heart is like wax, melting within me; my vigor 
dries up like a shard; my tongue cleaves to my palate; You 
commit me to the dust of death. Dogs surround me; a pack of 
evil ones closes in on me, like lions [they maul] my hands and 
feet. I take the count of all my bones while they look on and 
gloat. They divide my clothes among themselves, casting lots 
for my garments. But You, Lord, be not far off; my strength, 
hasten to my aid. Save my life from the sword, my precious 
life from the clutches of a dog. Deliver me from a lion’s mouth; 
from the horns of wild oxen rescue me. Then will I proclaim 
Your fame to my kin, praise You in the congregation. You who 
fear God, give praise! All you offspring of Jacob, show honor! 
Be in dread, all you offspring of Israel! For [God] did not scorn, 
and did not spurn, the plea of anyone lowly; [God] did not 
turn away from them; when they cried out, [God] listened. 

Introduction
Sometimes we feel despair. We might even feel ashamed for holding on to hope in God. Yet 
we recall the faith of our ancestors and gain inspiration from their belief. We pledge to praise 
God at the time of our redemption and to pass on this belief to the next generation.
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The Psalm begins with a feeling of despair:  “My God, My God, why have You abandoned me” (נִִי  ?(אֵֵ-לִָי אֵֵ-לִָי לָָמָָה עֲֲזַַבְְתָּ�ָ
The personal appeal to God reflects the sense of anguish from feeling unheard, in contrast to others who have their 
prayers answered.  This creates a sense of worthlessness, “I am a worm, less than human” (ׁׁוְְלָאֵֹ־אִֵיש תָּוְֹלַָעֲַתָּ   ,(וְְאֵָנִכִִֹי 
alongside a feeling (perhaps imagined) that others are looking down on us.  In this state, we can feel that life is 
“ebbing away” (י פַַּכְִתָּ�ִ יִם נִִשְׁׁ מָ�ַ פְַּתֵָּנִִי) ”and that we are soon destined to become “dust of death ,(כִ�ַ שְׁׁ .(וְְלַָעֲֲפַַר־מָָוְֶתָּ תָּ�ִ

Yet precisely in this moment of despair, the Psalm gives us confidence both in ourselves and in God.  “Hasten to my 
aid…deliver me…save me” (ילָָה יעֲֵנִִי… הַצִּ�ִ ה… הוְֹשִׁׁ  for God is in fact not so far away.  God does not turn His face ,(לְָעֲֶזְַרָתִָּי חוּשָׁׁ
away from the afflicted.  While we might have initially felt lowly, we feel empowered by being a part of the people 
who praise God and proclaim His goodness to the world.  The chapter ends with a pledge to pass faith on to the 
next generation, the offspring who will continue to proclaim God’s righteousness, “the Sovereign’s fame shall be 
proclaimed to the generation to come. They shall tell of the beneficence to people yet to be born, for [God] has acted 
ה) י עֲָשׁ�ָ ידוּ צִִּדְקָָתָּוְֹ לְָעֲַם נִוְֹלָָד כִ�ִ וְֹר׃ יָבְאֵֹוּ וְְיַגִּ�ִ וּ יְסֻֻפַַּר לַָאֵדנִָֹי לַָד�  .(זֶַרַעֲ יַעֲַבְְדֶנִ�

The Psalm is a powerful expression of the meaningfulness of being a part of a chain that transmits faith from one 
generation to the next. We are not alone, in part because God is never too far away, and in part because we bind 
ourselves to this multi-generational tradition of our ancestors and descendants.  

Because of You I offer praise in the great congregation; I pay 
my vows in the presence of God’s worshipers. Let the lowly 
eat and be satisfied; let all who seek God give praise.  Always 
be of good cheer! Let all the ends of the earth pay heed and 
turn to God, and the peoples of all nations prostrate 
themselves before You; for sovereignty is God’s, who rules the 
nations. All those in full vigor shall eat and prostrate 
themselves; all those at death’s door, whose spirits flag, shall 
bend the knee in submission. Offspring shall serve [God]; the 
Sovereign’s fame shall be proclaimed to the generation to 
come; they shall tell of the beneficence to people yet to be 
born, for [God] has acted.

נְִדָרֵַי אֲֵשַַׁלֵּם נִֶגֶָד יְרֵֵאֵָיוְ׃ יאֵֹכְִלִוּ עֲָנִָוְִים וְְיִשְְׂבָָּעָוּ 

יְהַלְִלִוּ י-הוְה דִֹּרְֵשַָׁיוְ יְחִי לְִבְַבְְכִֶם לִָעַָד׃ יִזְַכְָּרֵוּ 

וְְיִשְַׁתַָּחֲוְוּ  כָָּלִ־אֵַפְַסְֵי־אֵָרֵֶץ  י-הוְה  אֵֶלִ  וְְיָשַֻׁבְוּ 

לְִפַָנִֶיךָ כָָּלִ־מִִשְַׁפְַּחוֹתִ גֹּוֹיִם׃ כִָּי לִַי-הוְה הַמְִּלִוּכִָה 

כָָּלִ־דִִּשְַׁנִֵי־אֵֶרֵֶץ  וְַיִָּשְַׁתַָּחֲוּוּ  אֵָכְִלִוּ  בַָּגֹּוֹיִם׃  וּמִֹשֵַׁלִ 

חִיָָּה׃  לִאֵֹ  וְְנִַפְַשַׁוֹ  עָָפַָרֵ  כָָּלִ־יוֹרְֵדֵי  יִכְִרְֵעָוּ  לְִפַָנִָיוְ 

זֶַרֵַעָ יַעַָבְְדֶנִּוּ יְסְֻפַַּרֵ לִַאֵ-דֹנִָי לִַדִּוֹרֵ׃ יָבְֹאֵוּ וְְיַגִֹּידוּ 

צִָדְקָתִוֹ לְִעַָם נִוֹלִָד כִָּי עָָשְָׂה׃  )תִהלִים כִבְ(


