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In Psalm 88, we cry  out to God vividly describing the anguish and loneliness that frequently accompany 
illness. The Psalm depicts death and despair in many ways, as a person grasping for the words to express 
themselves after many years of illness. “From my youth I have been afflicted” (ָָאֵתִִי אֵֵמֶֶיך עַַֹר נָָשָׂ�ָ  עַָנִָי אֲֵנִָי וְֵגֹוֵֵֹעַַ מִֶנָ�
 When I cry out in the night… I am sated with misfortune; I am at the brink of Sheol…I am like someone“ .(אֵָפוּנָָה
helpless” (גֶֹבֶֶר אֵֵין־אֱֵיָל י עִַם־יוֵֹרְדֵֵי בֶוֵֹר הָיִיתִִי כְּ�ְ בְֶתִ�ִ ַ י…נֶָחְְשָׂ� ִ בְֶעַָה בְֶרָעַוֵֹתִ נַָפְשָׂ� י־שָׂ�ָ ךָָ …כְּ�ִ יְלָה נֶָגְֹדֵ�ֶ י בֶַל�ַ  ,We feel overwhelmed .(צָָעַַקְְתִ�ִ
cut off, shunned, and “abandoned among the dead, like bodies lying in the grave”(“ מֶוֵֹ חְֲלָלִים י כְּ�ְ ִ תִִים חְׇפְשָׂ� מֶ�ֵ  בֶ�ַ
כְְֹּבֵֶי קְֶבֶֶר .We are overcome with angst and terror, wherever we turn .(שָׂ�

What does a person in this situation want?  The Psalm includes a brief call for salvation, for mercy, reprieve 
from pain, perhaps even healing. “As for me, I cry out to You, Lord; each morning my prayer greets You” ( אֲֵנִָי 

שִִׁירַ מִזְְמוֹרַ לִִבְְנֵֵי־קֹֹרַַח לְַמְָנַַצֵֵּחֲַ עַַלְ־מָָחֲֲלְַת לְְעַַנּוֹת 
יְשׁוּעַָתִי  אֱֱלֹהֵֵי  יְהֵוָֹהֵ  הֵָאֱֶזְְרָָחֲִי׃  לְְהֵֵימָָן  מַָשְְׂכִִּילְ 
תְְּפִִלָָּתִי  לְְפִָנֶַיךָ  תְָּבוֹאֱ  נֶַגְְדֶֶּךָ׃  בַלַָּיְלְָהֵ  יוֹם־צָָעַַקְְתְִּי 
הֵַטֵֵּהֵ אֱׇזְְנְַךָ לְְרִָנָּתִי׃ כִִּי־שְָׂבְעַָהֵ בְרָָעַוֹת נַַפְִשִׁי וְְחֲַיַַּי 
הֵָיִיתִי  בוֹרָ  עִַם־יוֹרְָדֵֵי  נֶַחְֲשַׁבְתְִּי  הִֵגִִּיעַוּ׃  לְִשְׁאֱוֹלְ 
כְִּגְֶבֶרָ אֱֵין־אֱֱיָלְ׃ בַַּמֵֵּתִים חֲׇפְִשִׁי כְִּמָוֹ חֲֲלְָלְִים  שֹׁכְְבֵי 
נִַגְְזְָרָוּ׃  מִָיַָּדְֵךָ  וְְהֵֵמֵָּהֵ  זְְכְַרְָתְָּם עַוֹדֵ  אֱֲשֶׁרָ לְאֱֹ  קְֶבֶרָ 
עַָלְַי  בִַּמְָצָֹלְוֹת׃  בְַּמַָחֲֲשַׁכִִּים  תְַּחְֲתְִּיַּוֹת  בְַּבוֹרָ  שַׁתְַּנִַי 
סָָמְָכְָהֵ חֲֲמָָתֶךָ וְְכְׇלְ־מִָשְׁבַָּרֶָיךָ עִַנִּיתָ סֶֶּלְָהֵ׃ הִֵרְָחֲַקְְתְָּ 
מְָידֶָֻּעַַי מִָמֵֶּנִּי שַׁתְַּנִַי תוֹעֵַבוֹת לְָמָוֹ כִָּלְֻאֱ וְְלְאֱֹ אֱֵצֵָאֱ׃ 
בְַּכְׇלְ־יוֹם  יְהֵוָֹהֵ  קְְרָָאֱתִיךָ  מִָנִּי־עַֹנִַי  דֵָאֱֲבָהֵ  עֵַינִַי 
אֱִם־ תְַּעֲַשְֶׂהֵ־פֶֶּלְֶאֱ  הֲֵלְַמֵֵּתִים  כְַפֶָּי׃  אֱֵלְֶיךָ  שִׁטֵַּחְֲתְִּי 

רְָפִָאֱִים יָקְוּמָוּ  יוֹדֵוּךָ סֶֶּלְָהֵ׃ הֵַיְסָֻפֶַּרָ בַַּקֶֶּבֶרָ חֲַסְָדֶֶּךָ 
אֱֱמָוּנַָתְךָ בַָּאֱֲבַדֶּוֹן׃ הֲֵיִוָּדֵַעַ בַַּחֲֹשֶׁךְ פִֶּלְְאֱֶךָ וְְצִָדְֵקְָתְךָ 
וּבַבַֹּקְֶרָ  שִׁוַּעְַתְִּי  יְהֵוָֹהֵ  אֱֵלְֶיךָ  וְַאֱֲנִַי   נְַשִׁיַָּהֵ׃  בְַּאֱֶרֶָץ 
תְְּפִִלָָּתִי תְקְַדְֶּמֶָךָָּ׃ לְָמָָהֵ יְהֵוָֹהֵ תְִּזְְנַַחֲ נַַפְִשִׁי תְַּסְָתְִּירָ 
אֱֵמֶָיךָ  נַָשְָׂאֱתִי  מִָנֹּעַַרָ  וְְגְוֵֹעַַ  אֱֲנִַי  עַָנִַי  מִָמֵֶּנִּי׃  פֶָּנֶַיךָ 
צִָמְֵּתוּתֻנִַי׃  בִַּעַוּתֶיךָ  חֲֲרָוֹנֶַיךָ  עַָבְרָוּ  עַָלְַי  אֱָפִוּנַָהֵ׃ 
סַָבַּוּנִַי כְַמֵַּיִם כִׇּלְ־הֵַיַּוֹם הִֵקִֶּיפִוּ עַָלְַי יָחֲַדֵ׃ הִֵרְָחֲַקְְתְָּ 

מִָמֵֶּנִּי אֱֹהֵֵב וְָרֵָעַַ מְָידֶָֻּעַַי מַָחְֲשָׁךְ׃ )תהֵלְים פִחֲ(

A psalm of the Korahites. For the leader; mahalat leannot. 
A maskil of Heman the Ezrahite. Lord,  God of my deliverance, 
when I cry out in the night before You,let my prayer reach You; 
incline Your ear to my cry. For I am sated with misfortune; I 
am at the brink of Sheol. I am numbered with those who go 
down to the Pit; I am like someone helpless abandoned among 
the dead, like bodies lying in the grave of whom You are mindful 
no more, and who are cut off from Your care. You have put me 
at the bottom of the Pit, in the darkest places, in the depths. 
Your fury lies heavy upon me; You afflict me with all Your 
breakers. Selah. You make my companions shun me; You make 
me abhorrent to them; I am shut in and do not go out. My eyes 
pine away from affliction; I call to You, Lord, each day; I stretch 
out my hands to You. Do You work wonders for the dead? Do 
the shades rise to praise You? Selah. Is Your faithful care 
recounted in the grave, Your constancy in the place of perdition? 
Are Your wonders made known in the netherworld, Your 
beneficent deeds in the land of oblivion? As for me, I cry out to 
You, Lord; each morning my prayer greets You. Why, Lord, do 
You reject me, do You hide Your face from me? From my youth I 
have been afflicted and near death; I suffer Your terrors 
wherever I turn. Your fury overwhelms me; Your terrors destroy 
me. They swirl about me like water all day long; they encircle 
me on every side. You have put friend and neighbor far from me 
and my companions out of my sight. 

Introduction On the brink of despair, we call out to  God in a state of loneliness. More than just a call for salvation, 
this is a cry to be seen, heard, and remembered.

 PSALMS CHAPTER 88
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מֶֶךָ תִִי תְִקְַדֵ�ְ פִל�ָ קְֶֹר תִ�ְ י וּבֶַבֶ� וַּעְַתִ�ִ ִ  Yet more than anything, we want to be seen.  We feel abandoned by .(אֵֵלֶיךָָ יְהוֵָֹה שָׂ�
friends and rejected by God. “Why do you hide Your face from me” (י נָ�ִ יר פָָּנֶָיךָָ מִֶמֶ�ֶ סְְתִ�ִ י תִ�ַ ִ זְְנַָחְ נַָפְשָׂ�  ?(לָמֶָה יְהוֵָֹה תִ�ִ
Our heartfelt cries pierce the heavens.  

The Psalm gives expression to the need of the sick to feel seen and heard. “You have put friend and 
neighbor far from me and my companions out of my sight“ (ְָך ָ עַַי מֶַחְְשָׂ� י אֵהֵֹבֶ וֵָרֵעַַ מְֶיֻדֵ�ָ נָ�ִ .(הִרְחְַקְְתִ�ָ מִֶמֶ�ֶ

As family and friends of someone suffering, we must heed this call. We can’t always provide therapy or 
medicine, but we can ensure that the ill don’t feel they have been left out in the darkness. 


