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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” (ָָאתִִי אֵֵמֶֶיך עַַֹר נָָשָׂ�ָ  עָָנִִי אֲֲנִִי וְְגֹוֵֵֹעַַ מִִנֹּ�
 When I cry out in the night… I am sated with misfortune; I am at the brink of Sheol…I am like someone“ .(אָָפוּנָָה
helpless” (גֶֶבֶֶר אֵֵין־אֱֱיָָל י עִִם־יוֹֹרְְדֵֵי וֹֹבר הָָיִִיתִִי כְּ�ְ בְְתִּ�ִ ַ י…נֶֶחְְשַׁ� ִ בְְעָָה בְְרָָוֹֹעת נַַפְְשִׁ� י־שָׂ�ָ ךָָ …כִּ�ִ יְְלָָה נֶֶגְְדֶּ�ֶ י בַַלַּ�ַ  ,We feel overwhelmed .(צָָעַַקְְתִּ�ִ
cut off, shunned, and “abandoned among the dead, like bodies lying in the grave”(“ וֹֹמ חֲֲלָָלִִים י כְּ�ְ ִ תִִים חׇׇפְְשִׁ� מֵּ�ֵ  בַּ�ַ
כְְֹבֵֵי קֶֶבֶֶר .We are overcome with angst and terror, wherever we turn .(שֹׁ�

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” ( אֲֲנִִי 

שִִׁיר מִִזְְמוֹר לִִבְְנֵֵי־קֹֹרַַח לַַמְְנַַצֵֵּחַַ עַַל־מָָחֲֲלַַת לְְעַַנּוֹת 
יְְשׁוּעָָתִִי  אֱֱלֹהֵֵי  יְְ�ָהֹוָה  הָָאֶֶזְְרָָחִִי׃  לְְהֵֵימָָן  מַַשְְׂכִִּיל 
תְְּפִִלָָּתִִי  לְְפָָנֶֶיךָ  תָָּבוֹא  נֶֶגְְדֶֶּךָ׃  בַַלַַּיְְלָָה  יוֹם־צָָעַַקְְתִִּי 
הַַטֵֵּה אׇׇזְְנְְךָ לְְרִִנָָּתִִי׃ כִִּי־שָָׂבְְעָָה בְְרָָעוֹת נַַפְְשִִׁי וְְחַַיַַּי 
הָָיִִיתִִי  בוֹר  עִִם־יוֹרְְדֵֵי  נֶֶחְְשַַׁבְְתִִּי  הִִגִִּיעוּ׃  לִִשְְׁאוֹל 
כְְּגֶֶבֶֶר אֵֵין־אֱֱיָָל׃ בַַּמֵֵּתִִים חׇׇפְְשִִׁי כְְּמוֹ חֲֲלָָלִִים  שֹֹׁכְְבֵֵי 
נִִגְְזָָרוּ׃  מִִיָָּדְְךָ  וְְהֵֵמָָּה  זְְכַַרְְתָָּם עוֹד  אֲֲשֶֶׁר לֹאֹ  קֶֶבֶֶר 
עָָלַַי  בִִּמְְצֹֹלוֹת׃  בְְּמַַחֲֲשַַׁכִִּים  תַַּחְְתִִּיּוֹת  בְְּבוֹר  שַַׁתַַּנִִי 
סָָמְְכָָה חֲֲמָָתֶֶךָ וְְכׇׇל־מִִשְְׁבָָּרֶֶיךָ עִִנִִּיתָָ סֶֶּלָָה׃ הִִרְְחַַקְְתָָּ 
מְְיֻדָָֻּעַַי מִִמֶֶּנִִּי שַַׁתַַּנִִי תוֹעֵֵבוֹת לָָמוֹ כָָּלֻֻא וְְלֹאֹ אֵֵצֵֵא׃ 
בְְּכׇׇל־יוֹם  יְְ�ָהֹוָה  קְְרָָתִִאיךָ  מִִנִִּי־עֹֹנִִי  דָָאֲֲבָָה  עֵֵינִִי 
אִִם־ תַַּעֲֲשֶֶׂה־פֶֶּלֶֶא  הֲֲלַַמֵֵּתִִים  כַַפָָּי׃  אֵֵלֶֶיךָ  שִִׁטַַּחְְתִִּי 

רְְפָָאִִים יָָקוּמוּ  יוֹדוּךָ סֶֶּלָָה׃ הַַיְְסֻֻפַַּר בַַּקֶֶּבֶֶר חַַסְְדֶֶּךָ 
אֱֱמוּנָָתְְךָ בָָּאֲֲבַַדּוֹן׃ הֲֲיִִוָָּדַַע בַַּחֹֹשֶֶׁךְ פִִּלְְאֶֶךָ וְְצִִדְְקָָתְְךָ 
וּבַַבֹֹּקֶֶר  שִִׁוַַּעְְתִִּי  יְְ�ָהֹוָה  אֵֵלֶֶיךָ  וַַאֲֲנִִי   נְְשִִׁיָָּה׃  בְְּאֶֶרֶֶץ 
תְְּפִִלָָּתִִי תְְקַַדְְּמֶֶךָָּ׃ לָָמָָה יְְ�ָהֹוָה תִִּזְְנַַח נַַפְְשִִׁי תַַּסְְתִִּיר 
אֵֵמֶֶיךָ  נָָשָָׂתִִאי  מִִנֹֹּעַַר  וְְ�ֵגֹוֵעַַ  אֲֲנִִי  עָָנִִי  מִִמֶֶּנִִּי׃  פָָּנֶֶיךָ 
צִִמְְּתוּתֻֻנִִי׃  בִִּעוּתֶֶיךָ  חֲֲרוֹנֶֶיךָ  עָָבְְרוּ  עָָלַַי  אָָפוּנָָה׃ 
סַַבּוּנִִי כַַמַַּיִִם כׇׇּל־הַַיּוֹם הִִקִִּיפוּ עָָלַַי יָָחַַד׃ הִִרְְחַַקְְתָָּ 

מִִמֶֶּנִִּי אֹֹהֵֵב וָָרֵֵעַַ מְְיֻדָָֻּעַַי מַַחְְשָָׁךְ׃ )תלהים חפ(

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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מֶֶך תִִי תְְקַַדְּ�ְ פִִלָּ�ָ קֶֶֹר תְּ�ְ י וּבַַבֹּ� וַַּעְְתִּ�ִ ִ  Yet more than anything, we want to be seen.  We feel abandoned by .(אֵֵלֶֶיךָָ יְְהֹוָָֹה שִׁ�
friends and rejected by God. “Why do you hide Your face from me” (י נִּ�ִ יר פָָּנֶֶיךָָ מִִמֶּ�ֶ סְְתִּ�ִ י תַּ�ַ ִ זְְנַַח נַַפְְשִׁ�  ?(לָָמָָה יְְהֹוָָֹה תִּ�ִ
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 מַַחְְשָׁ� י אֹהֵֵֹב וָָרֵֵעַַ מְְיֻֻדָּ�ָ נִּ�ִ .(הִִרְְחַַקְְתָּ�ָ מִִמֶּ�ֶ

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. 


