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Psalm 13 

How long, O LORD? Will you forget me forever? 

    How long will you hide your face from me? 

How long must I bear pain[a] in my soul, 

    and have sorrow in my heart all day long? 

How long shall my enemy be exalted over me? 
 Consider and answer me, O LORD my God! 

    Give light to my eyes, or I will sleep the sleep of death, 

and my enemy will say, “I have prevailed”; 

    my foes will rejoice because I am shaken. 

But I trusted in your steadfast love; 

    my heart shall rejoice in your salvation. 

I will sing to the LORD, 

    because he has dealt bountifully with me. 

 

Throughout this month, we’re taking a look at different types of Psalms.  Last week was 

Psalms of Thanksgiving, next week Psalms of wisdom.  And today?  Psalms of Lament.  

 

Whenever I think of Psalms of Lament, I think of my grandmother.  Now that might 

seem strange, because my Grandma LaVonne was always right next to Jesus on a 

pedestal – in my estimation, she walked on water.  Some of the best parts of my life, the 

best experiences I’ve had, are because of her presence.  But then she was diagnosed 

with Alzheimer’s Disease, and so began years of lament to God.  It is cruel to watch 

memories you treasure with someone disappear for the person you shared them with.  

When your loved one no longer knows who you are, it can feel like your heart is being 

wrung out like a wash rag and you’re left a sopping mess.   

 

Why God, Why?  Why have you forsaken her?   

Where have you gone?   What did she ever do to deserve this?   

If you won’t let her live fully, then why not let her die and rest in peace?  

Why keep her in this purgatory, this place of “in between”?   

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=psalm+13&version=NRSV#fen-NRSV-14077a
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What kind of God are you anyways –  

look at all the suffering in this place!   

This is awful.  It is just awful.   

 

I had no shortage of words for lament as I watched my grandma enter a different reality 

than the one the rest of us inhabit. When her death came, it was met with grief, but also 

relief that her suffering and our suffering, were over.  

None of us are alone in knowing words of anguish.  During Holy Week, Jesus was 

tortured, mocked and led to Golgotha for crucifixion.  The executioners had fixed a 

placard to his cross: "This is Jesus: the King of the Jews". They obviously intended the 

words to ridicule Jesus as he was defeated in death.  Others would pass by, taunting him 

with reminders that he could apparently save others but not save himself.  

In the midst of this moment, in the Gospel of Matthew, Jesus cried out his final prayer.  

His words are taken from Psalm 22, a great prayer of lament and anguish. In Psalm 22, a 

faithful Jew prays in the midst of suffering and isolation.  Feeling abandoned by God, 

the psalmist utters a prayer of raw faith: "My God, my God, why have you abandoned 

me?"  In the midst of pain and impending death, the psalmist seeks the intimacy of 

relationship with God, but God seems “so far from helping.”  He remembers how God 

has been there for others, but now - surrounded, tortured and almost dead - he hears 

the sarcastic taunts of his enemies ringing in his ears. “He trusts in the LORD; let the 

LORD rescue him.”  It is no wonder that the psalmist asks, “Why?” 

We, too, want to know “why” — what is the reason for our suffering?  What divine 

purpose does it serve?  The truth that all of us know, and few of us want to admit, is that 

suffering is a grim reality of the human condition.  We have all experienced it to varying 

degrees.  No amount of wealth, no measure of security, and no low-fat or low-carb diet, 

can defend us against suffering and eventual death.  Good or bad, rich or poor, conflict 

and disaster are just a word, a mistake, an accident or an illness away.  But even though 

we cry out for answers, more often than not, God does not answer the question “why.”  

But, that does not mean God is silent for, as someone has said, “What God whispers to 

us in our pleasure, God shouts to us in our pain.”  
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What God is shouting is “Here I am!” The answer to the pain of suffering and despair is 

not a “why,” but a “who.”  In the midst of pain, God responds to us with God’s presence.   

Jesus knew that God was there.  He was not recanting or abandoning faith, but rather 

crying out in faith, in the awareness that God was there and was not rescuing him.  

Jesus, in his cry, is the one who embodies all of Israel’s anguish.  He joins with ALL who 

are afflicted and becomes one with us in our suffering.  It may seem that Jesus suffers 

alone, but he is not alone: he is echoing the anguished prayer of Israel’s heart, of our 

hearts.  He is united to and crying out on behalf of all those who suffer – past, present, 

and future.  Jesus’ cry is not a cry of abandonment, but an affirmation of faith.  Even in 

the agony of his death, Jesus puts his trust in a God who does not despise the poor and 

the afflicted, but who hears their cries of pain, draws nearer, and is present with all who 

suffer.    

Now, one of the unique things with the Psalms of Lament is that, no matter how much 

complaining, railing against God, or grieving that they involve, they always end with an 

affirmation of God and trust in God... sometimes even full-on thanksgiving and gratitude 

towards God.  I had someone challenge me on this a few weeks ago, and rightly so, on  

Why do the psalms of lament always end with affirmation and trust and praise of God?  

When we’re despairing and venting our angst, we aren’t often ready to move into trust 

and praise and affirmation.  And yet, that’s what we find in the psalms.     

 

I’ve been giving this a lot of thought, ever since our conversation.  I think the Psalms are 

meant to meet us where we are at.  We don’t need to push ourselves into praise and 

affirmation and trust in God, until we are good and ready for it.  It’s okay if lament is all 

we can stomach, based on what is happening in our lives or in the world around us.  

Then I started thinking, the psalms of lament, they parallel Jesus’ experience of Holy 

Week.  When you are in the Good Friday moments of life, where the angst and the 

suffering leaves little room for feeling or seeing anything else – that’s okay.  The psalms 

of lament, like Holy Week, know that suffering is not the end.  The story never ends on 

Good Friday.  The story doesn’t end on the cross.  Our story doesn’t end with suffering 

and struggle, even when it’s the only thing we can see.  Easter is coming.  Easter is 

always coming, whether we can see it in front of us or not.   

 

As my friend and colleague, Leigh Brown, says, “The crucifixion scene transforms into an 
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earth shattering, life changing explosion of triumph. It is as if God responds to the 

lingering sound of Jesus' death prayer: the veil of the Temple is torn in half, the earth 

shakes, the rocks split and the tombs are opened. The Roman soldiers who had kept the 

death watch over Jesus are astounded and they acclaim Jesus as the true Son of God. “ 

There is suffering and evil in the world, but there is also the unconquerable brightness 

of good.  Ultimately, we believe that God will not leave evil unanswered. We believe 

there will be a time when all of the crooked things will be made straight and all of the 

dark things will be made bright and all of the innocent will be vindicated and we can 

trust that Easter hope is coming, even when we can’t see beyond our present suffering.   

It was exactly at this time seven years ago that I had to drop everything and drive down 

to Mankato.  My parents and sister’s family were taking a much deserved vacation and 

were sitting on a beach somewhere in Costa Rica, soaking up the warmth of the sun and 

getting a break from the snow and cold of winter.  During those few days when my 

entire family was out of the country, I was responsible for making medical decisions for 

my grandma.  Sure enough, she had a fall, and the staff where she lived were worried 

she had broken a bone.   

 

So, I was feeling the weight of the world on my shoulders. I had to find someone to 

watch the kids.  I had work to do.  I was sick.  It was February and cold and it was 

snowing and grandma had fallen and I was in charge and I was in full on “lament” mode 

on my drive down to Mankato.   

Why, God, Why?   Enough already!  

 

My grandma didn’t know who I was, yet she embraced me in a warm hug when I walked 

through the door of the memory care facility.  I got her into the car and to the clinic.  In 

the clinic waiting room, she said, “Tell me.  How are things going?”  I said, “They’re 

going great, grandma.  Church is going well, the kids are doing well, everything is 

great.”  As she held my hand, she said, “You are doing the Lord’s work.  You are doing 

the best you can, and no one can ask for more than that.”   

 

Not two minutes later, my grandma said, “Tell me.  How are things going?”  and I 

answered, and just as soon as I finished with my answer, she asked me again.  “Tell me.  
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How are things going?”  Each time I answered, my responses became a little more 

honest.  “They’re okay.  Working in the church is hard.  I feel like a failure, and I doubt 

most everything I do.”  No matter what I shared, she responded with the same words, 

“You are doing the Lord’s work.  You are doing the best you can, and no one can ask for 

more than that.”  And she kept at it, with the same question and the same response.  

The only thing that changed were my answers.  My answers became more honest as 

time went on.   

“Tell me.  How are things going?”  In tears, I said,  “I don’t know if I can be a good 

parent and a good pastor at the same time.”  Gee.  That was seven years ago.  As you 

can see, I’ve been struggling with this for some time.  I told her, “I’m a mess.   And I’m 

worried that you are hurt and I’m going to have to make a decision about what to do 

and I’m going to mess it all up.  And it’s not fair that everyone else is sitting on the 

beach.”  Her response: “You are doing the Lord’s work.  You are doing the best you can, 

and no one can ask for more than that.”   

Now when I look back, I can see that I was doing quite a bit of lamenting.  There is 

something quite freeing to share your deepest insecurities and honest thoughts with 

someone who won’t remember it 30 seconds from now.  So, I lamented a lot.  I said out 

loud everything that was weighing on my mind and heart and her response was the 

same each time.  “You are doing the Lord’s work.  You are doing the best you can, and 

no one can ask for more than that.”  

 

I’m thinking that’s pretty much what God does with our laments.  We lament.  We speak, 

out loud or in our head, the thoughts that we would not share with anyone else. We 

speak honestly about the pain or the struggle or the suffering we face.  We complain 

and feel sorry for ourselves at times.  And in response, there is God, saying “You are 

loved.  You are mine. Just do the best you can.  I am with you.”  There is something so 

comforting and healing about throwing all you have at God - complaint, grief, criticism, 

anger – and to imagine that God responds something like a beloved grandma.   

 

Listen to this excerpt from Psalm 69.   

Save me, O God, 

      for the floodwaters are up to my neck. 

 I am exhausted from crying for help; 
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      my throat is parched. 

My eyes are swollen with weeping, 

      waiting for my God to help me. 

Those who hate me without cause 

      outnumber the hairs on my head. 

 

I doubt things could get worse for this person, yet by the end of the psalm, the person 

says,  

"I will praise the name of God with a song; I will magnify him with thanksgiving." In the 

book of Psalms, to live is to praise God.  Even when the psalmist's life couldn’t seem to 

be any worse than it already is, he or she lives by entrusting his life and future to God. 

 

That’s not always easy.  Perhaps that’s why the people had a collection of Psalms that 

were used in worship for the times when no one could come up with anything to give 

thanks for, or for when their grief was so deep that they couldn’t even come up with the 

words to express it. I wonder if the Psalms of Lament were included in our scriptures for 

times like this – when we can’t put words to our suffering, that they have been put into 

words for us. Even then, even when we can’t see it or feel it, the Psalmist doesn’t let us 

stay in the depths of despair.  We are always left with a word of affirmation, a reminder 

that we are not abandoned by God during hard times.  It’s not always easy to see, but 

that doesn’t make it less true.   

 

My hope and prayer for you is that, over the course of your life, your times of 

thanksgiving will far outweigh your times of lament and that may you trust in the 

presence of God in all times and all places to give you strength and peace.  Remember.  

Like the Psalms, like Holy Week, the story never ends with Good Friday.  Easter comes 

again and again, and we are invited to keep lighting candles even as we curse the 

darkness.   

 

 


