
Psalm 13 

With every passing year, the time seems to speed up more and more. I’ve been assured 

repeatedly by those older than myself that this increasingly seems to be the case as the 

years go by – the older we get, the quicker time passes. At this stage I can’t imagine the 

whizz my life is going to become in thirty years’ time. I do believe it will happen though.  

Apparently it might have something to do with new memories being created in our 

brains: when we’re young, everything is new and exciting but as the years go by, we 

experience more of the same kind of thing so there’s nothing new for the brain to absorb. 

All the ordinary days of whatever routine we have in our lives seem to blend into one but 

something out of the ordinary – like a death of a loved one – makes time feel like 

it’ssuddenly standing still. 

Today’s psalm is for times when the world has crumbled around us. We have no energy 

to go on. It’s a cry for help. Sheri Brown explains: ‘A lament is quite a bit more than a 

complaint. A complaint is the voicing of garden-variety aches and pains - a bad day, a 

minor setback, an inconvenient detour.  

Lament is the voice that emerges when there are more bad days than good.  

When minor setbacks become major obstacles.  

When an inconvenient detour becomes a dead end. 

When despair settles in like a persistent cough. When all hope is lost.  

When death perches on your shoulder, ruffling its feathers in the corner of your eye, 

threatening in its presence, stalking you with intent - the enemy that encloses you in 

darkness, clouds your vision, makes your heart accelerate with anxiety, stuffs your ears 

with fear, enfolds you in humiliation, shrouds you with paranoia, holds you immobile like 

a butterfly pinned to a board while it whispers horrible, horrible things about the corrupt 

thing you have become, the ugly thing you will soon be. THAT’s lament. Lament is the 

drawn-out groan of a dying being.’
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Reasons for lament will be many and varied: we see people we love die, we witness them 

slowly deteriorate through a debilitating illness, we die or get ill ourselves, we experience 

relationship breakdown. When we watch telly at night, all the injustice, evil and suffering 

of the world make us shudder and cry out in disbelief, shock and pain. All the terror 

attacks are so gruesome and so unnecessary. This last week the fire of the block of flats in 

London brought all the anguish of individual stories and a collective tragedy to light. My 

heart broke many a time but maybe most so when I heard the story of two Syrian brothers 

separated in thick smoke. Then the long phone call waiting for death of the one who 

stayed behind with the most painful question: Why have you left me behind? I can’t 
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imagine what his brother is going through and will have to go through in the long years to 

come as he lives with that question.  

In our schools and in the society at large suicide rates are soaring. There’s poverty, war, 

discrimination and bullying. So many refugees are displaced and forgotten. My own 

homeland, Poland, is being sued by the EU for not allowing any refugees to come to 

Poland. And this is coming from a nation that experienced displacement and whose many 

people were forced to seek refuge many times in the country’s long history. How long, o 

Lord? 

John Stevens, a Lutheran minister in the States, trying to process everything that’s 

happening in the world and in response to the Orlando shooting that took place a year ago 

in the Pulse club wrote the following poem: 
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How poignant, how true and yet how hopeful.  
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The sad truth is that every one of us will at some point in our lives experience the raw 

feelings and emotions of Psalm 13 – on behalf of others or ourselves. Maybe more than 

once. Maybe for a very long time. Maybe it will feel like there is nothing but grief, 

sadness and despair.  

This psalm invites us to let go of everything that howls in us. It says: direct it at God – he 

can take it. He wants to take it. As we howl to God, we may in time begin to eventually 

see the situation differently, ourselves differently, God differently. It takes persistence 

though. So carry on. Pray, shout and scream until faith and hope overcome fear, until you 

stop inflicting your brokenness on others. We never set out to do that, it just happens. 

There’s a well known saying: hurt people hurt people. So scream until you stop.  

Scream on behalf of others too. Scream until you become an answer to your own prayer. 

This coming week is the Refugee Week and Tuesday is the International Refugee Day. 

Let’s howl until we become a solution rather than an obstacle. Let’s wail until hope is 

rekindled in our hearts and around the world. This world needs it. We need it. Let’s spend 

a few moments in quietness with God who can take it all. Amen. 


