
Psalm 13: 
The Impatience of Desperation 

and Our Ground of Hope

My Translation

[1] For the director of music. A psalm of David.

1[2] How much longer, O Yahweh? Will you forget me indefinitely?
        How much longer? Would you purposely hide your face from me?
2[3] How much longer must I fill my mind with worries? Grief is in my heart day
        after day!
        How much longer must my enemy continue to rise up against me?
3[4]  Please cast your gaze in [my] direction! Respond to me. O Yahweh my God!
        Please allow my own eyes to see [your response]!
         —if not, I will sleep the sleep of the dead;
4[5] —if not, my enemy will boast that he has finished off his [foe];
         [then] my adversaries will rejoice when I am made to stagger.

 5[6] Now as for myself, I have put [all] my confidence in your faithfulness.
         My heart rejoices in the salvation which you provide.
    6   I will exuberantly sing of Yahweh, for he has [always] taken complete care
         of me. 

My Reflections

The tone of our impatience in suffering sometimes assaults, as it were, all points of 
the compass at once and puts all else fleeing to distant horizons. The voice of faith, 
as in our psalm, often sounds more like the clamor of  accusation. Faithful lament 
may even dare to demand Yahweh’s immediate attention and response.

Thus, our impatience, accusations, and demands encroach upon the heavenly court 
as though Yahweh had been absent, uncaring, and deaf. As for Yahweh, he listens 
and takes in all of our fuming. Of course, Yahweh has long taken note of all 
suffering and evil and their perpetrators without any need of our clamor, redirection, 
or annotation. Nevertheless, the biblical psalms testify to the freedom which 
Yahweh grants us to approach his throne with definite ideas of how the world 
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should operate and how Yahweh should, in fact, be running it. In venting our 
frustrations, we perhaps inadvertently also confess  our own impotence in the face 
of the enemies, the foes, and the adversaries of our lives. This is as it should be.

It is an undeniable irony that as we impatiently voice our concerns to Yahweh in the 
throes of our desperate circumstances—even in accusation and demand—we do so 
believing, trusting, and hoping. The life of faith is inextricably woven from threads 
of doubt, complaint, confession, and praise—all at the same time. Such a fabric is of 
one synchronic piece. Our hearts and lips form desperate, impatient, accusing, and 
demanding prayers— on our knees—precisely because we do trust in the presence, 
the providence, and the goodness of Yahweh. 

At one and the same time, the stanzas of our laments are interleaved with choruses 
of joyful and exuberant praise. We confess in our impatient complaints that it is 
Yahweh, and only Yahweh, who has and ever will care for us. Only heaven knows 
“how much longer” our trials will unfold and what their contours may be. 
Nevertheless, the desperateness of our lament to Yahweh, which is inescapably 
interwoven with prayer and praise, unceasingly confirms the ground of our hope.
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