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From Lament to Hope: It’s Not All about Me?    Pastor Cindy Ehlke 
Psalm 77                  August 9 
 
Self- preoccupation starts at an early age.  Think about kids at the grocery store. You can 
hear the parents say, no, we are not going to get that.  Put it back on the shelf.  Then in 
some cases the lament begins.  The child argues, complains, and cajoles the parent.  
Then when that does not work, here comes the tears and the howling.  It can sometimes 
be heard all over the store.  I was amused at one parent’s solution to the problem.  Just 
in front of me in the check-out lane stood a dad and his little son.  All I could see was the 
child’s legs and feet sticking out from the father’s firm grasp around this child’s waist.  
He was being carried out with his whole body firmly held in the parent’s arms.  It was 
quite a sight. 
 
There is not a one of us who can deny that we at times are consumed with self-
preoccupation.  Think about how many times in our everyday speech we make use of 
the personal pronoun I.  I want to do this or that, can I say something?  Or I am going to 
order this or that from Amazon or other favorite website.  
 
If we approach lament with this understanding, it will be surprising the number of times 
these psalms make use of personal pronouns such as I or my.  Listen again to the first six 
verses of Psalm 77.  
I cry aloud to God… 
I seek the Lord 
   my hand is stretched out,  
   my soul refuses to be comforted. 
I think of God, 
I moan 
I meditate, 
   my spirt faints,  
   my eyelids are kept by God from closing 
I am so troubled that I cannot speak 
I consider the days of old, 
I remember the years of long ago,  
I commune with my heart  
I meditate and search my spirit. 
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Recently I had a meltdown that would likely qualify for a lament of sorts.  After one of 
our recent CE classes, I was particularly saddened by the content related to our early 
history of slavery and the persistence of inequality to this day.  After class, I literally put 
my head down on my desk and cried.  Thankfully, Lynell sensed my sorrow and offered 
me comfort.  But on the drive home, I started to feel sorry for myself again and felt like I 
was alone and had no one with whom to share my sadness.  My thoughts would have 
qualified as following this pattern in the first section of psalm 77.  It was very definitely 
all about me and my needs. 
 
In prayers of lament, when we come to the realization that “it’s not all about me” it 
signals a significant turning point in our laments.  We come, sometimes slowly or 
reluctantly, to an understanding that lament is about hope and trust in God.  
 
Now let us consider the last portion of psalm 77.  Following the pattern of most lament 
psalms, there is a turning point in which the psalmist makes a shift to speaking to God in 
terms of praise for what He has done and will continue to do for His people.  In this 
psalm, we find the writer shifting to a more positive note: “I remember the miracles you 
did long ago.  I think about all the things you did and consider your deeds.”  Then the 
attention of the psalmist shifts even more dramatically to a statement of praise.  “God, 
your ways are holy, No god is a great as our God.  You are the one who does miracles; 
you have shown people your power.” 
 
Like the psalmist, my own experience with lament began to shift.  By the time I had 
reached home, I became very aware that no, Cindy, you are not alone.  God made His 
presence known to me and I began to feel a calm settle over me.  I imagine that because 
of our studies about lament, I could recognize that no, all was not lost.  I turned to God 
in prayer and surprisingly with gratitude.  I had made the shift away from self-
preoccupation to asking God what was I to be doing? 
 
Then it occurred to me that my sorrow was not to be directed inward.  I had very little in 
my life to be sorry about.  I thought about folks who because of poverty did not get the 
same benefits of education, proper nutrition, adequate housing.  In other words, those 
things that despite their best efforts, they would find it hard to dig their way out of a 
cycle of poverty and the inability to make headway. Feeling sorry for these inequalities 
had driven me to sorrow, but I had not yet moved beyond that to asking “what’s next? 
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That night, I was praying, and it came to me there was more to this lament process than 
just “getting over it.”  Walter Buggemann used an interesting expression to describe the 
point at which we turn to God as an act of obedience.  We make room for “risky 
imagination”.  We open ourselves to developing a new faith that goes beyond our usual 
safe routines.  Routines that do not come to grips with the awesome God that wants us 
to get past safe answers and ask instead “what are you asking me to do on your behalf?  
God was using this episode to push me to act on the behalf of others.  I remember 
saying to myself, “I will not give up, I will make a difference.”  A very familiar verse from 
Mark 8 says this well.  “For whoever would save his life will lose it; and whoever loses 
his life for my sake and the gospel’s will save it.”  The first verses of the lament were all 
written in terms of “I” and that is about keeping life as we are accustomed. It is also 
about not taking any risks.  But when the lament shifts to talking to God and we see the 
pronoun Thou, we are acknowledging that turning to God is the way to overcome the 
sorrow and replace it with good actions.   
 
There are at least two foci related to making a difference in this community.  One has to 
do with our efforts to support those who are dealing with the financial hardships caused 
by the pandemic.  Efforts are being made to expand the money being made available to 
supply money funds for rent help and energy bills.  Grants have been established and 
monies are being made available to POM and other service agencies.  We have also 
been able to give financial support to Full Belies as they have increased need to feed 
more people. 
 
A second focus has been related to increasing our sensitivity to the cultural  inequities 
for people who have been on the margins.  Recently some of us attended a panel 
discussion put on by the Seattle Presbytery.  It was entitled “Race Equity: A Young 
Leaders Panel Discussion.”  An important take away from that discussion was the need 
to develop ways for conversations to take place among us to foster a better 
understanding of our common needs.  
 
There is work ahead of us.  It will be a reflection of our broader understanding of lament 
and its function as a catalyst for action rather than just passive acceptance.  Will our 
actions make a difference?  Of course.  It will lead to the desired outcome of 
experiencing grace.  Grace: the end result of faithful lament. 


