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June 7, 2015 – (Pentecost 02, Mat) 

Sermon Text – Psalm 69:1-18 

 
- Save me, O God, for the waters have come up to my neck…I am weary with my crying; my 

throat is parched. My eyes grow dim with waiting for my God…Do not let the flood sweep 

over me, or the deep swallow me up, or the Pit close its mouth over me.  Answer me, O Lord, 

for your steadfast love is good; according to your abundant mercy, turn to me. - 

 

 We began last week with the Psalmist’s instructions to “Praise the Lord.”  That is 

our radical orientation toward God.  We are to be constantly and consistently praising 

God.  And yet, the psalmists freely admit that praise does not always come so easily.  

Life is not always carefree and happy.  Sometimes we feel that we are not so blessed.  

For these occasions, the psalmists invented the psalm of lament, the psalm of com-

plaint, the psalm of protest, the psalm of grievance.  I think it is very telling, about us 

as humans and the lives we lead, that there are many more laments in the psalms 

than there are songs of praise.  Praise is hard sometimes.  Complaining, well, it seems 

that’s just doing what comes naturally! 

 

 For the ancient Israelites, nothing seems to capture the picture of what it’s like 

when things go badly in life more than the image of rising waters.  “Save me, O God,” 

cries the psalmist, “For the waters have come up to my neck…I have come into deep 

waters, and the flood sweeps over me.”  We still speak this way.  When have you last 

said that you had had it “up to your neck,” and you couldn’t take it any more?  Or 

when did you last feel like you were simply “drowning” in the swirl of stress or were 

being overwhelmed by the rising flood of chaos in the middle of a crisis?  That’s what 

happens.  Life rushes past us, all crazy and out of control, and we start to get that 

“sinking feeling” in the pit of our stomachs, until we fear that it will never stop and we 

will simply lose ourselves beneath the flood of misery piling up all around us.  “I am 

weary with my crying; my throat is parched,” says the psalmist describing this very 

situation.  “My eyes grow dim with waiting for my God.”   

 

 My father once told me about his experience falling out of a boat while fishing 

with several of his buddies.  My father could not swim.  The fishing had not been very 

good where the men had stopped their boat.  So, as fishermen do, they decided to 

move to another location on the lake.  My father, who was sitting in the front, on the 

elevated pedestal seat, volunteered to come down and sit in the back of the boat 

with the others.  “No,” they told him, “We aren’t going far and we won’t go fast.”  Well, 

far and not fast are relative terms.  As they began their move, the engine revved, the 

boat lurched, the bow hit a submerged stump, and my father was thrown out over the 

side of the boat.  He sank like a rock.  The waters easily welled up around him and 
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covered over his head.  He was not just sinking in the waters; he was going down into 

the depths where it seemed for a moment like the only thing that could save him 

would be to be swallowed by a big fish, like Jonah.  He told me three things about 

that experience.  “It was dark!”  “It was cold!”  And he “didn’t want to die!”  It was 

then that he remembered the instructions on his life jacket.  “If you need to use this 

floatation device, relax, tilt your head back and let the device bring you to the 

surface.”  Sometimes salvation comes in the form of rescue that happens after the 

fact.  Some-times it comes in the form of good preparation before anything bad ever 

happens.  The life jacket did its job.  It lifted my father to the surface, where he was 

pleased to gasp for air and wave wildly for the men in the boat to come and pick him 

up. 

 The question for the psalmist, and for us, in the middle of the crisis, is “to whom 

are we to address our complaints?”  “On whom shall we call in time of need?”  “In 

whom shall we place our trust when nothing else seems to be working?”  The psalm-

ist’s answer, of course, is “God.”  “Do not let the flood sweep over me, or the deep 

swallow me up,” says the psalmist.  “Answer me…turn to me, O Lord.”  “Why?”  Not 

because of me or because of what I have done; but, because of who God is.  God is 

the one who is characterized by “steadfast love” and “abundant mercy.”  That’s the 

reason.   God is powerful, as our children have been learning this week at Vacation 

Bibles School, but God’s power is put to use in the service of God’s love and God’s 

mercy.  Like my father’s life jacket, when we are drowning in life’s difficulties, God 

can save us.  Sometimes it happens quickly.  Sometimes it takes a while.  Either way, 

we believe it will happen.  And so, we address our complaints to God.  We call upon 

God in the midst of our distress.  And we pray with the psalmist in the confidence that 

God will save us.  “Do not hide your face from your servant, for I am in distress – make 

haste to answer me.  Draw near to me, redeem me, [and] set me free…” 

              Amen. 


