
OT POETRY SESSION #3: Lament, Impreccatory, & Job 
“Psalm 6” – To the choirmaster: with stringed instruments; according to The Sheminith. A Psalm of David 

O Lord, rebuke me not in your anger,  

nor discipline me in your wrath.  
Be gracious to me, O Lord, for I am languishing;  

heal me, O Lord, for my bones are troubled.  

My soul also is greatly troubled.  

But you, O Lord—how long?  

Turn, O Lord, deliver my life;  

save me for the sake of your steadfast love.  

For in death there is no remembrance of you;  

in Sheol who will give you praise?  

I am weary with my moaning;  

every night I flood my bed with tears;  

I drench my couch with my weeping.  

My eye wastes away because of grief;  

it grows weak because of all my foes.  

Depart from me, all you workers of evil,  

for the Lord has heard the sound of my weeping.  

The Lord has heard my plea;  

the Lord accepts my prayer.  

All my enemies shall be ashamed and greatly troubled;  
they shall turn back and be put to shame in a moment. 
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Psalm 137 

By the waters of Babylon,  

there we sat down and wept,  

when we remembered Zion.  
On the willows there  

we hung up our lyres.  
 

For there our captors  

required of us songs,  

and our tormentors, mirth, saying,  
“Sing us one of the songs of Zion!”  
 

How shall we sing the LORD’s song  

in a foreign land?  
 

If I forget you, O Jerusalem,  

let my right hand forget its skill!  

Let my tongue stick to the roof of my mouth,  
if I do not remember you,  

if I do not set Jerusalem  

above my highest joy!  
 

Remember, O LORD, against the Edomites  

the day of Jerusalem,  
how they said, “Lay it bare, lay it bare,  

down to its foundations!”  
 

O daughter of Babylon, doomed to be destroyed,  
blessed shall he be who repays you  

with what you have done to us!  

Blessed shall he be who takes your little ones  

and dashes them against the rock!  

Job 19: 22-29 

Why do you, like God, pursue me?  

Why are you not satisfied with my flesh?  

 
“Oh that my words were written!  

Oh that they were inscribed in a book!  

Oh that with an iron pen and lead  
they were engraved in the rock forever!  

For I know that my Redeemer lives,  

and at the last he will stand upon the earth.  

And after my skin has been thus destroyed,  

yet in my flesh I shall see God,  
whom I shall see for myself,  

and my eyes shall behold, and not another.  

My heart faints within me!  

If you say, ‘How we will pursue him!’  

and, ‘The root of the matter is found in him,’  

Be afraid of the sword,  

for wrath brings the punishment of the sword,  

That you may know there is a judgment.” 


