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INTRODUCTION

There’s a beautiful scene in the movie “Monty Python and the Holy Grail” where King Arthur and the knights are…ahem…“galloping” along when they are given a vision from God. He’s an old white, bearded man with the crown and the angels flitting about his head like gnats. It’s the classic Sunday-school-flannel-graph God. He calls out in his deep rich This-is-CNN voice and commands Arthur seek the grail.

Then God gets miffed at the groveling and the averting of eyes and says, “Every time I try to talk to someone, it’s always ‘forgive me this’ or ‘I’m sorry that’ or ‘I’m not worthy.’ It’s like those miserable Psalms. They’re soooooo depressing.”

When we hear the Psalms, we often think of Shakespeare. Fluffy poetry with all the “thees” and “thous” and “where arts.” We imagine a guy on the stage in a puffy shirt waxing poetic in words that only appeal to the highest donor level of NPR listener. We think of David, the wise old king, strolling the roof of the palace and jotting down all of his “God-thoughts.”

David wrote the Psalms (well, maybe two-thirds of them anyway), but some of these were written by the David who flung a rock at a giant’s head, cold-cocked him, and then cut off his head with his own sword. (Incidentally, David carried the head around with him for several days before offering it as a present to his future father-in-law.)

David was also a singer. You can picture him as one of those musicians you see along the main drag in Miami Beach. (Let’s not mention David the dancer at the head of the parade in the Biblical equivalent of a thong.) You can picture him in some smoky New Orleans bar playing with a whiskey and cigar beside him. You can imagine him with dark eyeliner shouting out emo lyrics. You can picture him on the flatbed truck stage in a county fair parking lot.

David was an insomniac who strolled the roof of the palace a night. He watched a woman take a bath in the home across the street. He got her pregnant and then had her husband killed.

This man screwed up in ways many of us could not come close to, yet…this was God’s main guy. This was the David as in “Joseph took Mary with him to Bethlehem because he was of the House of David.”

Some psalms are written like the perfect song on the radio that requires you to put the window down and make that surfing motion with your hand as you travel down the highway. Some of these psalms are laments, as if they were screamed out in a filthy parking lot in the pouring rain. Some of these psalms are written from David’s tent on the battlefield. As the armies are gathering, David isn’t sure he will make it through the next day. Some of these psalms are meant to be read like the liner notes on your favorite album.

So lose that image of the fluffy poet﻿—these lyrics are raw, naked emotion. This book takes the psalms off the pulpit and puts them in your glove compartment or backpack. They can be shared with a group around the campfire on the winter retreat. They are meant to be read when you feel like dancing, or you feel like weeping.

The psalms are life in all its glorious and muddy detail. They are meant to be read, shouted, sung, and repeated repeatedly.




PSALM 1

Follow good advice.

That will make God happy.

When God is happy, he will help you be happy.

People take the wrong path.

They get bad directions from bad people.

God has laid down a path to walk on.

Stay on, and you won’t get lost.

Follow God’s path, and you will find shade.

You will rest beside quiet streams.

You will succeed.

Those who wander from the path

will get blown away like dry leaves.

God’s followers will find the way.

The rest will just wander around forever.

Amen.

✻

Joy is not on your computer. Joy is not in the fashion magazine.

Joy is not on your phone. Psalm #1 wants us to find joy in God.

Read this one every morning on your way out the door.

It’s a great way to start your day.

✻

And he shall be like a tree planted by the rivers of water,

that bringeth forth his fruit in his season;

his leaf also shall not wither; and whatsoever he doeth shall prosper.

PSALM 1:3 (KJV)
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PSALM 2

There are people out there who want to see me fail.

They gather together and plan what they can do to me.

The non-believers say, “There is no God.”

Because I put all my faith in God, they don’t like me either.

Someday God will tap them on the shoulder and say, “Boo.”

They will have no choice then.

It only seems like they are winning.

God will come to me with a cosmic vending machine and say:

“What is it you want?

If it’s from me…it’s free.

A candy bar? The planet itself?

It’s all yours.”

You who follow someone else’s song…

Think for a moment.

You can keep going that way.

Or you can come with us.

You won’t believe the party we’re heading toward.

Amen.

✻

This psalm gets quoted in the New Testament.

It is both an admonition and an invitation.

✻

Ask of me, and I shall give thee the heathen for thine inheritance,

and the uttermost parts of the earth for thy possession.

PSALM 2:8 (KJV)
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PSALM 3

God, everyone is rising up against me.

They say that you will not help me.

I know better, God. You are my shield.

More than that, you are the reason I exist in the first place.

You give me the strength to lift my head and face my foes.

I will call you, and you will answer me.

I am not afraid that I could die in my sleep,

for God will watch over me.

Those that don’t like me number in the thousands

...upon thousands

...upon thousands.

Deliver me, God,

from the jerks who stand in my way.

May God protect those that love him.

Amen.

✻

This was not David on the roof stargazing.

This was David in a tent the night before a battle.

Look how far you’ve come and say “thank you.”

Look how far you need to go, and say “thank you” for that, too.

✻

I cried unto the Lord with my voice,

and he heard me out of his holy hill.

PSALM 3:4 (KJV)
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PSALM 4

God?

Lord? Father? Almighty everlasting Creator of the Universe?

You there?

Me again. Remember me?

I’ve got myself in another one.

I chase after stupid things, God.

I fill my life with fads that are over by the end of the week.

I seldom remember the really important things.

I lay awake at night soul-searching.

Here’s a thought…I owe you,

not the other way around.

You’ve given me so much.

You’ve given me everything I need.

I can sleep now.

There is nothing wrong in my life that I cannot handle if you are here with me.

Don’t leave. Please.

Amen.

✻

A you’ve-done-enough-today prayer, written to remind us

that no how big our problems, nothing is bigger than God.

✻

Stand in awe, and sin not: commune with your

own heart upon your bed, and be still.

PSALM 4:4 (KJV)
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PSALM 5

Hellooooooooooooo? God?

It’s me again, God. I need you.

Listen to me.

My life is tanking again.

I pray to you every day.

You know my heart.

You know the hearts of those who don’t follow your words.

I know you listen.

I know your forgiving heart.

That’s why I keep coming back.

People lie to me, God.

I don’t know who I can trust sometimes.

So I come back to you, and I am filled again.

Keep me safe from those who want to hurt me.

Let them fall into the holes they dig for others.

Everybody who loves God should shout it from the mountain top.

Everybody who gets caught out there in the storm

should come to God for shelter.

God takes care of his own.

Amen.

✻

David believed in daily prayer as ritual.

This psalm is a springboard to your own prayers.

Start here.

✻

But as for me, I will come into thy house in the multitude of thy mercy:

and in thy fear will I worship toward thy holy temple.

PSALM 5:7 (KJV)
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PSALM 6

God, I am so royally screwed.

Don’t hold it against me, okay?

I did a stupid thing.

I feel so bad right now that my entire body hurts.

I cry at night when no one is looking.

I don’t want to feel like this anymore.

I’ve come to you before, and you’ve helped me.

Those that seem to make it their mission to make me miserable

will see that you are with me and that I am not afraid.

They will run.

Like little dogs, they will run away.

Be my bodyguard.

Take me in again.

Amen.

✻

David screwed up a LOT. This psalm was an apology.

He apologized with every fiber of his being.

He asked for grace and grace was given.

✻

The Lord hath heard my supplication;

the Lord will receive my prayer.

PSALM 6:9 (KJV)
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PSALM 7

God, someone is telling lies about me.

They’re just making stuff up to make me look bad.

Help me out here, God, or others will think I’m as bad as these few say I am.

God, if I did all these things I’m accused of,

if these are not lies but truths, then let them have at me.

Let them push me down.

Hold me down. Rub my face in it.

But I’m here talking to YOU, God.

If these things are lies, as I know they are, I’m asking YOU to deal with it.

Look down. See who they are.

Deal with them in ways that I cannot imagine.

You’re good, God.

You look into their hearts and see them as they are.

You are my protection.

Some people just hate for no reason.

They make up lies to make themselves look good.

They will get caught.

Eventually, it will backfire, and they will be seen for what they are.

My God knows me﻿—the real me.

I am grateful.

Amen.

✻

David tried to live a life that no one could find fault with and left the

revenge business to God, praying the liars would fall into their own holes.

✻

The Lord shall judge the people: judge me, O Lord, according to

my righteousness, and according to mine integrity that is in me.

PSALM 7:8 (KJV)
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PSALM 8

God is awesome.

Babies can speak the name of God and silence an army.

Don’t take the title Creator of the Universe lightly.

God did just that.

God made it all with his fingers.

If God can do that…why does he love someone like me?

I’m not even CLOSE to what God is, and yet

God has given me a universe and everything in it.

God really is awesome.

✻

Parts of this psalm are quoted in the NEW Testament.

They refer to Jesus himself as if to say,

“Want to know God? This guy is as close as you are going to get.”

✻

What is man, that thou art mindful of him?

And the son of man, that thou visitest him?

For thou hast made him a little lower than the angels,

and hast crowned him with glory and honour.

PSALM 8:4-5 (KJV)
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PSALM 9

God, I’m ready to sing, dance, laugh, or whatever you want

so people will know just how much I love you.

Those that have made my life hard

tripped over their own feet this time.

I was right, and you showed the world that I was.

You put them down, smacked their hands,

showed them who was boss.

When all is said and done, people will look back

and wonder who those trouble-makers were.

My God is large and in charge.

God decides what’s right and wrong.

God decides who wins and who loses in the end.

God is a hurricane shelter when my life is a storm.

God, those who know you trust the way you do things.

You have never left me alone, even when I thought I was.

Everybody shout God’s name.

He does not leave us alone.

The bad guys are not entirely gone, God. I know that.

Be here when they come back.

I will join a choir of those who want to please you.

Amen.

✻

Every time you pray you increase you awareness of who God is.

Like the way the rain leads to the stream…leads to the river…leads to the ocean.

✻

The Lord also will be a refuge for the oppressed, a refuge in times of trouble.

And they that know thy name will put their trust in thee:

for thou, Lord, hast not forsaken them that seek thee.

PSALM 9:9-10 (KJV)
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PSALM 10

God? Still there?

We’re all in it up to eyeballs here, God.

How come I lose track of you when I need you the most?

There are people setting traps for me, God.

This world seems to reward the mean and greedy.

It seems like the cheater wins. The rich get richer. The jerk gets the girl.

Everything he touches turns to gold.

And he says he did it all himself without you.

He says, “Look at me. See how happy I am.”

The rest of the world says, “I want to be like him.”

His self-confidence makes me sick.

He’s on the pedestal, and I’m down here in the slop.

Break his arm or something, God.

Reach down and flick him off the pedestal.

Show the world what he really is.

Better yet, show us you, God.

Show yourself. Make it obvious.

Then people will turn from the jerk and look to you.

They will see what they have been missing.

They will smack themselves in the head and say: “What a dope I was.”

Just smile, God. Show us you are there.

✻

This wasn’t a “I don’t believe in God anymore” rant.

It was more of a “Hurry up, God.”

Believe in God even when life is hard...especially when life is hard.

✻

Lord, thou hast heard the desire of the humble:

thou wilt prepare their heart, thou wilt cause thine ear to hear.

PSALM 10:17 (KJV)
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PSALM 11

I have already taken shelter in my God.

Why would you tell me to run to the mountains or hide in my room?

Yes, I know they are out there…the ones who don’t like me.

The ones who would laugh if I fell on my face.

The ones who would get in line to shove my face in the dirt.

I know they are there.

But God is in heaven.

He sits at his table and watches everything.

Believe me, he watches.

He watches me, you, and those that are out to get me.

We are being tested.

Those that hate for no reason, those that plan and connive,

those that put others down to build themselves up,

God will rain down hailstones of fire on them.

They will look up and then run for cover, but it will be too late.

Those that pass, the ones who love each other, the ones who love God.

The ones who really really want to do what’s right,

they will see the face of God. Amen.

✻

David’s kingdom was probably about to be attacked when he wrote this one.

His advisors told him to run. They saw only the armies lining up against him.

David had faith. He was even optimistic.

✻

Upon the wicked he shall rain snares, fire and brimstone,

and an horrible tempest: this shall be the portion of their cup.

For the righteous Lord loveth righteousness;

his countenance doth behold the upright.

PSALM 11:6-7 (KJV)
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