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šîr miz#môr lib##nê q#rah# lam#nas#s##ah#
‘al-m#h##lat# l#‘annôt# ma##kîl l#hêm#n h#’ez#r#h#î

1 O lord God of my
salvation, I have cried day
and night before thee:

y#hw#h ’#l#hê y#šû‘#t#î yôm-s##‘aq#tî b#allay#l#h
neg##dek##

2 Let my prayer come
before thee: incline thine ear
unto my cry;

t#b#ô’ l#p##neyk## t#p#ill#t#î hat#t##h-’#z#n#k##
l#rinn#t#î

3 For my soul is full of
troubles: and my life
draweth nigh unto the
grave.

kî-##b##‘#h b##r#‘ôt# nap##šî w#h#ayyay liš#’ôl
higgî‘û

4 I am counted with them
that go down into the pit: I
am as a man that hath no
strength:

neh##šab##tî ‘im-yôr#d#ê b#ôr h#yît#î k#g#eb#er
’ên-’#y#l

5 Free among the dead, like
the slain that lie in the
grave, whom thou
rememberest no more: and
they are cut off from thy
hand.

bamm#t#îm h##p##šî k#mô h##l#lîm š#k##b#ê qeb#er
’#šer l#’ z#k#ar#t#m ‘ôd# w#h#mm#h miyy#d##k##
nig##z#rû

6 Thou hast laid me in the
lowest pit, in darkness, in
the deeps.

šattanî b#b#ôr tah##tiyyôt# b#mah##šakkîm
bim#s##lôt#

7 Thy wrath lieth hard upon
me, and thou hast afflicted
me with all thy waves.
Selah.

‘#lay s#m#k##h h##m#t#ek## w#k##l-miš#b#reyk##
‘innît## ssel#h

8 Thou hast put away mine
acquaintance far from me;
thou hast made me an
abomination unto them: I
am shut up, and I cannot
come forth.

hir#h#aq#t# m#yudd#‘ay mimmennî šattanî t#ô‘#b#ôt#
l#mô k#lu’ w#l#’ ’#s##’

9 Mine eye mourneth by
reason of affliction: LORD,
I have called daily upon
thee, I have stretched out
my hands unto thee.

‘ênî d##’#b##h minnî ‘#nî q#r#’t#îk## y#hw#h
b#k##l-yôm šit#t#ah##tî ’#leyk## k#app#y

10 Wilt thou shew wonders
to the dead? shall the dead
arise and praise thee? Selah.

h#lamm#t#îm ta‘##eh-pele’ ’im-r#p##’îm y#qûmû
yôd#ûk## ssel#h

11 Shall thy lovingkindness
be declared in the grave? or
thy faithfulness in
destruction?

hay#suppar baqqeb#er h#as#dek## ’#mûn#t##k##
b#’#b#addôn

12 Shall thy wonders be
known in the dark? and thy
righteousness in the land of
forgetfulness?

h#yiww#d#a‘ bah##šek# pil#’ek## w#s#id##q#t##k##
b#’eres# n#šiyy#h

13 But unto thee have I
cried, O LORD; and in the
morning shall my prayer
prevent thee.

wa’#nî ’#leyk## y#hw#h šiwwa‘#tî ûb#abb#qer
t#p#ill#t#î t##qadd#mekk#

14 LORD, why castest thou
off my soul? why hidest
thou thy face from me?

l#m#h y#hw#h tiz#nah# nap##šî tas#tîr p#neyk##
mimmennî

15 I am afflicted and ready
to die from my youth up:
while I suffer thy terrors I
am distracted.

‘#nî ’#nî w#g#ô#a‘ minn#‘ar n###’t#î ’#meyk##
’#p#ûn#h

16 Thy fierce wrath goeth
over me; thy terrors have
cut me off.

‘#lay ‘#b##rû h##rôneyk## bi‘ût#eyk##
s#imm#t#ût#unî

17 They came round about
me daily like water; they
compassed me about
together.
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sabbûnî k#ammayim k#l-hayyôm hiqqîp#û ‘#lay
y#h#ad#

18 Lover and friend hast
thou put far from me, and
mine acquaintance into
darkness.

hir#h#aq#t# mimmennî ’#h#b# w#r#a‘ m#yudd#‘ay
mah##š#k#

BHS PSALMS 88 KJV

3

TanakhML Project | www.tanakhml.org
© 2004-2010 Alain Verboomen - 2013- Emmanuel Dyan (emmanueldyan@gmail.com)

Subject to Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 2.0 Belgium License



4

TanakhML Project Website 2.6 | www.tanakhml.org | info@tanakhml.org | © 2004-2010 Alain Verboomen
Subject to Creative Commons Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 2.0 Belgium License


