
 

 

March 16, 2009 

Psalm 143 (ESV) 
 

 

Hear my prayer, O LORD; 

give ear to my pleas for mercy! 

In your faithfulness answer me, in your righteousness! 

Enter not into judgment with your servant, 

for no one living is righteous before you. 

For the enemy has pursued my soul; 

he has crushed my life to the ground; 

he has made me sit in darkness like those long dead. 

Therefore my spirit faints within me; 

my heart within me is appalled. 
 

I remember the days of old; 

I meditate on all that you have done; 

I ponder the work of your hands. 

I stretch out my hands to you; 

               my soul thirsts for you like a parched land.   (Selah) 
 

Answer me quickly, O LORD! My spirit fails! 

Hide not your face from me, 

lest I be like those who go down to the pit. 

Let me hear in the morning of your steadfast love, 

for in you I trust. 

Make me know the way I should go, 

for to you I lift up my soul. 

Deliver me from my enemies, O LORD! 

I have fled to you for refuge! 
 

Teach me to do your will, for you are my God! 

Let your good Spirit lead me on level ground! 

For your name's sake, O LORD, preserve my life! 

In your righteousness bring my soul out of trouble! 

And in your steadfast love you will cut off my enemies, 

and you will destroy all the adversaries of my soul, 

for I am your servant. 

 

While it may not be as familiar as Psalms 42 or 63, this too is a psalm of a thirsty soul.  We find fairly 

common elements in this psalm—pleas for help, acknowledgment of God’s righteousness and 

faithfulness, confession of unrighteousness, fear of death, desire for understanding, and the faith that God 

will answer and save the psalmist.  These may be common elements in our conversations with God, too.  It 

is the second stanza, however, which most captured my attention in this psalm.   
 

This troubled psalmist is actively searching.  He is not placing an order and waiting for God to deliver the 

goods.  He is remembering, meditating, and pondering the works of God.  He reflects on how God has 

worked in relationship with His creation over the generations, and the psalmist responds by stretching out 

his hands and crying “Thirsty!”  Through parched lips and with a weak, cracking voice, he whispers, “I’m 

thirsty for you, my God.”   
 

My prayer is that I can be as self-reflective and honest as this psalmist is as he searches for God.  I 

absolutely believe in this same God, but our search for God never ends, does it?  Aren’t we always thirsty 

for more?  Don’t we thirst for more acquaintance, for more understanding, for more enlightenment, for 

more intimacy with this God who created us for relationship and mission with Him?  That’s what I want.  

This is what makes life livable.  So I recommit myself to remembering, meditating, pondering, and 

stretching out my hands to my God so that my whole self might never stop crying, “Thirsty!”     
 

Patrick Barber 


