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32C. Doubt. Darkness. Despair. (Holy Saturday)  

Psalm 77,  

Psalm 88  

Ecclesiastes 1:1-11  

Job 10:1-22  

 

Psalm 77  

I cry aloud to God, 

   aloud to God, that he may hear me.  

In the day of my trouble I seek the Lord; 

   in the night my hand is stretched out without wearying; 

   my soul refuses to be comforted.  

I think of God, and I moan; 

   I meditate, and my spirit faints.  

Selah  

 

You keep my eyelids from closing; 

   I am so troubled that I cannot speak.  

I consider the days of old, 

   and remember the years of long ago.  

I commune with my heart in the night; 

   I meditate and search my spirit:  

‘Will the Lord spurn for ever, 

   and never again be favourable?  

Has his steadfast love ceased for ever? 

 Are his promises at an end for all time?  

Has God forgotten to be gracious? 

   Has he in anger shut up his compassion?’  

Selah  

And I say, ‘It is my grief  

  that the right hand of the Most High has changed.’  

  



I will call to mind the deeds of the Lord; 

   I will remember your wonders of old.  

I will meditate on all your work, 

   and muse on your mighty deeds.  

Your way, O God, is holy.  

 What god is so great as our God?  

You are the God who works wonders; 

   you have displayed your might among the peoples.  

With your strong arm you redeemed your people, 

   the descendants of Jacob and Joseph.  

Selah  

 

When the waters saw you, O God,  

  when the waters saw you, they were afraid; 

   the very deep trembled.  

The clouds poured out water; 

   the skies thundered; 

   your arrows flashed on every side.  

The crash of your thunder was in the whirlwind;  

  your lightnings lit up the world; 

   the earth trembled and shook.  

Your way was through the sea,  

  your path, through the mighty waters;  

  yet your footprints were unseen.  

You led your people like a flock 

   by the hand of Moses and Aaron.  

 

Psalm 88  

O Lord, God of my salvation, 

   when, at night, I cry out in your presence,  

let my prayer come before you;  

  incline your ear to my cry.  

For my soul is full of troubles, 

   and my life draws near to Sheol.  

I am counted among those who go down to the Pit; 

   I am like those who have no help,  



like those forsaken among the dead, 

   like the slain that lie in the grave,  

like those whom you remember no more, 

   for they are cut off from your hand.  

You have put me in the depths of the Pit, 

   in the regions dark and deep.  

Your wrath lies heavy upon me,  

  and you overwhelm me with all your waves.  

Selah  

 

You have caused my companions to shun me;  

  you have made me a thing of horror to them.  

I am shut in so that I cannot escape; 

   my eye grows dim through sorrow.  

Every day I call on you, O Lord; 

   I spread out my hands to you.  

Do you work wonders for the dead? 

   Do the shades rise up to praise you?  

Selah  

Is your steadfast love declared in the grave, 

   or your faithfulness in Abaddon?  

Are your wonders known in the darkness, 

   or your saving help in the land of forgetfulness?  

 

But I, O Lord, cry out to you; 

   in the morning my prayer comes before you.  

O Lord, why do you cast me off?  

Why do you hide your face from me?  

Wretched and close to death from my youth up, 

   I suffer your terrors; I am desperate.  

Your wrath has swept over me;  

  your dread assaults destroy me.  

They surround me like a flood all day long; 

   from all sides they close in on me.  

You have caused friend and neighbour to shun me; 

   my companions are in darkness.  



 

Ecclesiastes 1:1-11  

The words of the Teacher, the son of David, king in Jerusalem.  

Vanity of vanities, says the Teacher, 

   vanity of vanities! All is vanity.  

What do people gain from all the toil 

   at which they toil under the sun?  

A generation goes, and a generation comes, 

   but the earth remains for ever.  

The sun rises and the sun goes down, 

   and hurries to the place where it rises.  

The wind blows to the south, 

   and goes round to the north;  

round and round goes the wind,  

   and on its circuits the wind returns.  

All streams run to the sea, 

   but the sea is not full;  

to the place where the streams flow, 

   there they continue to flow.  

All things are wearisome; 

   more than one can express;  

the eye is not satisfied with seeing, 

   or the ear filled with hearing.  

What has been is what will be, 

   and what has been done is what will be done;  

  there is nothing new under the sun.  

Is there a thing of which it is said, 

   ‘See, this is new’?  

It has already been, 

   in the ages before us.  

The people of long ago are not remembered,  

  nor will there be any remembrance 

 of people yet to come 

   by those who come after them.  

 

 



Job 10:1-22  

‘I loathe my life; 

   I will give free utterance to my complaint;  

  I will speak in the bitterness of my soul.  

I will say to God, Do not condemn me; 

   let me know why you contend against me.  

Does it seem good to you to oppress, 

   to despise the work of your hands 

   and favour the schemes of the wicked?  

Do you have eyes of flesh? 

   Do you see as humans see?  

Are your days like the days of mortals, 

   or your years like human years, 

 that you seek out my iniquity 

   and search for my sin,  

although you know that I am not guilty, 

   and there is no one to deliver out of your hand? 

 Your hands fashioned and made me; 

   and now you turn and destroy me.  

Remember that you fashioned me like clay; 

   and will you turn me to dust again?  

Did you not pour me out like milk 

   and curdle me like cheese?  

You clothed me with skin and flesh, 

   and knit me together with bones and sinews.  

You have granted me life and steadfast love, 

   and your care has preserved my spirit.  

Yet these things you hid in your heart; 

   I know that this was your purpose.  

If I sin, you watch me, 

   and do not acquit me of my iniquity.  

If I am wicked, woe to me! 

   If I am righteous, I cannot lift up my head,  

for I am filled with disgrace 

   and look upon my affliction.  

Bold as a lion you hunt me; 



   you repeat your exploits against me.  

You renew your witnesses against me, 

   and increase your vexation towards me;  

  you bring fresh troops against me.  

 

‘Why did you bring me forth from the womb?  

Would that I had died before any eye had seen me,  

and were as though I had not been, 

   carried from the womb to the grave.  

Are not the days of my life few? 

   Let me alone, that I may find a little comfort  

before I go, never to return, 

   to the land of gloom and deep darkness,  

the land of gloom and chaos, 

   where light is like darkness.’  

 


