
Lenten Midweek Prayer Service – April 1st 
 
 

 (This liturgy can be done by yourself or with a friend or family member and can be 

read aloud or silently. Titles are indicated with underlining and do not need to be 

read aloud. Anything in parentheses is informational and is not intended to be read 

aloud. If doing the liturgy with someone else, consider reading the Psalm 

responsively and taking turns reading the prayers. If doing the liturgy by yourself, 

you will notice that often plural pronouns are used. Feel free to make the pronouns 

singular or read the liturgy as if you were worshipping with a dear friend. We are 

with you in spirit! Consider lighting a candle at the beginning of the liturgy or 

during the prayers. If you like to sing, the closing song is included. If you do not 

want to sing, consider reading the closing song as a prayer.) 

 
 

Opening Prayer 

 

God of peace and mercy, equip us in this time to live fully in the present. Make 

your ways known to us and teach us your truth. Lead us in the way of your Son and 

deepen our awareness of your spirit. Through Jesus Christ, our Savior and Lord, 

Amen.  

   
 

Reading - Psalm 44 

 

1 We have heard with our ears, O God, 

   our ancestors have told us, 

what deeds you performed in their days, 

   in the days of old: 
2 you with your own hand drove out the nations, 

   but them you planted; 

you afflicted the peoples, 

   but them you set free; 
3 for not by their own sword did they win the land, 

   nor did their own arm give them victory; 

but your right hand, and your arm, 

   and the light of your countenance, 

   for you delighted in them. 
4 You are my King and my God; 

   you command* victories for Jacob. 
5 Through you we push down our foes; 

   through your name we tread down our assailants. 
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6 For not in my bow do I trust, 

   nor can my sword save me. 
7 But you have saved us from our foes, 

   and have put to confusion those who hate us. 
8 In God we have boasted continually, 

   and we will give thanks to your name for ever. 
9 Yet you have rejected us and abased us, 

   and have not gone out with our armies. 
10 You made us turn back from the foe, 

   and our enemies have taken spoil for themselves. 
11 You have made us like sheep for slaughter, 

   and have scattered us among the nations. 
12 You have sold your people for a trifle, 

   demanding no high price for them. 
13 You have made us the taunt of our neighbors, 

   the derision and scorn of those around us. 
14 You have made us a byword among the nations, 

   a laughing-stock among the peoples. 
15 All day long my disgrace is before me, 

   and shame has covered my face 
16 at the words of the taunters and revilers, 

   at the sight of the enemy and the avenger. 
17 All this has come upon us, 

   yet we have not forgotten you, 

   or been false to your covenant. 
18 Our heart has not turned back, 

   nor have our steps departed from your way, 
19 yet you have broken us in the haunt of jackals, 

   and covered us with deep darkness. 
20 If we had forgotten the name of our God, 

   or spread out our hands to a strange god, 
21 would not God discover this? 

   For he knows the secrets of the heart. 
22 Because of you we are being killed all day long, 

   and accounted as sheep for the slaughter. 
23 Rouse yourself! Why do you sleep, O Lord? 

   Awake, do not cast us off forever! 
24 Why do you hide your face? 

   Why do you forget our affliction and oppression? 
25 For we sink down to the dust; 



   our bodies cling to the ground. 
26 Rise up, come to our help. 

   Redeem us for the sake of your steadfast love. 

 
 

(Time of silence for reflection) 

 
 

Reading ~ Acceptance 

        Robert Frost 

  

When the spent sun throws up its rays on cloud 

And goes down burning into the gulf below, 

No voice in nature is heard to cry aloud 

At what has happened. Birds, at least must know 

It is the change to darkness in the sky. 

Murmuring something quiet in her breast, 

One bird begins to close a faded eye; 

Or overtaken too far from his nest, 

Hurrying low above the grove, some waif 

Swoops just in time to his remembered tree. 

At most he thinks or twitters softly, “Safe! 

Now let the night be dark for all of me. 

Let the night be too dark for me to see 

Into the future. Let what will be, be.'” 
  
 

(Time of silence for reflection) 

 
 

Reflection - Kathleen 
 

At the beginning of the novel Little Women, Jo March famously mutters, “Christmas 

won’t be Christmas without any presents.”  
 

I’ve been muttering a good deal myself lately. Sundays aren’t Sundays without any 

fellowship. Easter won’t be Easter without any trumpets. And Lent isn’t Lent without 

any soup suppers. Lenten reflections on death and dying and grief can be productive 

when surrounded by a whole body of believers, but pondering those things on my 

own, behind closed doors, feels like morbid brooding. I miss community.  
 



During Lent this year, we’ve been meditating on the five stages of grief: 
 

Denial—This can’t really be happening.  

Anger—This shouldn’t be happening.  

Bargaining—Maybe I can put things back to normal if I just…  

Depression—This is never going to get better.  

Acceptance—This is my new reality.  
 

It took me quite a while—until this past weekend, really—to understand and name 

my feelings around the “new normal” of social distancing and isolation. I was 

standing in front of the yogurt at the grocery store, and I looked around at the people 

in masks, and I looked at my own gloved hands, and my breath caught in my chest. 

I just stood there for a moment, holding a strawberry yogurt, and I thought, I feel so 

sad. And then—Oh, of course. This is grief.  
 

This is bigger than disappointment. This is bigger than inconvenience. This is 

weightier, more consuming.  Hundreds of thousands of people have a disease without 

a cure. They have fevers that won’t break, lungs that can’t draw breath. Hospitals 

are running out of equipment to care for them. Healthcare providers lack the most 

basic protections as they tend the sick.  
 

We grieve the lives lost. We grieve our powerlessness. We grieve lost jobs. We grieve 

our upended schedules and dashed expectations for the spring. We grieve that the 

greatest act of mercy we can show our neighbor is to close our doors and shut 

ourselves inside.  
 

We’re not alone in our grief. Christianity has a long tradition of lament, visible 

nowhere more clearly than in the book of Psalms. In my recent morbid brooding, 

I’ve been meditating on Psalm 44. “All this has come upon us, yet we have not 

forgotten you, or been false to your covenant,” protests the psalmist. “Our heart has 

not turned back, nor have our steps departed from your way, yet you have broken us 

in the haunt of jackals, and covered us with deep darkness.”1  

 

This shouldn’t be happening.  

 

“Rouse yourself!” the psalmist cries. “Why do you sleep, O Lord? … For we sink 

down to the dust; our bodies cling to the ground. Rise up, come to our help. Redeem 

us for the sake of your steadfast love.”2 

 

 
1 Psalm 44:17–19 
2 Psalm 44:23, 25–26. 



That’s the end of the psalm. There’s no proclamation of God showing up in the 

darkest times; there’s no reminder of divine provision. It’s just this fist raised to 

heaven. The psalm feels like it could have been written today—a song of grief 

written for an overcrowded hospital, for a funeral where mourners are forbidden to 

gather, for the millions of workers who won’t be seeing a paycheck anytime soon.  

 

Let’s name our feelings: this is grief. Let’s name our space: this is the valley of the 

shadow of death.  

 

In the midst of this grief, we know what’s true: the great proclamations of the 

Christian faith are not changed one iota by Covid-19. Christ is still risen and 

reigning, one with the Father and the Spirit. In God “we live and move and have our 

being.”3 Jesus will come again with glory and redeem every tear. All of that is just 

as true today as it was before this disease took hold. Easter might not feel like Easter 

without any trumpets, but this disease can’t touch the splendor of our resurrected 

Lord.  

 

We can, in the infinite capacity of our emotions, have it both ways. We can believe 

in God’s sovereignty and still think, “This can’t really be happening.” We can find 

ourselves paralyzed in the yogurt aisle and still sing, “Alleluia—he is risen! He is 

risen indeed.” This grief is exactly where God shows up, and it’s exactly where God 

speaks the most beautiful promise of all: peace.  

 
 

(Time of silence for reflection) 

 
 

Prayers 
 

God of might, renew this weary world, send your grace to heal the places that are 

filled with violence and affliction.  

(Offer prayers for places in need of renewal and life) 

 

Most loving God, you offer life and healing to those who suffer in any way. Be 

with: 

(Offer names of people in need of prayer) 

 

God of mercy, we thank you for the resurrection, for bringing the glory of our risen 

Lord who makes all things new. We give you thanks for:  

(Offer prayers of thanks) 
 

3 Acts 17:28 



 

Leader: Almighty God, you have promised to hear those who call upon your 

name. We commend all our prayers to you, spoken and silent, trusting in your 

abundant mercy, grace and goodness. And now we pray as your son taught: 

 

Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom come, thy will 

be done, on earth as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread; and forgive us 

our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us. Lead us not into 

temptation, but deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and 

the glory, forever and ever. Amen. 

 
 

Closing Blessing  
  

May the God of peace and mercy be with us as we hold on to hope for this world, 

and as we follow Jesus to the cross. May we have strength for this Lenten journey, 

and feel God’s presence with us on the way. Amen. 

 

  

Song ~ To You Before the Close of Day       

 
                    
 

  

 

    

    

 

 


