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Reminding us that we are ashes and dust, God beckons us during Lent to 
consider what is elemental and essential in our lives.  

~Jan Richardson 

WELCOME 
Jesus said "Peace I leave you, my peace I give you, not as the world gives do I give 
to you.”  The peace of Christ be with you all. 

PRAISE AND WORSHIP 

“THE INWARD SEA” 
A beautiful and significant phrase, “Island of Peace within one’s own soul.” The 
individual lives his life in the midst of a wide variety of stresses and strains…The 
only hope for surcease, the only possibility for the person, is to establish an Island of 
Peace within one’s own soul…Well within the island is the Temple where God 
dwells - not the God of the creed, the church, the family, but the God of one’s heart. 
Into His Presence one comes with all of one’s problems and faces His scrutiny. 
[Howard Thurman, Meditations of the Heart, 17-18] 

Trust in the Lord Forever (Isaiah 40:28-31, The Inclusive Bible) 
Do you not know? Have you not heard? 
The Lord is the everlasting God, 
the Creator of the ends of the earth. 
This God does not faint or grow weary; 
with a depth of understanding that is unsearchable. 
God gives strength to the weary, 
and empowers the powerless. 
Young women may grow tired and weary, 
young men may stumble and fall, 
but those who wait for the Lord 
find a renewed power: 
they soar on eagles’ wings, 
they run and don’t get weary, 
they walk and never tire. 

Time of Silence 

“TAKE HEART; RISE, JESUS IS CALLING YOU” 
Blind Bartimaeus Receives Sight (Mark 10:46-52,NIV): 
Then they came to Jericho. As Jesus and his disciples, together with a large crowd, 
were leaving the city, a blind man, Bartimaeus (which means “son of Timaeus”), was 
sitting by the roadside begging. When he heard that it was Jesus of Nazareth, he 

began to shout, “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!” Many rebuked him and 
told him to be quiet, but he shouted all the more, “Son of David, have mercy on me!” 
Jesus stopped and said, “Call him.” So they called to the blind man, “Cheer up! On 
your feet! He’s calling you.” Throwing his cloak aside, he jumped to his feet and 
came to Jesus. “What do you want me to do for you?” Jesus asked him. The blind 
man said, “Rabbi, I want to see.” “Go,” said Jesus, “your faith has healed 
you.” Immediately he received his sight and followed Jesus along the road. 

Prayer for the Sick: 
God of compassion, source of life and health: 
strengthen and relieve all those afflicted by the Coronavirus 
and give your power of healing 

to those who minister to their needs, 
that those for whom our prayers are offered 

may find help in weakness 
and have confidence in your loving care; 

through Jesus who healed the sick 
and is the physician of our souls, 
even Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

Time of Prayer Concerns 
After a person shares, follow with “Lord, hear our prayer” 

The Lord’s Prayer (debts/debtors)    - 

“SMALL UNDERTAKINGS” 
And that is why such small undertakings as we make are important - far beyond their 
actual dimensions. They have an aura of the infinite about their heads. Viewed in the 
small, these undertakings are minute, against the world’s sufferings, these little 
gestures of behavior and acted concern. But they are acted symbols, media of 
communication of the life of the Spirit…and spoken to the world. [Thomas R. Kelly, 
Plain Living: A Quaker Path to Simplicity] 

Prayer: Sometimes It Just Seems to be Too Much  
Sometimes, Lord,  
it just seems to be too much:  

too much violence, too much fear;  
too much of demands and problems;  
too much of broken dreams and broken lives;  
too much of war and slums and dying;  
too much of greed and squishy fatness  

and the sounds of people  
devouring each other  
and the earth;  

too much of stale routines and quarrels,  



unpaid bills and dead ends;  
too much of words lobed in to explode  

and leaving shredded hearts and lacerated souls;  
too much of turned-away backs and yellow silence,  

red rage and the bitter taste of ashes in my mouth. 
Sometimes the very air seems scorched  

by threats and rejection and decay  
until there is nothing  

but to inhale pain  
and exhale confusion.  

Too much of darkness, Lord,  
too much of cruelty  

and selfishness  
and indifference… 

Too much, Lord,  
too much,  

too bloody,  
bruising,  

brain-washing much. 
Or is it too little,  

too little of compassion,  
too little of courage,  

of daring,  
of persistence,  

of sacrifice;  
too little of music  

and laughter  
and celebration? 

O God,  
make me some nourishment  

for these starved times,  
some food  

for my brothers and sisters  
who are hungry for gladness and hope,  

that, being bread for them,  
I may also be fed  

and be full. 
[Ted Loder, Guerrillas of Grace, 66-67] 

Time of Wonder 
Let us consider the “small undertakings” as the hands and feet of Christ 

SONG: 
I am Willing by Holly Near 
Chorus: 

I am open and I am willing 
For to be hopeless would seem so strange 
It dishonors those who go before us 
So lift me up to the light of change 

There is hurting in my family 
There is sorrow in my town 
There is panic all across the nation 
There is wailing the whole world round 

May the children see more clearly 
May the elders be more wise 
May the winds of change caress us 
Even though it burns our eyes 

Give me a mighty oak to hold my confusion 
Give me a desert to hold my fears 
Give me a sunset to hold my wonder 
Give me an ocean to hold my tears 

Source: Musixmatch 
Songwriters: Near Holly Holmes 
I Am Willing lyrics © Hereford Music 

BENEDICTION: Rough Translations 
Written by Jan Richardson, In Wisdom’s Path 

Hope nonetheless. 
Hope despite. 
Hope regardless. 
Hope still. 

Hope where we had ceased to hope. 
Hope amid what threatens hope. 
Hope with those who feed our hope. 
Hope beyond what we had hoped. 

Hope that draws us past our limits. 
Hope that defies expectations. 
Hope that questions what we have known. 
Hope that makes a way where there is none. 

Hope that takes us past our fear. 
Hope that calls us into life. 
Hope that holds us beyond death. 
Hope that blesses those to come.


