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Sunday, March 14th, 2021 
Trinity United Church, Beamsville 

Fourth Sunday in Lent 
 

The Lenten Journey: 
Toward a Community of Hope 

 

Marking One Year of Pandemic Time Apart 
 

     



Peace, be still! Let the waves of uncertainty and fear subside. Know that I am 

with you, and will carry you through every trial. Peace, be still, and learn to 

trust where you cannot see. 

 

-Hal M. Helms,  
 




 

Gathering Music                                                     Andrew Poaps, Music Director  

& Norma Weller, Pianist 

  

Acknowledgement of Traditional Territory    

For thousands of years, First Nations people have walked on this land.  Their 
relationship with the land is at the centre of their lives and spirituality.  We 
acknowledge that we are gathered on the traditional territory of the Ojibway and 
Haudenosaunee and give thanks for their stewardship of this land throughout the 
ages. 
 

Welcome                                                                    Rev. Heather Weaver-Orosz 
 

Good morning, and welcome to worship, here with Trinity United, Beamsville.  
If you’re catching us live, then congratulations on getting your clocks aligned with 
the shift into springing forward.  I know we might be spending the next while 

getting ourselves sorted as to what time it actually is, but I suspect you haven’t 
had too much trouble remembering the date right now – at least not with the last 

few days of reminders that one year has passed since the formal declaration of 
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global pandemic.  Newspapers and newscasts have been overflowing with what 
we’re trying to tally and understand.   

Each of us will mark the passing of this year in our own way, but personally I 
can say that, for all the ways that these last 12 months feel like a blur, I do have 

two distinct memories from one year ago:  I can remember exactly where I was 
sitting and what I was doing on March 11 when Sandra Romagnoli texted the news 
from the World Health Organization.  I also remember with great clarity the 

emergency Council meeting on the evening of March 13, sitting around the 
Common Room Table with our leadership, praying that we were making a plan for 
a few weeks at most.  I hadn’t a blessed clue what was upon us then; nor did I 

have any idea where we would have travelled, metaphorically speaking, and how 
we would have changed, even to this point.  I may spend years coming to clarity 

on it all. 
I know that some of us respond to all of these recollections with disbelief of 

this surreal, extended moment.  I know others respond with reluctance or 

reticence, as the language of pandemic has become overwhelming and tiring.  
Wherever you are, I pray that you will embrace this time together now, where God 
calls us to rest in holy embrace.  While this is a Sunday focused on the milestone of 

what we’ve come through, marking one year of pandemic time apart as a faith 
family, this is still just like any other Sunday:  this is a time for us to worship.  This 

is holy time, in the depth of the Lenten season, where we are invited deeper into 
our truths, and God’s unwavering, merciful, sustaining presence.  In freedom, with 
perseverance and courage, here we can lift our voices, and see our lives, in the 

great and holy gift of hope.   
 

Let us prepare our hearts and minds for worship… 
 
Lighting the Christ Candle & Lenten Candles        

“Tree of Life and Awesome Mystery” (Voices United 121, 4th Sunday in Lent) 

 

Give us eyes to see you clearly, make us children of your light; 
give us hearts to live more nearly 

as your gospel shining bright, 
as your gospel shining bright. 
 

Call to Worship 
 
When the world is no longer a paradise 

and Creation shows its full power over us still 
and we are brought down to size on this small planet of ours, 

we worship. 



4 
 

When the memories linger of the past 
and war shapes us beyond our knowing 

and conflict becomes a story of life, 
we worship. 

When the way is more barren than beautiful; 
when the path is more a climb than a stroll; 
when the desert expands and the horizon stretches, 

we worship. 
We worship  
because we can. 

We worship 
because we hope. 

We worship 
because we know our vulnerability. 
When things shift 

and we need to hold on, 
we worship. 
It is the only strength we have for the journey. 
 

Opening Hymn  “Come All You People” (More Voices 2) 
 
Opening Prayer & The Prayer of Jesus (Voices United 914, bottom right) 

Let us pray: 

 

O God, where do we find you,  

in a world that has been changed forever by a virus? 

Where all that we knew as normal, such as visiting loved ones, going to work, 

cruise-ship vacations, greeting one another with handshakes, and hugs,  

have now been placed on the forbidden or caution list? 

We need something to replace all the things that we have lost. 

Where and how do we find our future?   

Where is our hope? (silent prayer) 

 

Words of Assurance 

The days are surely coming, says God, 

when I will make a new covenant with you, one that you will be able to keep.  

I will put it right inside your hearts and it will become second nature to everyone. 

It will be as if the old days fell into the ground like a seed  

and died so that the new days would come with hope. 
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This is the good news we receive today.   

 

We pray and receive with gratitude all these things in the Way of Jesus,  

who taught us to pray, as children turn to a mother  

who watches over them, saying together: 

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.   

And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil.   

For thine is the kingdom,  

the power and the glory, forever and ever.  Amen. 

 

Sung Response         “Behold, Behold, I Make All Things New” (More Voices 115) 

 

Growing Together ‘Hope is Growing’ 

 
 Hello my friends – I’m so happy to be here with you again! 

 I’m wondering if you were wondering why there’s so much yellow hanging 
around here today?  We’ve got yellow in this tablecloth, all kinds of yellow in the 
flowers and plants here, and even a bit of yellow in my scarf.  Have I suddenly 

changed my favourite colour?  Have I suddenly forgotten that yellow is usually the 
colour we save for Easter Sunday, or spring, but definitely not the middle of Lent, 

when we wait and prepare for Easter, with purple all around us? 
 I haven’t forgotten any of that, but I’m hoping you won’t mind that I brought 
the colour of hope to our worship today… the colour yellow, that is.  There aren’t 

any rules about what colour you use for what you’re feeling or thinking, but over 
time, the colour yellow has come to have strong links to our speaking and praying 
about hope.   

 I was reminded of that when I read an article a couple of weeks ago, that 
invites gardeners like you and me to create a ‘Hope is Growing’ garden this 

summer of 2021.  There’s a group called Communities in Bloom, and their theme 
for this year is ‘Hope is Growing’, which means they would like Canadians 
everywhere to think about including all kinds of yellow in our vegetable gardens 

and flower gardens… things like sunflowers, Black-eyed Susan, marigolds, and even 
yellow zucchini.   
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 I’m going to do what I can, and when things warm up a bit, I’ll plant these 
flowers outside and share their beautiful colours.  I’m also going to have a whole 

lot of other planting to do, as I’ll show you in just a moment with some pictures.  I 
thought it was time to update you on how things are going with the seeds I had 

here, on our very first Sunday in Lent, three weeks ago.  Do you remember I had a 
special little, tiny greenhouse with different seeds, and grand plans for getting 
plants going inside so they’ll be ready for our vegetable garden when the soil is 

warm?  Well, things are going a little better, and certainly bigger than I’d planned. 
 Let’s take a look at what’s been happening… 
 So this first picture is what it all looked like when the first planting was 

underway.  You can’t see much more than soil pellets sitting in a row, but you can 
trust me that there are seeds in there, too.  Some of these seeds are super, super, 

tiny, as you can see in this next photo, and this next photo shows you how I tried 
to remind myself what was planted where, with 11 different varieties of plants in 
there.  Once everything was planted, I popped the lid on the miniature 

greenhouse, turned on a little warming mat underneath them, and waited patiently. 
 This next slide shows you that I didn’t have to wait long, because by Day 3 
Abbey texted me this photo of what she discovered when she came down in the 

morning.  By the next day, things were really popping up, and even later on Day 4, 
I was starting to get a glimpse of how things were going to get out of hand.  Day 8 

saw another big spurt with all of our kale and lettuce in particular, and by Day 11 it 
was clear that I needed to do something about how many seeds had sprouted all in 
the same tiny space.   

 You see, what I know now, but I couldn’t see when I was planting the seeds 
in the first place, is that you really ought to wear your glasses when you’re 

gardening… especially when you’re working with such tiny seeds.  You really ought 
to trust the directions that say to put just one or two seeds in a space, and you 
shouldn’t just take a guess at what you can’t see properly.  So, while it’s a 

wonderful thing that so many seeds have germinated and formed these small 
plants, they were overcrowded, and needed much more room to grow.   
 So… last week, Abbey and I started the job of repotting these little plants, so 

they each have their own space to grow.  It’s become quite a family project, and 
we now have a small kale farm in our house, along with a couple fields of tomato 

and sage.  We have quite a few fields actually, with lettuce taking up the most 
room, and then we have more fields waiting for their time in the morning sun, and 
then we have 4 more fields upstairs in Abbey’s room, for the south sun.  In total, 

we have 24 tomato plants, 6 garlic chives, 4 mint, 6 thyme, 6 rosemary, 8 
lavender, 28 sage, 12 parsley, 8 ground cherry, 82 kale, and 110 lettuce.  Oh my! 
 All of this makes me think a couple of things.  The first is that, I really, really 

hope you all like lettuce and kale, because if all of these seedlings make it to our 
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garden and the rabbits leave them be, then we’re going to have lots and lots to 
share this summer.   

 The second thing I’m thinking is that it’s true what they say, that hope is 
something we grow in our lives.  Hope is like a garden full of seeds, that we might 

underestimate at first.  Hope is something that has much more power than we 
realize.  Hope is something that requires all of our patience, and care; and hope is 
something that God needs for us to share.   

 In our Scripture readings today, God reminds us that there are times when 
we feel sad, and extra worried, and we might wonder where God is – but always, 
always, God is close by, caring for us like a gardener tends to tiny seeds.  God sees 

each and every one of us.  God loves each and every one of us, and God really 
needs us to do all that we can to make space for all of God’s people to grow and 

become strong and filled with love.  God needs us to say to each other, in our 
gardens and with our words, that there are good things still to come.   
 Can we pray together? 

 This is a repeat after me prayer… 
 Wonderful God, 
 thank you for seeds, and love, and gardens full of yellow, and hope. 

 Thank you for your love, your care,  
 and all the ways you remind us of good things still to come. 

 Thank you for your gifts, which are far too many for us to count. 
 We pray in Jesus’ name.  Amen. 
 

Hymn   “This Is God’s Wondrous World” (Voices United 296) 
 

Scripture   Psalm 107:1-9 (Voices United 831, Part 1) 
Sandra Romagnoli 

O give thanks, for God is gracious; 

God’s steadfast love endures for ever. 
Let the redeemed of God say so, 
those redeemed from trouble, 

whom God gathered in from the lands, 
from the east and the west, 

from the north and the south. 
 
O give thanks to God for steadfast love. 

 
Some lost their way in desert wastes, 
finding no place to settle; 

hungry and thirsty, their soul fainted within them. 
Then they cried to you, God, in their trouble; 
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you rescued them from their distress. 
You led them by a straight path, 

till they reached a place to settle. 
Let them thank you, O God, for your steadfast love, 

for the wonders you do for us. 
For you satisfy the thirsty, 
and fill the hungry with good things. 

 
Anthem    “Love the Lord your God” (Patricia J. Shelly) 

  Melanie Hugill, Norma Weller, Andrew Poaps 

 
Scripture   Numbers 21: 4-9 (New Revised Standard Version) 

 
Just before I read our second Scripture for this morning, I want to say thank 

you to Sandra for reading the Psalm earlier, and to say what a gift it is to have 

technology now that allows us live-stream AND have the gift of videos – especially 
with voices and faces from the congregation.  In the weeks to come, you’re going 
to hear and see more of these technological gifts, with opportunities that make me 

so happy.  The more we can interact and see each other, the better!  
  

To that end, please don’t forget to send a note or a message of thanks to 
our tireless tech team and Communications group, who keep us moving forward; 
and please hear my very sincere thanks to the former Niagara Presbytery’s 

Extension Council, for financial support for this magical software; and also my 
thanks to the anonymous donor who helped us get the hardware we need to keep 

us expanding and connecting.  Generosity is an extraordinary thing. 
 
The gift of God’s Word is extraordinary, too.  This is the wisdom from the 

Book of Numbers, chapter 21, verses 4-9, from the New Revised Standard Version.  
Here we encounter God’s people, the ancient Israelites, in a time of great suffering 
and need.  The account goes like this: 

 
4 From Mount Hor they set out by the way to the Red Sea, to go around the land of 

Edom; but the people became impatient on the way. 5 The people spoke against 
God and against Moses, “Why have you brought us up out of Egypt to die in the 
wilderness? For there is no food and no water, and we detest this miserable 

food.” 6 Then the LORD sent poisonous serpents among the people, and they bit the 
people, so that many Israelites died. 7 The people came to Moses and said, “We 
have sinned by speaking against the LORD and against you; pray to the LORD to 

take away the serpents from us.” So Moses prayed for the people. 8 And 
the LORD said to Moses, “Make a poisonous serpent, and set it on a pole; and 
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everyone who is bitten shall look at it and live.” 9 So Moses made a serpent of 
bronze, and put it upon a pole; and whenever a serpent bit someone, that person 

would look at the serpent of bronze and live. 
   

 
Message  ‘And These Prevail’ 
 

Days like today, services like today, there is a distinct insufficiency to words.  
This won’t be the first, nor the last time you hear me uttering something like that, 
but there is something quite pronounced about that gap today.  Still very much in 

the midst of what we’ve never known before, for this time and space of our social 
history, we are looking to God for a present-day serpent of bronze, and find 

ourselves radically short of words to wrestle with the complexity of what we’re 
asking to be fixed.   

There are places we might turn, instead.  One of those is to place ourselves 

in the numbers; the tallies of the suffering, the losses, the forever changed.  They 
are not easy to grasp.  The Canadian numbers as of March 11, 2021 surpass our 
worst nightmares:  22, 335 deaths reported due to COVID-19.  Globally, it’s even 

more staggering:  over 117.9 million cases identified, with over 2.61 million deaths.  
Locally, by the end of January, Niagara’s suffering in death due to COVID-19 was 

one of the worst in Ontario.  At 307 people mourned already then, numbers had 
surpassed more than the 215 St. Catharines residents killed during the Second 
World War, and the 137 killed during construction of the first Welland Canal.  The 

prospect of community memorials, akin to honouring losses in wars and mass 
tragedy, is already in conversation, even as we can’t see the end of it all, quite yet.   

The trouble is, however, that numbers have their dangers, too.  In his March 
8th writing to an online, international support community known as ‘Spiritual and 
Communal Responses to COVID-19’, Michael Bernstein remarked that: 

“525, 600 minutes” is part of a modern liturgy, the refrain from “Seasons of Love,” 
which forms the heart of the musical Rent and counts out the time that measures a 
year.  And 525,00 is in fact the round number closest to the number of deaths 

attributed [in the United States] to Covid 19 one year after the beginning of the 
nation-wide lockdown.”   

Bernstein goes on to say, “It is easy to let [numbers] overwhelm our sense 
of scale.  There is abominable truth in the idea that one death is treated as a 
tragedy, while hundreds of thousand can be experienced as a statistic.  …Even as 

we check charts to see how things progress - cases, positivity rates, and 
unavoidably deaths - we must again and again remember that every life is an 
entire universe to someone.  The power of the lyrics of Seasons of Love, written 

against the backdrop of the visceral terror of the AIDS crisis, is that the calculation 
of minutes is not sufficient to measure the year. Instead, it is in moments like 
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“sunsets, midnights, and cups of coffee”, not time, but relationships. In emotions 
and opportunities and, inevitably, in loss.  

For some during this time such a universe has already been lost. There are 
no reminders needed, only space to remember. For some, we know others who 

have experienced this sorrow, or have had the isolation imposed by COVID add a 
devastating layer of loss to their grief. For all of us, we know that this year will 
always be the year measured in what cannot be measured.” 

  
 

 In the lead-up to this past Thursday’s National Day of Observance, a day of 

marking and measuring where we have been, I found myself as surrounded by 
verse as I was numbers.  I say verse and not just words, because there is a distinct 

choice in the human practice and gift of poetics.  Even and especially when verses 
of poetry appear to defy all rules of punctuation, and confound auto-correct 
mechanisms in the process, there is a rhythm of lyrical expression that gives us 

freedom and permission to speak outside the rules.  When full sentences leave us 
feeling still quite partial and broken, the intentionally spliced and fractured ways of 
poetry give us space to rest in the blank and undefined spaces.  In the words of 

The Rev. Laurie Brock, “We humans, we lovers of words, prefer a constant 
narrative, with the words running from one edge of the page to another, and then 

from top to bottom, leaving no empty space for what is being held in the silence of 
emotion.”  (‘Horses Speak of God’, 3).  We humans need to give ourselves empty 
space, to grapple with our emotions.  It is to receive God’s gift of space, to us. 

 If ever we needed reminders of the power of space, it is in the poetics of the 
Psalms.  The blanket of Scripture as a whole offers meaning and pause for 

reflection, but it is in the rhythmic flow of the Psalms, the back and forth of 
speaking and listening, that we can both hear and see God’s gift of time.  Rising 
and falling with pronounced breaths and pauses of introspection, God’s versed 

accounts of what has been and what is still to be are explorations of the liminal 
space we cannot avoid.  Much more than a tally of loss, and far beyond the 
simplistic assignment of blame for who has and has not been ‘spared’, the work of 

the Psalms opens us to the space beyond healing that feels absent; beyond “if 
only”; beyond fear.  From there, at this edge of holy expression, we can see again 

that love prevails.  Capitalized, repeated Love of our Creator prevails – no matter 
what.  In this space, we can cultivate the depths of hope, rooted in the Holy One 
and an unfailing promise to see us through all wilderness.   

 This is not a treatise on the gift and promise of poetry.  This is a marvel at 
the gift and promise of God’s offering of means to be, in the midst of what we wish 
had never been.  The grief and mourning will not magically ease.  The increasingly-

exposed differentials in our experiences of loss are going to take years, perhaps 
generations of work.  There will never be one genre, one mode of reconciling, one 
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means of expression to come to terms with it all.  In the words of Malcolm Guite, 
Anglican priest and Life Fellow at the University of Cambridge, in and through all of 

that reconciling, we are going to need to remain open to words that can seize 
God’s invitation to take what has been debased and lift it up and purify it; to make 

it beautiful again and ring out with the power of hope. Further calling on the 
brilliance of the great Irish poet Seamus Heaney, Guite reminds us that in any time, 
but especially in this time of lamentation, “we need beauty to help us bear grief.” 

(CBC Radio ‘Tapestry’, 7 March 2021)  
 Perhaps, then, the greatest gift we can seize is God’s generous offering of 
different modes, different cadence, different voices, different words… all seeking to 

speak into the darkness and despair, to say, resoundingly and together, that there 
is still beautiful hope.  As followers of Jesus, we can proclaim hope.  We must.  

God’s grace gives us what we need to do so.  God’s fulfilled promise of life after 
death presses us to do so.   Hope is the place we stand, to accept God’s blessed 
invitation, to dwell in possibility.  Hope is where we can open our whole selves to 

God’s blessed voice of reassurance:  that this can be a time for refining, of 
reckoning, of reorienting our words and our ways, that we might move as a whole 
people towards the land of justice that God has called forth from the beginning.   

 The place I’d like to end this morning is with words of a different sort again.  
These are words of blessing, created and offered by Jayne Manfredi and Dave 

Walker.  They are words that do not say blessed because we are grateful for these 
situations and what we know others or ourselves to endure.  Rather, they affirm 
the blessing of trust and hope, that in all of the suffering and loss, we are 

strengthened by the profound example we see in one another, and we can know 
ourselves accompanied by our very good God.  God longs for change, alongside us.  

God calls us forward, as a community, to bring change into being, for the hope of 
all God’s people.   
 Let’s take a look… 

  
Video  “Beautitudes for a Global Pandemic” 
   https://youtu.be/L4GKOq47UaY 

 
Prayer & Personal Reflection 

 
Hymn   “My Life Flows On” (Voices United 716) 
 

The Life & Work of Our Church Community  
 
As we lift up and give thanks for our ongoing Life & Work as a church community, 

and as I call your attention to the weekly announcements, either online or in print, 
please note that in this week’s segment from the Return to Church Committee, 

https://youtu.be/L4GKOq47UaY


12 
 

there are two links shared, with the first intended to take you to the provincial 
registration page for vaccinations.  Unfortunately, there’s an extra letter that 

slipped in at the end of that link, so you will need to remove the small letter ‘l’ first.  
You should find success after that.   

 
I pray you will all find success and strength in this time of waiting, and that you will 
continue to share all of your good news stories, for the long haul.  We rely on each 

other for those, now more than ever.                          
 
Offering  

Invitation  
Through it all, and long after, let us remember the good things that God can 

and will work through us, and our choices to give and to share.    
Let us bring our offering to God once more.  

Song of Thanksgiving “With gratitude and humble trust” (VU 518, v. 3) 

In gratitude and humble trust we bring our best to you, 
not just to serve your cause, but share  

your love with neighbours too. 
O God, who gave yourself to us in Jesus Christ, your son, 
help us to give ourselves each day until life's work is done. 

 

Prayer 

God, your gifts are too many to count. 
We give back but a portion of your generosity to us. 
We pray that your gifts will multiply these again, 

into generous care for this community, and far beyond.  Amen.  
 

A Pandemic Year: A Ritual for Reflection and Hope 
 
In this sacred time, we gather together to reflect on this year in pandemic,  

and to share hope for the days to come.   
As we move through this litany, please hear it as communal prayer,  

but above all as time and space for you to give voice,  
or give words to that which you carry.   
In the times of silent reflection, you may wish to think,  

or to speak aloud, or to write, or to sketch.   
The freedom of expression is yours.   
Let us begin… 

 
It is now over one year ago, since we gathered together freely,  

all together, to worship and pray.  
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We gathered vaguely aware of the changes and fears happening around us.  
We gathered as carefully as we could,  

clinging to our usual ways of being together,  
ignorant of the rapidity of change,  

ignorant of the fragility of our lives.  
One year ago, pandemic swept across the globe.  
Little could we have imagined what would change,  

how fast it would change, how strange it would feel,  
and just how long it would go on.  
One year on, it seems important to pause,  

to give space to notice not only where we have come from,  
but where we are and where we are going. 

  
We pause to name our losses and griefs: 
to remember lost loved ones, 

lost jobs, 
lost relationships,  
the loss of touch.    

We pause to acknowledge our anger, our fatigue,  
our frustration, our anxiety, and our fear.  

We pause to remember what is missing,  
what has been altered, the things we long for.  
(silent reflection) 

 
We pause to name the lessons we have learned,  

the new skills, values, and abilities that have come with adaptability.  
We pause to remember the ways in which  
our hearts have been broken and put back together differently,  

softer and more attuned to the exposed inequities,  
and the needs of the most vulnerable;  
more committed to justice for the marginalized and too soon forgotten.   

(silent reflection) 
 

We pause to look around, to be reminded of what is most precious,  
the values that we have recovered, the spaces we have found anew,  
the reminders of what really matter most in this life.  

(silent reflection) 
 
We are reminded how far we have come by faith alone;  

through our tired trudging and our cheeks damp with tears  
we catch a glimpse of God’s presence, love, and hope;  
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and so we pause to catch our breath,  
to rest a moment before continuing the journey.  

 
While we grieve, we are grateful that we do not grieve alone.  

While we weep may we also dance, as we look to the promises of Jesus.  
 
Today, as we pause, we seek God’s strength,  

to give and to guide, to gather us in as a whole people,  
with all that we need to continue the journey together in faith.  
We dare to look ahead, opening our eyes and hearts  

to the signs of hope and life all around us;  
to the promise of being together again;  

daring to hope and dream about the new world to come. 
 

Sung Response         “Behold, Behold, I Make All Things New” (More Voices 115) 

 
Prayers for Ourselves and Others 

“A Prayer on the Anniversary of Not Being Able to Worship God, in-person…” 
The Rt. Rev. Dr. Richard Bott, Moderator, The United Church of Canada 
 

Holy One, 
it's been a year. 

 
A *year* since the pandemic 
hit this part of the world, 

and we realized that - 
for the safety of each other 
and all of our neighbours - 

we needed to be a congregation 
that wouldn't congregate. 

 
Well, not in-person, at least. 
 

We've found other ways:  
old technologies like paper mail, 

and telephone trees, 
and new technologies like "zooming", 
and pastoral care by video. 

We've found ways of being together, 
with each other, 
and with you. 
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It's not the same - 

and there are parts of it 
that we're missing - 

 
coffee and tea and conversation, 
committee catch-ups ‘round the Common Room table, 

the sound of voices across generations, feasting together in joy; 
 
but... 

we've found ways to 
live the ministry you have given us, 

to be Jesus' disciples, 
to share your love, 
with each other and 

with the whole world. 
 
Merciful God, we remember those who have died from the virus.  

We remember those who are ill.  
We remember the healthcare workers, the researchers, the grocery clerks,  

the delivery drivers - all who must work for the care of the world in their own way. 
 
Comforting God, we remember all who are grieving, and mourning, and suffering;  

all those who are afraid;  
all those who wait;  

and we pray. 
 
Renewing God, on this anniversary, we ask 

that you would help us to  
recognize each other 
and to *know* that, in all of this, 

you have been, are, 
and always will be 

with every part of your creation. 
 
Give us strength to keep on. 

Give us grace in our frustrations. 
Give us hope for tomorrow. 
Give us life, and life abundant, 

that we might be people 
who live it in the world. 
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Physically distanced, 

but socially together; 
faces masked, 

but hearts open; 
hands washed, 
but ready to get to the work you have for us - 

we pray. 
In Jesus' name, 
carried by the wings of the Holy Spirit 

enmeshed in the Creator's love, 
we pray.  Amen. 

 
Closing Hymn  “I See a New Heaven” (Voices United 713) 
 

Blessing & Sending Forth  ‘Blessing for a Journey through Lockdown’ 
(Jan Berry) 

Holy Wisdom, as we continue our journey through isolation and anxiety, 

bless us with your protection and shielding. 
Keep us from judging others and give us compassion for their struggles. 

Help us keep connected, reaching out to others in friendship and prayer. 
Help us to enjoy laughter and fun, keeping alive the spirit of play. 
Give healing to those facing illness and strength  

and compassion to those who care. 
As our outward journeys are limited and confined, may our inward journeys expand  

to hold ourselves and others in your tender care.  Amen. 
 
Sung Blessing  “Lead on, eternal Sovereign”  

 
Postlude                                                   





Used with Permission & Gratitude:  
 

Call to Worship – by Roddy Hamilton, as posted on re-worship.com; from The 

Church of Scotland’s ‘Starters for Sunday’ www.churchofscotland.org.uk 

Opening Prayer & Words of Assurance – by Fern Gibbard, Penticton BC; 

‘Gathering’ Lent/Easter 2021, p. 35. 

A Pandemic Year: A Ritual for Reflection and Hope – based on text and 
concept by Heather Paul, as posted on scatteredleaves.net; with verses from ‘A 

http://www.churchofscotland.org.uk/
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Prayer to Mark One Year of the Pandemic’ by SALT Project, as posted on 
www.saltproject.org; and text by Rev. Edie Lenz, as posted on www.faithward.org 

Blessing for a Journey Through Lockdown – ©Jan Berry as posted on 
seedsofsilence.org.uk; adapted for collective recitation. 

http://www.saltproject.org/

