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O God, we often don’t know how to pray, even in the best of times.  And when our hearts are 
broken, when our spirits have been dragged down, and when our faith has been shaken – 
words are ill-fitting.  But they are what I have to offer right now. 
 
This has been a profoundly awful week for many of us.  We should not have to explain to our 
4th graders how their classmate is never coming back to school because they were hit by a car 
and died.  We should not have to console yet another family who lost a loved one to cancer.  
We should not have to receive news of the deaths of multiple teenagers in a single week.  And 
we most certainly should not have to try to make sense of a 19 year-old taking her own life.   
 
In so many ways, God, we are a mess right now.  We are still numb with shock and heart-sick 
with grief.  We can’t stop thinking about what could have been – what should have been.  We 
have so many questions.  Some ancient and general – why do bad things happen?  What is 
the meaning of life? What happens when we die?  And some very personal and very specific – 
How can I bear the loneliness?  How can I comfort my grieving child?  Could I have done 
something to help Emma before it was too late?  
 
And God, we have to be honest – many of us are angry.  Angry that some individuals and 
families get dealt such rotten hands in life.  Angry that mental illness and suicide are so 
stigmatized in our society.  Angry at the church for being too fragile to deal with real life and 
real struggles and real people.  Angry at friends who resort to trite platitudes about your will or 
your plan or how you must have needed a new angel in heaven.  Angry at you for supposedly 
being omnipotent and yet so seemingly unwilling or unable to do anything about such things.   
 
So what are we to say, God?  What are we to do?  Shall we shake our fists at the heavens and 
yell our complaints to you?  Shall we weep and gnash our teeth?  Put on sack cloth and 
ashes?  Put on our stoic masks and try to bury the pain and disillusionment?  What do we do 
with the sadness and the anger, the anger and the questions, the doubt and the fear?  How 
can we sing about flowers and butterflies and apple trees when they have been pulled up by 
the roots and burned by life’s cruel fate?  How do we pray when we don’t know if we can?  Or 
if we even want to? 
 
Maybe we can’t.  Perhaps we can’t bear to utter words of faith, or sing songs extoling a 
victorious faith that we just can’t buy right now.  Maybe we can’t drink that Kool-Aid.  But we 
can try to remember… 
 
We can remember the lives of those we have loved and lost, and the gifts they brought into our 
lives.   
 
We can remember that even though we may not be able to see it or feel it right now, that there 
is still good in this world. 
 
We can remember that the Spirit helps us in our weakness, and intercedes for us with sighs 
too deep for words.   
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We can remember that we are not alone in our struggles, and that each and every one of us 
carries burdens known only to ourselves.   
 
We can remember that you are our refuge and strength, and you are our help in times of 
trouble. 
 
We can remember that Jesus promised rest to those who come to him weary and carrying 
heavy burdens. 
 
And we can remember that whenever we come together in Jesus name, you are there among 
us, and have promised to never leave us or forsake us.   
 
And so God, we come, as we are – broken and weary and messy as all get out.  But we come 
in your name – clinging to one another, begging for mercy – trying to remember that you are 
still God.  And praying that where our words fail and our faith is tattered, that your presence will 
speak the grace and the peace that these weary souls are longing to hear… 
 
Amen. 
 


