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Pastoral Prayer     Susan Cooke Kittredge 
March 24, 2019          Charlotte Congregational Church, UCC 
 
Holy God, 
 

It’s not that we’re ungrateful for sun tipped clouds or plumes of snow 

rising to the sky.  It’s not that fresh against the white the cardinals don’t look 

smart or that the red wing blackbirds’ return does not stir our spirits with 

delight.  It’s not that it’s ugly or foul smelling or, exceptionally inconvenient—

beyond the break of yet another shovel, beyond the hassle of the roof and the 

treachery of walkways---it’s just that we have had enough of a good thing, 

enough snow to last us for a while. 

 And fast upon such idle bickering, we think of Jesus in the desert, 

confounded and confronted with trials that wore his soul, with a journey that 

would not end—and we are ashamed, lured by our privilege to turn from 

thanksgiving to foolishness.  Forgive us, O God, we have been blinded by the 

snow, tempted to think only of ourselves, engulfed by a sea of white, insulated in 

warm homes against the cold and wanting, pillowed by the hills of home.  Lead 

us, we pray, to see beyond our own confines, to have the courage to listen to the 

stories of those beset by war and fear, starvation and disease.  And through it all 

we pray for the courage to turn to you, to lay our burdens down, to admit we 

cannot by our own will, save ourselves or those we love.  We pray for the 

strength to trust you, to let go, to open our hearts to your grace and rest. 

 It is our eyes, more than our hearts that are hungry.  So weary are they of 

gray and white and beige and variations on that theme. We long oh, God, for 

color.  As we hold tenaciously to steering wheels on ice, to shawls about our 

necks, to positions long held, to tradition and intent, grant us o Holy One, a 

dream of color and delight. 

 Paint in our mind’s eye the red of summer geraniums, the fascia of a furry 

petunia.  Remind us of the sweet morning dew deep in the lilac blossom when 
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we press in for a whiff; the movement of the daffodils in the wind, heads 

bobbing like Chinese dolls; the pink of apple blossoms and the hum of bees; the 

curled, extravagant majesty of a lily that blooms for one day only, the blue of 

growing peas, the pungent tomato plant.  And grant, we pray, that our hearts 

also may open to other’s joy, that with our friends we laugh and talk and feed 

our draining souls.  Reveal to us the possibility of joy that resides in justice and 

affirmation, in helping others and welcoming those who have been shut out. 

 We pray today for those unable to dream, those whose hearts and bodies 

are weary with the weight trials.  May our prayers lift their hearts.  Amen. 

 

 


