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God of Mercy and Healing, 

  

Softening around our hands which fold softly one upon the other, we breathe 

deeply and come to you in prayer.  Quietly, listening, quietly waiting for all we have 

pressed back to come forward, for all the worries and fears to show their contorted faces.  

Here in this sanctuary, perhaps, it is safe.  Here for this brief breath of time, we will not 

defer to distraction.  We bring to you O God, the laundry of our lives, disordered, 

unfolded, mixed up, stained and messy.  We are like a closet without a light.  We’ve 

squirreled away—have held for many years—broken pieces of hopes and dreams, half 

realized aspirations, the beginnings of tomorrows, the remnants of yesterday.  There is so 

much stuff, we don’t know where to start, how to begin.  Where, we wonder, would we 

like your healing light to shine?  Reaching into the dark and jumbled closet what first we 

lay hand upon seems unimportant.  No, we think, I cannot pray simply to feel better---

there must be more.  Searching deeper we find pieces of hopes, still tender bruises, half 

formed pleas and aspirations and we throw them off as well thinking them not worthy of 

your attention.   

 Forgive us, O God, for trying to tell you what to heal, for showing you where to 

look, but most of all for thinking we can hide our junk in some dark closet.  The wonder 

and glory is that though we think of you as radiant light, as the sun in a summer morning 

and the shining star at night, you dwell just as comfortably in the back of our closets, 

waiting in the sadness and brokenness, folded in our pain, waiting quietly for us to crack 

the door.  Thank you, God, for your infinite patience and forgiveness.  Thank you for 

being with us in the crumbs of leftover love, in the crusts of dried tears, in the sweet 

bread of life. 

 We pray for all throughout the world who cannot sniff hope, who live closeted by 

oppression, starvation and war.  We pray that your healing grace may soothe our country 

which is torn by rising umbrage, divided by fear, misunderstanding and impatience.   

 We pray also for those among us who seek your healing touch.  Amen. 

 


