
Prayers and poems in the Lent of Coronavirus 
 
Every Advent and every Lent I write poems or prayers each day and post them on the Gifts in 
Open Hands blog and on Facebook.  
In my meditation and prayer before Lent it was clear God did not want me to do this in 2020. It 
became clear to me today that I’m supposed to write daily prayers or poems about the many 
particular small pieces of our experience during the coronavirus pandemic. I hope some will be 
comforting. I know that some will not. 
 
Saturday March 14, 2020 
 
Kyrie Eleison 
 
The student in the ESOL class 
tells a story  
about her morning in the supermarket. 
A security guard asked her to leave, 
because people were becoming angry 
and he didn’t know 
whether he could protect her. 
 
“But I haven’t even visited China 
in ten years,” she said. 
“Why is this happening?” 
He was an African American. 
He looked her in the eyes, 
and replied, “Racism.” 
 
Christe Eleison 
Kyrie Eleison. 
 
Amen. 
 
March 15, 2020 
 
Prayer for worship at home 
 
God, I set aside this time for you. 
It is easier when there is a place to go, 
a gathering to join, 
a space with images that draw me, 
but here I am --  
outside walking or inside sitting. 
 
I name this place church 
and this time is worship. 



 
I pray for those who grieve 
the ones they love who died of coronavirus. 
 
I pray for those who are ill now, 
self-quarantined, hospitalized, 
quarantined in terrible places, 
unable to be tested. 
 
I pray for those who self-quarantine 
to avoid the spread of illness. 
 
I pray for those who are caring for the sick, 
who are struggling to find vaccine, cure, 
anything that will help, 
who risk themselves among the frail. 
 
I pray for those whose lives 
are turned around,  
who have lost their employment, 
who are desperately lonely, 
or suffering from too much family. 
 
I pray for those who are full of fear, 
especially those who do not know 
that you are by their side. 
 
I pray for those needs for prayer 
which can be forgotten 
in such a focused time -- 
for help, hope, joy,  
for illness, hunger, homelessness, danger. 
 
Now, O Holy One, 
I light a candle 
or take my jacket off the hook. 
 
I turn to a live stream, you tube, 
television, devotional book, 
time of contemplation,  
private journaling, 
conversation over a scripture, 
that opens a message for me today. 
 
Give me an insight to change my heart, 
a commission to change the world, 



and a benediction 
to bring peace to my week. amen. 
 
March 16, 2020 
 
Prayer for those who grieve in a Lent of Coronavirus 
 
"If they would rather die," said Scrooge, "they had better do it, and decrease the surplus 
population." Charles Dickens, “A Christmas Carol” 
 
God, we pray for those who grieve 
those who have died from COVID19, 
who are missing sweet days 
and times of laughter, 
gifts of personality and presence, 
joy in simple times, 
 
and especially those who feel 
the world has judged  
it to be somehow acceptable death, 
that comes to those who are elderly 
or have underlying conditions. 
 
Help us all, in our longing 
to comfort those who are fearful, 
never to imply 
that some lives are more disposable -- 
those who are old, frail, 
those judged careless or unclean. 
 
Heal us of a need to blame the victim 
to help us feel safer. 
 
Let us shed our spiritual distance 
from all who weep. amen. 
 
March 17, 2020 
 
The Deer`s Cry in a Time of Quarantine (for St. Patrick’s Day) 

We arise today 
Through God’s shelter to steady us -- 
God’s hope to lead us, God’s wisdom calm us, 
God’s eye to find the smallest home from school, 
God’s ear to hear the oldest afraid to leave home, 
God’s word in our prayers, 



God’s hands in our washing, 
God’s way in our cancelling, 
God’s shield in our quarantine, 
God’s saints to remind us, long ago and now, 
when we are alone or among others. 

Christ hear our cry, like the cry of the deer today 
against the passage of this illness. 
Christ be with each of us 
that we may become a community. 

Christ before us when we are tempted to hoard, 
Christ behind all who seek a vaccine, 
Christ in those who care for the sick, 
Christ beneath those who have lost their work, 
Christ above those who are grieving. 

Christ in China, Christ in Italy, 
Christ in Iran, Christ in South Korea, 
Christ in Washington, New York, California. 
Christ across all the globe 
and Christ in every neighborhood. 
Christ on the right hand of loss, 
Christ on the left hand of recovery. 

Christ in the heart of everyone filled with fear, 
Christ in the mouth of everyone who speaks comfort, 
Christ in the eyes that notice a need for help, 
Christ in the ear that listens to a neighbor. 

We arise today through a mighty strength 
to live as God’s people in a time of pandemic. 

Often called The Cry of the Deer or St. Patrick's Breastplate this prayer is attributed to one of 
Ireland’s most beloved patron saints whose special day is March 17. Many versions have 
varying length. I have taken the shortest and most simple for today. According to tradition, St. 
Patrick wrote it in 433 A.D. for protection. 

March 18, 2020 
 
Sometimes just something a little light 
 
1) John wrote later and forgot some of the details 
 
Well remembered is the young boy 
with his small lunch 



who found his way to Andrew, 
who brought him to Jesus, 
when they were far 
from the nearest dwelling. 
Jesus sat the crowd on the ground  
and fed them generously 
both bread and fish. 
 
John’s account missed 
how later, full and ready to listen, 
collecting all the leftovers 
the crowd seemed twitchy. 
 
It was an older woman  
who came to Andrew and said, 
“see if the teacher  
can do anything with this.” 
And she handed him  
one roll of toilet paper. 
 
2) A conversation of companion animals 
 
Said the labradoodle to the beagle -- 
“If you asked me last week, 
I would have said the most wonderful 
thing in all the world 
would be if the people never left the house.” 
 
Replied the beagle, 
“Petted us all day, woke us up to play   
when we were trying to sleep, 
noticed what we got into ...” 
 
“What we chewed ...” 
 
“Sat in our afternoon sun ...” 
 
Commented the Siamese, 
“Careful what you wish for.” 
 
March 19, 2020 
 
Pity-Party in a Pandemic 
 
God, hear our whining: 
Some of us are really disappointed  



that we had to cancel a trip 
or annoyed at a quarantine birthday. 
 
Some of us had Broadway tickets, 
were going to play in March Madness, 
had amazing spring break plans, 
or wanted to savor special moments 
at the end of senior year. 
 
Some of us are really, really lonely 
(but nothing help-worthy is wrong) 
and some of us 
could really, really k... 
use some time away from our kids. 
 
We are cranky and disappointed. 
 
But we cannot really say so -- 
when people are grieving or ill, 
losing their employment,  
working tirelessly in medical facilities, 
responding to crises,  
creating vaccines, 
making decisions for cities or schools 
businesses, entertainment venues 
churches or whole countries. 
 
We should be praying in intercession 
for all the important things, 
not holding tight to the last  
box of wipes and frozen pizza 
for our petty pity-party. 
 
But you have always called  
our whining -- psalms. 
You let us pound  
the small fists of our frustration 
against your strong and gentle love, 
not pushing us to “amen” 
until we’ve finished everything 
we need to let go. 
 
Thank you. Amen. 
 
 
March 20, 2020 



 
Prayer for those who need meetings 
 
God, in a world where many groan 
at the mere mention of another meeting, 
and take a tiny secret relief  
in missing them  
during this time of quarantine, 
 
I pray for those of us 
who need our meetings,  
with their imperfect twelve steps 
and their chips and slogans -- 
AA, Alanon, NA, OA, 
Gamblers Anonymous, and many others, 
with other shapes and formats -- 
support groups, recovery groups,  
survivors’ groups, Alzheimer’s cafes 
all the meetings of hope. 
 
Sometimes the online versions 
are simply not anonymous enough, 
or not human enough. 
 
We are experts at social outcasting, 
but social distance is hard. 
We could meet outside of 
shut churches and community centers, 
 
but they have closed all the coffee shops 
and left the liquor stores open. 
 
Be with us, God, 
who often feel like your least 
and your lost, 
not just one day at a time 
but now one person at a time. 
 
 
March 21, 2020 
Prayer for employment in the time of coronavirus 
 
Christ who loved carpenters, 
fisher folk, farmers, 
fabric merchants, shepherds, and scribes, 
we pray for those who are losing jobs 



because of the pandemic -- 
 
those in the airline industry and hospitality, 
those in restaurants and retail stores 
of every kind, 
those in local and interstate  
transportation, 
those in cinemas, live music, 
theatres, sports complexes, 
local gyms, exercise studios, 
 
school custodians and coaches, 
university dieticians, 
barbers and hairdressers, 
personal trainers and receptionists, 
 
museum docents, 
and those involved in manufacturing 
of so many products. 
 
We pray for those whose jobs 
have become dangerous  
because of direct risk of infection, 
or equally direct risks 
of fear, addiction, frustration, 
 
those who serve a vulnerable population 
in residential facility,  
therapeutic service, 
correctional institution, 
 
and, surely, we pray for farmers upon whom 
all others depend. 
 
For those whose work hours and loads 
have increased, we pray, 
as well as many 
who are dealing with a public 
often ready to vent an internalized anger  
on the inconvenience 
of a long line or a missing product, 
 
For those who are hunting 
for a way to work from home 
or wondering 
whether they will lose their home, 



we pray for refuge. 
 
We pray for those who miss their work 
or miss their volunteering  
who miss colleagues or customers 
audiences or clients. 
 
On this Saturday,  
we pray for all of those who suddenly 
don’t welcome the weekend. 
amen. 
 
March 22, 2020 -- Prayer for Worship Shared Online 
 
God, this is our first or second 
or maybe third online worship day, 
and we are grateful 
to those first century writers, 
Paul, James, Jude, 
maybe Peter, Priscilla, 
who sent letters to congregations, 
and began the holy tradition 
of remote worship, 
the live stream of a live Savior.  
 
Those letter writers have blessed us  
ever since that time 
and now they guide us into  
our new way of being the community  
at prayer and praise. 
Even our communion liturgy 
comes in part from Paul’s  
holy and somewhat irritated feed 
to the church in Corinth. 
 
And, so, we ask your blessing 
on all the ways we try to be church, 
grateful for the new gifts of technology, 
the old gifts of scripture, 
the deep well of shared prayer, 
and the Spirit which always 
blows where it will 
 
and translates into all languages 
the words of our mouths 
and the meditations of our hearts.      amen. 



March 23, 2020 -- Prayer for anxiety in a time of coronavirus 
 
God, I coughed again -- 
it’s dry and I sneezed once yesterday, 
and I think my throat is sore, 
but mostly I am worried 
that I am going to give COVID19, 
to somebody I love, 
or someone I get too close to 
when I am walking the dog. 
 
Even more, I am worried about 
what is happening inside my mind, 
so, of course, I start reading all about 
Illness Anxiety Disorder, 
hypochondriasis -- 
but isn’t that bringing the focus on me, 
when I am not sick, 
I am not completely alone, 
and not close to losing my house? 
 
So, then I start to worry 
about how self-absorbed I am and ... 
 
God, this was not the beginning 
and it will not be the end 
as the kaleidoscope pandemic 
shifts its many broken pieces inside me 
and creates different patterns. 
 
This, too, is your gift, 
because now I understand 
how everyone around me feels, 
and feels differently every single day. 
 
We are broken and beautiful, 
and our patterns will change. 
What won’t change 
is our care for one another, 
or this small healing ritual -- 
 
of going to the pool of Siloam 
that is my bathroom sink 
and with a bar smelling of lavender 
loving my small hands 
and the mind that moves them 



and also wants  
to be washed with gentleness. 
 
 
March 24, 2020 -- A prayer when contact is restricted and funerals are small 
 
Savior, who sits down and weeps with us 
for all our losses, 
as you did with Mary and Martha, 
even when you know and we believe 
in the alleluia rising up 
from every sadness, every death, 
 
we pray in this time of pandemic 
for those whose dear ones  
are near the end of their journeys 
but who cannot visit in hospital or hospice 
until the time of active dying. 
 
May a few words be as powerful as many, 
and deep grace as holy as long hours. 
 
We pray, also for those who love someone 
who died of cancer or heart disease, 
of traffic accident, gun shot, overdose,  
alzheimer’s, diabetes, drowning, 
lung disease, a fall, suicide, or coronavirus, 
 
and whose precious lives cannot be celebrated 
in visiting hours and large funerals, 
in receptions and mercy meals, 
with hugs and handshakes 
with clusters of friends in a cemetery 
telling old stories. 
 
Some occasions will be delayed, 
others shared through gifts of technology, 
but all will be different than expected 
even a month ago. 
 
We pray for those who work  
in funeral services,  
for clergy, musicians, officiants, friends  
longing to bring comfort, 
trying so hard to explain in gentle ways. 
 



May they find ways to roll away 
the stones of despair, 
and unbind the aching  
for the touch of the one who has died, 
and the touch of friends still living. 
 
And may we all find the eastering truth, 
God given, in the hearts 
of those of all faiths and no faith -- 
that they are not alone, 
that memory will rise up  
with a thousand kindnesses, 
 
and a holy weeping tenderness,  
we may know as Jesus,  
comes to call their dear ones home. 
 
March 25, 2020 -- Prayer for those who are alone 
 
God, we pray for those who have touched 
computer keys or phone touchscreen 
(or both) thousands of times, 
since they last touched human skin -- 
for both extroverts, who are fatigued, 
unable to generate any energy, 
and introverts, charged up 
with nowhere to share renewed compassion. 
 
We pray for those who decided to skip deodorant, 
and now have not washed their hair 
for days and days and days, 
and for people who never, ever thought 
they would not be satisfied with dog’s devotion  
or the sufferance of the cat. 
 
We pray for those who have signed up 
for free Gratefulness.org courses, 
My Fitness routines, 
binged some fabulous new shows, 
play online scrabble with friends, 
and who know that a single phone call 
can be an offertory-worthy gift, 
 
and those who feel like they don’t care. 
 
We pray for those with newly cleaned closets, 



and those with dirty underwear  
underfoot ... everywhere 
because no one is going to see it. 
 
We know you are with everyone who is alone, 
and pray they feel it at least once a day, 
and we pray for the ones  
whom lonely is damaging -- 
that they may have 
human attention, maybe ours. amen 
  
 
My friends, tomorrow is my birthday. This is the present I want from you (not necessarily a 
Facebook greeting -- I do know you feel that). I hope that for my sake you will text or even call 
someone you know who is alone. Maybe it someone who hesitates to reach out and “bother” you 
... or maybe the friend or relative you know is hard to get off the line ... or maybe someone who 
never initiates connection but is hurt when it doesn’t happen ... or a church acquaintance you 
don’t know well but whom you suspect is lonely ... or a non-church acquaintance because those 
may be even more isolated, since churches usually try to reach out. Yes, Friday I will definitely 
offer a prayer for those who have a house too full of say ... four year olds! But for Thursday 
March 26 I hope you will just offer some kindness to a person “extra-alone, which is one 
definition of ‘lonely’ ” in the midst of this pandemic. 
 
March 26, 2020 Guest post because of my birthday  
 
March 27, 2020 Prayer for a Full House 
 
God, we pray for those for whom 
lockdown and quarantine and shelter in place 
do not mean loneliness. 
 
We pray for those who, desperate to be alone,  
always have someone there -- 
working from home, needing assistance, 
or just ... talking.  
 
We pray for those who can’t work from home, 
who look at the walls and wonder -- 
how long until the walls won’t be there 
and food will be in short supply. 
 
We pray for those with gloomy teenagers, 
prostrate with the absence of friends 
(like having their hearts cut out), 
who are missing everything, everything, everything, 
important in their lives 



(parents are not on that list) 
and have half the dishes in the house 
crusted with food in their rooms. 
 
We play for -- whoops, pray for 
parents and caregivers of small children 
who have gone through the library books, 
sidewalk chalk, toys, games, puzzles, 
paper airplanes in the backyard, 
and too much Paw Patrol, 
who have negotiated fights,  
said things they want to take back, 
counted the hours till bedtime, 
and do not want to be told -- 
one more time -- they are lucky. 
 
We name and pray for those  
for whom home is never a safe place, 
and for whom home  
with a person under pressure ... is deadly. 
 
God, we pray for those who are not lonely, 
and, therefore, everyone assumes are fine. 
Do not give them your companionship, 
O Holy One, but your blessing  
of an inner experience 
of personal space and free time. 
 
 
March 28, 2020 -- World Water Day  
 
God, I missed it -- World Water Day, 
because I was washing my hands. 
Afraid for myself of illness, 
I didn’t even consider  
that 790 million people have no access 
to an improved water supply, 
and more -- nearly two billion 
lack adequate sanitation. 
 
This pandemic is traveling the world 
and the easiest way to stay safe, 
is so far from so many. 
 
And I, like Pilate, 
when danger draws close to me, 



rinse off my usual commitment  
to immigrant justice,  
to those unhoused, who will increase 
in the months to come, 
not to speak of 
political activism in an election year.  
 
At least, may I reach for soap and the truth 
that those without water 
are not only thirsty 
but also in in danger of the virus 
that has me so many times a day -- 
sending compassion down the drain. 
 
(World Water Day -- March 22, 2020) 
 
March 29, 2020 Scripture for a Lenten Sunday in the Pandemic 
(Don’t try this in church!) 
 
Psalm 150 
 
Praise God! Praise God on a You Tube channel; 
praise God live on Facebook. 
Praise God for dry-bones19 tenderness; 
praise God for calling forth 
people who may feel like they are buried! 
 
Praise God with Zoom and Houseparty; 
praise God with Skype and Facetime! 
Praise God with Google Hangouts and WhatsApp; 
praise God with virtual cornhole, scrabble 
and even reruns with old Trekkies! 
 
Praise God with teddy bears in front windows; 
praise God with amazing handmade masks! 
Let everyone that stays home 
so others may breathe, praise God! 
Praise God! 
 
Matthew 25: 37-40 
 
Then the compassionate will answer, “O Holy One, when was it that we saw you jobless and 
delivered groceries, or lonely and drove by with balloons or wrote on your sidewalk? And when 
was it that we saw you at risk and did not cheat on the shelter-in-place though we could easily 
have done so without being caught, or frustrated to the point of explosion and played an online 
game with your kids? And when was it that we saw you sick and got the emergency responders 



or in quarantine-depression and phoned every single day?” And God will answer them, “Truly I 
tell you, just as you delivered and chalked, stayed at home, and forced an old mind to learn some 
new tech, made an emergency call or many boring ones ... for one of the most vulnerable 
members of my family, you did it for me.” 
 
March 30, 2020 -- Prayer of Little Things 
 
God, I have only some little things 
in my prayers today. 
I folded the canvas bags 
that I used to bag my groceries, 
and began to cry uncontrollably -- 
for all the good efforts 
I’ve ever made 
that have been turned around. 
 
Then I walked the dog 
past the cemetery and I thought -- 
the stones are too close, 
and I began to remember 
all the people who touched my life 
and from whom I now have  
so much distance. 
 
Joy, too, came in, when a church admin 
I worked with last November 
staged a birthday drive-by 
with balloons out the sun roof 
and singing 
out the car windows. 
 
And suddenly the balloons stood for  
every joy I’ve ever known, 
gravestones for all my losses, 
 
and changing back to plastic bags 
for my bread and coffee and potatoes 
to keep us safe 
made me think of how many times 
we have not changed the world 
for the world’s children. 
 
Then, God, you said to me -- 
parables.  
Not just the vintage ones, but these, 
found in a strange new normal, 



of these stay-at-home days. 
We know the inside out of little things 
that flatten the curve 
between our hearts and hope. 
amen. 
 
March 31, 2020 -- Prayer for those who work in Supermarkets 
 
God, bless and sustain and protect 
in these days of pandemic 
all the amazing people in supermarkets -- 
cashiers and stockers and baggers, 
meat cutters and produce associates, 
deli workers, florists, 
bakers and pastry chefs, 
customer service and cart staff, 
cleaners and IT, and HR, 
and cleaners, again, 
managers and associate managers, 
 
perhaps the lowest paid 
of employees whose work keeps 
the rest of us alive, 
and who don’t get to keep a bubble 
when customers comes face to face 
to ask for bubble bath, 
 
ignore spacers in the check-out line, 
feel free to take out frustration, 
for everything Covid19 has done 
to change their lives 
on someone who says there’s no organic kale. 
 
O Holy One, this I pray as a grace -- 
 
blessed are those who risk their lives 
to care for the rest of us  
when we hunger and thirst, 
for they leave their safe homes 
to share the bread of hope. 
 
April 1, 2020 -- Prayer for People in Medical Professions 
 
Here’s a biblical April Fools joke ... remember the time when critics in the crowd yelled at Jesus 
‘’Physician, heal everybody ... except yourself.” It is not funny at all. It is very close to what is 
being asked of so many. 



 
O Holy God, who calls us all to healing, 
we pray for those in medical professions 
in this season of personal danger -- 
 
for staff in assisted living facilities, 
nursing homes, memory care units 
knowing what will happen if the virus 
becomes a new resident, 
 
for home health aides and visiting nurses, 
giving hands-on assistance 
and trying to avoid handing-on contagion 
from one home to another, 
 
for those in medical offices, 
caring for ongoing illness and new ones -- 
the chronic and the acute, 
 
for those in hospice care, 
explaining the limitations on visitors, 
or dental care, turning away all but greatest need, 
or veterinary care, meeting pet owners 
in parking lots with a new leash, 
to taking animals inside alone, 
 
for those in physical therapy, 
re-scheduling again and again 
and worrying about the damage from waiting, 
for schedulers -- absorbing the anger 
at appointments and procedures delayed, 
 
for those in mental health -- 
offering insight and assessment and therapy 
in new online formats, 
worrying about suicidal thoughts, 
absorbing new clients for whom quarantine 
ripped fragile webs around fear or loss, 
or tipped chemical imbalance. 
 
We pray for those in direct risk, 
and a daily overload of patients and problems, 
 
for emergency responders 
doing what is needed without regard to danger 
for staff in emergency rooms, 



day after day -- assessing, deciding, 
 
and for those who work in units 
dedicated to Covid-19, 
caring for patients’ breathing and fearing, 
 
short on knowledge and equipment, 
short on answers to families, 
short on masks other protective gear 
and just plain sleep, 
missing their own families, 
knowing that even a flattened curve 
will include so many people, 
and may include them. 
 
Companion all of these, O God, 
Give them strength, hope, assistance, 
and so much patience, 
as they become the perimeter of safety 
around a worldwide circle of love. 
 
April 2, 2020 -- Prayer for International Children’s Book Day in this April of Coronavirus 
 
God, give me the grace to 
stay at home and read a book to a child, 
for there are books about not being afraid, 
stay at home and read a book to a child, 
not just at bedtime 
but some time there can be a discussion. 
 
stay at home and video myself 
reading a children’s book to send to a child, 
stay at home and re-read a book 
that meant something to me as a child, 
for there were books about not being afraid, 
stay at home and read a children’s book 
to an elder who knows about being afraid 
and knows about feeling joy, 
 
stay at home and read a children’s book 
written in a different country, 
stay at home and read the Bible 
through a children’s Bible storybook, 
 
stay at home and let a child read to me, 
stay at home and let a teenager read to me, 



stay at home and write a story, 
then draw pictures or find some, 
 
stay at home, stay at home, 
stay at home and be a child, 
your child. amen 
 
Some shout outs: We come to this International Children’s Book Day so aware of the death 
of New Hampshire's literary treasure, Tomie dePaola, author and illustrator of more than 270 
Books on March 30. A chapter book, “I’m still scared” of a young boy’s feelings after Pearl 
Harbor, might be a book for this time for an older child. I also want to commend Portsmouth, 
NH, current Poet Laureate Tammi Truax, part of whose project is to give for every newborn’s 
“bag” at Portsmouth Regional Hospital a book of children’s poetry.   
 
April 3, 2020 -- Prayer for the Class of 2020 
 
God, we give thanks for those  
who have run the race and finished the ... courses, 
for those approaching the end  
of high school or college, 
apprenticeship or graduate programs 
and especially for this year’s class 
for whom everything has changed 
and they feel short-changed. 
 
We pray for those who are missing 
the last year of spring sports or musicals, 
celebrated acceptances, whispered rejections, 
the senior prom, dinner, baccalaureate, 
walking the stage, flipping the tassel, 
tossing the cap, perhaps in front of guests 
even more proud to witness 
an achievement they did not have ... 
and so many graduation parties. 
 
We pray for those for whom losing a job 
that is not deemed essential 
has changed the future completely, 
and for those for whom 
the most important part of any of this year 
was sharing it in-person with friends, 
(in spite of jokes about their phones). 
 
We rejoice at the way they make a lifeline 
from those phones, 
offering mutual support in hard times, 



and for ingenious distance learning, 
amazing teachers offering high quality education, 
provisions of laptops and hotspots, 
and for the creativity  
of virtual ceremonies, yes, even Minecraft, 
the possibilities for re-scheduled graduations, 
 
and the sweet inventiveness 
of family and friends 
to find special ways to say -- well done, 
to the class of the year of the bubble 
who sparkle with a rainbow all their own. 
amen 
 
April 4, 2020 -- Prayers for Sojourners 
 
God, we pray for your precious children -- 
the sojourners  
in this season of coronavirus. 
 
We pray for migrant farmworkers 
in this country, 
considered critical to the food supply 
and carrying essential worker papers 
but in constant risk of deportation, 
and desperate health danger, 
from picking fields  
and packing facilities, 
 
for asylum seekers 
being sent back to home countries 
with Covid-19 or in the company 
of those who have it, 
and so many in detention centers 
waiting for process 
with little access to health care 
and none to social distancing, 
 
for immigrants in ICE detention 
held in the prisons and jails 
filled with inmates already in deep distress 
at the jeopardy to their lives, 
when many could be securely released. 
 
And we pray as well 
a heartbreak Hosanna, God-save-us, 



for refugee camps and settlements  
all over the world  
desperately stockpiling supplies, 
disinfectant, pharmaceuticals, 
PPE for health staff, 
medical equipment, Covid-19 tests 
against crowding conditions 
hunger, the losses of fleeing, fear.  
 
You, who call us to care 
for every sojourner in our midst, 
as sibling, neighbor, child of God, 
guide us to offer a hand of kindness, 
the handwashing  
which has become a symbol for love, 
and hold back the fists of violence. 
amen. 
 
April 5, 2020 -- Palm Sunday 
 
God, I am wearing the new underwear 
and nobody can see it,  
even on Zoom, 
actually, even if we were in the sanctuary. 
 
I feel like waving myself 
with all my heart, 
even alone in my home, 
not just de-nuding the trees, 
but waving me -- with my fears  
about whether I won’t have enough breath 
to shout Hosanna, 
about whether someone I love 
will get sick, 
or make a racist remark about asians 
that makes me feel sick. 
 
In fact, I’m afraid of random unrealisms -- 
my grandkids will forget me, 
the first symptom -- not tasting -- 
is going to arrive  
at the same time as dark cadbury eggs, 
someone will say what I do or who I am  
is not essential, 
or stand too close to me, 
or, or, or, or ... 



 
and so I fit in that fickle crowd -- 
wanting to petting the extra little donkey, 
the colt that turns up in Matthew, 
or listen with Luke 
to the songs the stones sing, 
 
or wear my new bright mask, 
effective or not, 
sort of like palm branches, 
 
(and easier to show than, well, you know) 
 
because it waves that we belong together  
lifting up the gates of love. 
 
April 6, 2020 -- Prayer for Chaplains 
 
God, we give thanks for chaplains 
who carry a house of prayer 
around inside of them -- 
when the whole world  
has been tipped upside down. 
 
We give thanks 
for all the ordinary times, 
whether it is sorting out dietary needs, 
rug or rosary or rabbi’s number, 
of many different faithful 
who face incarceration, 
 
or waiting in the emergency room 
until a family member comes, 
touching base after surgery 
or test results or chemo, 
 
or being holiness with a face 
in a house with hospice or a hospice house. 
 
And we give thanks  
in this season of pandemic, 
for chaplains who must become 
both spiritual friend and surrogate family 
when safety closes out 
spouse and partner, sibling and friend, 
child and parent and pastor, 



who must help families understand 
waiting for a funeral, 
or use gesture-language eloquently 
when the right translator  
can’t access a detention center, 
 
who must ease the fear of medical staff  
that they will home the virus, 
figure out how to anoint without touching, 
pray deeply meaningful words 
on a screen,  
remember everything,  
exude calm, 
step over the pigeon cages 
and make everyone believe 
that everywhere is a house of prayer. 
 
(Today I lift up chaplains of hospitals, visiting nurse and hospice settings and correctional 
institutions, in this difficult time. I honor as well so many amazing chaplains in educational 
institutions, military settings, police and fire services and residential facilities.) 
 
April 7, 2020 - Prayer for those in or anticipating financial insecurity 
 
God, I feel it is so wrong to be worried 
about my own or my family’s 
financial well-being. 
when I should focus on praying  
for those who are sick 
and those who are “the helpers.” 
 
Forgive me, forgive us 
for we keep looking around Holy Week, 
hoping to see our own faces 
on some of the coins in our pockets -- 
food, housing, children’s education, 
security for a time to come, 
maybe a little trip, new shoes. 
 
In the midst of pandemic 
we wonder about jobs, 
the plunging value of a pension, 
the cow’s milk poured out, 
the fish already caught  
that no restaurant will buy, 
 
not to speak of the no-tips  



from that closed,  
also fishless, restaurant, 
which doesn’t need the cheese 
made from the milk ... 
and nobody is going to buy a car 
so, if I get to buy shoes 
they won’t be pretty ones ... 
 
And I am praying for the sick, 
but tuition ... and adjuncts won’t be paid ... 
 
and I am so very, very glad 
your prayer inbox can hold it all, 
including my prayer for the sick 
and the helpers, 
and those food insecure or foreclosed, 
and me. Amen 
 
April 8, 2020 -- Zoom Wedding 
(content warning: this is a little light-hearted and you may not want that now) 
 
God, that story about ten wedding attendants, 
(told probably a day before the arrest) 
where half of the attendants ran out of oil 
 
and the sad scene where they rush back 
and the party is in lockdown 
and five are left out of the happiness bubble? 
 
I am pretty sure Jesus, 
was saying many things, as parables do, 
for that times, but also  
was looking across the centuries to us, 
 
saying something like, “Have the Zoom wedding,” 
because no one should be left out. 
 
Send the recipes out in advance, 
then each guest can unmute and say, 
“I made the chicken,”  
“we made the tofu pad thai,” 
“your wedding cake at my house was chocolate.” 
 
And a church-full, but sitting in separate homes,  
saw the flowers and procession, 
and, of course, the kiss, 



and there were a lot of toasts, 
 
and after the couple twirled around the floor, 
came the invitation, “let everyone dance -- 
couples, but also you single folks --  
en pointe beautiful as a solo in the ballet, 
and, you with the three kids --  
swing with them hanging on your legs.” 
 
Jesus meets our 2020 pandemic-tired eyes 
and says, not just about weddings, 
but also about everything else 
(Easter Sunday anyone?) 
 
“You’ve got enough oil -- 
now just go and light your lamps.” 
 
“Chag Pesach sameai-ch! 
 
Greetings before sunset for my Jewish friends -- 
 
May you be blessed this year, 
even with more empty seats than you want, 
enough for a dozen Elijahs, 
 
and may this be a good remembering 
of a night of safety. 
 
May you be safe. 
 
May your wandering 
in this wilderness of pandemic 
have the manna you need. 
 
April 9, 2020 -- Maundy Thursday, for our sense of betrayal 
 
God, we feel part of the betrayal -- 
Judas-kiss, Pilate-dripping hands,  
snoozy disciples, Barabbas home-free pass, 
Peter-in-the-courtyard,  
dice-playing guards -- 
 
because all of us who are not sick 
are wondering whether  
we are asymptomatic or carriers -- 
 



and checked the price 
on that bag of onions just before 
the person bought it  
who is immune-compromised, 
petted the dog  
before the vet-tech hand-off, 
sneezed (of course it’s allergies)  
toward the neighbors, 
cheated on six feet distance 
thirteen days ago 
when it seemed unimportant -- 
 
and so we get it -- 
not as some toxic theology 
of substitutionary atonement, 
 
but this way -- 
forgive us for we know not what we do. 
 
April 10, 2020 -- A Prayer for Good Friday April 10, 2020 
 
God, each of us knows 
a modern-day Simon of Cyrene 
who carries this year’s cross  
in direct service  
to those who are ill, 
 
and each of us tries  
to sit pieta, 
that we call shelter-in-place, 
holding on fragile knees 
the brokenness of beloveds -- 
in loneliness, 
so many kinds of loss, 
fear of the future. 
 
This year we understand 
what it is  
to have the fabric of our lives 
torn from end to end. 
 
 
April 11, 2020 -- A Prayer for Holy Saturday 
 
So, God, I was taking a selfie -- 
OK several selfies -- 



in the mask a friend made for me 
to post as her thank-you, 
and I realized 
that I look completely different 
when I am smiling behind the mask 
than when I am gloomy or sad. 
 
The mask covers mouth, chin, nose, 
completely -- 
so how can that be? 
 
Is it in my eyes?  
the uptick in my wrinkles? 
the fact that my cheeks  
are slightly nearer to my ears? 
 
I don’t know. 
 
I do know that this is Holy Saturday. 
 
And our whole season is Holy Saturdazed, 
because life as we know it 
has been masked -- 
for the busy ones, the lonely ones, 
those who are losing the ones they love, 
or senior proms, precious funerals, 
happy vacations, 
the financial ground  
out from under their feet, 
 
but we can see the difference 
in those with the hidden smile of hope -- 
 
and we know, in spite of everything, 
we want to be with them -- 
 
packing spices 
instead of packing to go home. 
 
 
April 12, 2020 -- Prayer for Easter 
 
“Reminder your virtual Easter flower dedications are due TOMORROW!”* 
 
The Facebook warning was posted 
weeks ago 



to alert the congregation 
of a Wisconsin church I’ve never visited, 
 
but, God, the announcement  
was meant for today 
and for me, and for us all. 
 
On the simplest level, we are now  
virtual ... communities of faith, 
and will not abandon people  
who make more joyful noise with livestream 
or who lift up the gates of Zoom, 
as well as Zion,  
to the Holy One who comes. 
 
On the hardest level 
we dedicate our eastering hope 
to the memorial of those who have died 
of Covid-19 around the world 
and a memorial for all those we know  
who died and will die, 
but we cannot yet grieve. 
 
And so those words have new meaning 
in our strange Lent of pandemic, 
 
but the truth is that Easter 
is always less about a mass of cut flowers 
decorating a sanctuary, 
than the seeds of an alleluia,  
any alleluia, even the broken kind, 
we put in the soil of our own lives 
and the lives of others. 
 
Now the green blade rises 
and tomorrow we will be planting. 
 
*Thanks to Moira Findley for this announcement. 


