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Good morning and welcome to worship today. 
And to a slightly different act of worship, 
Based not on the set readings of the day, 
But a more reflective service based on Psalm 39. 
So let us worship God. 
 
Power and majesty, 
Might and authority- 
Manifested in turbulent seas, 
Where waves crash and swirl, 
And disappear into inky blackness, 
Or reflected in mountain peaks, 
Possessed of craggy splendour, 
And places of rest happened upon by chance. 
Both in times of fervour and in times of calm 
We are in the presence of God. 
 
Let us pray, 
God of the mountain top and the meadow, 
God of swirling seas and firm ground, 
The sun rises and sets at your command, 
Day and night follow each other as you have ordained; 
The rhythm of life is settled, comfortable, familiar. 
But all too quickly we know that can change, 
We can be tossed like a boat in a tempest, 
Open and vulnerable to the elements, 
Subject to nature’s whims. 
Sometimes the storms are of our making, 
Sometimes we reject what we know and search 
For the adventure we feel we are missing. 
Almighty God, 
We confess that the challenges of this time 
Are beginning to take their toll; 
We started out with decision, determination, dignity and diligence, 
But as time has passed, those things have slipped away; 



We long for what we have known, 
We mourn for what we can no longer have; 
We remember how life was, and recall it without imperfection. 
 
Forgive us, 
Restore us,  
Not by any right or privilege we claim as our own, 
But by your mercy, grace and love. 
Amen. 
 
 
We sing together “All my hope on God is founded”. 
 
Our reading today is Psalm 39 
 
I said, “I will watch my ways 
And keep my tongue from sin; 
I will put a muzzle on my mouth 
As long as the wicked are in my presence.” 
But when I was silent and still, 
Not even saying anything good, 
My anguish increased. 
My heart grew hot within me, 
And as I meditated, the fire burned; 
Then I spoke with my tongue: 
 
“Show me, O Lord, my life’s end 
And the number of my days; 
Let me know how fleeting is my life. 
You have made my days a mere handbreadth; 
The span of my years is as nothing before you. 
Each man’s life is but a breath. 
Man is a mere phantom as he goes to and fro; 
He bustles about, but only in vain; 
He heaps up wealth, not knowing who will get it. 
 
But now, Lord, what do I look for? 
My hope is in you. 



Save me from all my transgressions; 
Do not make me the scorn of fools. 
I was silent; I would not open my mouth, 
For you are the one who has done this. 
Remove your scourge from me; 
I am overcome by the blow of your hand. 
You rebuke and discipline men for their sin; 
You consume their wealth like a moth- 
Each man is but a breath. 
 
Hear my prayer, O Lord, 
Listen to my cry for help; 
Be not deaf to my weeping. 
For I dwell with you as an alien, 
A stranger, as all my fathers were. 
Look away from me, that I may rejoice again 
Before I depart and am no more. 
Amen. 
 
 
At the start of this time I intended to record my thoughts and feelings and 
reflections. I bought a new notebook and came up with a title ‘The Coronavirus 
Chronicles’ – but for many reasons the book remains blank. 
These last weeks have indicated a change – there is a sense of ‘how much 
more’ and ‘how much longer’ and that has prompted me to consider where we 
are, why we may be feeling as we do and the biggest question of all, what 
happens next. 
So here are some thoughts. 
 
When the world pressed pause. 
 
The usual pace of life was as always one moment, and then it stopped. 
Less with a warning and more with a directive severe enough to command 
Attention and compliance. 
And we did –  we didn’t question or grumble. 
The fear was too real and close; 
So we shut our doors and settled down, 
After all … we were only talking weeks. 



When the world pressed pause. 
 
Time passed, the daily statistics were 
Followed with something akin to religious fervour; 
We prayed and we grieved and we thanked God for 
Family and friends kept safe. 
We did the jobs that had stacked up, 
Until supplies and enthusiasm ran out, 
And then we asked “What now?” 
When the world pressed pause. 
 
Then the questions began- 
“What are you doing?” 
“Where is the church, now its doors are closed?” 
“Where is God?” 
 
Days, weeks, months, now interchangeable; 
Goalposts are moved, even if the game is not played. 
We all have the small things important to us  
That we want to begin again; 
But what matters to me may not to you,  
And so we find new positions in which we are entrenched. 
Is this all that there will be to life - and for how long? 
O God – how long? 
 
And some claim we have compassion fatigue,  
We have nothing left to give; 
We cannot keep up this level of care and support; 
As our hands became raw from clapping, 
Our ears were longer tuned to the finer nuances, 
But we kept going, 
And we believed in the promise that “all shall be well”. 
When the world pressed pause. 
 
But now the finger hovering over the button wants to press ‘play,’ 
We want to be up and running, 
We are well, we have our masks, 
We are sensible, we sanitise, we just want some normality. 



We want the world to press play. 
 
We long for normality, 
For freedom to worship – and to sing, O God how we want to sing 
To see old friends –  
To touch, to hug, to feel alive once again. 
We recognise what we have lost, 
And the pain in naming the loss and the knowledge 
It may never return, 
We cry out in anguish and wonder 
How this brokenness can be fixed, 
What can be recreated from this mess … 
Because we have to recreate, we have to hope, 
We have to believe, 
How long, O God, how long? 
From pause to play? 
How long O God, how long? 
Amen. 
 
Prayers of Intercession 
 
Let us pray, 
Lord, pressing pause was necessary, 
Something talked about, dreamed about, 
Spoken of with longing. 
The reality has proved to be very different 
From what we envisaged. 
 
We pray for those communities where ‘pause’ 
Has been used as a means to get rid of employees 
And close businesses; 
Bringing economies to a standstill 
And threatening any thread of hope for the future. 
 
We think of those countries 
Whose leaders released the ‘pause’ button, 
Pressing ‘play’ with determination, 
Only to find they were unprepared and hasty 



And their actions have led to the dreaded second spike. 
 
We pray for all of us as we live with ‘pause’, 
As we look back, we pray for all we miss, 
All the little things that made a big difference, 
All we took for granted and now long to know. 
 
This week the world has looked with horror 
At the tragedy in Beirut; 
We think of those killed, 
And the many injured. 
We pray for the help the world has offered; 
Giving thanks that we can still respond with some global generosity, 
But knowing it is only the beginning. 
We pray for the people of Beirut, the families bereaved; 
Those injured, and those who have lost everything. 
For them, time now stands still. 
 
Loving Lord, 
From ‘pause’ to ‘play 
We need you. 
To guide us, 
To show us the future, 
To give us hope. 
Amen. 
 
We pray together the Lord’s Prayer 
 
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, 
For ever and ever. 
Amen. 
 
We sing together “Show me how to stand for justice”. 
 
Let us share remotely in the grace, to and for each other, 
May the grace of our Lord Jesus Christ, 
The love of God, 
And the fellowship of the Holy Spirit, 
Be with us 
And remain with us, 
Now and forever, 
Amen. 
 
Until we meet again, remember God always hears us. 
Amen. 
 
 
 

 
 
 


