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Lament  
by Aaron Niequist 
 

Should I thank you for pain? 
Should I thank you for sorrow? 
I’ll bring You my shame 
The threat of tomorrow 
 

Thank you for all that can finally grow 
In the soil of death and despair 
And thank you for meeting me here. 
Thank you for meeting me here. 
 

Thank you for doubt 
Thanks for despair 
When options run out 
For mercifully unanswered prayers 
 

Thank you for all that can finally grow 
In the soil of death and despair 
And thank you for meeting me there. 
 

Amazing Grace 
How sweet the sound 
That saved a wretch like me 
I once was lost  
But now I’m found 
Was blind but now I see 
 

Thank you for all that is possible 
In the space that pain can create 
I cling to amazing grace 
And wait and wait 
 
 

Matthew 25: 34-40 
 

34 Then the king will say to those at his right hand, 
‘Come, you that are blessed by my Father, inherit the 
kingdom prepared for you from the foundation of the 
world; 35 for I was hungry and you gave me food, I was 
thirsty and you gave me something to drink, I was a 
stranger and you welcomed me, 36 I was naked and you 
gave me clothing, I was sick and you took care of me, I 
was in prison and you visited me.’ 37 Then the righteous 
will answer him, ‘Lord, when was it that we saw you 
hungry and gave you food, or thirsty and gave you 
something to drink? 38 And when was it that we saw you 
a stranger and welcomed you, or naked and gave you 
clothing? 39 And when was it that we saw you sick or in 
prison and visited you?’ 40 And the king will answer 
them, ‘Truly I tell you, just as you did it to one of the 
least of these who are members of my family,[a] you did 
it to me.’ 

Failure to Lead Confession 
God of Mercy, 
I confess to you this day what a poor leader I have 
been.  I would rather isolate myself than be among 
your people.  I prefer to ignore and hide in order to 
self protect rather than meet issues head-on.   
I’m unwilling to risk my comfort for the sake of 
what is right.  I operate out of selfish gains rather 
than selflessly serving the needs of your people.   
O God, forgive me for my reluctance to lead.  Guide 
my steps and my energy to be a leader with care, 
determination, conviction and hope.  Forgive my 
failings and faults.  Forgive my reluctance to use 
the gift of leadership and wisdom that you have 
given to me to share with the world.  Amen. 
 

Change My Heart O God 
Text & Music by Eddie Espinosa,  
© 1982 Mercy/vineyard Pub. 
 

Change My Heart, O God; 
Make it ever true. 
Change my heart, O God; 
May I be like you. 
You are the potter; I am the clay. 
Mold me and make me; 
This is what I pray. 
Change My Heart, O God; 
Make it ever true. 
Change my heart, O God; 
May I be like you. 
 

Mark 10: 39b-45 
39 Then Jesus said to them, “The cup that I drink you will 
drink; and with the baptism with which I am baptized, 
you will be baptized; 40 but to sit at my right hand or at 
my left is not mine to grant, but it is for those for whom 
it has been prepared.” 
41 When the ten heard this, they began to be angry with 
James and John. 42 So Jesus called them and said to 
them, “You know that among the Gentiles those whom 
they recognize as their rulers lord it over them, and 
their great ones are tyrants over them. 43 But it is not so 
among you; but whoever wishes to become great 
among you must be your servant, 44 and whoever 
wishes to be first among you must be slave of all. 45 For 
the Son of Man came not to be served but to serve, and 
to give his life a ransom for many.” 
 

 
 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Matthew+25%3A34-40&version=NRSV#fen-NRSV-24046a


Online Interactions Confession 
God, I confess that I am not always honest in my 
online interactions.  I am sometimes fearful to post 
what I believe.  I do not speak out against hateful 
posts I see online.  I am uncertain if I should 
respond and what words I would respond with. 
I confess that I hold grudges against people for 
what they post.  I say that everyone is entitled to 
their own opinion (but I secretly think mine is the 
right opinion).   
I confess that I spend entirely too much time on 
Facebook.  My time could be better spent on things 
that are healthy for my mind, body, and spirit. 
God, forgive me for being self - righteous, 
judgmental, and lacking courage.  Give us kind 
words and wisdom to share with people. Help us to 
remember that we don't have to say everything 
that's on our minds.   
 

Hatred of Neighbor Confession 
God, 
I confess that I have refused to acknowledge 
people who are different from me as fellow 
humans created in your image. 
I confess that I have let myself accept an ‘us vs. 
them’ ideology, have perpetuated it, and used it as 
an excuse to avoid the difficult work of justice in 
my community. 
I confess that I have condescending, hostile 
thoughts about people who think differently than 
me. 
I confess that I let righteous indignation fuel my 
interactions, prayers, and thoughts, rather than 
Your divine grace. 
I confess that I often stay silent and resentful or 
hostile and dismissive, and that I do so knowing 
that it is harming my relationships with others. 
Forgive me for my willingness to ignore the 
humanity I share with others. Forgive me for 
picking and choosing who my neighbor is. Forgive 
me for taking it upon myself to define who people 
are, instead of seeing people as beloved children of 
God. 
 
 
 
 
 

I Shall Not Want 
by Audrey Assad & Bryan Brown © 2013 
 

From the love of my own comfort 
From the fear of having nothing 
From a life of worldly passions 
Deliver me O God 
From the need to be understood 
From the need to be accepted 
From the fear of being lonely 
Deliver me O God 
Deliver me O God 
And I shall not want, I shall not want 
When I taste Your goodness I shall not want 
When I taste Your goodness I shall not want 
From the fear of serving others 
From the fear of death or trial 
From the fear of humility 
Deliver me O God 
Deliver me O God 
 

O God We Call 
O God, we call, 
O God, we call, 
From deep inside we yearn, 
From deep inside we yearn, for you 
 

Text and music: Linnea Good  
Copyright 1994 Borealis Music (linneagood.com) 
 

Galatians 3: 23-29 
23 Now before faith came, we were imprisoned and 
guarded under the law until faith would be 
revealed. 24 Therefore the law was our disciplinarian 
until Christ came, so that we might be justified by 
faith. 25 But now that faith has come, we are no longer 
subject to a disciplinarian, 26 for in Christ Jesus you are 
all children of God through faith. 27 As many of you as 
were baptized into Christ have clothed yourselves with 
Christ. 28 There is no longer Jew or Greek, there is no 
longer slave or free, there is no longer male and female; 
for all of you are one in Christ Jesus. 29 And if you belong 
to Christ, then you are Abraham’s offspring,[a] heirs 
according to the promise. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=Galatians+3%3A23-29+&version=NRSV#fen-NRSV-29115a


Nationalism Confession 
God of Justice, 
I confess that I have taken for granted the 
opportunities I have had because of the country I 
live in. Nationalism has taken hold in my life in 
ways that I have not even recognized. 
I confess my tendency to insist on my rights over 
the needs of my neighbor.  Forgive me for using my 
freedom of speech, in person and online, in 
harmful ways. 
I confess my tendency to gather with others who 
think and act like me, without intentionally making 
an effort to include and hear those on the other 
side of the aisle or the other side of the world. 
Forgive me for expecting my minority neighbors to 
be like me, rather than discovering how I might 
learn from them. Help me to see my neighbors 
(across the street and around the world) as 
beloved children of God. 
 

Racism Confession  
God, I confess that I am caught in the sin of racism, 
whether I admit it or not. 
I benefit from racist systems I did not create.   
I surely will help my children benefit from these 
systems, too. 
I care more about tragic news of those who look 
like me than those who do not. 
I make no effort to pay reparations for the 
enslavement of black bodies. 
I make no effort to heal the generational damage 
of stolen native land. 
I witness countless racist acts, jokes, and rants, and 
I choose silence. I care more about the perception 
of mere acquaintances than I fear the damage they 
cause people of color. 
My past color-blindness was in truth a blindness to 
real human injustice. 
Racism that long festered unseen by my eyes is 
now on open display in my town and in my country 
and I am not doing enough. Forgive me. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Heal Our Land 
By Kari Jobe 
 

You take, our lives, Flawed yet beautiful 
Restore, refine, Lord You're merciful 
Redeem, revive 
 

Spirit of God 
Breathe on Your church 
Pour out Your presence 
Speak through Your word 
We pray in every nation, Christ be known 
Our hope and salvation, Christ alone 
 

New power, new wine, As divisions fall 
One church, one bride, Jesus, Lord of all 
With one voice, we cry       Chorus 
 

Christ alone 
So God we pray to You, Humble ourselves again 
Lord would You hear our cry? 
Lord will You heal our land? 
That every eye will see, That every heart will know 
The One who took our sin 
The One who died and rose 
 

So God we pray to You… 
 

And when Your kingdom comes 
And when at last You call 
We'll rise to worship You alone 
Chorus 2x 
 
 

Matthew 18: 1-6 
18 At that time the disciples came to Jesus and asked, 
“Who is the greatest in the kingdom of heaven?” 2 He 
called a child, whom he put among them, 3 and said, 
“Truly I tell you, unless you change and become like 
children, you will never enter the kingdom of 
heaven. 4 Whoever becomes humble like this child is the 
greatest in the kingdom of heaven. 5 Whoever 
welcomes one such child in my name welcomes me. 
6 “If any of you put a stumbling block before one of 
these little ones who believe in me, it would be better 
for you if a great millstone were fastened around your 
neck and you were drowned in the depth of the sea. 
 

 

 

 

 



Broken Community Trust Confession 
God, I confess I am reluctant to trust the leaders of 
my community. 
I am suspicious of their agendas and I criticize their 
leadership. Into an already anxious system of 
mistrust, I funnel my own despair for the future of 
our community and our nation. 
I do not trust the current leadership to serve the 
common good, and so my words on social media 
and around the coffee table are suspicious and 
blaming. 
We have made community leaders the scapegoats 
of all the problems. We, citizens of our own 
community, have ignored our civic duties and have 
made it hell to be a leader today. 
Forgive us, God, for undermining the work of 
leaders who are, like all of us, only human. Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Legacy Confession 
God, I confess that the legacy I leave for our 
children is troubling and deceitful. 
I am quick to blame, teaching the youth that other 
people are the cause of our problems. 
I feed into a broken community and create us vs. 
them mentality. I help divide our children. 
I fail to lead when I hear and see what I have been 
teaching boil and fester into language of hate and 
ignorance. 
I do not stop or correct them because they are not 
really my children. I separate myself from kids who 
do not think like me. 
We as a community forget that these kids will one 
day be us - growing, teaching, leading, and learning 
in communities near and far. 
They will remember what we have taught them. 
God, forgive me for what I teach our children. God, 
forgive us for what we teach your children. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 


