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Lamentations…a subject we tend to shy away from but one that is so needed and important for 

healthy living.  We would rather celebrate, and frankly I would too but life is the balancing act of 

both celebration and lamentation.  Lamenting is hard work, it is allowing ourselves to go places 

of deep pain, pain we may want to avoid, but yes for our wellbeing we need to sit with, look at 

and experience the consuming agony of life.   

You have in your bulletin again a paper provided for you to write or at least name the pain of 

your lament.  The invitation is for you to give voice to whatever you are experiencing. We 

encourage you to do this exercise at your convenience.  It’s not about being a good writer, it’s 

about naming and releasing your grief.  

Each Sunday we are hoping to have one of you share your lament, something that has held you 

in pain, something that will not go away, or at least hasn’t to this point.  This morning I have 

asked Katie and JE Misz to share their lament.  This is their story, and we hold stories with great 

care and love.   

We will take several moments of silence after they share their lament. 

We love you Katie and JE, blessings as you share. 

 (Katie & JE Share) 

Silence 

Grief and lament……………………..these emotions belong to all of us.  Your lament is 

probably different than Katie and JE’s, your grief is personally yours.  Our laments are different 

in different seasons of life, but we are all familiar with lament in one way or another.  The pain 

and grief we feel at times threatens to overshadow everything we know to be true.  You may be 

uncomfortable listening to others lament and wondered if this is really necessary, but I know 

enough about life and I know some of you who are in deep pain who need the space to name 

your lament, a place where your dark thoughts and doubts about yourselves and about God can 

be named and honored.  Today in this space and time you are invited to name your pain. 

My guess is we have all asked the question, “where are you God?”  It may have been the time 

your child walked out on you, defying your instructions to them.  It may have been the time your 

child said, “I don’t believe in God anymore,” or when you got the call that your loved one had 

been injured or killed in an accident.  The anguish and pain are real and the “where are you God” 

not too far distant.   

The doubts and questions could also come after you realize someone you love deeply is held in 

the grip of an addiction.  It could happen when a loved one has been diagnosed with a depilating 

disease, or a life threatening disease or someone you know and love is burdened with a mental 

health issue. 

The questions may come as you are trying to pay bills and you know there isn’t enough money to 

go around.  Or you may have lost your job and you find you are stuck in a bad cycle of events. 



Your laments may happen as you look at governments, people in power who are abusing their 

power, or the destruction of land by those greedy for more.  Your grief my come as you look at 

yourself and wonder, “where did I go wrong?”  Where are you God?  

Lamenting is a deep crying out to God, giving voice to grief that is wild and unruly, grief that so 

deep it has its own expression.  We think, say and do things in lament that we know are not the 

true desire of our hearts but it is in the depths of lament that we name our deepest anger, fear, 

and doubts.  

Listen to the beginning of Lamentations chapter 3. 

I am one who has seen affliction under the rod of God’s wrath; 

He has driven and brought me into darkness without any light; 

Against me alone he turns his hand, 

Again and again, all day long. 

He has made my flesh and my skin waste away, and broken my bones; 

He has besieged and enveloped me with bitterness and tribulation; he has made me sit in 

darkness like the dead of long ago. 

Really?  Was the writer’s skin really wasting away and were the bones really broken?  We don’t 

know and it doesn’t really matter, it is what was felt at the core of the grief.  It was the way of 

expressing the rawness of the experience.  What was felt was true at the moment. 

 Just as the writer of Lamentations found expression I believe we also must find expression for if 

we don’t it will go underground, do it’s dirty work of hardening our hearts and make us bitter 

and yes, most likely will come back to haunt us later.  Our bitterness will not stay silent forever.   

I have had the experience of overreacting to something painful, something small at the moment, 

and have Sheldon say to me, “your response to what I did is out of proportion to the offence.  

What is really going on?”  And yes that usually makes me angry again, but as I reflect later I 

realize…pain that was not dealt with comes back to bite me. 

Facing our own grief well, lamenting our losses also gives us the openness to walk with others 

who are lamenting.  We are the wiser to let grief and lament do its work thoroughly.  Could it be 

that we lament ourselves into hope?  It seems the writer of Lamentations found a bit of hope 

when he says, “the steadfast love of the Lord never ceases, his mercies never come to an end, 

they are new every morning; great is thy faithfulness. 

Even in this bit of light, lament continues, which is like our experience as well.  We don’t lament 

a grief once, but many times, going from deep pain to glimpses of hope and back again.   

Over the past number of years I have followed a blog called “Mundane Faithfulness” written by 

a young mother of 4 who had breast cancer as a beginning diagnosis which then over time spread 

to her bones and throughout her body.  She died about 2 years ago and recently her husband 

posted on the blog his musings about lament, something they did together before she died and he 

continues since her death.  While these are my words I was inspired and challenged by the words 

of one who has lamented deeply. 



Lamenting makes us more human, allowing ourselves to express the deep sorrow and pain we 

feel in response to brokenness is part of joining all humanity.  We who are created in the image 

of God, can at points say along with Jesus, “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?  

Lamenting is not unique to us but it is a shared human experience. 

And as we lament we are able to slip into the shoes of those around us that are lamenting their 

own brokenness thus creating safe spaces for each other.  We know we cannot fix each other, nor 

should we try, but we can walk together, cry together, find light together, thus creating 

community that is based on the reality of brokenness and grief, united in the search of light and 

hope.   

Our own Stephen Ministry program is a wonderful example of walking alongside those who are 

grieving. 

It is in the depths of lament, when we have emptied ourselves, given voice to the brokenness that 

we find room for hope.  Lament is not despair, but a grief that leads to hope.  We who call 

ourselves Christian know that in the times of greatest devastation we have a foundation of hope 

in a God that laments and waits with us.  A God that feels our pain and weeps with us, a God 

who carries us in times when our strength is spent. 

In the times of lament we may not be able to sing, pray or even come to church or other activities 

that we would normally have enjoyed.  I heard this named from a young woman who had 

experienced the end of a number of pregnancies and a still birth.  She told me on occasions that 

she could not sing, pray or read scripture, because the pain was to raw, but she also said, “while I 

cannot pray or sing, others will do it for me.”  She had found community that allowed her to 

lament and they lamented with her.  What a gift.  She allowed herself to lament until she found a 

glimmer of hope.  Not a fickle hope that promises we will be free of pain, but a hope that holds 

us when we cannot hold ourselves. 

Jesus gave us the example of lamenting with each other when he stood by the grave of Lazarus 

and wept.  He wept in community, he grieved with those who grieved, and he joined their 

sorrows.  We know the story, he raised Lazarus from the dead, and we can also be reassured that 

Jesus will raise us up, bringing us to a place of life again, giving us hope and light. 

In conclusion my prayer is that we would lament as individuals, and lament together as 

community, and in that lamenting find hope.   In our lamenting I pray that there will be sparks of 

light to give us courage on our way, and in our laments I pray for friends to walk alongside each 

of us.   

It is with that hope that I light the peace lamp.   

 Light peace lamp.  Take matches with me. 

 Go down to the podium on the floor and read lament. 

Read lament…………………….podium down on the floor 

Creator God, you who claim to have formed me well, you who claim to have molded the clay 

into the right shape and size, you who knew my name from the beginning. 



Why do you not go before me and slay my enemies, those thoughts that burden and distract me.  

The accusing thoughts of, “why did you do it that way, or why didn’t you do it this way?” You 

did that just to be noticed.  You used the wrong words.” 

The accusing voices that shout, “you think you are something, but really you are just a lowly 

human, one not worthy to fill the place of proclaiming the good news.    

My faith is weak, undisciplined, I am unruly, guilty, dishonest, disloyal, truly sinful and 

unworthy.   

Tears and pain have found me yet again.  The lump in my throat has a strangle hold.  I fear my 

words will release pain to others and open the wounds that I desperately want to keep hidden. 

Why do you hide from me, where are you when my darkness threatens to overwhelm me?  

Where are you oh God? 

  Take a few moments of silence 

Light the two candles in the sand pots. 

Rebuttal 

You have found me yet again, you have spoken my name in the silence, I hear your gentle 

invitation through your word, you have touched me with mercy through those who love me.  You 

have given words of grace and assurance, your kindness has overwhelmed me………I cry out to 

you, “Lord forgive me.”   

I hold my babies to my heart, I kiss my beloveds face, I feel the gentle breeze, I watch the 

hummingbird hold its position to drink the sweet nectar, and I know OH God, your ways and 

wonders are far above me.  Your mercy holds me and your grace goes before me.  I give my lies 

and dark thoughts to you.  Thank you for finding me yet again. 

 

Silence  

 

This morning we will give each of you a space of naming your own lament and adding an action 

to it.  If something came to mind as you listened and meditated, you are invited to come forward 

and light your candle and put it in the pan of sand. 

Let the candle be your lament 

The flame your belief in hope 

And the pan of sand be the community that holds you. 

 

Please come as you wish while we sing “Oh Lord have mercy.” 

 

 


