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I want to start things off a bit differently today.  As many of you know, leading up to the 

beginning of our Lenten journey, we had asked for input from all of you about brokenness in 

your lives, or in the lives of those around you, that cries out for the healing work of God.  Then, 

as we gathered for Ash Wednesday, those places of brokenness were compiled into a prayer that 

was shared near the close of our service.  I know that this will be a repeat for some of you, but I 

ask your indulgence and patience for just a couple of minutes.  Because, as we dig into this 

Lenten journey that stands before us, I’ve asked Julie and Rick to lead us through that prayer 

again, today, as we reflect on the promise that is God’s restorative work in our lives.  What I 

want to ask of you, however, as we share again in this prayer, is that you really listen to the 

depths of brokenness around us that is crying out for the healing that only God could provide. 

 

The world order is broken – I pray for peace - and understanding.  

 

The civility and compassion between many is broken - I pray for peace - and understanding.  

 

The psyche within so many is broken - I pray for peace - and understanding.  

 

Our relationship with the natural world is broken - I pray for peace - and understanding.  

 

It seems that peace may be too fragile without understanding.  

 

 

Healing of extended family strains in relationships and due to mental illness.  

 

Prayers for a young family member who is at a crossroads and struggling to figure out the 

path to take. She knows what she should do but for some reasons unknown, she leans toward 

the path of poor outcomes.  We pray for what is broken for her.  

 

Reconciliation of broken relationships between friends, families and the world. And the 

broken sense of "compassion" and "empathy" we see and experience. 

 

For a loved one’s sleeplessness and anxiety” – for the fractures of deteriorating mental 

health.”   
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Along with mental health… we offer up addicts & alcoholics.  

 

For those destitute in spirit, who seek comfort in the face of loneliness and sorrow.  

 

And the mental and spiritual suffering wrought by the pandemic and world affairs.  

 

We pray for everyone undergoing a hospital stay and surgery.  

 

Hunger/food insecurity.    And Hope for those facing uncertainty.  

 

 

Lord we are broken by…  

 

Excessive focus of I/me vs caring of thee/thou.  

 

Flagrant ignorance of the common good.  

 

Consideration of others, and egocentricity lack of civility in group behavior. 

 

We are broken by political systems in dire need of repair and healing.    

 

  

 

Repair in us…  

 

Humbleness and selflessness.   

 

return us to remembering that we are all connected, spiritually and energetically and what 

one does affects us all!   

 

And how we are broken by - attitudes toward those who are different...different in views, 

politics, dress, appearance, behavior.  

 

  

 

We acknowledge the large concern for "the environment" - the needs of our natural world 

broken. 

 

We are shattered by broken Peace, and know we need to strive for sincere communication.     

 

And we name- Russians’ humanity.        

 

Ukraine.  

 

Disrespect for our country.         
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Respect for others’ beliefs.  

 

Brokenness between us with simply because we disagree.     

 

 

Several noted broken FAITH AND TRUST saying…  

 

I think about how divided our country is right now.   Divided by political views, 

demographics, medical beliefs, race just to name a few. Feels like no one trusts each other or 

has faith that a group of “others” will do the right thing or that they can work together and 

make progress on important issues.  

 

And ultimately, someone says, I want to say our hearts. Not broken in the usual way, but 

broken in a way that causes us to not love our neighbors as ourselves. To not see beyond our 

"otherness" and find the holy in one another. To lose sight of the love that is ours to receive 

and share. For our hearts to be strong enough to be tender.  

 

Lord let our cry come unto thee!  Amen. 

 

I truly hope that you are all as moved by the depth of words and reflections as I know both Julie 

and I were by that litany of prayers that were shared coming into this week.  And, I want to 

highlight that we are going to continue to maintain and grow that list throughout this Lenten 

season.  It is our hope that you will continue to share your prayers to be added to this list in the 

coming weeks.  Whatever it is that comes to your heart and mind – share it with Julie or me on 

one of those cards, or by email, and it will be folded into this list. 

 

In this moment, however, what I really want to do is to just grab onto the fundamental reality that 

these are your words.  These are your prayers.  While we collected them, and they were compiled 

and in some cases combined into one format for the prayer and another for our ongoing list in the 

order of worship – we didn’t come up with these.  These aren’t Julie’s words, and they aren’t 

mine.  These are your words.  These are your prayers.  Because, this is where you are.  This is 

where we are! 

 

What these words fundamentally reflect is that each and every one of us is enveloped in that that 

sense of brokenness in a myriad of ways.  Now, I don’t want to don some form of a false shroud 

around our general wellbeing.  We all have different circumstances that we face, and I am in no 

way suggesting that our places of brokenness somehow define or overwhelm our realities.  What 

I am suggesting, however, is that brokenness is very much a part of our reality.  In our physical 

health…in our mental health…in our spiritual health…in the relationships between us…the 

world around us…and the creation in which we live…brokenness is part of our reality, and as we 

enter into this Lenten season our hearts are crying out for the healing and restoration that only 

God could provide.  To different extents, and in many different ways, that is the reality in which 

we all stand at the outset of this Lenten season.  And, it’s to that reality that our readings from 

this morning call out with an invitation. 
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There’s an interesting contrast that emerges in these two gospel narratives that we shared this 

morning.  That story of Jesus and the Samaritan woman at the well is laden with social and 

religious norms that guided the behavior of the people of Jesus’ time. The woman’s surprise that 

Jesus would as much as give her, a Samaritan, the time of day is direct reflection of the manner 

in which the Jewish people viewed the Samaritans us ‘other’ – as those with whom no good 

person of the Jewish faith would consort.  And, the exchange about this woman’s husband (or, 

that is, her five husbands) that plays out after this initial engagement (which we did not read this 

morning) is a whole other piece of the puzzle.  I want to suggest, however, that the crux of this 

story really lies in three words in the 10th verse of this passage.  “Jesus answered her, ‘If you 

knew the gift of God, and who it is that is saying to you, ‘Give me a drink,’ you would have 

asked him, and he would have given you the living water.’”   

 

‘If you knew.’  That, I contend, is the heart of this moment that plays out between Jesus and this 

woman.  Yes, he approaches a woman who others deemed as unworthy – and that matters.  And, 

yes, he is offering the living water that leaves you to never hunger or thirst again – and, most 

certainly, that matters!  But, it all revolves around this moment in which Jesus says, ‘If you 

knew…’ 

• ‘If you knew what was here…’ 

• ‘If you knew what was standing in front of you…’ 

• ‘If you knew what I could bring into your life…’ 

• ‘If you knew, you would ask.’ 

• ‘If you asked, I would provide healing like you’ve never known before.’ 

 

That, in another form, is what I find so compelling about this scene that Luke paints for us of 

Jesus on that road to Jericho.  We get the sense that this blind man spends his days on the 

roadside begging for the scraps someone might throw his way.  This particular day, however, 

while parked in his normal spot in the shade of a small tree off the side of the road, he hears the 

bustle of a crowd.  He asks someone what’s going on and they tell him that it’s Jesus.  He 

immediately cries out at the top of his lungs, “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!”  The 

crowd that had gathered in front of him, blocking any view that Jesus might have of this man 

curled up on the side of the road, immediately shushes him.  ‘Be quiet!’ they exclaim.  But the 

man shouts even louder.  “Jesus, Son of David, have mercy on me!” 

 

Now, it’s here that it gets interesting.  Jesus hears that voice calling through the crowd and stops 

in his tracks.  He asks that this man be brought before him, and looking on him with compassion, 

he asks a question.  “What do you want me to do for you?”  I think we tend to gloss over this 

question, because it can almost seem to be some sort of inconsequential exchange that leads to 

the moment of healing we’re all waiting for.  But, read that question in the context of the woman 

at the well.  What is it, in fact, that this man was calling out for?  What is it that he knew?  This 

was a blind beggar on the side of the street – there’s no telling what he’s expecting in this 

moment.  Our hindsight reading of the story infers his intent in this moment, but it’s not yet been 

made clear.  He may just as likely have been asking for a loaf of bread or some spare change as 

he might have been asking for the miracle of healing in his life.  Jesus doesn’t know what this 

man knows.  Jesus doesn’t know if this man is any different than the woman at the well with no 

clue of the promise and possibility that is standing right before her.  This isn’t some afterthought 

comment that simply carries us to the climax of the story, this is the moment that brings about 
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the climax of the story.  “Lord, let me see again!”  “Receive your sight;” Jesus replies, “your 

faith has made you well.” 

 

That wasn’t some sort of passing quandary.  Jesus was looking upon this man with tremendous 

compassion, but the final step belonged to that man.  Jesus was there.  Jesus was ready.  Jesus 

was loaded with all the love one could imagine to bring God’s glorious healing into the life of 

this man, but he had to claim it.  He had to cry out for it.  He had to come to Jesus with the faith 

and trust that Jesus could make him well. 

 

In other portions of the many goings-on in and around the church lately, I found myself drawn 

back into that hymn that I came to know as part of a little spiral-bound supplementary songbook, 

titled ‘Folk Encounter,” that was part of our church in NJ back in the early 80’s.  It’s the song 

we’re going to close with this morning, ‘For Those Tears I died.”  It’s a nice song, and a 

meaningful reflection of the promise, but I’ve forever been captured by the opening four words 

of the chorus, “And Jesus said come!”   

 

That’s the invitation that is ours!  

• To the woman at the well, Jesus says, ‘If you only knew…,’ which was his way of 

saying, ‘I’m here, come!’   

• To that man calling out for his mercy, Jesus asks what it is that the man truly needs in his 

life, which was his way of saying, ‘I’m here, come!’   

• In the middle of the Sermon on the Mount, Jesus tells the people that if they ask it will be 

given, if they seek they will find, and if they knock the door will be opened.  In other 

words, ‘I’m here, come!’   

 

We could go on with these all day, but the point is that we are that woman at the well.  We are 

that blind beggar on the street side.  In those words that were echoed in our prayers, and in so 

many more that remain held in the privacy of our own relationship with God, we are surrounded 

by brokenness that cries out for the healing that only God can provide.  And, to each of us, in 

each moment and circumstance, Jesus is calling back, “I’m here.  Come!” 

 

In the coming weeks we will explore a number of different angles regarding the healing and 

restorative work that God brings into our lives – the provision God gives, the storms that are 

quieted, the relationships that are restored between us, the relationship that is restored between us 

and God, the hope that we are granted, the new beginnings with which we are presented…  The 

list goes on.  In each week, however – in each reflection and conversation that we share – we 

will be empowered by the fundamental promise that carries us through this season.  Yes, we 

know brokenness.  But, even more so, we know that it is in response to our every broken cry that 

Jesus calls out, ‘I’m here!  Come!’   


