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A RESPONSIVE CALL TO PRAYER 

Psalm 46 

LEADER: God is our refuge and strength, 
    a very present help in trouble. 

ALL: Therefore we will not fear though the earth gives way, 
    though the mountains be moved into the heart of the sea, 
    though its waters roar and foam, 
    though the mountains tremble at its swelling.  

LEADER: There is a river whose streams make glad the city of God, 
    the holy habitation of the Most High. 
    God is in the midst of her; she shall not be moved; 
    God will help her when morning dawns. 

ALL: The nations rage, the kingdoms totter; 
    He utters his voice, the earth melts. 
    The Lord of hosts is with us; 
    The God of Jacob is our fortress. 

LEADER: Come, behold the works of the Lord, 
    how he has brought desolations on the earth. 
    He makes wars cease to the end of the earth; 

    He breaks the bow and shatters the spear; 
    He burns the chariots with fire. 

ALL: Be still, and know that I am God. 
    I will be exalted among the nations, 
    I will be exalted in the earth!” 
    The Lord of hosts is with us; 
    The God of Jacob is our fortress.  

 
 
 
Dear Refuge of My Weary Soul 

Dear refuge of my weary soul, on Thee, when sorrows rise  
On Thee, when waves of trouble roll, my fainting hope relies  
To Thee I tell each rising grief, for Thou alone canst heal  
Thy Word can bring a sweet relief, for every pain I feel 

But oh! When gloomy doubts prevail, I fear to call Thee mine  
The springs of comfort seem to fail, and all my hopes decline 
Yet gracious God, where shall I flee? Thou art my only trust  
And still my soul would cleave to Thee though prostrate in the dust 

Hast Thou not bid me seek Thy face, and shall I seek in vain?  
And can the ear of sovereign grace, be deaf when I complain? 

No still the ear of sovereign grace, attends the mourner's prayer 
Oh may I ever find access, to breathe my sorrows there 

Thy mercy seat is open still, here let my soul retreat  
With humble hope attend Thy will, and wait beneath Thy feet,  
Thy mercy seat is open still, here let my soul retreat 
With humble hope attend Thy will, and wait beneath Thy feet 
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THE PSALMS: A MIRROR FOR THE SOUL 
 

Psalm 69  

1Save me, O God! 
    For the waters have come up to my neck. 
2 I sink in deep mire, 

    where there is no foothold; 
I have come into deep waters, 
    and the flood sweeps over me. 
3 I am weary with my crying out; 
    my throat is parched. 
My eyes grow dim 
    with waiting for my God. 

 
Psalm 77 

1I cry aloud to God, 
    aloud to God, and he will hear me. 
2 In the day of my trouble I seek the Lord; 
    in the night my hand is stretched out without wearying; 
    my soul refuses to be comforted. 
3 When I remember God, I moan; 
    when I meditate, my spirit faints.  
4 You hold my eyelids open; 
    I am so troubled that I cannot speak. 
5 I consider the days of old, 
    the years long ago. 
6 I said, “Let me remember my song in the night; 

    let me meditate in my heart.” 
    Then my spirit made a diligent search: 
7 “Will the Lord spurn forever, 
    and never again be favorable? 
8 Has his steadfast love forever ceased? 
    Are his promises at an end for all time? 
9 Has God forgotten to be gracious? 
    Has he in anger shut up his compassion?”  

 
 
SILENCE IS KEPT FOR MEDITATION 

 
Psalm 69 

13 But as for me, my prayer is to you, O Lord. 
    At an acceptable time, O God, 
    in the abundance of your steadfast love answer me in your saving faithfulness. 
14 Deliver me 
    from sinking in the mire; 
let me be delivered from my enemies 
    and from the deep waters. 
15 Let not the flood sweep over me, 
    or the deep swallow me up, 

    or the pit close its mouth over me. 
16 Answer me, O Lord, for your steadfast love is good; 
    according to your abundant mercy, turn to me. 
17 Hide not your face from your servant, 
    for I am in distress; make haste to answer me. 
 

 
 
 
 



Psalm 77 

10 Then I said, “I will appeal to this, 
    to the years of the right hand of the Most High.” 
11 I will remember the deeds of the Lord; 
    yes, I will remember your wonders of old. 
12 I will ponder all your work, 

    and meditate on your mighty deeds. 
13 Your way, O God, is holy. 
    What god is great like our God? 
14 You are the God who works wonders; 
    you have made known your might among the peoples. 
15 You with your arm redeemed your people, 
    the children of Jacob and Joseph. Selah 
16 When the waters saw you, O God, 
    when the waters saw you, they were afraid; 
    indeed, the deep trembled. 
17 The clouds poured out water; 

    the skies gave forth thunder; 
    your arrows flashed on every side. 
18 The crash of your thunder was in the whirlwind; 
    your lightnings lighted up the world; 
    the earth trembled and shook. 
19 Your way was through the sea, 
    your path through the great waters; 
    yet your footprints were unseen. 
20 You led your people like a flock 
    by the hand of Moses and Aaron. 

 
 
 
THE PRAYERS OF PETITION AND INTERCESSION 
 
Abide With Me 

Abide with me; fast falls the eventide; 
The darkness deepens; Lord with me abide. 
When other helpers, fail and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, abide with me. 

Thou on my head, in early youth didst smile; 

And, though rebellious, and perverse meanwhile, 
Thou hast not left me, though I oft left Thee, 
On to the close Lord, abide with me. 

I need Thy presence, every passing hour. 
What but Thy grace, can foil the tempter’s power? 
Who, like Thyself, my guide and stay can be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, abide with me. 

I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless 
Ills have no weight, tears lose their bitterness 
Where is thy sting death? Where grave thy victory? 
I triumph still, abide with me. 

Hold Thou Thy cross, before my closing eyes; 
Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies. 
Heaven’s morning breaks, and earth’s vain shadows flee; 
In life, in death, Lord, abide with me. 
In life, in death, Lord, abide with me. 
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