
Palm Sunday prayers for the people 
 
We begin our prayers today with some words taken from a poem by Fr. Richard Hendrick: 
 

All over the world people are slowing down and reflecting 
All over the world people are looking at their neighbours in a new way 
All over the world people are waking up to a new reality 
To how little control we really have, 
To what really matters, 
To Love. 
So we pray and we remember that 
Yes, there is fear, 
But there does not have to be hate. 
Yes, there is isolation, 
But there does not have to be loneliness. 
Yes, there is sickness, 
But there does not have to be disease of the soul. 
Yes, there is even death, 
But there can always be a rebirth of love. 
Wake to the choices you make as to how to live now. 
 

As we move into a period of silence, we may wish to reflect on both the ever-increasing darkness 
of Jesus’ journey through Holy Week to Good Friday, and on humankind’s increasingly dark journey 
through this coronavirus crisis. 
 
Silence 
 

Spirit of Love, you are our light and our salvation.  Whom then shall we fear? 
 
We pray for all who are infected and affected by the coronavirus; those who are grieving at the 
death of loved ones, those who have lost their jobs, those who are homeless, hungry, cold and 
despairing, and for those caught up in the violence and cruelty of war. 
 

Spirit of Love, you are our light and our salvation.  Whom then shall we fear? 
 
We pray with gratitude for all who, putting their lives and health at risk, are continuing to work for 
the good of humankind at this dark time.   
 

Spirit of Love, you are our light and our salvation.  Whom then shall we fear? 
 
We hold in our hearts all who have asked for our prayers, remembering especially: 

Carol,  Grace,  James,  Margaret,  Susan and Norman,  Marguerite 

Also,  Annegret,  Bill,  Christine,  Heather,  Ian and Anne,  Jack,  Naomi,  Pauline and Pasmore, 
Rosie,  Sarah 

And also Tom and Gemma,  and Alex,  and Kay 
 

We commend to your safe keeping those who have recently died, praying also for those who 
mourn: 

 
Brian,  Christine,  Diane,  Lianne,  Peter,  Mabel,  Marion,  Margaret,  Jono 



We bring these prayers to a close with the final section of Fr. Hendrick’s opening poem: 
 
Today, breathe. 
Listen, behind the factory noises of your panic 
The birds are singing again, 
The sky is clearing,  
Spring is coming, 
And we are always encompassed by Love. 
Open the windows of your soul, 
And though you may not be able 
to touch across the empty square, 
Sing. 


