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INTRODUCTION


If you are holding this book, chances are you are longing for something. Perhaps you are longing for a deeper connection with God. Perhaps you are carrying a weight you cannot name. Perhaps you simply know that the season of Lent is here, and you want to walk through it with intention rather than letting it slip by unnoticed.

Whatever brought you to this page, I am glad you are here.

Lent is a strange and beautiful season. For forty days—not including Sundays, which remain small celebrations of the resurrection—Christians around the world turn their faces toward the cross. We give things up. We take things on. We sit with our mortality on Ash Wednesday and hear the words, "Remember that you are dust, and to dust you shall return." We walk slowly through the wilderness, and we do not rush to Easter morning. We wait. We watch. We pray.

It is not the most comfortable season of the church year. But for those who embrace it, Lent becomes a gift—a space carved out of ordinary time to do the most important work we will ever do: the work of telling the truth about ourselves and meeting the God who loves us anyway.

And in this work, we have a companion.

The Psalms have been the prayer book of God's people for thousands of years. They give voice to every human emotion—joy, grief, anger, gratitude, despair, hope. The psalmists do not polish their words or hide their feelings. They scream at God. They weep before God. They question God. And then, often in the very same psalm, they remember who God is and break into praise.

This is why the Psalms are the perfect guide for Lent.

Over these forty days, we will journey through psalms of lament that cry out from the depths, and psalms of praise that rise from the heights. We will walk the full arc of the human experience before God, just as Jesus himself did. He went into the wilderness for forty days. He prayed the Psalms. And on the cross, with his last breath, he cried out the words of Psalm 22: "My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?"

the foundation of authentic faith. And they remind us, again and again, that lament and praise are not opposites—they are two sides of the same trusting heart.

How to Use This Book

This devotional is designed for the forty weekdays of Lent, beginning on Ash Wednesday and ending on Holy Saturday.

Sundays are not included, as they are traditionally days of rest and celebration— a chance to catch your breath before continuing the journey.
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Each day includes:


[image: ][image: ]A Scripture passage from a psalm, printed for you to read and reflect upon. A brief reflection to help you connect the psalm to your own life and to the Lenten journey.

[image: ][image: ]A reflection question to carry with you through the day. A short prayer to guide your own conversation with God.


You might prefer to read this book in the morning, letting the reflection shape your day. You might prefer evening, when the day's events are fresh and you can pray honestly about what unfolded. You might want to keep a journal nearby. You might want to read each psalm aloud, slowly, more than once.

There is no wrong way to pray the Psalms. A Word About Lament

If you are new to the idea of lament, it might feel uncomfortable at first. Many of us have been taught that faith means always being positive, always trusting, never complaining. But the Psalms tell a different story. They show us that God is big enough to handle our anger, our grief, our confusion. In fact, the very act of bringing our raw emotions to God is itself an act of faith. It says: I believe you are here. I believe you are listening. I believe you care.

So if a psalm of lament stirs up difficult feelings in you, do not turn away. Stay with it. Let the psalmist teach you how to pray your own honest prayers. You may find that the path through lament leads, in God's time, to a praise that is deeper and more real than anything you could have manufactured on your own.

A Final Word

This journey is forty days long. Some days you will feel deeply connected to the psalm. Other days you will feel distracted, tired, or numb. Both are fine. The goal is not to have a profound experience every day. The goal is simply to show up—to open the book, to read the words, to let them settle into your heart.

God meets us in the showing up.

So here we are. Ash Wednesday is before us. The wilderness awaits. But we do not walk alone. The psalmists walk with us. The church walks with us. And the One who went into the wilderness before us—the One who wept, who prayed, who suffered, who died, who rose—walks with us too.
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DAY 1

THE GIFT OF AN HONEST HEART

PSALM 51:1-4, 10-12, 17
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Have mercy on me, O God, according to your unfailing love; according to your great compassion blot out my transgressions. Wash away all my iniquity and cleanse me from my sin. For I know my transgressions, and my sin is always before me. Against you, you only, have I sinned and done what is evil in your sight; so you are right in your verdict and justified when you judge.

Create in me a pure heart, O God, and renew a steadfast spirit within me. Do not cast me from your presence or take your Holy Spirit from me. Restore to me the joy of your salvation and grant me a willing spirit, to sustain me.

My sacrifice, O God, is a broken spirit; a broken and contrite heart you, God, will not despise.
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Today, we begin with ashes.

We come to church, or we sit in a quiet moment, and we hear the words: "Remember that you are dust, and to dust you shall return." It is not a message our modern ears want to hear. We prefer to remember that we are successful, capable, in control. We prefer to look forward, not inward.

But the season of Lent invites us to do something counter-cultural: it invites us to tell the truth.

And David, the shepherd king who wrote this psalm, knew something about the power of truth. This prayer was born in his darkest hour, after his catastrophic failures—adultery, deception, even murder. For months, he had hidden. He had pretended. He had gone through the motions of being king while his soul withered in silence.

Then the prophet Nathan confronted him, and the walls came down. And from the rubble of his denial, David cried out words that have become the prayer of every honest heart for three thousand years: "Have mercy on me, O God."

What is striking is that David doesn't make excuses. He doesn't blame his circumstances or the people around him. He stands naked before God and says, "Against you only have I sinned." In that moment, he understands something profound: all sin, at its core, is a rupture in our relationship with God. It is turning away from the Source of Life and seeking life elsewhere.

And yet—here is the miracle of Ash Wednesday—David also understands something else. He knows that a broken heart is not the end. It is the beginning.

"A broken and contrite heart, O God, you will not despise."

Think of that. The Creator of the universe, the One who spoke stars into being, looks at a human being sitting in the rubble of their own failure and says, "This? This broken heart? This I treasure. This I will not turn away."

The ashes on our foreheads are not a mark of shame. They are a mark of honesty. They are an outward sign of an inward decision:

to stop pretending, to stop hiding, and to let God meet us in the dusty, fragile truth of who we really are.

Lent is not about making ourselves miserable. It is about making ourselves available. And availability begins with honesty.

So today, as you begin this journey, you are invited to do one thing: tell the truth. Not the polished, presentable version of the truth. The real truth. The dust-and-ashes truth. The truth that God already knows and already loves.

You are dust. And to dust you shall return. But here is the good news we will spend forty days learning: God does not despise the dust. God creates from it.
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

What would it look like for you to stop hiding from God—and from yourself—today? Is there one honest thing you need to say, one area of your life you need to bring into the light?

––––––––
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PRAYER:

Merciful God, I come to you today with dust on my forehead and honesty in my heart. You already know me completely, and still you love me. Create in me a clean heart, O God. Renew a right spirit within me. And in this season of Lent, teach me that my brokenness is not the end of my story—it is the place where you begin.

Amen.
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DAY 2

THE WEIGHT OF SILENCE

PSALM 32:1-7
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Blessed is the one whose transgressions are forgiven, whose sins are covered. Blessed is the one whose sin the Lord does not count against them and in whose spirit is no deceit.

When I kept silent, my bones wasted away through my groaning all day long. For day and night your hand was heavy on me; my strength was sapped as in the heat of summer.

Then I acknowledged my sin to you and did not cover up my iniquity. I said, "I will confess my transgressions to the Lord." And you forgave the guilt of my sin.

Therefore let all the faithful pray to you while you may be found; surely the rising of the mighty waters will not reach them. You are my hiding place; you will protect me from trouble and surround me with songs of deliverance.
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Yesterday, we stood at the threshold of Lent with ashes on our foreheads and honesty on our lips. We heard David's cry: "Create in me a clean heart, O God." It was a prayer of confession, of laying bare the soul before the One who already knows us completely.

But today's psalm takes us one step further. It shows us what happens before that cry—and what happens after.

Look closely at verses 3 and 4. David describes a season of silence. "When I kept silent, my bones wasted away." He is not talking about a peaceful, contemplative silence. He is talking about the silence of denial. The silence of hiding. The silence of pretending that everything is fine when, inside, everything is falling apart.

He describes it physically. His bones wasted away. God's hand was heavy upon him. His strength was sapped, like a man lying exhausted in the summer heat. This is what unconfessed sin does to the human soul. It is not that God is punishing us from a distance. It is that our very being—body, mind, and spirit—was not designed to carry the weight of hidden things.

We were made for wholeness, for integrity, for lives where what is inside matches what is outside. When we divide ourselves, when we hide pieces of ourselves even from our own awareness, something in us begins to wither.

Have you ever felt this? That vague, persistent heaviness you cannot quite name? The exhaustion that sleep does not cure? The sense that you are somehow less than fully alive? It may be that somewhere, in some corner of your heart, you are keeping silent about something that needs to be brought into the light.

And then comes the turning point. Verse 5: "Then I acknowledged my sin to you and did not cover up my iniquity. I said, 'I will confess my transgressions to the Lord.' And you forgave the guilt of my sin."

Notice: the confession is not elaborate. David does not bargain or make excuses. He simply stops hiding. He brings what was hidden into the presence of God. And God—the God who already knew, who was already waiting—responds not with anger but with forgiveness.

The weight lifts.

David's language shifts dramatically. He goes from wasting bones and heavy hands to being surrounded by "songs of deliverance." He discovers that God is not an accuser waiting to pounce, but a hiding place—a refuge, a shelter, a place of safety.

This is the great paradox of the spiritual life. When we hide from God, we are actually hiding from our own wholeness. But when we stop hiding, when we bring our full, broken, honest selves into God's presence, we find that God has been waiting to hide us—to cover us, protect us, and surround us with joy.

Lent is not about making ourselves miserable. It is about letting go of the misery of hiding so we can receive the joy of being found.
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

Is there something you have been keeping silent about—a wound unspoken, a failure unconfessed, a truth you have been afraid to name? What might it look like to bring it into the light today, not with shame, but with the simple honesty that God is waiting to receive you?

––––––––
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Prayer:

God of all mercy, you know me completely, and still you love me. I am tired of carrying weight I was never meant to bear. Teach me the freedom of honesty. Show me that confession is not a trap but a doorway. And when I bring my hidden places into your light, surround me with the songs of deliverance only you can sing. Amen.
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DAY 3
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WHEN THE WEIGHT IS TOO MUCH

PSALM 38:1-10, 15, 21-22
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Lord, do not rebuke me in your anger or discipline me in your wrath. Your arrows have pierced me, and your hand has come down on me.

Because of your wrath there is no health in my body; there is no soundness in my bones because of my sin. My guilt has overwhelmed me like a burden too heavy to bear.

My wounds fester and are loathsome because of my sinful folly. I am bowed down and brought very low; all day long I go about mourning. My back is filled with searing pain; there is no health in my body. I am feeble and utterly crushed; I groan in anguish of heart.

All my longings lie open before you, Lord; my sighing is not hidden from you. My heart pounds, my strength fails me; even the light has gone from my eyes.

Lord, I wait for you; you will answer, Lord my God.

Lord, do not forsake me; do not be far from me, my God. Come quickly to help me, my Lord and my Savior.
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There are days when faith does not feel like a gentle resting in God's love. There are days when it feels exactly like this psalm.

Read those words again. Feel their weight. "My guilt has overwhelmed me like a burden too heavy to bear." "My wounds fester and are loathsome." "I am feeble and utterly crushed." "Even the light has gone from my eyes."

This is not polite, Sunday-morning religion. This is a human being in the depths, crying out with nothing left to hide. This is David—or whoever wrote these words— giving voice to the kind of despair that does not have neat sentences or tidy conclusions. This is the sound of a soul in freefall.

And here is the remarkable thing: someone thought this prayer was worth preserving. The ancient community of faith, the people who compiled the Psalms, looked at this raw, anguished cry and said, "Yes. This belongs. This is prayer too."

Why? Because they knew something that we often forget: God can handle our darkness.

We are the ones who struggle with it. We want to fix it, explain it, or hurry past it. We want to get to the part where David remembers God's faithfulness and breaks into praise. But in this psalm, the praise is barely a whisper. Verse 15 offers a thin thread of hope—"Lord, I wait for you"—and the final verses are a desperate plea: "Do not forsake me... come quickly to help me." The psalm ends not with resolution, but with reaching.

Sometimes that is where we live. Sometimes the best we can do is to reach.

Lent gives us permission to sit in this space. It tells us that we do not have to pretend to be okay. We do not have to manufacture joy or force ourselves to feel grateful. We can come to God exactly as we are: feeble














PSALM 6:1-9




























DAY 5
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