
Prayer for Recovery from Grave Illness

To the leader: with stringed instruments; according to The 

Sheminith. A Psalm of David.
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MEDITATION:  “GREAT IS THY FAITHFULNESS” 
By Rev. Shalimar Holderly  4/21/2020 
 
One of my favorite hymns is “Great is Thy Faithfulness” 
written by Thomas Chisholm in 1923 at the age of 57.  Thom-
as grew up in Kentucky.  He began teaching school at the age 
of 16.  At the age of 27 he had a significant conversion expe-
rience at a revival meeting.  He then worked as a Methodist 
minister for a year before having to resign due to his poor 
health.  Over his lifetime, Thomas wrote over 1200 sacred 
poems. The best known of those poems is “Great is Thy 
Faithfulness” which was set to music by William Runyan.   

 
Great is Thy faithfulness,” O God my Father, 

There is no shadow of turning with Thee; 
Thou changest not, Thy compassions, they fail not 

As Thou hast been Thou forever wilt be.  
Great is Thy faithfulness!” “Great is Thy faithfulness!” 

Morning by morning new mercies I see; 
All I have needed Thy hand hath provided— 

Great is Thy faithfulness,” Lord, unto me! 
 

The song “Great is Thy Faithfulness” is a song that often fills 
us with hope—reminding us of the many ways God has been 
faithful to us throughout our lives.  I’ve always found it strik-
ing that the biblical root of this song of hope and faith stems, 
not from one of the psalms of praise, but from a verse found 
in the depths of lament in Lamentations 3.  A lament is a 
“passionate expression of grief or sorrow.”  The book of 
Lamentations is an extended expression of the author’s sor-
row over the destruction of Jerusalem in 586 B.C.  In the 
midst of this language of sorrow, as the author lays bare be-
fore God the depth of his pain and despair, he pens a most 
marvelous verse.  After describing his situation as 
“wormwood and gall”—a phrase that refers to a source of 
bitter mortification and grief, wormwood being a plant with 
a bitter taste and gall being the form of bile secreted by the 
liver, he pens these words:  “But this I call to mind, and 
therefore I have hope:  The steadfast love of the Lord never 
ceases, his mercies never come to an end; they are new eve-
ry morning; great is your faithfulness.” 
 
We will all face periods of lament in our lives, times when life 
is bitter and our spirits are crushed.  The author of Lamenta-
tions reminds us that even in the midst of devastation, God is 
faithful.  God’s mercies never cease! 
 
As you lament our myriad losses in the face of the COVID 19 
pandemic, where you do notice God’s mercies?  How has 
God been faithful to you during this season and other sea-
sons of lament in your life? 

LAMENTATIONS 3:1-24 

 

I am one who has seen affliction 
    under the rod of God’s wrath; 
2 he has driven and brought me 
    into darkness without any light; 
3 against me alone he turns his hand, 
    again and again, all day long. 

4 He has made my flesh and my skin waste away, 
    and broken my bones; 
5 he has besieged and enveloped me 
    with bitterness and tribulation; 
6 he has made me sit in darkness 
    like the dead of long ago.  

7 He has walled me about so that I cannot escape; 
    he has put heavy chains on me; 
8 though I call and cry for help, 
    he shuts out my prayer; 
9 he has blocked my ways with hewn stones, 
    he has made my paths crooked. 

10 He is a bear lying in wait for me, 
    a lion in hiding; 
11 he led me off my way and tore me to pieces; 
    he has made me desolate; 
12 he bent his bow and set me 
    as a mark for his arrow. 

13 He shot into my vitals 
    the arrows of his quiver; 
14 I have become the laughingstock of all my people, 
    the object of their taunt-songs all day long. 
15 He has filled me with bitterness, 
    he has sated me with wormwood. 

16 He has made my teeth grind on gravel, 
    and made me cower in ashes; 
17 my soul is bereft of peace; 
    I have forgotten what happiness is; 
18 so I say, “Gone is my glory, 
    and all that I had hoped for from the Lord.” 

19 The thought of my affliction and my homelessness 
    is wormwood and gall! 
20 My soul continually thinks of it 
    and is bowed down within me. 
21 But this I call to mind, 
    and therefore I have hope: 

22 The steadfast love of the Lord never ceases, 
    his mercies never come to an end; 
23 they are new every morning; 
    great is your faithfulness. 
24 “The Lord is my portion,” says my soul, 
    “therefore I will hope in him.” 


