
Midweek Lent Worship 
His Hands 

Ash Wednesday, February 22, 2023 

   These are hands that forever say, Come, Come to Me! 

Prelude 

#915, Today Your Mercy Calls Us 
915 Today Your Mercy Calls Us 
1 Today Your mercy calls us To wash away our sin However great our trespass 
Whatever we have been, However long from mercy Our hearts have turned away,  
Your precious blood can wash us  And make us clean today. 
  
2 Today Your gate is open,  And all who enter in Shall find a Father’s welcome 
 And pardon for their sin. The past shall be forgotten, A present joy be giv’n, 
A future grace be promised,  A glorious crown in heav’n. 
  
3 Today our Father calls us; His Holy Spirit waits; His blessèd angels gather 
 Around the heav’nly gates. No question will be asked us How often we have come; 
Although we oft have wander   It is our Father’s home. 
  
4 O all-embracing Mercy O ever-open Door, What should we do without You When heart and 

eye run o’er? When all things seem against us, To drive us to despair, 
We know one gate is open, One ear will hear our prayer. 

Text: Oswald Allen, 1816–78, alt. 
Text: Public domain 

P: In the name of the Father and of the ✠ Son and of the Holy Spirit. 
   C: Amen. 
P: Have mercy on me, O God, according to Your steadfast love, 
   C: according to Your abundant mercy blot out my transgressions. 
P: Wash me thoroughly from my iniquity, 
   C: and cleanse me from my sin! 
P: For I know my transgressions, 
   C: and my sin is ever before me. 
P: Against You, You only, have I sinned,  
   C: and done what is evil in Your sight. 
P: Behold, I was brought forth in iniquity, 
   C: and in sin did my mother conceive me. 
P: Behold, You delight in truth in the inward being, 



   C: and You teach me wisdom in the secret heart. 
P: Purge me with hyssop, and I shall be clean, 
   C: wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 
P: Let me hear joy and gladness, 
   C: let the bones that You have broken rejoice. 
P: Hide Your face from my sins, 
   C: and blot out all my iniquities. 

P: On this day of ashes, we reflect on our sin-filled lives and seek God’s 
forgiveness. 

Silence is observed. 

P: Most merciful Father, 
   C: I am a sinner.  I have no one to blame, the fault is my own.  I deserve to be 
punished. I am truly sorry for my sins. Yet, for the sake of the loving sacrifice 
of Your Son, I dare to beg for Your forgiveness.  Remove from me the guilt of 
my sin and wash me that I may be whole again.  Help me to be faithful today, 
tomorrow, and every day, by the power of Your Holy Spirit. 
P: Almighty God has had mercy on you and has given His Son to die for you and 
for His sake forgives you all your sins. As a called and ordained servant of Jesus, 
and by His authority, I forgive you all your sins in the name of the Father and of the 
✠ Son and of the Holy Spirit. 
   C: Amen. 
The Imposition of Ashes 
P: Dear brothers and sisters, on this day the Church begins a Holy Season of 
prayerful and penitential reflection. Our attention is especially directed to the Holy 
sufferings and death of Jesus.  From ancient times, the season of Lent has been kept 
as a time of special devotion, self- denial, and humble repentance borne of a faithful 
heart that dwells confidently on His Word and draws from it life and hope. Let us 
pray that our Father in heaven, for the sake of His Son, and in the power of His 
Holy Spirit, might richly bless this Lententide for us so that we may come to Easter 
with glad hearts and keep the feast in sincerity and truth. 

Joel 2:12–19  
P: This is the Word of the Lord. 
   C: Thanks be to God. 



#419, Savior, When in Dust to Thee 
1 Savior, when in dust to Thee Low we bow the_adoring knee;  When, repentant, to the 

skies Scarce we lift our weeping eyes; O, by all Thy pains and woe 
Suffered once for us below, Bending from Thy throne on high, 
    Hear our penitential cry! 

  
2 By Thy helpless infant years, By Thy life of want and tears, By Thy days of deep distress 

    In the savage wilderness, By the dread, mysterious hour Of the_insulting 
tempter’s pow’r, Turn, O turn a fav’ring eye; Hear our penitential cry! 

  
3 By Thine hour of dire despair, By Thine agony of prayer, By the cross, the nail, the 

thorn, Piercing spear, and torturing scorn, By the gloom that veiled the skies 
O’er the dreadful sacrifice, Listen to our humble sigh; Hear our penitential 
cry! 

  
4 By Thy deep expiring groan, By the sad sepulchral stone, By the vault whose dark abode 

    Held in vain the rising God, O, from earth to heav’n restored, 
Mighty, reascended Lord, Bending from Thy throne on high, 
    Hear our penitential cry! 

Text: Robert Grant, 1779–1838, alt. 
Text: Public domain 

  

P: The Lord be with you. 
   C: And also with you. 
P: Together, we pray, 
   C: Almighty and everlasting God, You despise nothing You have made and 
forgive the sins of all who are penitent. Create in us new and contrite hearts 
that lamenting our sins and acknowledging our wretchedness we may, like 
David before us, receive from You full pardon and forgiveness; through Jesus 
Christ, Your Son, our Lord, who lives and reigns with You and the Holy Spirit, 
one God, now and forever, Amen. 

1 Chronicles 21:1–2, 7–19, 26–27  
L: This is the Word of the Lord. 
   C: Thanks be to God. 

2 Corinthians 5:20b–6:10 
L: This is the Word of the Lord. 
   C: Thanks be to God. 

P: The Holy Gospel according to St. Matthew, the 11th Chapter. 
   C: Glory to You, O Lord. 



(Matthew 11:28-30) 
P: This is the Gospel of the Lord. 
   C: Praise to You, O Christ. 

#804, O Worship the King 
804 O Worship the King 
1 O worship the King,  all-glorious above. O gratefully sing  His pow’r and His love; 

Our shield and defender, the Ancient of Days, Pavilioned in splendor 
    and girded with praise. 

  
2 O tell of His might, O sing of His grace, Whose robe is the light, 

    whose canopy space; His chariots of wrath the deep thunderclouds form, 
And dark is His path on the wings of the storm. 

  
3 This earth, with its store of wonders untold, Almighty, Thy pow’r hath founded of old, 

Established it fast  by a changeless decree, And round it hath cast, 
    like a mantle, the sea. 

  
4 Thy bountiful care  what tongue can recite It breathes in the air, it shines in the light, 

It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, And sweetly distills 
    in the dew and the rain. 

  
5 Frail children of dust and feeble as frail, In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fail. 

Thy mercies, how tender, how firm to the end, Our maker, defender, 
    redeemer, and friend! 

  
6 O measureless Might,  ineffable Love, While angels delight  to hymn Thee above, 

Thy humbler creation,  though feeble their lays, 
With true adoration  shall sing to Thy praise. 

Text: Robert Grant, 1779–1838, alt. 
Text: Public domain 

  
The Sermon  Inviting Hands 

The Gathering of our Gifts and Tithes 

Prayers of His Children 
P: Lord in Your mercy   C: hear our prayer. 

P: The Lord be with you. 
   C: And also with you. 
P: Lift up your hearts. 



   C: We lift them to the Lord. 
P: Let us give thanks to the Lord our God. 
   C: It is right to give Him thanks and praise. 

P: It is truly good, right, and salutary that we should at all times and in all places 
give thanks to You, Lord, our God, for You have had mercy on us and sent Your Son 
to bring us salvation. Pour out upon us the gifts of Your Spirit, that we may receive 
Your blessings joyfully serve You in all we do. Grant that we may receive the body 
and blood of our Lord as the guarantee of our salvation and as a foretaste of the 
feast to come in Your eternal kingdom. To You alone, O Father, be all glory, honor, 
and praise, together with the Son and Holy Spirit, now and forever. 
   C: Amen. 

The Words of our Lord 

P: As often as we eat this bread and drink this cup, we proclaim the Lord’s death 
until He comes. 
   C: Amen. Come, Lord Jesus. 

P: Lord, remember us in Your kingdom and teach us to pray, 
   C: LORD’S PRAYER  

Distribution of Holy Communion 

#607, From Depths of Woe I Cry to Thee 
1 From depths of woe I cry to Thee, In trial and tribulation; Bend down Thy gracious ear to me, 
 Lord, hear my supplication. If Thou rememb’rest ev’ry sin, Who then could heaven ever win 

    Or stand before Thy presence? 
  
2 Thy love and grace alone avail    To blot out my transgression; The best and holiest deeds 

must fail To break sin’s dread oppression. Before Thee none can boasting stand, 
But all must fear Thy strict demand  And live alone by mercy. 

  
3 Therefore my hope is in the Lord And not in mine own merit; It rests upon His faithful Word 

    To them of contrite spirit That He is merciful and just; This is my comfort and 
my trust. His help I wait with patience. 

  
4 And though it tarry through the night And till the morning waken, 

My heart shall never doubt His might Nor count itself forsaken. 
O Israel, trust in God your Lord. Born of the Spirit and the Word, 
    Now wait for His appearing. 



  
5 Though great our sins, yet greater still Is God’s abundant favor; His hand of mercy never will 

  Abandon us, nor waver. Our shepherd good and true is He, Who will at last His 
Israel free From all their sin and sorrow. 

Text: tr. Catherine Winkworth, 1827–78, alt.; Martin Luther, 1483–1546 
Text: Public domain 

#609, Jesus Sinners Doth Receive 
1 Jesus sinners doth receive; Oh, may all this saying ponder Who in sin’s delusions live 
And from God and heaven wander! Here is hope for all who grieve: Jesus sinners doth receive. 
  
2 We deserve but grief and shame, Yet His words, rich grace revealing, Pardon, peace, and life 
proclaim; Here our ills have perfect healing. Firmly in these words believe: Jesus sinners doth 

receive. 
  
3 Sheep that from the fold did stray No true shepherd e’er forsaketh; Weary souls that lost their  
way Christ, the Shepherd, gently taketh In His arms that they may live: Jesus sinners doth 

receive. 
  
4 I, a sinner, come to Thee With a penitent confession. Savior, mercy show to me; 
Grant for all my sins remission. Let these words my soul relieve: Jesus sinners doth receive. 
  
5 Oh, how blest it is to know: Were as scarlet my transgression, It shall be as white as snow 
  By Thy blood and bitter passion; For these words I now believe: Jesus sinners doth receive. 
  
6 Now my conscience is at peace;    From the Law I stand acquitted. Christ hath purchased my 
release And my ev’ry sin remitted. Naught remains my soul to grieve: Jesus sinners doth 

receive. 
  
7 Jesus sinners doth receive;  Also I have been forgiven; And when I this earth must leave, 
 I shall find an open heaven. Dying, still to Him I cleave: Jesus sinners doth receive. 
Text: tr. The Lutheran Hymnal, 1941, alt.; Erdmann Neumeister, 1671–1756 

Text: Public domain 

  

#956, Create in Me 
1 Create in me a clean heart, O God, and renew a right spirit within me. 
Cast me not away from Thy presence; and take not Thy Holy Spirit from me. 
Restore unto me the joy of Thy salvation; and uphold me with Thy free spirit. Amen. 
Text: Psalm 51:10–12 

Text: Public domain 

  



P: Together, we pray, 
   C: O God, You desire not the death of sinners, but rather that they turn from 
their wickedness and live. We pray You to have compassion on the frailty of 
our mortal nature, for we acknowledge that we are dust and to dust we shall 
return. Mercifully pardon our sins that we may obtain the promises You have 
laid up for those who are repentant; through Jesus Christ, Your Son, our Lord, 
who lives and reigns with You and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and forever, 
Amen. 

God’s Benediction 

#418, O Lord, throughout These Forty Days 

O Lord, throughout these forty days You prayed and kept the fast; 
Inspire repentance for our sin,   And free us from our past. 
  
2 You strove with Satan, and You won Your faithfulness endured; 

Lend us Your nerve, Your skill and trust In God’s eternal Word. 
  
3 Though parched and hungry, yet You prayed And fixed Your mind above; So teach us to deny 

ourselves, Since we have known God’s love. 
  
4 Be with us through this season, Lord,   And all our earthly days, That when the final Easter 

dawns,  We join in heaven’s praise. 
Text: based on Claudia F. Hernaman, 1838–98; para. Gilbert E. Doan, 1930 

Text: © 1978 Lutheran Book of Worship. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110001748 

  


