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The Faithfulness of God

Almighty and loving God,

we thank you for the assurance we have

that you are always with us,

that in you we will find help and strength

in times of trouble,

that whatever we face

you will always be there to reach out and save us.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

We thank you that you are present

not only here but everywhere,

that no one is outside your love,

and no place beyond your concern.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

We thank you that you hold firmly to us,

even when we try and struggle from your grasp.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

We thank you that your mercy never runs dry,

despite our repeated faithlessness.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

We thank you that your patience is never exhausted,

no matter how many times we let you down.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

So now we worship you,

you who alone are God,

worthy of all praise and honour.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

We come with gladness and thanksgiving,

joy and celebration.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

We come in awe and wonder, hope and faith.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

We come to make our confession,

offer our petition, and bring our intercessions.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

Almighty and loving God,

take our faith, weak though it is.

Kindle the sparks of life within us

and fan a new flame within our hearts;

and so may we set out with renewed purpose,

resolved to live and work for you,

In the assurance that you are with us,

now and always.

Great is your faithfulness,

from one generation to another.

Thanks be to God.

Amen

Nick Fawcett

God’s Faithfulness

Gracious and loving God,

we thank you for your great faithfulness,

your wonderful and constant love,

your care that is never exhausted,

and your purpose that will not be defeated.

Loving God,

you have been our refuge

from one generation to another,

And we thank you.

We thank you for the way you have chosen

and called your people throughout history – 

Abraham, called to walk in faith to an unknown future;

Moses, called to lead your people out of Egypt;

the prophets, called to proclaim your word

and make known your will;

the disciples, called to leave everything

and follow Jesus Christ;

and countless other individuals,

called across the years and throughout the world to be your church.

Loving God,

you have been our refuge

from one generation to another,

And we thank you.

Gracious and loving God,

we thank you that though your faithfulness

has soften been returned with faithlessness,

your love so often met with rejection,

and your purpose so often frustrated,

you have not let us go,

but continue to call us your children,

delighting in our response, poor though it may be.

Loving God,

you have been our refuge

from one generation to another,

And we thank you.

Gracious and loving God,

receive our thanks,

and help us to follow 

where you would lead us.

In the name of Christ.

Amen

Nick Fawcett

Holy and eternal God,

give us such trust in your sure purpose,

that we measure our lives not by what we have done or failed to do,

but by our faithfulness to you.

Anglican Church in Aotearoa, New Zealand and Polynesia.

Anglican Prayer Book

Let us remember those people

who have taken us by the hand

in important moments on our faith journey.

Thanks be to God for good and faithful friends.

They have been lights for our journey

and as palm branches spread on our way,

as cups of living water held to our lips,

as healing oil poured on our heads

and as wise ones for our guiding.

Dorothy McRae-McMahon

On the road we find our God walking alongside

as though knowing where we are going,

travelling with our questions and fears,

opening for us wisdom,

from one who knows the journey,

who has never really left the road of life

for the greener fields of heaven.

In our minds we find our God,

lifting the veil from mysteries,

calling us away from easy fantasies,

joining us on our way,

measured step by honest step,

looking reality in the face,

in the counting of the cost of risen life.

In our hearts we find our God,

responding to our need

for company which stays towards the night,

sharing our table

and taking the things we know

in hands which break and bless

and give all that we need

for the lifting of our lives in hope.

Dorothy McRae-McMahon

Lord Jesus Christ,

we know we can never repay

the love you showed us on the cross,

however we may try, 

but what we can do is show how much it means to us.

And we can do that most of all through staying close to you,

seeking your will and obeying your voice.

It is this which will breathe life into our faith and worship;

this which will prove the words on our lips

through the light in our lives – 

your purpose guiding our footsteps,

your love shining from our hearts.

Lord Jesus Christ, it may not be easy,

it may even be costly,

but help us to stay true to you,

just as you stayed true to us.

Amen 

Nick Fawcett

Mary Magdalene

Help us to remember,

when we feel unfairly maligned,

the faithful witness of Mary Magdalene,

wrongly recalled as a harlot,

yet the first to see the risen Lord,

and the first to proclaim

the good news of the resurrection.

Martha Horne (adapted)

We see a gardener

Risen Lord,

so often encountered,

so seldom recognised,

you meet us in the garden of our hearts,

on the lonely roads of our lives,

our empty beaches, and greet us.

But in our blindness,

we mistake you for someone else.

Through our tears, we see a gardener;

in our weariness and wariness, a stranger.

But you call us back to ourselves.

Forgive us our hard-heartedness,

our lack of understanding.

Open our eyes and our ears to you,

wherever you are found,

and give us grace to love you with abandon,

to throw ourselves into your service,

as Mary threw herself at your feet,

as Peter threw himself into the sea.

Amen

Jennifer Heckart

Mary of Magdala

A nudge and a wink your assessment.

It has suited men so.

To admit to alternatives

would be too upsetting.

Yet consider the evidence:

healed of an illness unspecified,

(subject of much speculation);

named first of the women

whose ministry nourished and cared for him;

leader, a force to be reckoned with;

love marked by faithfulness,

courage too, there at the cross.

First of the witnesses,

you met the risen Lord,

you were sent first with the News,

meeting incredulous men

who dismissed you

as bearer of women’s tales.

From that day forward, women have

shown they have insight:

men have been slow to believe.

Ann Lewin  

Prayer

Gracious God,

we try so hard to put the past behind us,

to let go and start again,

but all too often mistakes we imagined long buried

return to haunt us.

We do our best to make amends,

but there are times

when even if we can learn to live with the wounds,

others can’t, scars running deep and hurts hard to forget.

But you are always there to offer us a new beginning,

no matter how foolish we have been

or how many opportunities we have wasted.

Whatever we may have done,

you grant us free and total forgiveness,

a new page on which to start a fresh chapter.

The past is done with, the future before us – 

and nothing can ever change that.

Receive our thanks and lead us forward,

in the name of Christ our Saviour.

Amen 

Nick Fawcett

Cairns

Eternal pilgrims we,

on the sometimes broken

sometimes silken

path

we call our lives.

Longing pilgrims we,

hungrily seeking

stones and rocks

all shapes and sizes

to point the way.

Blessed pilgrims we,

when the stories of our lives

sometimes broken

sometimes silken

are deemed cairns

by the one who truly listens.

Grateful pilgrims we,

gathering stones and rocks,

and with the one who truly listens

patiently creating

a cairn of balance

that reaches toward

heaven.

Wise pilgrims we,

as we bless the cairn

bless the sometimes broken

sometimes silken

path

we call our lives,

and know that

heaven is the gift

of welcoming

the broken and the silken

with equal measure.

Jennifer (Jinks) Hoffmann 

The House on the Rock - (Matthew 7: 24 – 27) 

You know, I have this feeling

that the wise man who built on the rock,

had previously built a house on the sand.

He’d learned that sand meant wasted effort

and solid rock was the way to go.

How much wiser that man was

than the one who built on the rock

simply because he didn’t know

the sand was there.

Mind you, for people like me,

that wisdom is hard won.

I built several houses on the sand

before the message got home.

Maybe that’s why I value rock so much.

At times, I’ve heard people say

that they don’t know why God

allows the pain of sin in this world.

Well, if I substitute sand for sin,

I think I have something close

to an answer.

Joy Cowley

Stones

Today I came to a shining beach

covered with a litany of stones;

gravel, pebbles, boulders, many colours,

each one like a word of praise

and the whole, a triumphant song.

As I picked up stones at random,

feeling their skin against mine,

and absorbing the loveliness of them,

I thought that I was a bit like that beach,

with every stone a gesture of love

from a person who’d cared about me

at some time in my life.

From the moment of conception,

when God spoke and I was,

love has shaped my being

and the givers are still with me,

contained within their gifts,

people who’ve laid a litany of loving,

stone by stone, word by word, touch by touch,

showing me the truth of my existence.

For a long time I sat on that beach,

adding to its song, my own gratitude,

and when I shut my eyes and tried to imagine

what the beach would look like

without all those shining stones,

I understood in a new and deeper way,

the meaning of my life as gift.

Joy Cowley

Eucharist 

I am not worthy to receive You.

Sunlight slants through high windows

across a line of faces and upturned hands.

My own cupped hands are not empty.

They are brimming with weariness,

tired words of denial and betrayal.

Trade and exchange.

I am not worthy to receive You

but only say the word.

This now is the interior moment.

In a cave of silence, heads bowed,

we hold out our hearts like begging bowls

for the One who has shared many meals

with us, and who will go on giving

no matter what.

I am not worthy to receive You

but only say the word

and I shall be healed.

Now there is the hush of peace,

as we move back to our seats,

our hands empty, our hearts full,

transaction completed.

We kneel in gratitude.

The miracle is not in the bread made body

but in the darkness turned to light

Joy Cowley

