
This liturgy is designed for use in your homes, your gardens or anywhere else you may 
find yourselves. Some of you may be in small groups, others may be alone- either is fine. 
What follows is a framework that you can alter if the desire arises, and which contains 
a few additional elements you can opt to partake of.  
 
The framework here is just that; it is not an entry into worship in and of itself. 
Therefore, I suggest you ready yourselves by finding somewhere as comfortable, 
spacious, and beautiful as possible, and still yourselves before you begin. You may like 
to light a candle to be a focus as you worship, and to remind you that you gather in the 
presence of Christ.  
 
As you gather, you might like to have some pens/pencils/markers and paper with you 
to engage fully. If you are worshipping with a small group, you might like to elect one 
person to lead, or take turns leading through the different sections. I suggest you at 
least take turns praying out loud, and divide up the scripture reading among you. Be 
prepared to pray extemporaneously (that is prayer that is not pre-written or prepared) 
at times, and to bring the person that you are into this time of worship.  
 
And remember, you are none of you alone.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



A Service of Worship 
 
Call to worship  
 
The love and good humour of Messiah Jesus be with you all. 
And also with you. 
  
Before time existed and the universe began its long unfolding, 
God was God. 
When the stars were finding their places, and planets their orbits, 
God was God. 
When the earth took shape and life came in splendid profusion, 
God was God. 
When Abraham and Sarah began their journey of faith, 
God was God. 
When Jesus came among us, bearing and living the Gospel of peace, 
God was God. 
When tomorrow you look back and remember today, you can say, 
God was God 
 
The holy One, the most beautiful One, the most merciful One, 
whom the human mind cannot comprehend, was before the beginning, 
will be after the end, and fills every present moment with Presence and 
Purpose. 
  
Let us worship God.   
  
Prayer of Approach  
Loving God, more, much more 
            to learn of you and trust you, 
            to cherish and serve you 
            to love, worship and adore you, 
            this is our prayer; 
through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Amen. 
  
Prayer of Letting Go 
  



Coming to God for honest assessment and correction, is one of the great privileges of 
being a Christian. 
  
Let us pray. 
  
Most lovely and most loving God,  
We place the transcript of our daily lives before you, written on the fabric of 
our being, and we pray that you will edit our story with the radical love of 
Christ Jesus. 
  
We are all not as friends think we are, we are not even what we imagine 
ourselves to be. Our insight is defective and we are not able to read ourselves 
accurately. You alone see the full text, the lines of glory, the pages of shame, 
the many grey paragraphs, and the unfinished sentences. 
  
Look upon us with your saving mercy, loving God. 
Please forgive and delete every single thing that is unlovely and unloving. 
Correct and restructure all that is misshapen. 
Highlight the things worth repeating or enlarging. 
Rephrase the unfinished sentences so that they may continue on to declare 
your glory. 
  
You alone are capable, you alone can be trusted to deal with all the secret 
pages of mind and heart. Make us more yours than we have ever been before, 
and in being more yours, become more truly ourselves. Through Christ Jesus 
our Saviour. 
Amen! 
 
We are assured of forgiveness!   
Listen to the Good News: “Here is love. Not our love of God but God’s love 
for us in giving us the true Son to be the remedy for the pollution of our sins.” 
In the name of the Son of God- light of the world, friend of sinners, rescuer of 
the lost, healer of the broken, joy of the redeemed- I declare to you: Yours 
sins are forgiven and the pages of your life made new! 
Thanks be to God. 
  
 
 



Early word 
See video link  
 
 
Scripture Readings 
 
Genesis 32:22-31 
Jacob was left alone; and a man wrestled with him until daybreak. When the 
man saw that he did not prevail against Jacob, he struck him on the hip 
socket; and Jacob’s hip was put out of joint as he wrestled with him. Then he 
said, “Let me go, for the day is breaking.” But Jacob said, “I will not let you 
go, unless you bless me.” So he said to him, “What is your name?” And he 
said, “Jacob.” Then the man said, “You shall no longer be called Jacob, but 
Israel, for you have striven with God and with humans, and have 
prevailed.” Then Jacob asked him, “Please tell me your name.” But he said, 
“Why is it that you ask my name?” And there he blessed him. So Jacob called 
the place Peniel, saying, “For I have seen God face to face, and yet my life is 
preserved.” The sun rose upon him as he passed Penuel, limping because of 
his hip. 
 
(See video of my chat with Monica Melanchthon for a breakdown of this text!) 
 
Matthew 14:1-21 
At that time Herod the ruler heard reports about Jesus; and he said to his 
servants, “This is John the Baptist; he has been raised from the dead, and for 
this reason these powers are at work in him.” For Herod had arrested John, 
bound him, and put him in prison on account of Herodias, his brother Philip’s 
wife, because John had been telling him, “It is not lawful for you to have 
her.” Though Herod wanted to put him to death, he feared the crowd, 
because they regarded him as a prophet. But when Herod’s birthday came, 
the daughter of Herodias danced before the company, and she pleased 
Herod so much that he promised on oath to grant her whatever she might 
ask. Prompted by her mother, she said, “Give me the head of John the Baptist 
here on a platter.” The king was grieved, yet out of regard for his oaths and 
for the guests, he commanded it to be given; he sent and had John beheaded 
in the prison. The head was brought on a platter and given to the girl, who 
brought it to her mother. His disciples came and took the body and buried it; 
then they went and told Jesus. 



 
Now when Jesus heard this, he withdrew from there in a boat to a deserted 
place by himself. But when the crowds heard it, they followed him on foot 
from the towns. When he went ashore, he saw a great crowd; and he had 
compassion for them and cured their sick. When it was evening, the disciples 
came to him and said, “This is a deserted place, and the hour is now late; send 
the crowds away so that they may go into the villages and buy food for 
themselves.” Jesus said to them, “They need not go away; you give them 
something to eat.” They replied, “We have nothing here but five loaves and 
two fish.” And he said, “Bring them here to me.” Then he ordered the crowds 
to sit down on the grass. Taking the five loaves and the two fish, he looked up 
to heaven, and blessed and broke the loaves, and gave them to the disciples, 
and the disciples gave them to the crowds. And all ate and were filled; and 
they took up what was left over of the broken pieces, twelve baskets full. And 
those who ate were about five thousand men, besides women and children. 
 
Reflection  
(written only this week) 
 
I wasn’t going to do a reflection this week, as such. I had the pleasure of 
interviewing my old teacher Monica the other day about her take on the old 
testament reading for today, and as that’s got some pretty rich stuff in it 
(seriously, watch it) my plan was to let that stand on its own.  
 
But, as things tend to do of late, they got a little harder this week. And as 
often happens in times of crisis, I was reminded of a bunch of stuff that I think 
it’s important to remember. So here I am, in word if not in voice.  
 
The reading from Matthew today tells us a very well known story. Starting 
halfway through the reading, Jesus feeds the five thousand. We’ve all heard it, 
we’ve all perhaps wondered about it, we all might feel a certain sort of 
separation from it now as we look at it through the haze of history as well as 
the fog of over-familiarity.  
 
It’s a story of a miracle, which is exciting and weird; the story of Jesus 
perhaps initiating the first thing approaching the practice of communion if you 
want to dig a little deeper; the story of God’s provision for the Israelites 
(remember the Manna in the wilderness?) retold. It’s many things.  



 
But it’s also our story, in some way.  
 
It’s the story of a man who had just heard about a lavish feast for the country’s 
elite, at which his good friend is beheaded for sport. This man, exhausted and 
sad, tries to find some peace of mind in time spent alone and withdraws from 
the people for whom it is his remit to care.  
 
It’s the story of this man being pursued by a crowd who are hungry in a 
number of ways, hungry enough for food both physical and spiritual, for 
change and challenge, that they follow this man wherever he goes.  
 
It’s the story of his followers who wonder what will happen now, and if 
maybe the crowd shouldn’t be sent home to sort out some food for 
themselves, and their discomfort when they realise that Jesus sees this 
provision as their job. 
 
It’s the story of a few bits and pieces pulled from cloaks and bags and offered 
reluctantly to their quiet, steadfast leader, and the wonder that follows.  
 
It’s the story of a second feast, one not for the elite, but one for the 
commoners, the small ones, the forgotten, poor and hungry ones, where 
Jesus offers his presence and care, out of love for those who need him. 
 
 
I’ve been thinking lately about what connects us.  
 
It may seem at the moment that we are not connected, or that whatever 
connection we hold is tenuous at best.  
 
I know it has been difficult for me to feel held by and connected to my friends 
and family, the virus forming a barrier that seems sometimes insurmountable. 
We can’t gather in our old way and find solace and reassurance in our shared 
practice and in the faces of our community. Even those of us who aren’t 
under lockdown can begin to feel as if we are withdrawing into complete 
isolation as the world around us continues to spiral into chaos. 
 



We don’t know what lives the people who came to Jesus lived, or what 
plagued them. We don’t know how alone or otherwise they felt.  
We do know that they came seeking… something.  
 
We know that the soft song of the kingdom of God provoked them to make 
the long trek to listen to the man in the desert, that their longings for 
something new drew them to him like moths to a flame.  
 
I would like to ask, what do we need today?  
Perhaps as you read this with coffee in hand, you are longing for certainty. Or 
help. Or love. Or guidance, or security, or that most elusive of things, hope.  
 
As you hold these longings and desires and the pain their absence causes you, 
picture yourself drawing close through the desert to the man who speaks of 
life, of hope and surprising joy in the most unexpected places. Picture 
yourself suddenly walking alongside others who also carry their longings close 
to their chests. Picture yourself no longer walking alone but finding yourself 
in a vast crowd gathered around the GodMan Jesus.  
 
We don’t know if those who listened to Jesus that day expected lunch, or if 
they had any expectation at all. It’s likely that they didn’t expect Jesus to care 
about their material concerns, because surely he was just a teacher like all 
other teachers before. But we read it in the text: he had compassion on them. 
He would rather have been alone for a bit to grieve his friend and wonder 
what was going on but he saw the crowd and was moved for them. And part 
of this response is, well they’re with us now so let’s feed them shall we? It’s 
worth noting that Jesus rarely quizzed the crowd on what kind of people they 
were or what their spiritual practices were before teaching or feeding them. 
Jesus was interested in them being there, more than how they behaved on the 
way. 
 
Thus, we can safely assume a few things.  
Jesus knows what it’s like to mourn, to feel uncertain, to want to withdraw 
because it seems like you are the only one in a vast plain of hurt. But, Jesus 
sees us, as we are, carrying our losses and our grief and the holes that have 
been left by all that we expected of this year and our lives within it. And, 
Jesus cares. About this loss and our despair, but also about our hungers both 
literal and figurative.  



 
We don’t know what to expect when we draw close to Jesus, when we look 
for the kingdom in the middle of a desert. But we know that when we do, we 
meet a saviour who sees us, really sees, and we know that our needs, as 
painful as they are, join us with all others who seek this man. And we also 
know that when we do, we will be fed, perhaps in a way that takes us 
completely by surprise.  
 
You like me might be missing the practice of communion quite a lot. Another 
reminder gifted to us by this story and indeed by the very presence of Christ 
within and alongside us is that though our tradition of the shared bread and wine 
at the table is vital and lovely and sustaining, it is not the sole method by 
which Christ is shared among us.  
 
In our actual eating, the very provision of our daily meals, we can experience 
the shared presence and love of Christ in the provision of food and the joy of 
eating it. In our shared worship, though distanced, we give thanks (eucharist, 
another word for communion means give thanks) for Jesus’ presence with us 
in our acts of worship and service. In the very presence of our hunger for 
more of the gifts of God, we note the answering promise: we will be fed and 
indeed, all will be fed. 
 
The banquet, messy, dusty and weird that we read about in Matthew reminds 
us that we are a part of the making of a banquet for all at the end of all things- 
the banquet of the bounty of the Lord. We are reminded that the hope of the 
Lord is both now and to come, found lying around us now, and in the 
promise that all will be fed.  
May we seek the glimmers of the kingdom in snacks and in silence,  
may we know the joy of the God who is with us in our every day and in the 
life to come,  
and may we look to one another on the road toward our leader and life giver, 
and know that in this journey we are a part of something bigger than 
ourselves.  
Amen. 
 
Song Feed Us Now Bread of Life 
See video link 
 



Verse 1  
Feed us now, Bread of life, in this holy meal;  
let us know your love anew: we hunger for you.  
Feed us now, Bread of life, come and live within;  
let your peace be ours today, Lord Jesus, we pray.  
 
Verse 2  
Piece of bread, glass of wine: Lord, this food is good;  
love and mercy come to us — your promise we trust.  
Piece of bread, glass of wine; who can understand  
how his mercy works in these? Yet, Lord, we believe.  
 
Verse 3  
God is here, O so near, nearer than our thoughts.  
Stay with us where’er we go; Lord, help us to grow.  
God is here, O so near, in this heaven’s meal.  
May we always feed on you — on the bread that is true. 
 
Prayers for Others 
Knowing God loves and meets us, we bring prayers and petitions for our community and 
the world.  
God of presence and love; 
For the thin skinned who wear every comment as a thorn, and the tough-hided 
who are insensitive to the needs around them. 
  
For the too-generous who can’t seem to say no, and the mean-spirited who 
shut their hearts tightly against compassion. 
  
For the anxious who imagine unseen dangers around every corner, and the 
over-confident who do not think before they leap. 
  
For the young who sometimes think they know it all, and for the foolish 
among the old who believe that ageing automatically bestows wisdom. 
  
For the peacemakers who risk themselves for the cause of reconciliation, and 
for the belligerent who put others at risk to attain their selfish ends. 
  



For politicians who well understand their ignorance and weakness, and those 
who are self deluded enough to see themselves as the wise and infallible. 
  
For the churches who act as if they have all the answers, and for the churches 
that are too reticent about the Gospel committed to their stewardship. 
  
For the sick and injured who long for healing, and for some who become so 
attached to the sympathy they remain an invalid. 
  
For the dying who pray that the end will come quickly, and for others who 
cling frantically to every moment of breath. 
  
For the grieving who wonder if their tears will ever stop flowing, and for 
some whose grief seems banked up like a dam within their hearts. 
 
For all of these, and for those we know and bring to mind now, we ask for 
your truth and love. 
Loving Friend, hear our prayers.  
Amen. 
  
Sending 
On the threshold of a new week, 
remember that you have resources 
that go deeper than the beginning of the universe. 
            We can do all things that are needed, 
            through Christ who strengthens us. 
  
In Christ you are fed and nourished for the journey 
With food that will not spoil. 
             We rejoice in full bellies and hearts 
            and will try to share our bounty with others. 
  
The peace of God that goes beyond all understanding, 
keep your hearts and minds in the knowledge of love of God, 
and of his Son, Jesus Christ our Lord. 
  
And the blessing of the bountiful God, 
Creator, Saviour and Counsellor, 



will be with you as you leave this church 
and for evermore. 
Amen! 
 


