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This is the St Mary’s & All Saints Wordle – a word cloud produced from all 

the words that people wrote down about how they feel in church.  



 



The Lord showed me a spiritual vision of his familiar love.  And in this 

vision he showed me a little thing, the size of a hazel nut, lying in the 

palm of my hand, and to my mind’s eye it was as round as any ball. I 

looked at it and thought, ‘what can this be?’ And the answer came to 

me, ‘It is all that is made’.  I wondered how it could last, for it was so 

small I thought it might suddenly disappear. And the answer in my 

mind was, ‘It lasts, and will last for ever because God love it; and in the 

same way everything exists through the love of God.’    

Julian of Norwich, Revelations of Divine Love 

 

Lord God, thank you for knowing me better than I know myself,  

and for allowing me to know myself better than others know me. 

Make me, I pray, better than they suppose, 

and forgive me for what they do not know.  

Abu Bakr, Father in law of Mohammed 

 

Visit, we beseech thee, O Lord, this place, 

and drive far from it all the snares of the enemy; 

let thy holy angels dwell herein to preserve us in peace; 

and may thy blessing be upon us evermore; 

Through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

Compline 

 

Be present, O merciful God, 

and protect us through the silent hours of this night, 

so that we who are wearied 

by the changes and chances of this fleeting world, 

may repose upon thy eternal changelessness; 

Through Jesus Christ our Lord.  Amen. 

Compline 



O Lord, thou hast searched me out, and known me, thou knowest my 

down-sitting, and mine up-rising; thou understandest my thoughts long 

before. Thou art about my path, and about my bed  and spiest out all my 

ways. For lo, there is not a word in my tongue  but thou, O Lord, knowest 

it altogether. Thou hast fashioned me behind and before and laid thine 

hand upon me. Such knowledge is too wonderful and excellent for me  I 

cannot attain it. 

  Whither shall I go then from thy Spirit or whither shall I go then from thy 

presence?  If I climb up into heaven, thou art there; if I go down to hell, 

thou art there also. If I take the wings of the morning and remain in the 

uttermost parts of the sea; Even there also shall thy hand lead me  

 and thy right hand shall hold me. If I say, Peradventure the darkness 

shall cover me then shall my night be turned to day. Yea, the darkness is 

no darkness with thee, but the night is as clear as the day; the darkness 

and light to thee are both alike. 

  For my reins are thine, thou hast covered me in my mother’s womb. 

I will give thanks unto thee, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made; 

marvellous are thy works, and that my soul knoweth right well. My bones 

are not hid from thee though I be made secretly, and fashioned beneath 

in the earth. Thine eyes did see my substance, yet being imperfect and in 

thy book were all my members written; Which day by day were fashioned  

 when as yet there was none of them. 

  How dear are thy counsels unto me, O God O how great is the sum of 

them! If I tell them, they are more in number than the sand; when I wake 

up I am present with thee. 

Surely thou wilt slay the wicked, O God: depart from me therefore, ye 

bloody men. For they speak against thee wickedly, and thine enemies 

take thy name in vain. Do not I hate them, O Lord, that hate thee?  and 

am not I grieved with those that rise up against thee? I hate them with 

perfect hatred: I count them mine enemies. 

 Try me, O God, and seek the ground of my heart prove me, and examine 

my thoughts.  Look well if there be any way of wickedness in me and lead 

me in the way everlasting. 

Psalm 139 

 



We seem to give them back to you, O God, who gave them to us. 
Yet as you did not lose them in giving,  

so we do not lose them by their return.   

What you give, you take not away,  

for what is yours is ours also if we are yours.   

And life is eternal and love is immortal, and death is only a horizon,  

and a horizon is nothing save the limit of our sight.   

Lift us up, strong Son of God, that we may see further;  

cleanse our eyes that we may see more clearly;  

draw us closer to yourself that we may know ourselves  

to be nearer to our loved ones who are with you.   

And while you prepare a place for us,  

prepare us also for that happy place,  

that where you are we may be also for evermore.  Amen 

Bishop Brent 

 

Last night I had the strangest dream, I’d never dreamed before: 

I dreamed the world had all agreed to put an end to war. 

I dreamed I saw a mighty room, and the room was full of men 

and the paper they were signing said they’d never fight again. 

And then the paper was all signed, and a million copies made 

they all joined hands, and bowed their heads,  

and grateful prayers were prayed. 

And the people in the streets below were dancing round and round 

while swords and guns, and uniforms, lay scattered on the ground. 

But when I woke and found the world as troubled as before, 

with some people, in the name of God, declaring Holy War; 

so now I pray, with all my heart, to their God and to mine: 

Come fill the world with your love and peace,  

before we all run out of time. 

Last night I had the strangest dream, I’d never dreamed before: 

I dreamed the world had all agreed to put an end to war. 

v.1&2 by Ed McCurdy 

v.3 by Chris Bylett 



What a friend we have in Jesus, 
All our sins and griefs to bear! 

What a privilege to carry 
Everything to God in prayer! 

Oh, what peace we often forfeit, 
Oh, what needless pain we bear, 

All because we do not carry 
Everything to God in prayer! 

Have we trials and temptations? 
Is there trouble anywhere? 

We should never be discouraged— 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Can we find a friend so faithful, 
Who will all our sorrows share? 

Jesus knows our every weakness; 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Are we weak and heavy-laden, 
Cumbered with a load of care? 

Precious Savior, still our refuge— 
Take it to the Lord in prayer. 

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee? 
Take it to the Lord in prayer! 

In His arms He’ll take and shield thee, 
Thou wilt find a solace there. 

Blessed Savior, Thou hast promised 
Thou wilt all our burdens bear; 
May we ever, Lord, be bringing 
All to Thee in earnest prayer. 

Soon in glory bright, unclouded, 
There will be no need for prayer— 

Rapture, praise, and endless worship 
Will be our sweet portion there. 

 
Back through the years I go wanderin’ once again 

Back to the seasons of my youth 

I recall a box of rags that someone gave us 

And how my momma put the rags to use 

There were rags of many colors, every piece was small 



And I didn't have a coat, and it was way down in the fall 

Momma sewed the rags together, sewin every piece with love 

She made my coat of many colors that I was so proud of 

As she sewed, she told a story from the bible, she had read 

About a coat of many colors Joseph wore and then she said 

Perhaps this coat will bring you good luck and happiness 

And I just couldnt wait to wear it, and momma blessed it with a kiss 

 

My coat of many colors that my momma made for me 

Made only from rags but I wore it so proudly 

Although we had no money I was rich as I could be 

In my coat of many colors my momma made for me 

 

So with patches on my britches, holes in both my shoes 

In my coat of many colors I hurried off to school 

Just to find the others laughing, and making fun of me 

In my coat of many colors my momma made for me 

 

And oh I couldn’t understand it, for I felt I was rich 

And I told them of the love my momma sewed in every stitch 

And I told em all the story momma told me while she sewed 

And how my coat of many colors was worth more than all their clothes 

 

But they didn't understand it, and I tried to make them see 

That one is only poor only if they choose to be 

Now I know we had no money but I was rich as I could be 

In my coat of many colors my momma made for me, 

Made just for me. 

Dolly Parton 

 

Who seeks for heaven alone to save his soul, 
May keep the path, but will not reach the goal; 
While he who walks in love may wander far, 
Yet God will bring him where the blessed are. 

Unknown 

 



Do not stand at my grave and weep; 

I am not there, I do not sleep. 

I am a thousand winds that blow. 

I am the diamond glints on snow. 

I am the sunlight on ripened grain. 

I am the gentle autumn rain. 

When you awaken in the morning’s hush 

I am the swift uplifting rush 

of quiet birds in circled flight. 

I am the soft stars that shine at night.  

Do not stand at my grave and cry; 

I am not there, I do not die. 

 

Give us, Lord, a bit of sun, 

a bit or work and a bit of fun. 

Give us in all the struggle and splutter 

our daily bread, and a bit of butter. 

Give us health, our keep to make, 

and a bit to spare for others’ sake. 

Give us, too, a bit of a song, 

and a tale and a book to help us along. 

Give us, Lord, a chance to be 

our goodly best, brave, wise and free; 

our goodly best for ourselves and others 

‘til all men learn to live as brothers. 

Amen. 

 

And so full surely that before ever God made us, he loved us. And this 
love has never faded nor ever shall. And in this love he has made all 
things profitable to us, and in this love our life is everlasting. In our 
making we had beginning, but the love in which he made us was in 
him from without beginning, in which love we have our beginning. 

Julian of Norwich 

 



Grandma’s Prayer 

To hope, and not to turn away 

when things go sadly wrong. 

To seek, and find, the best in folk, 

the weak ones and head-strong. 

To be a friend, and stay a friend, 

though out of sight and touch, 

and to meet life’s disappointments 

and not to grieve too much. 

To hold fast to the things we know 

and accept life’s strange design, 

not wearying when the storms shall come 

but to know the sun will shine. 

To pray not just for things we need 

nor when we meet defeat, 

but to ask that God will give us strength 

our life’s tasks to complete. 

 

O Father of Mercies and God of all Comfort, our only help in time of 
need, I come unto Thee for help to meet the trials of advancing years. 
Look graciously upon me and, the more the outward man decays, 
strengthen me the more continually with Thy Grace in the inner man, 
giving me courage and patience to bear the infirmities, privations, 
sorrows and loneliness of old age. 
Help me fight successfully its temptations to be exacting, 
unreasonable, irritable and complaining. Preserve my mental faculties 
unimpaired to the end. Keep my heart and affections warm, so that I 
may never fail to sympathise joys and interests of others and to be 
deeply grateful for the love and forbearance of those around me. So fit 
and prepare me against the hour of my death that I may be able to 
face it fearlessly, trusting in Thy promise to be with me as I pass 
through the Dark Valley, so that, departing in peace, my sould may be 
received into Thy Everlasting Kingdom.  
 

By an elderly person who has endured much pain and suffering 

 



God be in my head, 
And in my understanding; 

God be in mine eyes, 
And in my looking; 

God be in my mouth 
And in my speaking; 
God be in my heart, 
And in my thinking; 
God be at my end  

and at my departing. 
Sixteenth century 

 

 

Jesus Christ is a translation of God into our language. It is as if I were 
confronted with a book which I knew to be of immense importance to 
me, but which was, unfortunately for me, written in German. Because 
the book is obviously of great importance, I blunder along at it with a 
dictionary and a grammar and all the rest of it, getting hold of a few 
ideas here and there, most of them wrong, but just a few of them right. 
And then one day someone puts into my hands a translation of the 
thing into my own language, and I read and understand quite easily. 
So God did for men when Christ came. There they were, blundering 
about, trying to see clearly the truth about God, getting a few things 
right, and many wrong, but still going on trying, because the thing was 
of such immense importance. And then God becomes man, and puts 
into our hands a translation of Himself into our human language, so 
that studying the earthly life of Jesus we may see clearly what God is 
like.It is true what He said to Philip that last night before He died: ‘He 
that hath seen Me hath seen the Father.’ 

Dom Bernard Clements Christ and Everyman SCM Press Ltd 

 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow 

Praise him all creatures here below 

Praise him above, ye heavenly host, 

Praise Father, Son and Holy Ghost. 

 

 



Who am I? 

After a long journey, Nasrudin found himself amid the milling throng in 
Baghdad. This was the biggest place he had ever seen, and the 
people pouring through the streets confused him. 

‘I wonder how people manage to keep track of themselves, who they 
are, in a place like this,’ he mused. 

Then he thought, ‘I must remember myself well, otherwise I might lose 
myself.’ 

He rushed to a caravanserai. A wag was sitting on his bed, next to the 
one which Nasrudin was allotted. Nasrudin thought he would have a 
siesta, but he had a problem: how to find himself again when he 
awoke. 

He confided in his neighbour. 

‘Simple,’ said the joker. ‘Here is an inflated bladder. Tie it around your 
leg and go to sleep. When you wake up, look for the man with the 
balloon, and that will be you.’ 

‘Excellent idea,’ said Nasrudin. 

A couple of hour later, he awoke. He looked for the bladder, and found 
it tied to the leg of the wag. ‘Yes, that is me,’ he thought. Then, in a 
frenzy of fear he started pummelling the other man: ‘Wake up! 
Something has happened, as I thought it would! Your idea was no 
good!’ 

The man woke up and asked him what the trouble was. Nasrudin 
pointed to the bladder. ‘I can tell by the bladder that you are me. But if 
you are me – who, for the love of goodness, AM I?’ 

Idries Shah The exploits of the incomparable Mulla Nasrudin  
Cape 1966 

 

Gentle Jesus, meek and mild, 
Look upon a little child; 
Pity my simplicity, 
Suffer me to come to Thee. 
 

Fain I would to Thee be brought; 
Dearest God, forbid it not; 
Give me, dearest God, a place 
In the kingdom of Thy grace.

Charles Wesley  

 



You pray in your distress and in your need; would that you might pray 
also in the fullness of your joy and in your days of abundance. 

For what is prayer but the expansion of yourself into the living ether? 

And if it is for your comfort to pour your darkness into space, it is also 
for your delight to pour forth the dawning of your heart. 

And if you cannot but weep when your soul summons you to prayer, 
she should spur you again and yet again, through weeping, until you 
shall come laughing.  

When you pray you rise to meet in the air those who are praying at that 
very hour, and whom save in prayer you may not meet. 

Therefore let your visit to that temple invisible be for naught but 
ecstasy and sweet communion. 

For if you should enter the temple for no other purpose than asking 
you shall not receive: 

And if you should enter into it to humble yourself you shall not be lifted: 

Or even if you should enter into it to beg for the good of others you 
shall not be heard.  

It is enough that you enter the temple invisible. 

I cannot teach you how to pray in words. 

God listens not to your words save when He Himself utters them 
through your lips. 

And I cannot teach you the prayer of the seas and the forests and the 
mountains. 

But you who are born of the mountains and the forests and the seas 
can find their prayer in your heart, 

And if you but listen in the stillness of the night you shall hear them 
saying in silence, 

‘Our God who art our winged self, it is thy will in us that willeth. 

It is thy desire in us that desireth. 

It is thy urge in us that would turn our nights, which are thine, into days 
which are thine also. 

We cannot ask thee for aught, for thou knowest our needs before they 
are born in us: 

Thou art our need; and in giving us more of thyself thou givest us all.’ 

Kahlil Gibran 



Dear God, 

I’m sorry that I sometimes forget about you. I really know that nothing 
stops you thinking about me. I know that you care about me, even 
when I do things wrong. Thank you! Help me to remember that you’re 
always here, and I don’t have to wait until bed time to say my prayers. I 
can talk to you in the street. I can talk to you sitting in the car or on the 
bus. I can talk to you in the middle of a game. I feel so safe, knowing 
that I can share things with you wherever I am, and that you will 
always hear me. 

David Lewis, Praying for…Scripture Union 1982 

 

O Lord, our heavenly Father, Almighty and everlasting God,  

who hast safely brought us to the beginning of this day: 

Defend us in the same with thy mighty power; 

and grant that this day we fall into no sin, 

neither run into any kind of danger; 

but that all our doings may be ordered by thy governance, 

to do always that is righteous in thy sight; 

through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 

Morning Prayer from the Book of Common Prayer 

 

Breathe through the heats of our desire 

thy coolness and thy balm; 

let sense be dumb, let flesh retire, 

speak through the earthquake, wind and fire, 

O still small voice of calm! O still small voice of calm! 

 

Risen Christ, for whom no door is locked, no entrance barred; 

open the doors of our hearts 

that we may seek the good of others 

and walk the joyful road of sacrifice and peace, 

to the praise of God the Father.  Amen. 

Common Worship, Additional Collects, Easter 2 



Thanks and praise, for our days, 

‘neath the sun, ‘neath the stars, ‘neath the sky. 

As we go, this we know: God is nigh.  

Daytime Taps 

 

O Lord our God - thy children call. 

Grant us thy peace and bless us all. 

Goodnight. 

Day is done, gone the sun, 

from the hills, from the sea, from the sky, 

All is well, safely rest: God is nigh. 

Evening Taps 

 

It’s a world of laughter, a world of tears, 

it’s a world of hopes, and a world of fears, 

There is so much that we share, 

that it is time that we are aware: 

It’s a small world after all.  

It’s a small world after all, It’s a small world after all, 

It’s a small world after all, It’s a small, small world. 

There is just one moon and one golden sun, 

and a smile means friendship to everyone. 

Although mountains divide 

and the oceans are wide, 

it’s a small world after all. 

 

 

 



                      

 

Christ be with me, Christ within me, 

Christ behind me, Christ before me, 

Christ beside me, Christ to win me, 

Christ to comfort and restore me. 

Christ beneath me, Christ above me, 

Christ in quiet, Christ in danger, 

Christ in hearts of all that love me, 

Christ in mouth of friend and stranger. 
 

 



I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

"Come unto me and rest; 

lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

thy head upon my breast." 

I came to Jesus as I was, 

so weary, worn, and sad; 

I found in him a resting place,  

and he has made me glad. 

 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

"Behold, I freely give 

the living water; thirsty one, 

stoop down and drink, and live." 

I came to Jesus, and I drank 

of that life-giving stream; 

my thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

and now I live in him. 

 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

"I am this dark world's light; 

look unto me, thy morn shall rise, 

and all thy day be bright." 

I looked to Jesus, and I found  

in him my Star, my Sun; 

and in that light of life I'll walk 

till traveling days are done. 

 

 

 

 

 


