Opening Prayers

This is a prayer for the struggling. For those who are enduring loss- of a loved one, of a relationship,
of physical health, of independence, of faith. For those who are angry — with others, with them-
selves, with God. For those carrying shame, for those desperate for forgiveness, and desperate to
forgive. For the weary, and anxious, and confused. For those feeling persecuted, shunned, being told
they don’t belong. Perhaps for you. Perhaps for me.

Creator God, on this day that we celebrate and honour fathers, we come to you, our eternally-loving
parent. We come, laying ourselves bare, bringing our deepest hurts and regrets, our disappoint-
ments and guilt. We come, some drowning in the floodwaters of our fears and our doubts; some
wandering in the desert of loneliness and grief; some losing our footing and sinking into despair and
hopelessness. We cry out, hoping to hear your guiding voice, as we cannot see your path through
our tears. We no longer recognise ourselves; we are foreigners to our own beings; our restless souls

cannot find peace.
Creator, Father God, a world in pain calls out to you.
Hear our cries.

Gentle, tender Healer, take our brokenness and fragility, and piece us back together, in your perfect,
perfect timing. Teach us to trust your outstretched hand that is ever present to help us out of the
raging waters, to guide us out of the desert places, to lift us the sinking sand. Calm the storms in us,
and show us how to surrender to silence, and stillness, and slowing down. May we learn to stop the
endless attempts at catching our breath, but rather to deeply breathe you in, allowing you to fill
every fibre of our being.

Mend our broken hearts, and sync our restored heartbeats with yours, so that we may be one with
you, and one with your world.

As we finally abandon ourselves into the comforting arms of Grace and Presence, we are reminded
of your promise: “I am always with you”. We realise that when we cried out to you to draw near to
us, that you had, in fact, never left our sides. We remember that not a single sparrow falls without
your knowing and are humbled by your indescribable and intimate love for us.

And from this, wells a joy from our depths. We are surprised anew at your great Mercy and
Compassion. We no longer want to whisper your Truth but want to shout it from the rooftops!
Your Light can no longer be hidden, and your Love burns in us, so that we can no longer hold it in.

And for this we are ever grateful.

Amen.
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