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Emmanuel 

 

Christmas gifts, 

shrieking expense; 

glitter wrapped pseudo gold and silver. 

Yet no gift as precious as this one, 

wrapped in hay. 

 

Foretold by prophets, 

long awaited, 

fearfully sought by shepherds. 

At last here in tremulous reality. 

 

No gift more precious, 

more rare, 

more treasured. 

Symbolic of all that is, 

yet mirroring our limited reality. 

 

Only a brief life 

Lazarus like, 

then brought back for fleeting glimpses. 

Resurrecting memories; 

joy and pain intermingled; 

never to be forgotten, 

entrusted to God. 

Emmanuel. 

 

 



 

 

Give Us Today Our Daily Bread 

 

Hands reaching up to receive you,  

hands of all shapes and sizes, 

work-worn or untouched by hardship,  

wrinkled or softly smooth, 

shining clean or ingrained through toil,  

aged or fresh with youth. 

All reaching out in their hunger,  

coming with various needs, 

needs unknown to one another,  

yet familiar and important to you. 

"Ask", Jesus said, "and you will receive". 

We ask, not once, but time after time. 

Give us today our daily bread,  

food for body, mind and spirit. 

And, as we pray, there comes a realisation, 

that in a strange way, we are the bread,  

able to feed one another, 

wounded and fragmented,  

yet drawn together as one loaf 

by our shared love for you. 

Help us to know that whenever we gather in your name 

we can be bread for your disposal,  

feeding others and being fed, 

never to be turned away hungry. 

There is always enough and to spare. 

For the mystery of this sacrament,  

we offer our thanks; 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We ask your forgiveness for the times 

when we have failed to be bread  

for those you bring to us in their hunger. 

Forgive us for those times when we have eaten  

ungratefully or thoughtlessly. 

 

Today we take and eat with thankful hearts, 

remembering not only 

that Christ died to provide the bread of life for us, 

but also that this is the bread of eternal life, 

a sign of his victory over death, 

a promise that he is with us for ever, 

giving us our daily bread. 

Help us to eat with thankfulness,  

to be empowered as our hunger is satisfied. 

Let us serve you that your kingdom may come on earth, 

as it is in heaven. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

God of Mystery 

 

Elusive, disconcerting Jesus, 

ever surprising us with unforeseen attributes, 

never wholly grasped or confined 

in our churches, our dogma, our bureaucracy. 

Set us free to escape with you to the margins, 

to let go of safe familiarity, 

to watch for the unexpected on the edges, 

that we may embrace new images, 

new perspectives, new people. 

Help us to recognise that 

although we now see through a glass only darkly, 

our image of you can be clarified, deepened, 

enriched in startling freshness 

if we dare to answer your call 

‘Follow me’, 

wherever it takes us. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

In the Little Chapel at Stanbrook Abbey 

 

A single stained glass window, 

only one, but a focus for thought. 

Mary nursing her baby son 

under a vine, 

Not confined in a church 

but outside in the world. 

The river of life at her feet, 

a river of healing and wholeness 

flowing from the vine. 

A symbol of the healing 

yet to come from the Christ’s hands; 

the vine stem staked to a cross, 

snaking up to tempting fruit; 

a reminder that it is Christ the true vine 

who makes us whole, 

that this is the tree of life 

tempting us all, 

but this time given not forbidden 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Incarnation 

 

And then came that day, 

a specific moment in time, 

when the Word was made flesh and dwelt among us. 

The pre-existent Word, 

agent of all that ever was created, 

unimaginable power and glory, 

focussed as a sun's ray centring through a magnifying glass, 

channelled through a girl. 

 

God chose just a girl, 

at the time when a daughter's birth brought sadness. 

This girl was ready to listen, 

to respond to the promptings of the Spirit. 

A girl with an unopened womb, 

ready to receive that wonder of creation, 

Emmanuel, God with us. 

For days and months unseen by human eyes, 

yet forming in the image of God. 

Known by God even before the moment of conception, 

fragile and vulnerable, 

yet pulsating with majesty beyond imagination. 

And the time came for her to be delivered, 

and she brought forth her first born son, 

and laid him in a manger. 

A manger, for one so great? 

How could it be, 

this meeting of magnificence and lowliness? 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Here was the transformation of accepted standards. 

No wonder the angels sang, 

the shepherds ran, 

and far, far away, wise men saw and understood, 

then prepared for the greatest journey of their lives. 

 

 

As, months later, they looked on that little child, 

Did they know the wounds of life yet to come, 

wounds already foreseen by old Simeon? 

Or was it pure glory, 

an incandescent meeting between God and humans, 

experienced but once, 

yet engraven for ever in their hearts? 

Did that young mother ponder 

as she cradled her son 

on the power enfolded there, 

a power that had beamed  into being 

distant stars and galaxies? 

How could she comprehend 

such greatness concentrated unimaginably, 

embodied so lovably. 

God with a human face, 

A human heart and ever-abiding love, 

laying aside the majesty in the emptying of servant hood? 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

It is As If 

Intercessions – our prayers for others. 

It is as if we allow a seed within us to grow and bloom, 

the seed of God’s ‘hesed’ – loving kindness, 

uniting 

with all our miniscule urges of concern, 

through the power of the Spirit, 

that great love 

for our world, our universe. 

 

It is as if our individual blooms of prayer 

resemble single bluebell blossoms. 

Each flower seems insignificant in itself 

yet each participates, 

creating a bluebell wood in springtime, 

carpeted as far as the eye can see 

in awesome beauty. 

People are drawn, eyes, ears, noses attuned, 

seeking awareness of this annual miracle. 

Their spirits are lifted for a brief time 

by the magnificent splendour of blue. 

 

So it is with our prayers for others. 

It is as if each heart’s concern 

becomes part of the carpet 

of strength-giving awesomeness, 

free for all, 

not just in springtime woods, 

but always and everywhere, 

renewing, strengthening and invigorating 

those in need. 
Let us pray indeed. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Lent Meditaion 

 

In the wildernesses of our lives, 

we too need to reflect, to struggle against temptations. 

 

There is the bodily temptation 

to make the most of our opportunities for self-satisfaction. 

There is the status temptation 

to be overly concerned with self-image, 

to seek manipulating power over those around us. 

There is the moral and ethical temptation 

to compromise what we know to be right, for our own ends. 

 

Understanding God 

you have travelled this demanding road before us, 

Help us to remember, 

that we cannot live on bread alone, 

that spectacular demonstrations of power are merely self-

aggrandisement, 

that you alone are to be worshipped. 

 

Help us through the power of your Spirit, 

to follow the disciplined way 

of steadfast compassion and justice 

so clearly demonstrated by the self-giving life of Jesus. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

New Life in the Feminine 

 

Is the church destined to become a dead chrysalis, 

bound for ever with the dead husks of the past? 

New life always needs a breaking out, 

a cracking of past structures 

that the butterfly of resurrection 

can emerge into the sunshine. 

A repeating process over the centuries, 

new growth more beautiful, more inspiring 

with each rebirth. 

 

God, give to women the courage they need, 

the endurance to struggle to emerge. 

Protect them during the pain of the new birth, 

that their suffering in the process 

may be transmuted into pure gold, 

not a solid lump of gold, valued as a precious metal, 

but the golden light of love 

able to shine in the dark corners of our world. 

Our Father, may your will be done on earth as in heaven. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Open Hands 

So many hands reach out for you, 

the Christ, the broken bread. 

Cupped hands expectant for the gift of your very self; 

open hands receiving the gift of eternal life; 

needy hands bringing problems and cares; 

hands clasping other hands in a blessing of peace, 

a mutuality of love before receiving the bread. 

 

Hands reach out for you, waiting to bid you welcome; 

hands reach out in interdependent need. 

Lord, come to our hands as the bread of life,  

a welcome feast, 

nourishing us that we may be 

the hands of friendship in your name 

for those who need your love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

Passion Flowers? 

 

Darkness and defeat. 

Sharp spiky plants mocking in their cruelty. 

Sinister blooms portending death. 

Sickly, all-pervading perfumes. 

Victory for evil. 

The cross. 

The end. 

 

No, not the end. 

An illusion of defeat. 

A premature claim of victory. 

Darkness can never overcome the true light of the world. 

Jesus the Christ has overcome evil and cruelty and death. 

 

So, a celebratory explosion, 

a veritable cornucopia, 

a rainbowing of blossom, 

of revitalising fragrance, 

declaiming to all who pass by. 

‘He is not here!’ 

‘Christ is risen.’ 

He is risen indeed! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Pentecost  

 

A new hope in the world, 

but not yet fulfilled. 

Fears and hopes, intermingled. 

Evenings and mornings followed, 

in their appointed pattern, 

Then again that brooding Spirit, 

dove-like in descent, 

but roaring now in strength 

and feathered in flame. 

A gentle touch 

on unexpectant heads, 

triggering a torrent of power, 

pouring through each one. 

For the Master's men, 

and the faithful band, 

a channelling of unseen strength. 

Dispelling fear, 

channelling un-learned tongues, 

enabling the sharing of the good news. 

Doors unlocked and out into the street. 

‘Hear the good news all you who pass by. 

Death has no dominion over him. 

Your worst was not enough. 

Repent, believe, and be baptised. 

Share in the feast of fire. 

Share the bread and wine. 

Go and baptise all nations., 

For Jesus lives. 

Halleluiah!’ 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Resurrection 

 

On that dark Friday, 

it had seemed the end. 

Alone in his weakness. 

Alone in the void of death. 

Defeated at last. 

What was left of the dreams, 

of the vision on the mountain-top. 

Hours of darkness, 

and an anguished cry. 

Then,"It is finished!" 

All over then. 

Evil had won. 

Nothing left but a linen-wrapped wreck of a body, 

hastily spiced and left in a borrowed tomb. 

 

And evening came, 

cloaking grief, despair and shame. 

If only ... 

But too late now. 

Only the memories, 

too shameful to be exposed to the piercing light of day.. 

So, wrapped in a numbness, 

hidden in the dark, 

They waited, those who had pledged their loyalty. 

And morning came, 

but bringing no relief, 

bleakly achieving the guarding of the tomb. 

Another evening. 

Faces ravaged with tears, 

with images which would not be quelled. 

Some no doubt, smug with satisfaction, 

with self-congratulation of a problem seemingly solved. 

 

 

 



 

But short-lived victory! 

For all the while, 

unseen in the tomb, 

that once-dead body, 

now energised  with immortal life, 

waits for the third day, 

for the rising of the sun 

and the moment to explode from the rock fortress. 

No eye to see but the all-seeing eye of God. 

 

Now an empty tomb, 

and empty grave clothes! 

He is not here! 

Why look for the living among the dead? 

Strange unreal messages, 

Confusing for ‘second class’ women. 

Unbelievable, impossible. 

Just grief-ridden hysteria. 

Hallucinations, wishful thinking. 

Confusing experiences, 

entangled with memories. 

Incomprehensible. 

What could it all mean? 

An elusive meaning, glimpsed, but not grasped. 

 

Yet, in the end, convincing encounters. 

Jesus the Christ, 

Unconquerable even by death! 

Bursting out from the depths of the tomb. 

A new power, let loose in the world. 

Now unstoppable. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Accumulating evidence of a risen spirit body, 

demonstrating victory. 

A meeting in a garden. 

Bread in a house, 

Fish on the shore. 

Questions on a mountain. 

A promise of more to come. 

 

No more parting, but now an unseen presence, 

in the depths of the heart. 

God's new creation, 

fulfilment of centuries of gradual revelation, 

perceived only by the Remnant, 

fulfilling the Incarnation. 

The way to transformation for the people of God. 

A glimpse of eternity here in the world. 

 

Look and see you passers-by. 

See how you hurt one another. 

See how actions born in the depths of your soul 

strike out at others, 

scape-goating your own hurt on them. 

But look and look again. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Here is another way. 

A way of love, 

empowered by the Spirit, 

transforming inner desires, 

enabling victory over evil, 

again and again. 

Opening the door 

to God's true creation. 

 

A way to end all violence, 

to turn swords into plough-shares, 

to be co-creators, 

enabling God's vision to become and be good. 

Here is the power to charge the Creation. 

Strength in the apparent weakness. 

Not folly but true wisdom, older than creation. 

Christ is risen. 

Halleluia! 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Transfiguration 

 

And evenings came, 

and mornings came 

through thirty years of life. 

The child had grown in stature, 

and in favour with God and all who knew him. 

Emerging from the waters of baptism, 

empowered by the dove-like descent of the Spirit, 

he could teach, and heal; 

he opened the eyes of the blind, 

enabled the lame to walk, 

the deaf to hear and speak, 

the poor to hear the good news, 

prisoners of their own inadequacies  

or injustice of others,  to be freed. 

God's people could be liberated from the captivity of evil, 

if only they would have perceiving eyes and comprehending ears. 

 

But only some saw, 

saw through the apparent humanity, 

glimpsed the Spirit embodied there. 

They knew this to be the Christ, 

yet not the Christ as expected. 

Here was a Christ speaking strangely,  

of suffering and death, 

with talk of a new kingdom,  

of  inexplicable rules, 

mention of a nonsensical rising from death,  

rejecting earthly glory. 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Yet on the mountain top, 

for three chosen ones, 

in a terrifying incandescent moment, 

the heavens proclaimed, 

that here was God's son, to be heeded. 

 

Here was a glory too blinding for human eyes, 

shared by two from past ages, 

those who had listened long years before, 

Moses and Elijah, the Law and the Prophets, 

confirming and strengthening Jesus’ decision, 

a life and death decision. 

To stride out to Jerusalem, 

to embrace the suffering, 

the pain and humiliation, 

in a transforming action. 

in a self-emptying moment, 

to open a new way. 

A way for indescribable power, 

to flood in, overpowering death, 

overpowering hate and evil, 

once and for all time. 

Or would it be rather 

that death would be the victor, 

that this was just a deluded mission? 

How could it be that one humble man 

might overcome all evil, 

overcome death itself? 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Yet in that fleeting moment on the hill, 

the transient glory flamed out, 

to reveal that all things are possible for God. 

A reassuring portent, 

not promising safety and security, 

but inspiring trust, 

trust within one totally obedient man, 

ready to risk all for his Father and his fellow humans. 

 

The confirming words sealed his fate. 

"This is my beloved son; 

listen to him." 

Those others there, Peter, James and John, 

startled by sights and sounds, 

bewildered by events into worrying, 

worrying about shelters, 

seeking to prolong this glimpse into another dimension, 

halting and struggling with meanings of transcendence, 

lost in their dullness, 

jolted back into the every-day, 

with problems of a failed healing. 

Only later would they look back, 

and have some inkling of what it all meant, 

 that special day on the mountain, 

When God spoke, 

and the End, 

or was it the Beginning,  

was set in motion? 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Walking Outside  Abbey Boundary Walls 

 

Where are you Lord? 

Are you confined within holy walls, 

spoken of in reverent whispers, 

worshipped in purity of heart and voice? 

 

If that’s where you are Lord, 

there and there only, 

what of the rest of us, 

excluded,  

immersed in the mud of life? 

 

I cannot believe 

that walls can confine you, 

for I meet you in the suffering, 

in the poor immersed in the storms of life. 

Help me to glimpse you and to serve you 

outside the walls. 


