
 

 

SERVICE AT HOME FOR SUNDAY 20 JUNE 2021 
(prepared by Vicky Green) 

 
CALL TO WORSHIP 
God is our refuge and strength: a very present help in trouble. Morning and evening he is with us: in 
sunlight and starlight he is close at hand. 
 
Singing the Faith 113 (Robert Grant 1779-1838) 
 
O worship the King all glorious above, 
O gratefully sing his power and his love: 
our shield and defender, the Ancient of Days, 
pavilioned in splendour, and girded with praise. 
 
O tell of his might, O sing of his grace, 
whose robe is the light, whose canopy space; 
his chariots of wrath the deep thunder-clouds 
form, 
and dark is his path on the wings of the storm. 
 
The earth with its store of wonders untold, 
Almighty, your power has founded of old; 
established it fast by a changeless decree, 
and round it has cast, like a mantle, the sea. 

Your bountiful care, what tongue can recite? 
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light; 
it streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
and sweetly distils in the dew and the rain. 
 
Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail - 
in you do we trust, nor find you to fail; 
your mercies how tender, how firm to the end. 
our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend. 
 
O measureless Might, ineffable Love, 
whom angels delight to humn you above, 
Your ransomed creation, though feeble our paise 
in true adoration our voices we raise.  

 
Prayer 
God of glory, Lord of might, our imaginations clothe you in light, 
enfold you in rainbows, envelope you with stars and clouds and we worship you 
 
We look for you in the world you have made, see your power in thunder and lightning 
feel your strength as the sea beats on the shore 
marvel at clouds of starlings wheeling in formation as they go to roost and we praise you  
 
And then we discover that you clothe us in your mercies, enfold us in your grace 
envelope us in love. 
That we breathe you in like the air, drink you in like water and we love you 
 
Accept our love, our praise, our worship in the name of Jesus our friend 
who taught us to call you: Our Father who art in heaven 
hallowed be your name your kingdom come 
your will be done on earth as it is in heaven 
give us this day our daily bread 
and forgive us our trespasses as we forgive those who trespass against us 
and lead us not into temptation but deliver us from evil 
for your is the kingdom, the power, and the glory for ever and ever 
Amen 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Job 38 vv 1-11 
Then the LORD answered Job out of the whirlwind: ‘Who is this that darkens counsel by words without 
knowledge? Gird up your loins like a man, I will question you, and you shall declare to me. ‘Where were 
you when I laid the foundation of the earth? Tell me, if you have understanding. Who determined its 
measurements—surely you know! Or who stretched the line upon it? On what were its bases sunk, or who 
laid its cornerstone when the morning stars sang together and all the heavenly beings shouted for joy? Or 
who shut in the sea with doors when it burst out from the womb?— when I made the clouds its garment, 
and thick darkness its swaddling band, and prescribed bounds for it, and set bars and doors, and said, 
“Thus far shall you come, and no farther, and here shall your proud waves be stopped”? 
 
Mark 4 vv 35-41 
On that day, when evening had come, he said to them, ‘Let us go across to the other side.’ And leaving the 
crowd behind, they took him with them in the boat, just as he was. Other boats were with him. A great gale 
arose, and the waves beat into the boat, so that the boat was already being swamped. But he was in the 
stern, asleep on the cushion; and they woke him up and said to him, ‘Teacher, do you not care that we are 
perishing?’ He woke up and rebuked the wind, and said to the sea, ‘Peace! Be still!’ Then the wind ceased, 
and there was a dead calm. He said to them, ‘Why are you afraid? Have you still no faith?’ And they were 
filled with great awe and said to one another, ‘Who then is this, that even the wind and the sea obey him?’ 
 
Singing the Faith 363 
My Jesus, my Saviour ,Lord there is none like you. 
All of my days I want to praise the wonders of your mighty love. 
 
My comfort, my shelter tower of refuge and strength, 
Let every breath, all that I am never cease to worship you. 
 
Shout to the Lord all the earth let us sing, power and majesty, praise to the King. 
Mountains bow down and the seas will roar at the sound of your name. 
 
I sing for joy at the work of your hands. Forever I’ll love you, for ever I’ll stand. 
Nothing compares to the power I have in you. 
 

Darlene Zschech b 1965  © 1993 Wondrous Worship CCLI 61615 
 
 
Sermon 
Job has a comfortable life: he has wealth and health and a loving family. And then he loses everything: His 
plough teams are carried off by one lot of bandits, and his camels by another, and his servants are killed 
defending them. Lightning strikes his flocks and destroys sheep and shepherds. His children are all killed in 
a freak accident. A string of messengers come running in one after the other: it would be like a farce if it 
wasn’t so terrible.  
Then his health goes, and his dignity, and he ends up scratching at his sores on a rubbish heap. His wife 
blames God: “Why don’t you curse God and die?” But Job just replies: “When God sends something good, 
we welcome it. How can we complain when he sends us trouble?” His friends don’t know what to say. All 
they can do is sit with him, grieve with him for all he has lost.  
And for a while Job is silent too, going deeper into the depths of despair. Until he curses the day he was 
born: “Everything I fear and dread comes true. I have no peace, no rest, and my troubles never end.” 
One by one his friends try to explain what has happened. One says, “God must be punishing you for 
something you did.” Another says “All you’ve got to do is say sorry and he will stop punishing you.” “Put 
your heart right, Job. Reach out to God.”  



 

 

Job’s answer to them is, “Everything you have said, I have heard before. Your proverbs are as useless as 
ashes, your arguments crumble like clay.” Your answers are too easy. Of course God moves in mysterious 
ways. Of course he’s the ultimate judge. Of course he knows all our secret thoughts. I know these things as 
much as you do. But I know my children didn’t deserve to die like that. My shepherds didn’t deserve to be 
struck by lightning. I don’t deserve their loss or my pain. Job is saying: “You haven’t the answers to my 
questions: only God has those answers. You don’t have the right to speak for God: only God can speak for 
himself. All I want is for God to do just that: to speak for himself, to answer me in person.”  
 
It is the cry of everyone who has suffered. “Why me? Talk to me, God! Why are you doing this to me?”  
 
I don’t have any answers to Job’s questions. I don’t have the right to speak for God. What could I say to 
someone like Job who has lost everything? To my friends who are ill or in pain? To my work colleague 
whose husband is dying of lung cancer? To the family of someone in intensive care with Covid? There are 
no easy answers.   
 
God’s answer to Job isn’t an easy answer. It isn’t really an answer at all: “Who are you to question my 
wisdom with your ignorant, empty words? Where were you when I made the world?” For three whole 
chapters God challenges Job: “Are you as strong as I am? Does an eagle wait for your command to build its 
nest? Have you ever in all your life commanded the day to dawn?” Are you trying to prove I am unjust – to 
put me in the wrong and yourself in the right? 
And all Job can say is: “I talked about things I did not understand, about marvels too great for me to know. 
You told me to listen while you spoke and to try to answer your questions. In the past I knew only what 
others had told me but now I have seen you with my own eyes. So I am ashamed of all I have said and 
repent in dust and ashes.” 
In the end, all that matters to Job is that God answers him, speaks to him, appears to him, comes to him in 
his pain and grief, cares about him. 
And that is often the only answer we have to pain and loss and suffering. Job’s friends started by doing the 
right thing by sitting with him in silence. It was when everyone started to make speeches to fumble around 
with words that things went wrong. 
 
Singing the Faith 104 (William Cowper 1731-1800) 
 

God moves in a mysterious way, His wonders to perform; 
He plants His footsteps in the sea and rides upon the storm. 
 
Come all you saints, fresh courage take; the clouds you so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break in blessings on your head. 
 
Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, but trust him for His grace; 
Behind a frowning providence He hides a smiling face. 
 
His purposes will ripen fast, unfolding every hour; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, but sweet will be the flower. 
 
Blind unbelief is sure to err and scan His work in vain; 
God is His own interpreter, and He will make it plain. 
 
When the storm blew up on the Sea of Galilee, Jesus’ disciples woke him with the wrong words: “Don’t you 
care? Don’t you care that we are about to die?”  
 
And his answer is God’s answer in the storms of our lives: “Peace, be still!” I am here. I do care. Why are 
you frightened? 



 

 

 
We come to our prayers for others, remembering that before the storm, the disciples had witnessed a 
woman healed of a long illness just by touching the hem of Jesus’ robe, and a girl brought back from death.  
 
Tender God 
help of the helpless 
we pray for those without human help 
struggling in the storms of life 
weary and drained by weakness and pain 
for those who have been ill for so long they cannot remember what it was like to be well 
or poor so long they have never known what it was like to have enough 
for those who suddenly, without warning 
find themselves without a job 
or a loved one 
or a home 
May they find that they can call on you 
reach out and touch you 
find the peace of your presence 
at the heart of the storm 
in the bustle of the uncaring crowd 
in the very depths of weakness and pain     
Lord in your mercy 
Hear our prayer 
 
Father of the outcast and the stranger 
we pray for those who live in fear 
who are made to feel they don't belong 
  
May the voice of hate be drowned by the voice of love 
that says "Peace, be still" 
human voices echoing the voice of your son 
reaching out in compassion 
and healing    
Lord in your mercy 
Hear our prayer 
 
Jesus, Master 
we celebrate those who have been changed by your touch 
who speak with your voice 
in cloud and sunshine, in grief and joy 
we remember those known to us 
laid on our hearts 
and name them now in the silence.... 
Lord in your mercy 
Hear our prayer 
 
May the Love of God flow though us 
The Spirit’s power fill us to overflowing 
And Christ Jesus change our lives by his touch 
AMEN 
 



 

 

Singing the Faith 645 
Will your anchor hold in the storms of life, 
when the clouds unfold their wings of strife? 
When the strong tides lift and the cables strain, 
will your anchor drift or firm remain? 
 
We have an anchor that keeps the soul 
steadfast and sure while the billows roll, 
fastened to the rock which cannot move, 
grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's love! 
 
Will your anchor hold in the straits of fear, 
when the breakers roar and the reef is near? 
While the surges rave and the wild winds blow, 
shall the angry waves then your bark o'er flow? 
 
We have an anchor that keeps the soul 
steadfast and sure while the billows roll, 
fastened to the rock which cannot move, 
grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's love! 
 
 

Will your anchor hold in the floods of death,  
when the waters cold chill your latest breath? 
On the rising tide you can never fail 
while your anchor holds within the veil. 
 
We have an anchor that keeps the soul 
steadfast and sure while the billows roll, 
fastened to the rock which cannot move, 
grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's love! 
 
Will your eyes behold through the morning light 
the city of gold and the harbour bright? 
Will you anchor safe by the heavenly shore, 
when life's storms are past forever more? 

 
We have an anchor that keeps the soul 
steadfast and sure while the billows roll, 
fastened to the rock which cannot move, 
grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's love! 
 
(Priscilla Jane Owens 1829-1907) 
 

 
Blessing 
God is with us and cares about us. 
He is with us as the storm rages and in the silence after the storm 
He is with us when there are no words for what we feel 
and when we cannot keep our news to ourselves 
Peace, he says 
Do not be afraid: I am with you always. Amen. 


