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Service at Home for Sunday 15th November 
Prepared by David Craggs 
 
Welcome 
Good day and welcome to worship 
 
We pray: 
I lift my eyes to you, to you whose throne is in heaven. (Ps 123.1) 
 
Hymn 632 HP by Thomas Ken (1637-1711) 
 
1 Awake, my soul, and with the sun 
your daily stage of duty run; 
shake off your sleep, and joyful rise 
to make your morning sacrifice. 
 
2 Redeem your mis-spent time that's past 
and live this day as if your last; 
improve your talent with due care, 
for God's great Day yourself prepare. 
 
3 Let all your speaking be sincere, 
your conscience as the noonday clear; 
think how all-seeing God surveys 
your secret thoughts and all your ways. 
 
4 Give praise to God, who safely kept 
and well refreshed me while I slept: 
grant, Lord, that when from death I wake 
I may of endless life partake. 
 
5 To you my vows I here renew: 
disperse my sins as morning dew; 
guard my first springs of thought and will 
and with yourself my spirit fill. 
 
6 Direct, control, suggest this day 
all I desire or do or say; 
that all my powers with all their might 
for your sole glory may unite. 
 
7 Praise God, from whom all blessings flow 
in heaven above and earth below; 
one God, three persons, we adore 
to him be praise for evermore! 
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Prayer  
 
Father God,  
We thank you and praise you for restful, refreshing sleep, for the your joy in our heats as we greet you 
each morning 
We ask your forgiveness for time spent on the wrong things. 
We praise you that you disperse our sins as the morning dew, and will fill our minds, bodies, thoughts and 
souls with your Holy Spirit. 
So we bring our praise and adoration to you, Father, son and Holy Spirit Amen 
 
Hymn 513 StF 
 

Take this moment, sign and space; 

Take my friends around; 

Here among us make the place 

Where your love is found. 

 

Take the time to call my name, 

Take the time to mend 

Who I am and what I’ve been, 

All I’ve failed to tend. 

 

Take the tiredness of my days, 

Take my past regret, 

Letting your forgiveness touch 

All I can’t forget 

 

Take the little child in me 

Scared of growing old; 

Help me here to find my worth 

Made in God’s own mould. 

 

Take my talents, take my skills, 

Take what’s yet to be; 

Let my life be yours, and yet 

Let it still be me. 

 
Graham Maule (b. 1958) and John L. Bell(1949) 
©COPYRIGHT  1989, 2000 WGRG, c/o Iona Community, Glasgow, Scotland  CCLI 61615 
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Reading Matthew 25.14 – 30. 

14“Again, it will be like a man going on a journey, who called his servants and entrusted his wealth to 
them. 15To one he gave five bags of gold, to another two bags, and to another one bag, each according to 
his ability. Then he went on his journey. 16The man who had received five bags of gold went at once and 
put his money to work and gained five bags more. 17So also, the one with two bags of gold gained two 
more. 18But the man who had received one bag went off, dug a hole in the ground and hid his master’s 
money. 

19“After a long time the master of those servants returned and settled accounts with them. 20The man 
who had received five bags of gold brought the other five. ‘Master,’ he said, ‘you entrusted me with five 
bags of gold. See, I have gained five more.’ 

21“His master replied, ‘Well done, good and faithful servant! You have been faithful with a few things; I 
will put you in charge of many things. Come and share your master’s happiness!’ 

22“The man with two bags of gold also came. ‘Master,’ he said, ‘you entrusted me with two bags of gold; 
see, I have gained two more.’ 

23“His master replied, ‘Well done, good and faithful servant! You have been faithful with a few things; I 
will put you in charge of many things. Come and share your master’s happiness!’ 

24“Then the man who had received one bag of gold came. ‘Master,’ he said, ‘I knew that you are a hard 
man, harvesting where you have not sown and gathering where you have not scattered seed. 25So I was 
afraid and went out and hid your gold in the ground. See, here is what belongs to you.’ 

26“His master replied, ‘You wicked, lazy servant! So you knew that I harvest where I have not sown and 
gather where I have not scattered seed? 27Well then, you should have put my money on deposit with the 
bankers, so that when I returned I would have received it back with interest. 

28“ ‘So take the bag of gold from him and give it to the one who has ten bags. 29For whoever has will be 
given more, and they will have an abundance. Whoever does not have, even what they have will be taken 
from them. 30And throw that worthless servant outside, into the darkness, where there will be weeping 
and gnashing of teeth. 
 

Sermon 

It was the first of April, 1879. A farmer was walking through the North Eastern village where he worked. He 

knew his wife was heavily pregnant, expecting their second child.  

Suddenly, he heard a neighbour shout ‘Your wife’s had twins’! ‘I know what date it is’, he shouted back, 

you can’t fool me. This was repeated as he continued towards his home. When he arrived, imagine his 

surprise, Bertha and Thomas had been safely delivered! 

So began the life of my paternal grandfather, Tom Craggs. 

He was good at Mathematics and became a teacher in Sunderland. He became a local preacher. I have 

wonderful evidence of this.  

I have his copies of Edersheim’s ‘The Life and Times of Jesus’, two fantastic volumes for a local preacher, 

which he annotated. Reading the section for a sermon on the wise men visiting Jesus, while preparing for a 

service in 2008. I noticed the word ‘sideral’ had been underlined. In the margin in his own neat 

handwriting, I read ‘relating to a star, or stars’. A few pages later, by the section about the ‘gifts’ is another 

annotation ’28.12.08’. He had preached on the same passage exactly 100 years before me. 

 

In 1911 he married my grandmother, Margaret and they had two daughters Edna and Rita, but by the time 

Rita was born, Tom had volunteered and was an officer in the Royal Garrison Artillery.  
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Here is a card he sent to his wife in 1916: 

      

The picture side is embroidered by Tom. The message reads:  

To my dear wife…..from Somewnere is France. 

Sunday Nov 26/16. 

See  Is(aiah) 432 

 Is 4110 (RV) 

 Joshua 1? 

 II Chron(icles) 328 

You may wish to look these up – they are all full of  encouragement. 

Later in the war, his foot was crushed by something heavy as he unloaded a wagon. 

He was semt to hospital but went down with pneumonia. His lungs were already shot, from the poison gas 

used as a weapon. Mercifully he recovered, but he had missed the dreadful third battle of Ypres. So he 

survived the war and had two more sons, my father Jim, and Alan.  

He became a headteacher. 

He decided that for many of the young men, the traditional curriculum was not much help to them. So he 

taught them helpful skills for getting a job. One of these was bookbinding, to which he had applied his 

sewing skills to teach hiomself first. I actually have a book of Boys own papers from the 1930’s which he 

bound with my Dad! 

A lovely thing happened in the late 1950’s. Flying from San Francisco to Boston, my Dad got into 

conversation with a man sitting next to him who originated from Sunderland. The only thing this man 

recalled was one teacher in his school, who had been a great help to him, Tom Craggs! 

Sadly, Edna died of Brights disease when she was eighteen. This was before the Health service, so the 

family was then short of money. 

The fortunes of the rest of the family are a story for another day. 

I am sorry that my only clear visual memory of him, was when he was bedridden, shortly before he died in 

1952. He spent his last days in embroidering cushion covers, sitting in bed. O the third picture above. 

To me, he wonderfully illustrates using his God given talents throuh his life. 

May we do likewise, using our talents, where ever we are, to bring gloy to God. 
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StF 460  

(If you know the tune ‘Derby’, HP 354, which repeats line 3 and the first half of line 4, you may wish to sing 

it!) 

1. Come, let us anew, 
Our journey pursue, 
Roll round with the year. 
And never stand still, till the Master appear: 
 
2.  His adorable will, 
Let us gladly fulfil, 
And our talents improve 
By the patience of hope, and the labour of love. 
 
3.  Our life is a dream, 
Our time, as a stream 
Glides swiftly away, 
And the fugitive moment refuses to stay: 
 
4.  The arrow is flown, 
The moment is gone, 
The millennial year 
Rushes on to our view, And eternity's here! 
 
5. O that each in the day, 
Of his coming may say 
“I have fought my way through, 
I have finish'd the work thou didst give me to do!" 
 
6.  O that each from his Lord, 
May receive the glad word, 
"Well and faithfully done, 
Enter into my joy, And sit down on my throne!" 
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Prayer 

Gracious Father, we pray for all people everywhere, according to your need. 

We pray for your church throughout the world, 

For all in full time ministry, for all church stewards and leadership teams, naming in the silence those 
whom we know…… 

For all Christians worshiping you now, again, naming those we know…. 

May we all be united in your truth and love. 

May we reveal your glory to the world. 

You, Lord, hear our prayer. 

Thank you, Lord. 

Give wisdom to those in positions of power and responsibility in every nation. 

We pray for Boris Johnston and the president of the United States of America, especially, that they may 
know your presence and guidance. 

You, Lord, hear our prayer. 

Thank you, Lord. 

Grant comfort, healing, and wholeness to those who suffer in body, mind or spirit. 

We name before you ………………… (after each name pause and imagine Jesus with them offering his 
healing, transforming touch). 

You, Lord, hear our prayer. 

Thank you, Lord. 

We praise and thank you for those who have gone before us in the faith, and are now with you, especially 
for those who helped us to come to know and trust you. 

Help us to follow in their footsteps and be your faithful servants till we join you in heaven. 

You, Lord, hear our prayer. 

Thank you, Lord. 

Amen  

The Lord’s Prayer 

We say together the Lord’s Prayer. Our father…….. 
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STF 661 by Charles Wesley (1707-1788) 

1. Give me the faith which can remove  
and sink the mountain to a plain;  
give me the childlike praying love,  
which longs to build thy house again;  
thy love, let it my heart o'er-power,  
and all my simple soul devour.  

2. I would the precious time redeem,  
and longer live for this alone,  
to spend and to be spent for them 
who have not yet my Saviour known;  
fully on these my mission prove,  
and only breathe, to breathe thy love.  

3. My talents, gifts, and graces, Lord,  
into thy blessed hands receive;  
and let me live to preach thy word,  
and let me to thy glory live;  
my every sacred moment spend  
in publishing the sinner's Friend.  

4. Enlarge, inflame, and fill my heart  
with boundless charity divine,  
so shall I all my strength exert,  
and love them with a zeal like thine,  
and lead them to thy open side,  
the sheep for whom the Shepherd died. 

Benediction 

Let us say the grace together (holding other church members in our minds). 

May Your grace, our Lord, Jesus Christ, Your love, God, Your fellowship, Holy Spirit, be with us all. Amen  

 


