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 Song 
 
In my wrestling and in my doubts 
In my failures You won't walk out 
Your great love will lead me through 
You are the peace in my troubled sea x2 
 
In the silence, You won't let go 
In the questions, Your truth will hold 
Your great love will lead me through 
You are the peace in my troubled sea 
 
My lighthouse, my lighthouse 
Shining in the darkness.  
I will follow You 
My lighthouse, my lighthouse 
I will trust the promise 
You will carry me safe to shore 
 

I won't fear what tomorrow brings 
With each morning I'll rise and sing 
My God's love will lead me through 
You are the peace in my troubled sea 
You are the peace in my troubled sea 
 
My lighthouse, my lighthouse 
Shining in the darkness, I will follow You 
My lighthouse, my lighthouse 
I will trust the promise 
You will carry me safe to shore 
 
Fire before us, You're the brightest 
You will lead us through the storms 
Fire before us, You're the brightest 
You will lead us through the storms 

 

Prayer 
 
In today’s service we will hear the story of Jesus’ disciples caught in a storm while crossing a lake. We use that 
story as the basis for our opening prayers today. Let us pray: 
 
Like Jesus’ friends on that boat long ago, O God, we turn and face you in the midst of the storm. 
Help us, as we join together in this service from our own homes, to hear you speak to us - not in the wind, or the 
thunder, nor even in the upheaval of waves beneath us. 
Instead, help us to hear you speak to us, in our heart of hearts, as that still, small voice amidst the turmoil, which 
gives us direction, and peace, and hope. 
God, before time began, God, after all time ends, God, of the present moment, we worship you. 
Before our earliest memories you knew us; after all memories shall cease you will know us still. 
Out of reach of the highest endeavours of science; undefined by the deepest workings of our brains, yet to the 
humble heart, the questing spirit, the anguished soul, the quiet mind,  
you choose, in love and mercy, to make yourself known. 
Before such love, such divinity, what can we do but wait in silence, trusting in you through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Yet God, we confess that we do not always understand your ways. We are easily discouraged when life takes 
unexpected turns and our carefully laid plans and dreams come to nothing. We confess that we are quick to give 
up when things get difficult, and quick to question your presence and your power. 
Forgive us. 
Grant us patience to wait for your good timing. 
Open our eyes to recognise your leading in our lives –  
to listen for your gentle whisper when we least expect it. 
And then give us courage to step out in faith and obedience,  
trusting in your leading even when we cannot yet see the outcome. 
In Jesus’ name we pray.  Amen. 
(Matt Burland)

 

Scripture 

Matthew 14: 22 - 32 

 
Reflection 

The videos can be viewed at www.burleymethodist.org 
Alternatively, the written text is provided below 
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Songs

 
Lord I come to You 
Let my heart be changed, renewed 
Flowing from the grace 
That I've found in You 
Lord I've come to know 
The weaknesses I see in me 
Will be stripped away 
By the power of Your love 
 
Hold me close 
Let Your love surround me 
Bring me near 
Draw me to Your side 
And as I wait 
I'll rise up like the eagle 
And I will soar with You 
Your Spirit leads me on 
By the power of Your love 
 
Lord unveil my eyes 
Let me see You face to face 
The knowledge of Your love 
As You live in me 
Lord renew my mind 
As Your will unfolds in my life 
In living every day 
By the power of Your love 
 
Hold me close 
Let Your love surround me 
Bring me near 
Draw me to Your side 
And as I wait 
I'll rise up like the eagle 
And I will soar with You 
Your Spirit leads me on 
By the 
power of Your love 

Prayer 

  
God, you have called us to be a people of prayer - to continue the ministry of intercession handed on to us by 
Jesus Christ himself. And so we come before you with confidence, bringing our prayers for the world you 
love. We pray for those who, like the disciples, find themselves overwhelmed by events and circumstances - 
the loss of a job, the death of a loved one, serious accident or illness, chronic pain, depression, or divorce - 
and who don’t know where to turn. 
Lord, in your mercy, hear our prayer. 
 
We pray for those who, like Peter, feel their faith shaken, who long to whole-heartedly trust in God but are 
held back by questions and doubts, and who struggle to reconcile all that is going on in the world with the 
idea of a loving and caring God. 
Lord, in your mercy, hear our prayer. 
 
We think of all those families in Otley who have received their holiday club packs this week, praying that the 
families will enjoy doing the crafts and games together, and that as they read the stories of the days leading 
up to Jesus’ death and resurrection, that they might learn more of you and your love for them. 
Lord, in your mercy, hear our prayer. 
 
 
 
 

A thousand times I've failed 
Still Your mercy remains 
And should I stumble again 
I'm caught in Your grace 
 
Everlasting 
Your light will shine when all else fades 
Never ending, Your glory goes beyond all fame 
 
Your will above all else 
My purpose remains 
The art of losing myself 
In bringing You praise 
 
Everlasting 
Your light will shine when all else fades 
Never ending Your glory goes beyond all fame 
 
In my heart and my soul 
Lord I give You control 
Consume me from the inside out, 
Lord, let justice and praise 
Become my embrace 
To love you from the inside out 
 
Your will above all else 
My purpose remains 
The art of losing myself 
In bringing You praise 
 
Everlasting  
Your light will shine when all else fades 
Never ending, Your glory goes beyond all fame 
 
And the cry of my heart Is to bring You praise 
From the inside out  
Lord my soul cries out to You 

 



We remember all who are suffering at this time.  We offer our prayers for all those who hunger and thirst, 
those who live in the midst of violence or poverty, and those who feel abandoned or ignored by the world 
around them.  We pray for all those countries in the world gripped by the current pandemic, especially those 
where clean water is scarce and health care is basic.  We also pray for all those caught up in the blast in 
Beirut earlier this week.  And, in a moment of quiet, we pray for those we know personally who are suffering 
at this time. Lord, in your mercy, hear our prayer. 
 
Through the life-giving power of your Holy Spirit, make your sustaining presence known to all who are in pain 
or need, so that they, too, may know your love. We pray all these things in the name of our Saviour, Jesus 
Christ. Amen. 

 
(Matt Burland)    

 
 

Hymn 
 

1. O my soul, praise him,  
for he is thy health and salvation! 
Come, all who hear;  
brothers and sisters draw near, 
praise him in glad adoration! 
 
2.Praise to the Lord,  
who doth prosper thy work  
and defend thee; 
surely his goodness and mercy  
shall daily attend thee. 
Ponder anew what the almighty can do, 
who with his love doth befriend thee. 
 
3.Praise to the Lord,  
who doth nourish thy life and restore thee, 
Fitting thee well for the tasks  
that are ever before thee, 
Then to thy need he like a mother doth speed, 
Spreading the wings of grace oer thee. 

 
Blessing 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 

Power of Your Love (Darlene Zschech) From the Inside Out (Joel Houston) Praise to the Lord (Joachim Neander) 

Words reproduced under CCLI licence # 12475  

4.Praise to the Lord,  
who when darkness and sin are abounding, 
who when the godless do triumph,  
all virtue confounding,  
sheddeth with his light,  
scatters the terror of night, 
saints with his mercy surrounding. 
 
5. Praise to the Lord –  
O let all that is in me adore him! 
All that has life and breath,  
come now with praises before him! 
Let the amen sound from his people again; 
gladly for aye we adore him! 

 



Reflection: Take Heart 
by Wendy Walker 
 

 
Those who know me might have heard the story before – a story that begins on a long, stretching beautiful beach.  
 
We had walked there from the little chalet that we had rented for a week – a gorgeous place with windows overlooking 
a lagoon and then a band of white sand which promised the sea beyond. The walk to the beach was a path around 
the lagoon and we set off with “Bucky” our new inflatable boat all boxed up and ready to test the power of our lungs. 
Eventually it was inflated, and we enjoyed a day of sandcastles, picnicking and bobbing at the end of the lagoon.  
 
Then… from our comfort and contentment came the creativity for a fun idea!  
 
“Let’s not walk back to the chalet. Let’s paddle across the lagoon in the boat. It’s not that big. It’ll take a few minutes.” 
 
We climbed into that little boat with our toddlers and began to make our way across. About a quarter of the way 
(already well over our anticipated time frame) some clouds came up over the mountains. This brought welcome shade 
and I’m not sure I have ever experienced anything more serene than floating along while Bruce rowed and the seagulls 
swooped around us, almost skimming the sparking surface of the water.  
 
Then – creeping over the tranquil moment, more clouds began not only to gather but to grumble. The cumulonimbus 
clouds of the Eastern Cape (South Africa) don’t waste time when preparing for a storm. The seagulls headed for 
shelter in the woods alongside the lagoon and the sun made its retreat as darkness took over. The cool breeze was 
enlivened, sweeping this way and that erratically, flicking up the fringes of my little boys’ mops of hair. They were still 
smiling but we were not! It was clear that we both needed to row - and it turns out that flip flops don’t work very well! 
 
Within minutes the thunder announced that the tempest was ready to begin. We paddled and prayed for what felt like 
an eternity until finally we shored up at the edge of the lagoon. Bruce grabbed both children as we disembarked. The 
moment the last foot lifted from its rubber base, that little boat was whipped from the ground by a violent gust and tore 
across the valley in the wind. Bruce carried the children safely indoors as the clouds gave up on spitting raindrops 
and broke open. The downpour was so ferocious that I couldn’t see my hand in front of me.  
 
So, I can’t say I know what it is like to be caught in a storm at sea but I do have an idea of what it’s like to narrowly 
escape one - to go from calm contentment to chaos in a matter of minutes, to hold my children close and fear for their 
lives. I’ve also known the storm of a new-born in trouble, the threat of violence, the shock and panic of a collision. 
I wonder what storms you have experienced? 
 
And – like all of us in these strange times – I have felt the uncertainty that Covid-19 ushered into our lives half a year 
ago and lived with the fear of not knowing how long this will continue, how many more lives will be lost, whether 
livelihoods will recover and what our future will be like. We’ve all been battered by this storm. You may have been 
tossed about by worry, rocked by disappointments, lost in the monotony and loneliness of lockdown, overwhelmed. 
Some of us are grieving, having lost the ones we love. I recently heard the phrase “anticipatory grief” – a collective 
sense of loss for the blows that are yet to come. This year has left a lot of us feeling like we’re rowing with a flip flop 
with the wind against us, unsure what to do. 
 
There are so many things that grab my attention in this story about the disciples in this boat. 
 
Firstly, it takes place immediately after five thousand people sit down to eat a miraculous meal - full bellies and wide 
smiles! You can almost see the selfie captioned “blessed.”  
 
Was humanity not largely in its own patterns of complacency when the chaos of Covid-19 entered our lives? In many 
ways perhaps society was taking for granted the calendars we had drafted, the shows we had booked, our access to 
travel, our freedom of movement, the availability of loo roll. Something tells me they weren’t calling out for Jesus to 
come with them as they set off. It is easy to forget that we need God when we are gratified. 
 
Secondly, it is Jesus who sends them on ahead to the other side. I find myself thinking – “God, if you know a storm is 
coming, why not anchor that boat to the shore?”  
 
God surely knows our storms before they hit us - not to say it is planned or purposeful or a punishment, but that God 
knows the rhythms of the world and the inevitable consequences that will unfold when humanity exploits the 
boundaries of a healthy, holy life. God’s prophets have always warned of disaster when our way of life lacks care for 
creation, dignity for all people, protection for the vulnerable, respect for God. Calamity is not unique to 2020. We have 
lived in a broken and suffering world since things fell apart in the garden of Eden. We have never known a time when 
the world was as it should be.  



Yet even in that garden, knowing that their journey of life would involve twists and turns and turmoil, God invites Adam 
and Eve to move forward. God loves them enough to take all the broken pieces and bring them together. He allows 
them to experience the beauty of God’s grace beyond the safety of Eden. God forbids them from camping at the 
garden gates and pining for what was and empowers them to step with courage into an uncertain future – not on their 
own but with God at their side. 
 
I am struck, thirdly, by the way that Jesus walks toward them.  
 
Whether they called for them or not, whether they recognise him or not, whether seeing God in the middle of their 
mess is a welcome sign or a shock to the system, whether they’re trembling with fear or firm in their faith… Jesus 
walks toward them. He walks toward them saying “Take heart. It’s me. I’m here.” 
 
We’re “wowed” by such power, such mercy, such miracle - but it is not unique to the first century fisherman who 
followed Jesus. It’s our story too. Our collective history is filled with examples of God walking toward us…  
 
Footsteps in the garden of Eden, God looking for his children. 
Three visitors to Abrahams tent, God bringing news of new life and a future. 
A man accosting Jacob as he wrestled with his identity and calling and dependency on God. 
Moses investigating a burning bush and finding God! 
A young woman named Mary invited to carry God in flesh. 
Jesus approaching fishermen at their nets, and tax collectors at their booths, and the whole lot on rickety boats. 
Your own moments of encounter and intimacy with God… 
 
And each time, God’s approach is coupled with an invitation… “Come.” 
 
I don’t know where we stand on the time frame of this pandemic. It could be early evening with a long shadowy stretch 
ahead of us. I know it certainly feels like midnight for those who are most severely impacted by Covid-19 or war or 
hurricane or famine. I don’t know when we’ll see the light of dawn peeking with the promise of a way forward. 
 
But this I know:  
 
There is no storm that outlives the sun. There are no waves and winds that he will not ultimately calm. I know that 
pitch-dark night is early morning to the God of light and I know that when we’re drowning Jesus reaches out his hand. 
 
I know that when our Lord says “Come,” he meets us on the way.  
So let us take heart and take courage – his presence is the light of day! 
 
 
I want to invite you back to our little holiday chalet at the edge of the Indian Ocean. Our children were wrapped up in 
towels and we had warm drinks in hand. Bolts of lighting broke through the grey torrents and deafening bursts of 
thunder interrupted the roar of the waves and the rain on the roof. As you can imagine, we were grateful to be safe in 
bed as nightfall came.  
 
We were also struck with awe as we opened our curtains in the morning. Our view was no longer that of a lagoon and 
a beach with the promise of the sea beyond, for the wildness of the waves and the vigour of the wind and the turmoil 
of the storm had changed the landscape. A kingfisher was darting across the waters that we had crossed the day 
before. It was no longer separated from the sea by a stretch of sand but released with power to flow into the wideness 
of the sea! 
 
Our hearts skipped a beat, of course, as we were confronted by what might have happened had the timing been 
different or Bruce’s rowing a little less efficient! 
 
Yet on the deeper level, we were touched by a reminder: 
 
Our lives may never be the same after our storms have passed us by but, by the grace of God, they might lead us 
into greater depths and wider breadths of knowing Christ our Saviour. Take heart. He is here. Do not be afraid. 
 
 
  
 
 
 


