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Introduction:   Welcome to all sharing in this act of worship today, our Harvest Festival service. I’ve got two 
suggested activities for the children, based on the 23

rd
 Psalm, The Lord is my Shepherd. The first is to make a 

3D picture of sheep in green pastures, using lots of fluffy cotton wool to make the bodies of the sheep. The 
second idea is to take a vegetable or vegetables, and by sculpting, or adding bits, make it look like a sheep! How 
about taking a photo of your picture or sculpture and sending it in, then we can show your pictures on our 
Facebook page. That would be great! 
 
 
Songs 
 

 
 
Prayers    by Angus MacIntosh 
 
Lord, for this earth, we are grateful: 
the beauty of the skies and the running of the waters, 
the heat of the sun and the tranquility of the moon, 
all reflect you with us. 
 
For the changing seasons, we are truly grateful: 
as the sun rises and sets, from winter to summer, 
we are assured of your presence with us. 
 
Sit us on your shoulders, Lord, we want to go where you go,  
along by the river, the disused railway line, the golf course, the reservoirs and the fields full of sheep.  
Thank you for the harvest of land and sea. For fields of crops, orchards of fruit, for gardens, allotments and the 
endeavour of countless people who harvest, cook and distribute food to millions. 
 
We are truly grateful to live on earth and care for every part of it. Let us all show love as you do.  
 
Creator God, we have to say sorry for some of the things we do and others we should have done...Keeping 
things for ourselves and not sharing, wasting precious food and water resources that are there for all of your 
people.  
For this we are truly sorry. 
 
We confess that we’ve run water to waste when there is thirst; 
wasted fossil fuels when there are alternatives; 

Bless the Lord O my soul, O my soul 
Worship His Holy name 
Sing like never before, O my soul 
I’ll worship Your Holy name 
 

The sun comes up 
It’s a new day dawning 
It’s time to sing Your song again 
Whatever may pass 
And whatever lies before me 
Let me be singing 

When the evening comes 
 
Bless the Lord O my soul… 
 
You’re rich in love and You’re slow to anger 
Your name is great and Your heart is kind 
For all Your goodness, I will keep on singing 

Ten thousand reasons for my heart to find 
 
Bless the Lord O my soul… 
 
And on that day when my strength is failing 
The end draws near and my time has come 
Still my soul will sing Your praise unending 

Ten thousand years and then forevermore 

 
Great is Thy faithfulness, O God my Father, 
There is no shadow of turning with Thee; 
Thou changest not, Thy compassions, they fail 
not 

As Thou hast been Thou forever wilt be. 
 
Great is Thy faithfulness! Great is Thy 
faithfulness!  
Morning by morning new mercies I see; 
All I have needed Thy hand hath provided— 

Great is Thy faithfulness, Lord, unto me! 
 
Summer and winter, and springtime and harvest, 
Sun, moon and stars in their courses above, 
Join with all nature in manifold witness 
To Thy great faithfulness, mercy and love. 
Great is Thy faithfulness… 

 
Pardon for sin and a peace that endureth, 
Thine own dear presence to cheer and to guide; 
Strength for today and bright hope for tomorrow, 
Blessings all mine, with ten thousand beside! 
 
Great is Thy faithfulness… 
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not cared for the environment; 
been uncaring for the marginalised, eaten and drunk beyond our needs. 
Lord, your greatest glory is grace, shown in the words of Jesus 
We ask for forgiveness and are truly sorry. 
 
We do give thanks for each sunrise and sunset and we’ll strive to be stewards of this wonderful world. Amen.  
 
 
Scripture 
 
Introduction:  Of all the psalms, The Lord is my Shepherd has probably had more re-interpretations written than 
most. Here is Kit Calvert’s Yorkshire dialect version. You can just imagine the flat capped farmer, leaning on the 
gate, his sheepdogs beside him, looking over his flock. He knows the meaning of the psalm deep in his soul. He 
lives his life in daily awareness that he can work hard from morning ’til night, but it is God who gives the rain and 
the sunshine to make the grass grow. He relies on that in the same way that his sheep rely on him to take care 
of them. He knows in his bones what it means to be a Good Shepherd.  This is his own language, the everyday 
dialect spoken in his context in the dales. It reminds us that spiritual reflection isn’t just a Sunday activity, intoned 
with solemn elocution. It is relevant to our everyday lives, here and now, right where we are.   
 
Psalm 23 – Wensleydale dialect.            Kit Calvert. 
 
T’Lord’s mi shipperd – ah’ll want fer nowt. 
He lets ma bassock I t’best pastur. 
He taks ma bi t’watter side whar aw’s wyet en peeaceful. 
He uplifts mi soul, an maks things seea easy 
I can dew what’s reet, an’ glorify His neeame. 
Even if ah git te deeath’s deursteead, ah’ll nut be freetened 
Fer He’ll bi mi ma. 
His creuk an’ esh plant’ll hod ma. 
Thoo puts a good meal afoor ma, 
Reet anenst them ‘at upbraid ma. 
Thoo ceuls mi heead wi oil, ah’ve meeat an’ drink te spar. 
Seulrie Thi goodness an’ mercy’ll be mine 
Feeraw t’days o mi life 
An ah’ll beleng te t’hoose o t’Lord ferivver.  
 
 

Reflection    Vivien Pitts: The restored soul 
 
The videos can be viewed at www.burleymethodist.org 
Alternatively, the written text is provided below 
 
Today we are focussing on Psalm 23 verses 2-3                                     
 
He makes me lie down in green pastures; 
He leads me beside still waters; 
He restores my soul 
 
 
Our harvest displays over the years have always been fantastic haven’t they? Giant leeks, yellow cobs of corn, 
red and green apples, chrysanthemums, a loaf of bread, maybe even a sheaf of wheat. I don ‘t ever recall 
seeing green grass in our displays, but it could have a place, couldn’t it? It is, after all, the basis of so much that 
we eat. 
 
This year at Burley, we decided to make a harvest display in a wheelbarrow, in front of the doors, outside 
church, for the benefit of passers- by. A sign of harvest, and an invitation to thanksgiving; to ponder on our 
dependency on God’s abundant goodness, for all the things we so take for granted. I expect someone will post 
some photos on Facebook, but do come down and look today (Sunday), as it must be taken down by nightfall. 
 
Covid times have brought fresh impetus to the idea of being church outside the walls. At Burley we have held 
monthly collections of donations for PAFRAS, using the space in front of church, our very own garden walls 
serving as shelves to receive bags and boxes of groceries, which have then been loaded into cars and taken to 

http://www.burleymethodist.org/


Leeds, for the benefit of refugees and asylum seekers, people who have to subsist on the lowest income 
imaginable. The response, from both the congregation and the village, has been great. Might we even dare to 
say this is the harvest of the Covid pandemic? Tragic though it is that some people have succumbed to this 
plague, sad though it is that we have been unable to meet face to face in church for so long, these strange times 
have caused us to think about how we might look outwards into our community, adapting our Christian work, 
worship and witness to this situation. These strange times have caused some people to become more aware of 
deprivation, and the value of kindness, generosity, and sharing. That has the potential to be a window to God - 
the God of love and abundant generosity, whom we honour and praise on this Harvest Festival Day. We are 
living through times of spiritual seeking, and we pray that we might be God’s workers in his vineyard, helping to 
bring in God’s harvest of faith. 
 
Today we are looking at two verses of our psalm, which speak of 
 
Green pastures 
Still waters 
Restoring my soul 
 
It’s a bucolic image, which captures a sense of safety and provision. The sheep who long for plenty of grass to 
eat and cool water to quench their thirst, are led, and provided for. They can lie down and relax, in security. I 
don’t know whether sheep have emotions like anxiety, but we certainly do. It can dominate our lives. It has 
dominated some people’s lives through this pandemic. The psalm is a call to trust in God, reminding us that 
being in a right relationship with God meets our greatest need of all. The peace that God provides is what 
restores our souls, like nothing else can.  
 
Walter Brueggemann is a Christian theologian and writer who has made a particular study of the psalms. He 
describes this corpus, the poetry and song of Israel, as having 7 key themes, and most of them are aspects of 
trust in God. The first is that the earth will yield its fruit. Many psalms re-iterate the words of Genesis 8 vs 22 
As long as earth endures 
Seedtime and harvest, cold and heat, 
Summer and winter, day and night, 
Shall not cease. 
 
We are able to move from anxiety about scarcity, because the God of abundance gives freely and without limit. 
 
Green pastures, grasslands, cover up to 40% of the world’s land surface. Pampas, steppes, savannah, the great 
plains, and our very own hills, dales and fields, are clothed with varieties of grass. It’s tough stuff that is 
determined to grow in as many nooks and crannies as it finds, as any gardener knows. Some of us remember 
the singer Joni Mitchell’s anti-war song, about lies covering up the truth, like concrete, attempting, but ultimately 
failing, to cover up the grass. 
 
God bless the grass that grows through the crack. 
They roll the concrete over it to try and keep it back. 
The concrete gets tired of what it has to do, 
It breaks and it buckles and the grass grows through, 
And God bless the grass. 
 
 
As we are able to move away from anxiety, Brueggemann writes, the psalms show us how, in relationship with 
God, we are also able to give up the illusion of self- sufficiency. The psalms depict our total dependence on the 
God who gives so abundantly and freely. We can move away from amassing commodities, which do not give 
life, to a world of communion with God. That is what restores our souls.  
 
The psalms proclaim God as a Promise Keeper. Creation is a work in progress, God has yet more gifts to give, 
and God isn’t finished with us yet. We can turn away from despair as we are invited to trust in God’s goodness 
and the ultimate working out of God’s dream for humanity.  
 
The psalms tell the truth when they lament our human weakness, our selfish short- sightedness, our 
faithlessness; when we depart from God’s ways - ways which bring us to the green pastures and still waters of 
blessedness, peace, and wellbeing, and when instead we give in to greed, corruption and the lust for power. 
Psalm 23 so well engages our imagination as it reminds us of the blessedness, peace and wellbeing that God 
intends for us. Let this cause us to consider how far and in what ways we have fallen away, by not listening to 
the voice of our Good Shepherd and following where God leads. Let this cause us to reflect on how we have 



damaged God’s creation, the beautifully crafted balance of ecology, and consider what we are going to do to put 
that right.  
 
We are called to share with God in God’s work. Being in right relationship with God enables us to live in God’s 
love, to experience the peace that is balm to troubled souls.  We need to soak ourselves in it. Speaking of 
soaking…. 
 
I took a bath recently - the first since moving house last December!  I usually use the shower, for convenience, 
for eco reasons, and to be frank, because getting out of the bath isn’t so easy these days!  I had gone walking 
around  Swinsty Reservoir, and can you believe it? I actually got lost. The need for my anxious husband to call 
out the Mountain Rescue Team was averted because a kind lady, aka an angel sent to help me, gave me a lift 
back to where I had started the walk. I had walked far more than my creaky body was really capable of, and I 
knew I would hurt all over if I didn’t do something to ease out my aching joints and muscles. I had almost 
forgotten how delightful it is to sink into deep warm water. You can totally relax and let your cares float away. It 
restored me, body and soul, but what restored me just as much was an act of kindness from a stranger. We 
need to spend time with God, to soak in his love - to be healed. Then we can be healers. Then we too can be 
“angels”, answering God’s call. 
 
Being in a right relationship with God inspires us to live out the love of God in action. To ensure that green 
pastures are not the privilege of the few. To make clean water available to all. To share God’s bounty with all 
who are in need. To be generous givers, like God. To love the earth, as God does, and be good stewards of all 
God has entrusted to us. Then God’s dream for humanity starts to become a reality. 
 
We began with a contextual version of Psalm 23. God’s word is ever fresh. If we listen, it speaks to our 
generation, right into our troubled times.  I’m going to end with another version, entitled “Psalm 23 for our times.” 
 
 
The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not panic buy. 
He makes me self -isolate in quietness. 
He leads me to see that supplies are flowing all the time. 
He calms me down. 
He helps me to do the right thing and think of others. 
 
Even though Covid 19 is all around 
I shan’t be scared, 
For you are with me. 
You lead and guide me, you’ve got this. 
That comforts me. 
 
Your presence and generous love are like a banquet 
In a time of hardship. 
You pour out over me assurance 
That I am your beloved child 
And that is more than enough. 
 
For the rest of my life I know 
I can trust that your goodness and mercy will never fail. 
It’s who you are. 
And I’m discovering 
That even though church might be closed, 
I will always be in “your house”, 
Because you never leave me 
And I can worship you - everywhere .         Amen                                     Vivien Pitts  
 
 
 
Prayers   by Gillian MacIntosh 

 Our prayers today are partly taken from the Methodist Prayer Handbook. 

Lord, in these difficult times in our world today, come and sit beside us while we pray. We need to feel that you 
are close to us through all our fears and worries. We need to feel your comforting hand on our shoulder, and 
your warmth in our hearts. 



We pray for the children of the world, especially this week for all those going to university for the first time, taking 
that major step in their lives at a time of unknown changes. Help them to meet the challenges they face with 
confidence.  
 
                                                                                                                                                                                  
 We pray for those children living in refugee camps, often with not enough to eat or with access to clean water. 
We think particularly of those made homeless and traumatised by the devastating fire at the Moria camp in 
Greece. 
We pray for all children living in circumstances that deprive them of the right to grow up surrounded by a loving 
family, sometimes battling with mental, physical or sexual abuse. 
We bring to you today, all those around the world suffering from the effects of climate change, bringing floods, 
ferocious fires and drought-stricken land. We think of those people in Greece whose villages have been struck 
by hurricane-force winds, bringing damage and destruction and disrupting lives. 
 
We pray for our own country at this time of national crisis due to the effects of the global pandemic. We pray for 
wisdom and honesty on the part of the government and its advisers, and we pray for patience and endurance on 
the part of the people. Bring comfort to those who have lost loved ones, or are facing the new restrictions alone 
without the support of family members. Let us all feel that we are not alone at this time, and that you are with us 
always.      Amen 
 
The Lord’s Prayer 
Our Father, who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name; thy kingdom come; thy 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 thine is the kingdom, the power, and the 
glory, for ever and ever. Amen.  
 
Hymn  StF  124:   For the fruits of all creation    

 
For the fruits of all creation 
thanks be to God; 
for the gifts to every nation 
thanks be to God; 
for the ploughing, sowing, reaping, 
silent growth while we are sleeping, 
future needs in earth’s safe keeping, 
thanks be to God. 
  
In the just reward of labour, 
God’s will is done; 
in the help we give our neighbour, 
God’s will is done; 
in our worldwide task of caring 
for the hungry and despairing, 
in the harvests we are sharing, 
God’s will is done. 
  
For the harvests of the Spirit, 
thanks be to God; 
for the good we all inherit, 
thanks be to God; 
for the wonders that astound us, 
for the truths that still confound us, 
most of all, that love has found us, 
thanks be to God. 
  

Blessing 

May the road rise up to meet you, 
May the wind be always at your back, 
May the sun shine on your face, 
The rains fall soft upon your fields 
And, until we meet again, 
May God hold you in the palm of his hand.   Amen 

 



 
 

 

 


