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A SERVICE FOR FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY 
 

GREETING 

In the name of the Father  

and of the Son 

and of the Holy Spirit.  

Amen. 

 

The Lord be with you;  

and also with you. 

 

HYMN – Heaven’s King - https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zFrNtkUwXYM 

 

OPENING PRAYER 

Almighty God,  

to whom all hearts are open,  

all desires known  

and from whom no secrets are hidden:  

cleanse the thoughts of our hearts  

by the inspiration of your Holy Spirit, 

that we may perfectly love you,  

and worthily magnify your holy name; 

through Christ our Lord.  

Amen. 

 

PRAYER OF PENITENCE 

Jesus says, ‘Repent, for the Kingdom of Heaven is close at hand.’ 

So let us turn away from sin and turn to the Lord, confessing our sins in penitence and faith. 

Matthew 4: 17 

Friend of sinners,  

you bring hope in our despair.  
 

Lord, have mercy.  

Lord, have mercy. 

 

Healer of the sick,  

you give strength in our weakness.  

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zFrNtkUwXYM
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Christ, have mercy.  

Christ, have mercy. 

 

Destroyer of evil,  

you bring life in our dying.  
  

Lord, have mercy.  

Lord, have mercy. 

 

Almighty God, 

who in Jesus Christ has given us 

a kingdom that cannot be destroyed, 

forgive you your sins, 

open your eyes to God’s truth, 

strengthen you to do God’s will, 

and give you the joy of his salvation 

through Jesus Christ our Saviour. 

Amen. 

 

FIRST BIBLE READING - Genesis 22:1-14 

 

THE SONG OF HANNAH 

My heart exults in the Lord:                            

my strength is exalted in my God. 

 

There is none holy like the Lord:                     

there is none beside you, no rock like our God. 

 

For you O Lord are a God of knowledge:  

and by you our actions are weighed. 

 

The bows of the mighty are broken:                

but the feeble gird on strength. 

 

You Lord make poor and make rich:               

you bring low and you also exalt. 
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You raise up the poor from the dust:                 

and lift the needy from the ash-heap. 

 

You make them sit with princes:                    

and inherit a seat of honour. 

 

For yours O Lord are the pillars of the earth:  

and on them you have set the world. 

 

1 Samuel 2:1-4,7,8 

Glory to God, Source of All Being, 

Eternal Word and Holy Spirit; 

as it was in the beginning is now; 

and shall be for ever. Amen. 

 

GOSPEL READING – Matthew 11: 16-19, 25-end 

 

REFLECTION – ‘Sacrifice’ by Sara Maitland (adapted and abridged) 

“Sarah is old, old and very tired. She dwells now in Hebron, and waits under the oaks of Mamre to 

find out what will happen next… Her mind wanders across all her long life and she struggles to 

make it into a story: the story of her life, the story of Sarah. 

It is hard to make sense of it sometimes. There are gaps, gaps in the story that make it impossible 

to understand. She does not know what happened between Abraham and Isaac in the land of 

Moriah. She does not speak to Abraham anymore, and she knows that Isaac will never tell her… 

Abraham came back from the land of Moriah smug, contented, smooth and sleek. Isaac came 

back from the land of Moriah like a wild animal, bound but not tames. For months afterwards he 

would wake in the night screaming and his mother, in the women’s tent, would hear her boy child 

sobbing and could not go to him, comfort him, hold him. There was a look in his eyes still, evasive, 

distant, the look of a man who uses pride to cover betrayal. 

She does not know what happened. Once, Abraham rose early in the morning, saddled his ass 

and took two of his young men with him and his son Isaac and went out of the encampment. And 

seven days later, at the setting of the sun he came back into the encampment and he looked 

contented… and Isaac looked glazed with fear and would not let his father touch him. That is all 

she knows. 

It is not all she knows. When she lets herself know it, although in her mind she dodges, crafty 

around her memories. She knows that that morning Abraham would not look at her; Abraham, who 

always spoke with her before he went wandering. Abraham, whose gaze, even then, even though 

they had grown old and had betrayed each other and themselves too often, even then he had a 

wide open gaze for her, a gaze of respect and sharing, but that morning he would not look at her, 

he would not speak to her, he did not tell her where he was going. And she had not asked him. 
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‘Where are you going?’ she asked Isaac when he came for his mother’s travelling blessing. 

‘With the men,’ he said and there was pride in this eyes; the pride of an eight-year-old boy who is 

counted that morning with the men and will be going where women do not go. He laughed. He had 

been a laughing child before that journey into Moriah. He had been named for God’s laughter, the 

laughter she had shared, stifling her face in the tent curtains: Isaac – God’s laughter. So she 

laughed with him in the golden dawn and let him go out with his father… 

She had sent him off with a laugh; and after that he did not laugh and she did not laugh… It was 

not her fault, she repeated dully in the long empty nights afterwards, it was not her fault. She had 

not known. 

But she had watched Abraham cut the wood for a burnt offering and load it on the ass. She had 

watched him take down the sacrificial knife from its peg on the tent pole and slide it into his belt. 

He had cut the wood for a burnt offering and he had loaded it on the ass. He had not taken a kid-

goat, a sheep, an ox, not even a cockerel or a dove, but he had loaded wood for a burnt offering 

and taken his son by the hand. The child was wriggling with excitement, eager, laughing loudly in 

the dawn camp because he was going with the men, about men’s business, and even his mother 

who knew everything had had to ask him where he was going. He was innocent, bright-eyed, 

playful and trusting. He waved to her, trembling with joy, as the small party reached the turn of the 

river and disappeared. And she had pretended to notice nothing because she could not bear the 

look of disdain her husband would turn on her if she questioned him. She had preferred ignorance 

and denial and thus she had consented, colluded, participated… 

 

Seven days she waits. Seven days. She thinks she will never see her son again… 

 

And on the seventh day, in the evening, still weeping, she comes and sits in the door of her ten, so 

that the westering sun can warm her… Round the base of the hill, following the stream back to its 

source comes an old man, with a donkey, two young men and a boy. They are travelling light, 

walking with the long loping stride of people who are well used to travelling on food in rough 

country. 

Isaac. Isaac. Her heart sings. The camp dogs, who should have barked sooner in warning, start to 

bark. She stands up, unbelieving, great bubbles of joy, like frothed foam on a waterfall, spray up in 

her. She stands up. She flings open her arms. 

‘Isaac,’ she calls to her son, ‘Isaac.’ He is eight years old, sturdy, the colour of dried grass and 

tough as a goat. He tugs his hand from his father’s and runs – he runs towards her and she waits 

for him, smiling, as young now as any woman in the camp; a mother like any other despite the 

long and weary years of waiting. 

‘Isaac,’ she calls. ‘Come, my laughter.’ This is the child conceived in her laughter and in God’s. He 

runs up the stream side, and through the trees, he runs towards her waiting arms. And then, 

almost within reach, he sheers away, stops, panting, and looks at her with wild eyes; eyes that 

have a terrible knowing in them, eyes that sneer at her. Eyes that sneer from a depth of fear that 

no child should have to know. 

‘Shalom. The blessing of El Shaddai be upon you, mother,’ he says formally as soon as he can 

catch breath to speak; and then he runs up onto the tope of the hillock, where he turns away from 
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the camp, spreads his arms as wide as she had spread hers, and laughs a harsh laughter that 

flows over the camp. Distant. Unreachable. 

With dignity, but under the shadow of that defiant laughter, Abraham comes up through the camp 

and stands in front of her.  

‘What happened,’ she asked abruptly, ‘what has happened?’ 

He would not meet her look. His eyes were fixed on a point behind her left shoulder.  

‘El Shaddai, the Almighty, has given me a great blessing, a great promise, a reward for my great 

faith.’ 

She looked at him in silence. It was not enough, he was determined that she should congratulate 

him, embrace him, admire his courage and resolution. 

‘Sarah,’ he said, ‘our God has blessed us.’ 

‘Your God, not mine,’ she said, and bowed formally and turned and went into the tent… 

 

And after that she never spoke to Abraham again. She lived at Kiriath-arba, at Hebron and he 

dwelt in Beer-Sheba. It was not that she could not forgive him, or even that she could not forgive 

herself. It was that she had nothing to say to am who believed that God had blessed him for being 

willing to kill her child… 

 

Sarah is old now, old and very tired. She is not always certain what she invents, what she 

remembers and what the point of it all was. But she knows with a certainty that does not waver 

that tears and laughter belong together. She wishes that Isaac would take a wife so that she could 

have a daughter-in-law. She knows too that he will not do so while she lives. She would, though, 

like to have a daughter-in-law so that she can warn her, explain to her, tell her. Sometimes she 

even regrets that she does not have Abraham with her, to help her remember, to help her invent 

and to remind themselves of their courage, of their failure, and of the untamable, unnameable God 

they met in the desert, the God who travels, El Shaddai, the Almighty. But is it too late to do 

anything about that now. 

She wants to say: You do not understand and still your laugh. You do not understand and so you 

laugh. You will be the mother of many nations: will they remember in the grief and pain, the dying 

of their children; will they remember in their own sinning, will they remember to laugh? 

She hopes so. 

She wants to say: You do not understand and still you weep. You do not understand and so you 

weep. You will be the mother of many nations: will they remember when they see their children 

running through the garden by the river in the sunshine, too excited to be touched, alive, renewed, 

restored to them, will they remember to weep? 

She hopes so. 

Sarah is old, old and very tired. Her mind wanders, sometimes she laughs and sometimes she 

weeps and she does not know which or why. Her mind wanders across all the long life and she 

struggles to make it into a story: the story of her life, the story of Sarah…” 

Sara Maitland, Angel and Me: Short Stories, Mowbray 1995, pp.30-35. 
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HYMN –  The Lord’s My Shepherd - https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pN4tPkX0MG0 

AFFIRMATION OF FAITH 

Let us declare our faith in God, 

 

We believe in God the Father,  

from whom every family in heaven and on earth is named. 

 

We believe in God the Son,  

who lives in our hearts through faith and fills us with his love. 

 

We believe in God the Holy Spirit,  

who strengthens us with power from on high. 

 

We believe in one God:  

Father, Son and Holy Spirit. 

Amen. 

 

INTERCESSIONS 

In faith and hope we pray, 

Lord of mercy, 

Lord, hear us. 

 

Almighty God, 

you bring your chosen people together in one communion, 

in the body of your Son, Jesus Christ our Lord. 

We rejoice in your light and your peace 

with your whole Church in heaven and on earth. 

Lord of mercy, 

Lord, hear us. 

 

Give to all who mourn a sure confidence in your loving care, 

that we may cast all our sorrow on you 

and know the consolation of your love. 

Lord of mercy, 

Lord, hear us. 

 

Give your faithful people pardon and peace, 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=pN4tPkX0MG0
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that we may be cleansed from all our sins 

and serve you with a quiet mind. 

Lord of mercy, 

Lord, hear us. 

 

Give us strength to meet the days ahead  

in the joyful expectation of eternal life with those you love. 

Lord of mercy, 

Lord, hear us. 

 

Give to us who are still in our pilgrimage, 

and who walk as yet by faith, 

your Holy Spirit to lead us in holiness and righteousness all our days. 

Lord of mercy, 

Lord, hear us. 

 

May all who have been made one with Christ 

in his death and in his resurrection 

die to sin and rise to newness of life. 

Lord of mercy, 

Lord, hear us. 

 

Merciful Father, 

accept these prayers  

for the sake of your Son, 

our Saviour, Jesus Christ. 

Amen. 

 

COLLECT FOR TRINITY 4 

Gracious Father, 

by the obedience of Jesus 

you brought salvation to our wayward world: 

draw us into harmony with your will, 

that we may find all things restored in him, 

our Saviour Jesus Christ. 

Amen. 
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LORD’S PRAYER 

Our Father in heaven, 

hallowed be your name, 

your kingdom come, 

your will be done, 

on earth as in heaven. 

Give us today our daily bread. 

Forgive us our sins 

as we forgive those who sin against us. 

Save us from the time of trial 

and deliver us from evil. 

For the kingdom, the power, 

and the glory are yours 

now and for ever. 

Amen. 

 

HYMN – You’ll Walk With Me -  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SCxfnk23yv4 

 

 

BLESSING 

The peace of God,  

which passes all understanding,  

keep your hearts and minds  

in the knowledge and love of God,  

and of his Son, Jesus Christ; 

and the blessing of God almighty, 

the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit, 

be among you , and remain with you always. 

Amen. 

 

DISMISSAL 

Let us go in peace to love and serve the Lord. 

In the name of Christ, Amen. 

 

 

Material for this service was taken from 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=SCxfnk23yv4
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Common Worship (Church House Publishing) © The Archbishops’ Council 2000; 

New Patterns for Worship (Church House Publishing) © The Archbishops’ Council 2008; 

A New Zealand Prayer Book (HarperCollins) © The Anglican Church in Aotearoa, New Zealand and 
Polynesia 1989; 


