
Worship at home – 27th March 2022 

Key Scriptures: Luke 15:1-3, 11-32 

 

Key Themes:  
Outrageous Love 
 
Call to Worship: 
Let us thank God for the love that holds us in being, moment by moment, ever 
welcoming us home.  On this Mothering Sunday, we open our hearts before you, 
faithful God, bringing those we love, and those we struggle to love, those we have 
lost, and those we are afraid of losing.  We bring our tears and our joy, our 
disappointments and our hopes.  We bring all that we carry and all that we long to 
lay down – in Jesus’ name. 
Amen 
 
Hymn: Come let us sing of a wonderful love, 
1 Come let us sing of a wonderful love, 
tender and true; 
out of the heart of the Father above, 
streaming to me and to you: 
wonderful love 
dwells in the heart of the Father above. 
 
2 Jesus, the Saviour, this gospel to tell, 
joyfully came; 
came with the helpless and hopeless to dwell, 
sharing their sorrow and shame; 
seeking the lost, 
saving, redeeming at measureless cost. 
 
3 Jesus is seeking the wanderers yet; 
why do they roam? 
Love only waits to forgive and forget; 
home! weary wanderer, home! 
Wonderful love 
dwells in the heart of the Father above. 
 
4 Come to my heart, O thou wonderful love, 
come and abide, 
lifting my life till it rises above 
envy and falsehood and pride: 
seeking to be 
lowly and humble, a learner of thee. 
 
Come, let us sing of a wonderful love 
Author: Robert Walmsley 
Tune: WONDERFUL LOVE (Watson) 

 
 



Prayers: 
Adoration: 
Living God, you do not save us from our mistakes, but you release us to learn from 
them.  Thank you for being there to welcome us back when we have lost our way, to 
challenge our resentment when we have lost our grace, to embrace our need when 
we have exhausted our self-sufficiency.  We are so grateful. 
Amen 
 
Prayer of Confession: 
God of the prodigal and the elder sons, we are sorry for the times we get lost in our 
world with no thought for others. 
Forgive us and help us to find our way home. 
We are sorry when we use our resources selfishly. 
Forgive us and help us to find our way home 
We are sorry when we doubt your love, and our pride prevents us from admitting our 
mistakes. 
Forgive us and help us to find our way home. 
We are sorry when we resent your generosity towards others and judge their failures 
more harshly than our own. 
Forgive us and help us to find our way home. 
We are sorry when we hurt those we love and abuse their trust. 
Forgive us and help us to find our way home. 
In Jesus’ name we pray. 
Amen 
 
Assurance of forgiveness: 
Faithful God, in a world that judges and blames 
You forgive and understand. 
In a world that has no time for failure and mistakes 
You forgive and understand. 
Thank you that your heart is so full of love it can never run out. 
Amen. 
 

Psalm 32 

32 Happy are those whose sins are forgiven, 
    whose wrongs are pardoned. 
2 Happy is the one whom the LORD does not accuse of doing wrong 
    and who is free from all deceit. 
3 When I did not confess my sins, 
    I was worn out from crying all day long. 
4 Day and night you punished me, LORD; 
    my strength was completely drained, 
    as moisture is dried up by the summer heat. 
5 Then I confessed my sins to you; 
    I did not conceal my wrongdoings. 
I decided to confess them to you, 
    and you forgave all my sins. 



6 So all your loyal people should pray to you in times of need;[b] 
    when a great flood of trouble comes rushing in, 
    it will not reach them. 
7 You are my hiding place; 
    you will save me from trouble. 
I sing aloud of your salvation, 
    because you protect me. 
8 The LORD says, “I will teach you the way you should go; 
    I will instruct you and advise you. 
9 Don't be stupid like a horse or a mule, 
    which must be controlled with a bit and bridle 
    to make it submit.” 
10 The wicked will have to suffer, 
    but those who trust in the LORD 
    are protected by his constant love. 
11 You that are righteous, be glad and rejoice 
    because of what the LORD has done. 
You that obey him, shout for joy! 
  
Reading: Luke 15:1-3, 11-32 

15 One day when many tax collectors and other outcasts came to listen to 
Jesus, 2 the Pharisees and the teachers of the Law started grumbling, “This man 
welcomes outcasts and even eats with them!” 3 So Jesus told them this parable: 

The Lost Son 

11 Jesus went on to say, “There was once a man who had two sons. 12 The younger 
one said to him, ‘Father, give me my share of the property now.’ So the man divided 
his property between his two sons. 13 After a few days the younger son sold his part 
of the property and left home with the money. He went to a country far away, where 
he wasted his money in reckless living. 14 He spent everything he had. Then a 
severe famine spread over that country, and he was left without a thing. 15 So he 
went to work for one of the citizens of that country, who sent him out to his farm to 
take care of the pigs. 16 He wished he could fill himself with the bean pods the pigs 
ate, but no one gave him anything to eat. 17 At last he came to his senses and said, 
‘All my father's hired workers have more than they can eat, and here I am about to 
starve! 18 I will get up and go to my father and say, “Father, I have sinned against 
God and against you. 19 I am no longer fit to be called your son; treat me as one of 
your hired workers.”’ 20 So he got up and started back to his father. 

“He was still a long way from home when his father saw him; his heart was filled with 
pity, and he ran, threw his arms around his son, and kissed him. 21 ‘Father,’ the son 
said, ‘I have sinned against God and against you. I am no longer fit to be called your 
son.’ 22 But the father called to his servants. ‘Hurry!’ he said. ‘Bring the best robe and 
put it on him. Put a ring on his finger and shoes on his feet. 23 Then go and get the 
prize calf and kill it, and let us celebrate with a feast! 24 For this son of mine was 
dead, but now he is alive; he was lost, but now he has been found.’ And so the 
feasting began. 

about:blank#fen-GNT-15603b


25 “In the meantime the older son was out in the field. On his way back, when he 
came close to the house, he heard the music and dancing. 26 So he called one of the 
servants and asked him, ‘What's going on?’ 27 ‘Your brother has come back home,’ 
the servant answered, ‘and your father has killed the prize calf, because he got him 
back safe and sound.’ 28 The older brother was so angry that he would not go into 
the house; so his father came out and begged him to come in. 29 But he spoke back 
to his father, ‘Look, all these years I have worked for you like a slave, and I have 
never disobeyed your orders. What have you given me? Not even a goat for me to 
have a feast with my friends! 30 But this son of yours wasted all your property on 
prostitutes, and when he comes back home, you kill the prize calf for him!’ 31 ‘My 
son,’ the father answered, ‘you are always here with me, and everything I have is 
yours. 32 But we had to celebrate and be happy, because your brother was dead, but 
now he is alive; he was lost, but now he has been found.’” 

Reflection: The Prodigal: a father’s story 
 
I am love, I am forgiveness, I am welcome, and I am hope.  I share my wealth freely, 
and enslave no one, encouraging all to experience free will. In my house there is 
room for anyone who needs to lay their head.  Let me tell you, my story. 
 
I am the father of two grown sons.  As children they were as different as they were in 
manhood.  One honest and obedient, the other more confident and single minded.   
They both enjoyed a happy, safe, and secure home, each having a mind of their 
own, each choosing a distinctive path.  The older chose the family business, the 
younger wanted to break out. 
 
He came to me and asked for his inheritance early.  What was I to do? I loved my 
son and wanted him to know that whatever happened I would always be there for 
him.  I wanted him to know that I understood my role.  To grow him into a rounded 
individual, and to set him free.  I sold stock and land, shook him by the hand, and 
waved him goodbye.  My heart was broken, he no longer needed me, I was a 
redundant parent.   
 
I missed him.  I craved his return.  I waited and I watched.  Daily I would walk to the 
end of the lane.  Climb to the highest peak to survey the horizon. Nothing.  For years 
there was nothing.  Everyone but me, had lost hope.   
 
My oldest son, worked hard, and rested in my presence.  His anger at his brother 
was clear, but I held him in my grace.  Both my sons possessed my DNA, and I 
wanted each to claim their rightful place at my side.   
 
After years of waiting, news of famine reached us, and hope surged again.  Maybe 
with no food, and funds running low, maybe just maybe my youngest son would 
return home.  I stepped up my patrols.  With every stride my confidence increased, 
despite the criticism from the rest of the household.  Then one day the waiting was 
over. 
 
While he was still far off, I saw him.  A young man with no shoes on his feet, his 
clothes torn and his face downcast.  My son, home at last. I ran to him, my heart full 
to overflowing. I threw my arms around him and held him tight. I didn’t want to ever 



let him go again.  It was time to celebrate. I had my fattest cow prepared, I put rings 
on his fingers and new robes on his back.  There was rejoicing in our home.  For my 
son who had once been blind could now see, he who had been lost and now he was 
found. 
 
However, my oldest did not share my joy. He refused to join the party and he 
questioned my parenthood. I smiled and embraced him too.  I spoke of forgiveness, 
of reconciliation, of claiming a heritage offered to all who were willing to accept it.  I 
explained that his brother had been lost but now he was found.  
 
Eventually he calmed down. He began to see things my way.  Peace reigned, as 
love conquered all. 
 
 
Thought:  
 

• Today is Mothering Sunday or Mother’s Day. 

• Has anyone done something special or are you going to do something later?   

• Give flowers or cards, go for a meal or have a family get together? 

• Today is a joyful occasion. 

• However, for some it might be more difficult. 

• For me today is a bitter sweet day. 

• The joy was when my son gave be a huge hug and said I love you mum. 

• I love being his mum and I am so blessed to be. 

• But this year is the first year I have not sent my mum flowers or a card or 
called to tell her I love her. 

• So mixed feelings. 

• And I guess there are many of you in the same boat. 

• However, Mothering Sunday did not begin like this. 

• During the 16th century, people returned to their mother church for a special 
service. 

• The 'mother church' was either the church where you were baptized, 

• Or your local parish church,  

• Or the nearest cathedral   

• Anyone who did this was commonly said to have gone "a-mothering". 

• In later years, Mothering Sunday became a day when domestic servants were 
given a day off to visit their mother church, usually with their own mothers and 
other family members. 

• It was often the only time that whole families could gather.  

• Children and young people who were "in service" (as household servants) 
were given a day off on that date so they could visit their families.  

• The children would pick wildflowers along the way to place in the church or 
give to their mothers. 

• Eventually, the religious tradition evolved into the Mothering Sunday, secular 
traditions of giving gifts to mothers.  

• My home Church is Penpol in Cornwall. 

• Here I was, Nurtured in faith as a child 

• I was Baptised there 

• Loved and prayed for 

about:blank
about:blank
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• I had a place where I belonged 

• It was here that I Buried my dad. 

• Here where I preached my first sermon. 

• I was married there, and Theo baptised there and the same arms that held me 
as a child now held him. 

• I know that we are still loved and held even now, and we are still one of them 
and part of that fellowship 

• We belong there, and we are love and valued there, just for being who we 
are. 

• And we will think a bit more about that later. 

• Traditional children who worked in service when going home on this day  as 
they walked, they picked flowers from the hedgerow to give to their mothers. 

• Today the Brownies and Rainbows have made flowers, that they will now give 
to their mothers and all the ladies of the church. 

 

• Today we heard the story of the lost son. 

• The son that took his half of his father’s money and went on a jolly. 

• He spent all the money on having a good time. 

• He had loads of friends who helped him spend it, but when the money ran out 
his friends disappeared. 

• He was left with nothing. 

• So, he took a job looking after the pigs, which would have been very hard for 
him as for Jewish people pig were considered unclean animals. 

• While he was there, eating only what the pigs had to eat he came to his 
senses and decided to go home. 

• To tell his father he was sorry and ask a job on his farm. 

• He set off. 

• But while he was still a long way off his father saw him coming and a prepared 
for his return. 

• A feast was cooked, and the son was given a robe, sandals and treated as 
the son that he was, not as a worker. 

• His older brother was cross, as he had worked hard for his father, and he was 
not treated as well. 

• The father explained 

• Your brother was lost and now he is found.  

• So, what does this story teach us. 

• Well, I think it is a bit about what I was talking about earlier  

• It is about belonging. 

• It is about a welcome  

• It is about finding a place where you can be how you are in the sight of God. 

• It is about forgiveness – as we sang earlier’ 

• “God forgave my sins in Jesus’ name.” 

• Because of the love Jesus has for us we are forgiven, and we can start again 
with him, no matter how far we have travelled away from him, or what we 
have done wrong. 

• God will still love us, and all we have do to is say we are sorry and mean it. 

• Many of you will know about Harry Potter, at the end of the first book, when 
Harry is recovering after a battle with one of the bad guys, the head teacher 



Professor Dumbledore asks Harry why he thinks he was able to defeat 
Professor Quirrell. 

• Harry does not know 

• Dumbledore explains that his mother loved him so much that she was 
prepared to give her life to protect him. 

• This is the same power of love that God has for us. 

• The same outrageous love that the father has for both his sons in our story 
today. 

• The same unconditional love, that hold not barriers or borders. 

• Where all are welcomed and valued just as you are. 
 
Prayers of Intercession: 
 
Dear Lord, 
We pray for those who have recently become parents.  We think of those welcoming 
a wanted child and those burdened by the birth; those with a healthy, strong child 
and those whose child is ill or has disabilities.  Those equipped by their own 
childhood to be loving and supportive, and those who were abused or neglected and 
will have to struggle with themselves.  We ask that their homes might be places of 
love, joy and respect, where children and adults grow together in wisdom and 
understanding.  We pray for those who long for children but have not yet realized 
their dream of holding their child in their arms.  We pray for those that have lost 
children and are learning to live with their lost. We ask that your love might soothe 
the ache of emptiness in their loves. 
Mothering God: hear our prayer. 
 
We pray for those watching as their children suffer.  We think of those whose 
children are ill or injured; those who have a struggle to feed their children, in 
particular we remember the refugees from the Ukraine and other countries. We pray 
for those whose children are lonely or bullied and of those who themselves abuse 
their family.  We ask, merciful God that they might find help, comfort and support in 
the knowledge and experience of your parental love for them. 
Mothering God: hear our prayer. 
 
We pray for those who are dependent on their children, and for children who have to 
take care of their parents.  We think of parent’s frail in body or mind or chronically 
sick.  We ask that you will give both carer and cared for the love, strength and 
patience that they need. 
Mothering God: hear our prayer. 
 
 
We pray for those we know who are sick, lonely or in need of our prayers at this 
time, we think particularly of: 
Brain Margetts – Dalwood 
Gill and Geoff Nichols - Axminister 
Amen 
 
 

 



Hymn:  Christ’s is the world in which we move; 

Christ’s is the world in which we move; 
Christ’s are the folk we’re summoned to love; 
Christ’s is the voice which calls us to care, 
and Christ is the one who meets us here. 
 
To the lost Christ shows his face, 
to the unloved he gives his embrace, 
to those who cry in pain or disgrace, 
Christ makes, with his friends, a touching place. 
 
Feel for the people we most avoid – 
strange or bereaved or never employed. 
Feel for the women and feel for the men 
who fear that their living is all in vain. 
 
Feel for the parents who’ve lost their child, 
feel for the women whom men have defiled, 
feel for the baby for whom there’s no breast, 
and feel for the weary who find no rest. 
 
Feel for the lives by life confused, 
riddled with doubt, in loving abused; 
feel for the lonely heart, conscious of sin, 
which longs to be pure but fears to begin. 
 
John L. Bell (born 1949) and Graham Maule (1958-2019) 
Tune: DREAM ANGUS (Scottish lullaby arranged by John L. Bell) 
Copyright © 1989, 1996 Wild Goose Resource Group 
c/o Iona Community, Glasgow, G2 3DH, Scotland. 
 

Blessing: 
Lord, as we continue our journey with you this week, as we seek to live out our faith 
every day, be with us, surprise with your love, nudge us when you want us to see or 
do something new – for Jesus’ sake. 
Amen 
 
 
 
 
 


