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About the words

Everything in this book—including the poetry—was written to be read, presented or performed aloud.

Several pieces were written as litanies, with ‘the leader’ beginning each section and ‘the people’ responding with the lines in italics.

On the page, some of the liturgical works will seem repetitive. In you who delight me, I grouped items with similar themes or formats to show how simply a basic outline or idea can be varied for different situations.

In this book, I’ve grouped writing by type—prayers, reflections, blessings etc—and especially with the prayers you might like to pick and mix paragraphs to create a different form or format for your occasion.

When the ideas are fresh, you can use a familiar form to introduce inclusive, liberal and theologically progressive concepts to a more conservative audience.

I hope these resources will be enjoyed and shared by anyone who sees the sacred in the everyday.

Copyright and usage

You are welcome to use with acknowledgement—and if necessary, slightly adapt for the occasion—all this liturgical material.

All work in this book is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution – NonCommercial – ShareAlike 3.0 New Zealand License.


Poems and Prayers



 

A world safe for a new born baby

We gather on this holy day
Whānau and friends
Family of blood and of choice
to celebrate the birth of a special child
in whom Christians believe
GodSpirit was especially present
—as GodSpirit can be in us.

Some of us have come from afar
with our gifts, our wisdom, our presence.
Some have come from the nearby fields,
a brief break from the busyness of our lives.

May we open the doors of our hearts
and lives and communities
to welcome the strangers or the angels
to welcome questions and uncertainty
to be catalysts for discovery;

May we open our hearts and our hands
to act for a just and peaceful world
a world safe for a new born baby
prepared for the rebirth of hope.



 

Emergency responders & peace-keepers

On this day of rebirth and celebration
we think of emergency, medical and
law enforcement personnel,
the firefighters and funeral directors on call,
working this weekend and throughout the holiday season;
dealing with fatal motor accidents, suicides,
and alcohol-induced violence.

May the joy and hope of Christmas touch hearts and minds
grown cynical from dealing with human folly and failure.

We hold in our hearts the peace-keepers and peace-makers,
those who bring aid to the ravaged and war-torn;
the agencies and individuals who bring food and medication,
who assist communities in self-development,
in clean water and vital crop projects,
who help make the desert bloom.

We think of Christians around the world,
gathering to acknowledge the birth of a baby,
a child of peace, in a world that still knows little peace,
as many, who claim to follow the way of Jesus,
instead pursue a path of exclusion and wall-building.

May the love and joy of Christmas
touch hearts and minds of all who seek the Light,
whatever their faith or creed.



 

Entertaining angels

From Hebrews 13:2—

“Be not forgetful to entertain strangers:

or thereby some have entertained angels unawares.”

(i)

Breathe in
Breathe out

Still, now
Let the angels brush you
cool clear spirits dancing
across your skin

Breathe in
gilding the air as they still you
—lips, tongue, throat, lungs
limbs, organs, blood-heat, pulse-beat—
angels in your mind
tapping your fingers
dancing in your toes

Breathe out
release them
let them be borne off on airy wings.

Breathe in—out.
You are ready, now, to entertain them
strange as they seem
syntax of fire and air.

(ii)

They sail towards me on the harbour
white angels
skimming dawn-gilt waves

As I make coffee
they float—just through the window

and on the weekend
as I munch my toast
they race towards the Strait
white wings unfurled
skimming the dance-floor of the up-side-down sky.

Bright red and buzzing
like an anxious mother
the rescue angel
rotor-blades the sky
slicing the clouds
searching…

Breathe in. Breathe out.
Do not forget them.

(iii)

Do not forget the strangers
at your door
as you raise your glass
toast the new year
the past
the absent friends
the auld acquaintances
—the birth of a long-ago child.

Do not forget the strangers
in the crowd
the watchful ones
the furtive, awkward,
battered,
manic ones
in the advent of summer holidays, of holy days.

Do not forget
—as you laugh and embrace and wish all well
and spill goodwill like crumpled wrapping paper
laugh at unfunny cracker jokes
and pull each other’s legs
as you thank the host
and season the feast with good cheer

that there are angels
waiting
answering phones, maybe
waiting to drive you home
offering refuge.

(iv)

Sometimes they come quietly
these entertaining angels
falling into your path
like stars
as the sun darkens

or—

Suddenly
with a blast of trumpets,
drumbeats, cymbals, castanets,
plucking the strings
of your heart,
harp, harpsichord, mandolin, cello
strumming and humming and
harping on
when you least expect them

nagging and clapping and
clicking their fingers to
snap you awake!
Tooting and hooting at your complacency
laughing your good intentions into action
looting your heart
for the strangeness lurking there

teasing and taunting
turning the stranger to friend
ruffling your feathers, tossing you to the winds
scooping you up, stroking you
with their wings.

(v)

Do not forget the heavenly host
coming in clouds of glory
brightening the air
spilling like stars, like champagne
skimming the sea
like yachts, like kites

skirting the crowds
searching the season
for strangers and welcomers

strumming and twanging and singing
frightening sheep, stunning the shepherds
spangling the sky
exhorting the earth to embrace
peace and goodwill
syntax of word and flesh

Spreading their wings
forming a Cross
pointing to west and east
as they light the path
to Bethlehem
—to Jerusalem, to Galilee
midwifing at the birth
foreshadowing resurrection.

Be not forgetful of angels.

Strange as they seem
entertain them:
let the cool spirits dance you.

Do not let them take you
unaware.



 

In this season of Advent and wonder

In this season of Advent and wonder
we celebrate our covenant to be inclusive.
We give thanks for the communities we’ve created
despite our varied backgrounds, cultures and beliefs.
We proudly fly our rainbow banners
and decorate our Christmas trees,
giving thanks that we are family:
extended, reconstituted, recreated
that there is room for us here
in our diversity and similarity.

We give thanks for life
brief as the grass, and for life everlasting.

We think of those who’re anxious about people they love:
those who’re separated by distance, physical or emotional.
We hold in our hearts all who mourn the loss of loved ones
through broken relationships
through the grief of personalities distorted by ill-health—
and especially those bereaved by death.

As we await, once more, the birthing-day
of the one who brings good news

who cares for careless and uncared for;

as we await the gift of family, lovers, friends
the sacrament of food and wine set at our tables

or shared around the barbecue

let us think forward to Easter and the Resurrection.

May our lives be candles of peace;

may we light up our world and prepare the way.



 

Let us be the gift we long for

Sometimes our lives seem like an endless Advent:
Always waiting,

being ready,

hustling, preparing

for the big moment, the fulfilment, the dream come true.

When will there be peace on earth,
when will poverty be history
our inbox full of good news, happy hashtags,

joy instead of hate speech?

How long before we need no ribbons, white or red or green?

And we wait.
How long, we ask, how long?

This Advent, may we be the promised kept,
the word made flesh, the kingdom come
not just on high and holy days
but in ordinary times as well.

So may we enjoy this time of preparation

thrilling to angel song and sparkling lights

Snoopy’s Christmas and Silent Night;

may the little boy drum for us, pum-a-pum-pum

and the wise ones’ gifts be ours

birthing each day
the Christ of our imagination.

Let us be the gift we long for
long after the paper’s discarded and the cards are put away;
be the love that keeps on loving:
joy in our world, day after day.



 

Love born in us this day

We give thanks for this season of celebration and remembering
when, each year
we pause to make a small space for wonder in our lives
to let in a baby-sized gleam of hope
to watch the stars bursting in the sky
and share the communion
of wine and bread and being together
the gifts of receiving and giving.

We hold the mystery in our hearts
and give thanks for renewal and togetherness,
for all that is fresh and good and loving in our lives.

We hold in our hearts those for whom this is a time of sadness
Our hearts go out to all who have lost loved ones
in holiday seasons past;
the lonely, the homeless, the bereaved.
Despite the pain, may hope be born in them again.

We give thanks for the angels who sing to us
the families who nurture us
the stars that guide us
wise ones, shepherds and kaumātua
who show us the way

We give thanks that we can put down our cares
our gifts and responsibilities, our tributes and concerns,
and for this moment
we’re engulfed in love:
Love born in us this day.



 

Red tape, red ribbon

In our prayers of solidarity,
we pray for our Members of Parliament,
and each week we name and pray for two of them
and the people in their electorates.

Today we pray for all MPs struggling with their consciences
over what is just and what is politic;

for the officials who advise them;
and the many who turn policy into practice

striving to enact the theories, the intentions,
the well-meant regulations
in ways that liberate and heal
rather than frustrate and bind.

We hold in our hearts the public servants,
desk-bound and frontline.

This Advent season
may the red tape of bureaucracy
be transformed into the Christmas ribbon of generosity,

that the initiatives and campaigns
and packages
may become gifts
of spirit and liberation,
justice and transformation.



 

Refugee child

As we celebrate the birth of a refugee child,
born in odd circumstances, of dubious parentage,
let us pray for this earth and its peoples.

We think of refugees, seeking freedom and a new life
fearful of the welcome they’ll receive
in the countries who take them in.

We hold in our hearts
all those who are away from home, but not from choice, tonight:

women and children who’ve fled to Refuge,

men in prison, far from whānau and friends,

hoping for loved ones to visit—or dreading it,

people who can’t get into their homes
following earthquakes and natural disasters
refugees carrying
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