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 We meet in the name of Jesus Christ 

 who died and was raised to the glory of God the Father. 

 Grace and mercy be with you. 

All And also with you. 

 

 We look not to the things that are seen 

 but to the things that are unseen; 

 for the things that are seen are transient 

 but the things that are unseen are eternal. 

 Today we come together  

to remember before God our sister Patricia 

and to give thanks for her life. 

 

 Father in heaven,  

 we thank you now for Patricia, 

 for the life and the grace you gave to her, 

 and for the peace in which she now rests. 

 As we honour her memory 

 our hearts are filled with praise and thanksgiving. 

All Blessed be your name. 

 

A READING FROM ISAIAH 35 

 

All The ransomed of the Lord shall return, 

 and sorrow and sighing shall flee away.  

 The wilderness and the dry land shall rejoice: 

 the desert shall burst into song. 

 They shall see the glory of the Lord: 

 the majesty of our God.  

 And the ransomed of the Lord shall return, 

 and come to Zion with singing; 

 everlasting joy shall be upon their heads; 

 they shall obtain joy and gladness, 

 and sorrow and sighing shall flee away. 

All The ransomed of the Lord shall return, 

and sorrow and sighing shall flee away. 

 

 



SONG ............................................................................ There Is a River 

There is a river whose streams make glad 

the city of God, the city of God; 

the holy habitation of the Most High, 

the city of God, the city of God. 

 

God is in the midst of her, 

she shall not be moved; 

the Lord of hosts is with her. 

For there is a river whose streams make glad 

the city of God, the city of God. 

 

PSALM 87 

 

 On the Holy mountain stands his foundation; 

 the Lord loves the gates of Zion more than all the dwellings of Jacob. 

All Splendid things are spoken of you, O city of God. 

 I count Egypt and Babylon among those who know me. 

 Behold, Philistia, Tyre and Ethiopia: in Zion were they born. 

All Splendid things are spoken of you, O city of God. 

 Of Zion it shall be said, “Everyone was born in her;” 

 for the Most High himself will sustain her. 

All Splendid things are spoken of you, O city of God. 

 The Lord inscribes in the record of peoples: 

 ‘These also were born there.’ 

All Splendid things are spoken of you, O city of God. 

 Singers and dancers alike say, 

 ‘All my fresh springs are in you.’ 

All Splendid things are spoken of you, O city of God. 

 

A READING FROM PHILIPPIANS 

My friends, how dear you are to me, and how I miss you! How happy you 

make me, and how proud I am of you! Don’t waver. Stay on track, rooted in 

God. Celebrate God’s life all day, every day. I really mean it. Adopt a gentle 

approach to everyone. Help them see that the Lord is near. Don’t worry about 

anything, but rather pray, asking God about your concerns, and thanking him 

for his goodness. And God’s peace which passes all understanding will guard 

your hearts and minds in Christ Jesus. 



For myself, I have learned to be content whatever the circumstances. I know 

what it is to be in need, and I know what it is to have more than enough. I have 

learned the secret of being content in every situation, whether well-fed or 

hungry, whether living in plenty or in want. I can do all things through him 

who gives me strength. 

I have not yet attained the resurrection of the dead, nor am I already perfect, 

but I press on to make it my own, because Christ Jesus has taken hold of me. 

Brothers and sisters, I do not consider myself yet to have taken hold of it. But 

one thing I do: forgetting what is behind and straining towards what is ahead, I 

press on toward the goal to win the prize for which God has called me 

heavenwards in Christ Jesus. All of us who are mature should think this way. 

 

SONG ..................................................................................... Psalm 122 

Refrain: I rejoiced when I heard them say, 

  ‘Let us go to God’s house today.’ 

 I rejoiced when I heard them say,  

 ‘Let us go to God’s house.’ 

And now our feet are standing, 

standing within thy gates, O Jerusalem. Refrain 

Jerusalem is built as a city. 

It is there that the tribes go up, 

the tribes of the Lord. Refrain 

For the peace of Jerusalem pray, 

peace be to your homes, 

peace to your homes always. Refrain 

For love of my brethren and friends, 

for love of the house of the Lord, 

I will say, ‘Peace, peace upon you.’ Refrain 

 

THE GOSPEL 

Hear the Gospel of our Lord Jesus according to Luke. 

All Glory to you, O Lord 

Now as they went on their way, he entered a certain village, where a woman 

named Martha welcomed him into her home. She had a sister named Mary 

who sat at the Lord’s feet and listened to what he was saying. But Martha was 

distracted by her many tasks; so she came to him and  



asked, “Lord, do you not care that my sister has left me to do all the work by 

myself? Tell her then to help me.” But the Lord answered her, “Martha, 

Martha, you are worried and distracted by many things; there is need of only 

one thing. Mary has chosen the better part, which will not be taken  

away from her.” 

 This is the Gospel of the Lord. 

All Praise to you, O Christ. 

 SERMON 

 Let us pray: 

Father in heaven, 

 we praise your name for all you did through your servant Patricia 

and for what she meant to each of us. 

We bless you that in following your call 

she brought light into our lives. 

Thank you for her faithful friendship. 

Grant to each of us the grace to follow her example, 

joining with her to praise you for ever.  Amen. 

 

 PRAYERS OF PENITENCE 

 Out of the depths I cry to you: 

 Lord, hear my voice. 

 Lord have mercy. 

All Lord, have mercy. 

 If you should mark what is done amiss 

 who could endure it? 

 Christ have mercy. 

All Christ have mercy. 

 Trust in the Lord, for in him is compassion, 

 for with him is ample redemption. 

 Lord, have mercy. 

All Lord have mercy. 

 May the God of love 

 bring us back to himself, 

 forgive us our sins, 

 and assure us of his eternal love 

 in Jesus Christ our Lord. 

All Amen. 

  



GLORY TO GOD 

 

 
  



PRAYERS OF INTERCESSION 

 

 As Martha, Pat Allen worked tirelessly. 

 A social worker,  

 she cared for the poor and attended the neglected,  

 she supported the forgotten and oppressed. 

 A community member,  

 she cared for children and cooked family meals, 

 she scrubbed and laundered. 

 

 Lord, we give thanks for Pat Allen. 

All Thank you for the fruitfulness of her work and service. 

 

 As Mary, Mary Patricia laboured differently but no less intensively. 

 A tireless intercessor, resolutely she discerned the lost,  

 lifted the depressed, defended God’s intentions. 

 A faithful communicator, unceasingly she encouraged the struggling, 

 underpinned the fragile, drew near to the distant. 

 

 Lord, we give thanks for Mary Patricia. 

All May her work continue to bear spiritual and tangible fruit. 

 

 As Martha, Pat Allen sang of Royal David’s City: 

 the lowly cattle shed, Mary’s little child. 

 She composed passionate songs of suffering and struggle, of hope and joy. 

 She played powerfully: dissonant harmonies, big chords, 

 shaking both piano and her own small frame. 

 

 Lord, we give thanks for Pat Allen. 

All May her music impart hope and bring healing. 

 May it be fruitful to the hundredfold. 

 

 As Mary, Mary Patricia settled near Royal David’s city, 

 moving from hut to house to hermitage, seeing herself as Mary’s child. 

 She ‘sank before the Lord, hanging on to every word’; 

 solitary, seeking new strengths,  

 determined in perseverance, sustained by grace.  

 From this came reflections, readings, scripture meditations, 

 journals, prayers, stories, poetry. 

 

 Lord, we give thanks for Mary Patricia. 



All May her words win saints for you. 

 May her insights bring many to maturity. 

 May her writing bear fruit to the hundredfold.  

 

 ‘This is what the Kingdom of God is like: 

 A woman scatters seed on the ground. 

 Night and day, whether she sleeps or gets up, 

 the seed sprouts and grows, though she does not know how. 

 All by itself the soil produces grain: 

 first the stalk, then the head, then the full kernel in the head. 

 As soon as the grain is ripe, she puts the sickle to it, 

 because the harvest is come.’ 

 

 Lord, we give thanks for the planting of Patricia’s life. 

 

All Thank you for the Spirit’s rich soil, 

 certainly, mysteriously bearing fruit. 

 

 Lord, we give thanks for the fidelity of Patricia’s life. 

 

All Thank you for her faithful heart, 

 for the fullness of her worship, 

 for the fecundity of her soul. 

 

 And in November, the grain being ripe, 

 mortality’s sickle swung, 

 showing God’s harvest had come. 

 

All We miss Patricia, we grieve Patricia, we love Patricia. 

 We release her, we return her to you: 

 Celebrating her life, saddened by her death,  

 confident of her life with you. 

 

 Lord, we rejoice in you,  

 and in your ways both plain and mysterious. 

 

All May our lives be fruitful to the hundredfold. 

      Amen. 

 

  



THE PEACE 

 

Jesus said: Peace I leave with you. 

My peace I give to you. 

Not as the world gives give I unto you. 

Do not let your hearts be troubled, 

neither let them be afraid. 

 

The peace of the risen Christ be with you. 

All And also with you. 

 Let us offer one another a sign of peace. 

 

 SHARING 

We balance 

God’s hiddenness 

and God’s flamboyance. 

Gracious strands surround us. 

Love dawns us 

into 

Life. 

 

 OFFERTORY ............................................................... The King of Love 

 

 The King of love my shepherd is,  

  whose goodness faileth never; 

 I nothing lack if I am his,  

  and he is mine for ever. 

 Where streams of living water flow,  

  my ransomed soul he leadeth, 

 and where the verdant pastures grow, 

  with food celestial feedeth. 

 Perverse and foolish oft I strayed, 

  but yet in love he sought me, 

 and on his shoulder gently laid,  

  and home, rejoicing, brought me. 

 In death's dark vale I fear no ill 

  with thee, dear Lord, beside me; 

 thy rod and staff my comfort still, 

  thy cross before to guide me. 

  



Thou spread'st a table in my sight; 

  thy unction grace bestoweth; 

 and oh, what transports of delight 

  from thy pure chalice floweth! 

 And so through all the length of days  

  thy goodness faileth never; 

 Good Shepherd, may I sing thy praise 

  within thy house for ever. 
 

The Lord is here. 

All His Spirit is with us. 

 

Lift up your hearts. 

All We lift them to the Lord. 

 

Let us give thanks to the Lord our God. 

All It is right to give thanks and praise. 

 

 Almighty God, 

 in your great love 

you crafted us by your hand 

and breathed life into us by your Spirit. 

Although we became a rebellious people, 

you did not abandon us to our sin. 

In your tender mercy 

You sent your Son 

To restore us to your likeness. 

In obedience to your will 

he gave up his life for us, 

bearing our sins in his body on the cross. 

By your mighty power 

you raised him from the grave 

and exalted him to the throne of glory. 

Rejoicing in his victory 

and trusting in your promise 

to make alive all who turn to Christ, 

we join with Patricia and all your faithful people, 

and with the whole company of heaven 

in one unending song of praise: 

 



 

How wonderful the work of your hands, O Lord. 

As a mother tenderly gathers her children, 

you embraced a people as your own. 

When they turned away and rebelled 

your love remained steadfast. 

From them you raised up Jesus our Saviour, born of Mary, 

to be the living bread, in whom all our hungers are satisfied. 

He offered his life for sinners, 

and with a love stronger than death 

he opened wide his arms on the cross. 

On the night before he died, 

he came to supper with his friends 

and, taking bread, he gave you thanks. 

He broke it and gave it to them, saying: 

Take, eat; this is my body which is given for you; 

do this in remembrance of me. 

At the end of supper, taking the cup of wine, 

he gave you thanks, and said: 

Drink this, all of you; this is my blood of the new covenant, 

which is shed for you and for many for the forgiveness of sins. 

Do this, as often as you drink it, in remembrance of me. 



 

Father, we plead with confidence 

his sacrifice made once for all upon the cross; 

we remember his dying and rising in glory, 

and we rejoice that he intercedes for us at your right hand. 

Pour out your Holy Spirit as we bring before you 

these gifts of your creation; 

may they be for us the body and blood of your dear Son. 

As we eat and drink these holy gifts in your presence, 

form us in the likeness of Christ, 

and build us into a living temple to your glory. 

Remember, Lord, your Church in every land. 

Reveal her unity, guard her faith, and preserve her in peace. 

Bring us at the last with blessed Mary,  

your servants Maura and Bea, 

by whose prayer and devotion you have consecrated these Islands, 

together with Brother Roland and our beloved sister Patricia,  

and all your saints living and departed, 

to the vision of that eternal splendour 

for which you have created us; 

through Jesus Christ, our Lord, 

by whom, with whom, and in whom, 

with all who stand before you in earth and heaven,  

we worship you, Father almighty, in songs of everlasting praise: 

 

 
 

  



As our Saviour taught us, so we pray: 

 

 
 

 

 We break this bread 

 to share in the body of Christ. 

All Though we are many, we are one body, 

 because we all share in one bread. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 Jesus is the Lamb of God 

 who takes away the sin of the world. 

 Blessed are those who are called to his supper. 

All Lord, I am not worthy to receive you, 

 but only say the word, and I shall be healed. 

All Most merciful Lord, 

your love compels us to come in. 

Our hands were unclean, 

our hearts were unprepared; 

we were not fit  

even to eat the crumbs from under your table. 

But you, Lord, are the God of our salvation, 

and share your bread with sinners. 

So cleanse and feed us 

with the precious body and blood of your Son, 

that he may live in us and we in him; 

and that we, with the whole company of Christ, 

may sit and eat in your kingdom. Amen. 

 

 COMMUNION MUSIC .................................................. Let Our Praise 

Let our praise to you be as incense; 

let our praise to you be as pillars of your throne. 

Let our praise to you be as incense 

as we come before you and worship you alone, 

as we see you in your splendor, 

as we gaze upon your majesty, 

as we join the hosts of angels 

and proclaim together your holiness: 

    Holy, holy, holy, 

    holy is the Lord. 

  



POSTCOMMUNION PRAYER 

All Almighty God, 

 we thank you for feeding us 

 with the body and blood of your Son Jesus Christ. 

 Through him we offer our souls and bodies 

 to be a living sacrifice. 

 Send us out in the power of your Spirit 

 to live and work to your praise and glory. Amen. 

 The God of peace, who brought again from the dead our Lord Jesus, 

 that great shepherd of the sheep, 

 make you perfect in every good work to do his will; 

 and the blessing of God almighty, 

 the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit, 

 be among you and remain with you always.  Amen. 

 CLOSING SONG ................................................. The Celebration Song 

For our life together, we celebrate. 

Life that lasts for ever, we celebrate. 

For the joy and for the sorrow, 

Yesterday, today, tomorrow, we celebrate. 

For your great creation, we celebrate. 

For our own salvation, we celebrate. 

For the sun and for the rain, 

Through the joy and through the pain, we celebrate. 

Ah! There’s the celebration!  (3x) 

Celebrate the whole of it! 

For his body broken, we celebrate. 

For the word he’s spoken, we celebrate. 

For the feasting at his table, 

By his grace we are able to celebrate. 

For the Lord above, we celebrate. 

For our Father of love, we celebrate. 

For the Son, who is our brother, 

For his Spirit, for the three together, we celebrate. 

Ah! There’s the celebration!  (4x) 

Go in peace to love and serve the Lord. 

All In the name of Christ. Amen. 

 



 

 

Celebrant: The Rev’d David Porter 
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Psalm: Silla Sommerfeld 

New Testament: Jodi Page-Clark 
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Prayers of Intercession: Patricia Beall Gavigan 

Poem: Louise Counsell 

Musicians: Bill Farra, Mimi Farra, Louise Counsell 
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