
Lonsdale Road Methodist Church 
Order of Service for Sunday 27th September - Harvest Festival


Hunger for Justice


Opening responses: 

Leader: For a child in the UK, poverty is ... 
All: Not having friends for a sleepover. 
Men: Getting ill because we can’t afford to heat the house. 
Women: Missing out on birthday parties because we can’t afford a gift. All: Not having a 
pet because it costs too much. 

Leader: For a child in the UK, hunger and poverty is ... 
All: Going to school with no breakfast. 
Men: Knowing mum has gone without food so we can eat. Women: Pretending you have 
forgotten your lunch. 
All: Going to bed hungry. 

Leader: For a child in the UK, being poor in the midst of plenty is ... All: Hearing mum 
and dad fighting about money. 
Women: Not being able to have new clothes or shoes. 
Men: Never going on holiday. 

Hymn: 123 Come You Thankful People Come 

Verse 1

Come, you thankful people, come, 

raise the song of harvest home! 

Fruit and crops are gathered in 

safe before the storms begin: 

God our maker will provide 

for our needs to be supplied; 

come, with all his people, come, 

raise the song of harvest home!


Verse 2 

All the world is God's own field, 

harvests for his praise to yield; 

wheat and weeds together sown 

here for joy or sorrow grown: 

first the blade and then the ear, 

then the full corn shall appear - 

Lord of harvest, grant that we 

wholesome grain and pure may be. 


Verse 3


For the Lord our God shall come 

and shall bring his harvest home; 

he himself on that great day, 

worthless things shall take away, 

give his angels charge at last 

in the fire the weeds to cast, 

but the fruitful ears to store 

in his care for evermore. 


Verse 4

Even so, Lord, quickly come - 

bring your final harvest home! 

Gather all your people in 

free from sorrow, free from sin, 

there together purified, 

ever thankful at your side - 

come, with all your angels, come, 

bring that glorious harvest home!

 

Henry Alford (1810-1871) 

adapted by Compilers of Hymns for Today's Church 

Reflection 
Today we celebrate our Harvest Festival but its not like an Harvest Festival we have celebrated in 
my memory. It's true that over the years Harvest Festival has changed in nature. I’m sure many of 
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us remember the wonderful displays of fresh produce we used to have: Fruit, Vegetables, crops, 
Vines and in the centre the biggest loaf of bread you’ve ever seen beautifully decorated with ears 
of corn and sometimes even a little mouse modelled in the bread, always made fresh by a local 
baker. I don’t know how they made it made but it was a sight to see. And the smell - nothing can 
beat that wonderful smell of all the produce mixed with the smell of newly baked bread that hit 
you as you entered the church. And after the service we would all share in that loaf with our tea 
and coffee.


At that time , certainly where I lived, the village of Hanham, although on the outside edge of 
Bristol, was officially in Gloucestershire and it marked the very end of urban development. 
Hanham was surrounded by fields, market gardens and countryside all the way to Bath. So, much 
of the produce on display at harvest time came from local farms, gardens, and greenhouses. 
Before the development of out of town super stores, my Mum used to get all our food from the 
local shops - Mr Luffman the butcher for meat, the Cozy Fruit stores for fruit and veg, there were 
bakers,  but we had our bread delivered by a man in a van. 


At school we used to have Harvest Festival as well. It was a big issue with displays around the 
school and a special service. Then we went to church on Sunday and took our gifts, usually a few 
fruit wrapped up in a little tray or basket which we brought to the front at the right moment. There 
was a real sense of giving thanks to God for his provision. We still had some kind of  connection 
between the land, the seasons and the produce.


Over the years as urban development continued, Hanham became swallowed up by new housing 
estates and out of town shopping centres with huge supermarkets and DIY stores. The Avon Ring 
road cut a swathe through the farmland that we used to play on. Now there are just a few vestiges 
of Greenbelt fields left with the occasional horse to be seen but the farms and market gardens are 
all gone and fewer people grow their own produce. I don’t know if the schools still have a harvest 
festival but I doubt it has the impact that it used to have, and few of the children take their gifts to 
church now. 


Over the years the display in church changed from being homegrown fruit and veg donated from 
local gardens, to token produce bought at the supermarket along with tins and packets. It reflects 
I think our changing relationship with the land, the source of our food, the environment. 


Today our display is limited by the restrictions that we are under because of the Pandemic.. We 
have learned  to do what we are able, and the thing we are certainly able to do is to Praise God 
and give Thanks for his bounty in creation.


Our readings today and the reflections we will hear, remind us that not everyone receives a fair 
share of that bounty. In the reading from Kings we hear about a Widow and her son during a time 
of famine. Famine is a natural occurrence and we might think that there is little we can do about it, 
but even in the book of Exodus we hear how with forethought and planning, Joseph was able to 
feed the Egyptians during famine in an earlier time. If he could do that then today, with all our 
technology and ability to transport people and goods around the world, how much more 
effectively could we feed people if we had a mind to do so?
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Today as we bring our gifts for the FoodBank we should be asking why people are dependent on 
such charity in one of the richest nations on earth. Christ very clearly tells us to feed the hungry, 
and care for the vulnerable, but the greater love ensures that we don’t have to - at least not in a 
way that degrades and humiliates. It’s all about the choices we make.


The story of the feeding of the 5000 makes it very clear. God provides for everyone. Only human 
action prevents everyone receiving what they need. We need to pray that those with the power to 
make change will do so in a way that makes life better for everyone and not just a limited few and 
that we may be shown how to do our part in sharing Gods bountiful gifts to the whole of the 
world, with everyone equally. Amen.


Reading: 1 Kings 17: 1, 8-13a 

Reflection:  Meet Pancake Boy ... (based on 1 Kings 17:8–16): 


‘What’s for supper tonight, mum?’ 

I know what she’s going to say: ‘Pancakes.’ 

What else can you make from a jar of flour and a jug of oil? 

You might think a kid like me would look forward to pancakes. 

But just imagine having pancakes every night for a month! 

And then imagine having pancakes every morning and every night for six months. 

Multiply that by ten and you’ll get the picture. 

Even before that crazy prophet named Elijah showed up, we’d been eating pancakes 
every meal for what seems like years! 

That’s what it’s like when there isn’t much to go around. 

I was actually glad when that stranger came to our door and asked to be fed. At last! I 
thought. We’ll get something more than pancakes. 

Mum can’t give a guest the last bit of our oil and flour, I thought. 

I thought for sure she’d have something tucked away, a treat for my birthday maybe. But 
no, all we had in the house was oil and flour. 

She was scared to give the last bit away. Thought I’d starve. 

Ha! That might be better than pancakes forever and ever, amen! 

The thing I hate about this famine – and being this poor in a famine – is that I don’t get 
any choice about anything. Pancakes, pancakes, pancakes. No syrup, no sausage, just 
pancakes. 
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That stranger seemed mighty glad to have pancakes. 

He assured my mother we wouldn’t run out of stuff if we shared our oil and flour with 
him. 

I can still remember his words: 

‘Thus says the Lord God of Israel: the jar of flour will not be emptied and the jug of oil 
will not fail until the day that the Lord sends rain on the earth.’ 

I don’t know about you but I wish the Lord could send something better than rain, 
something better than pancakes! 

Lord God of Israel, how about a little pizza for a growing boy? ‘Hey, mum! What’s for 
dinner tonight?’ ... 
(A faraway voice shouts: ‘Pancakes!’) 
Like I said – pancakes! 

Hymn: 126 Praise God for the Harvest of Orchard and Field 

Praise God for the harvest of orchard and field,  

Verse 1

Praise God for the harvest of orchard and 
field, 

praise God for the people who gather their 
yield, 

the long hours of labour, the skills of a team, 

the patience of science, the power of 
machine. 


Verse 2

Praise God for the harvest that comes from 
afar, 

from market and harbour, the sea and the 
shore: 

foods packed and transported, and gathered 
and grown 

by God-given neighbours, unseen and 
unknown. 


Verse 3


Praise God for the harvest that's quarried and 
mined, 

then sifted, and smelted, or shaped and 
refined: 

for oil and for iron, for copper and coal, 

praise God, who in love has provided them all. 


Verse 4

Praise God for the harvest of science and skill, 

the urge to discover, create and fulfil: 

for dreams and inventions that promise to gain 

a future more hopeful, a world more humane. 


Verse 5

Praise God for the harvest of mercy and love 

from leaders and peoples who struggle and 
serve 

for patience and kindness, that all may be led 

to freedom and justice, and all may be fed. 


Brian Wren (b. 1936)  

Reading: John 6:1-9 

Reflection:  Meet Sardine Boy ... (based on John 6:1–14): 
 
I can hardly wait to ask her ‘What’s for dinner tonight, mum?’ 

It’s a little too soon. She’s pretty mad at me right now. Can’t figure out why I gave my 
lunch away today. 
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(Mimicking his mother’s voice:) ‘I spent my hard-earned money on those sardines! I got 
up at 5am to bake that bread with my own hands. And you gave it to a perfect stranger. 
You ungrateful little boy.’ 

She wasn’t there with me. 

He did seem like a perfect stranger, that rabbi. I could see him roll his eyes when his 
friends couldn’t think of a thing to do. 

He’d been telling us some great stories but he could see we all needed some lunch and a 
bit of a break. He asked his friends to get things organised but those guys had no clue. 
They were panicking. The guy named Philip was the worst. 

(Mimicking an adult male voice:) ‘Six months’ wages wouldn’t buy enough bread for 
everyone here to get a little.’ 

That was his idea. Send somebody back to town to pick up sandwiches. For a thousand or 
two! Yeah, right. 

The rabbi just shook his head. 

Now I had my lunch with me: five barley buns and two sardines. Mum won’t let me go 
for a day without taking lunch along. 

So I took it out of my sack and showed it to a guy named Andrew. I thought if I shared 
mine, others might join in. After all, no mother takes her kids for a day in the mountains 
without bringing along some lunch! 

So the rabbi got us organised, sat us down, started passing my lunch around. 

Sure enough, bread and fish came out of nowhere. There might have been some cheese 
and olives too, and a few oranges. Everybody got something to eat, for sure. 

But then a really strange thing happened. 

The rabbi said, ‘Gather up the leftovers!’ You should have seen the look on Philip’s face. 
He thought the rabbi was crazy! 

But they passed around some baskets and the baskets came back full. Then that rabbi, I 
think his name is Jesus, he gave me a bunch of leftovers to take home. 

I know when I ask mum what’s for dinner, she’s going to give me a hard time. (Mimicking 
again:) ‘I gave you the last two fish in the pantry, you wasteful boy.’ 

And then I’m going to bring out my basket of leftovers. It will be a feast! Sardines for 
sure, but some cheese and olives too. Amazing what happens when people share their 
lunch! 

(Calling:) ‘Hey, mum! What’s for dinner tonight?’ ...
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Prayer: 

Voice one: 

God our Maker, you made the world in all its goodness to give what each of your 
creatures needs to live. 

The world offers us a feast of good things, flavours that please us and food to give us 
strength to work and play. 

Thank you, God, for all the tables we gather around to enjoy good food from the good 
earth with family and friends. 

Voice two: 

Help us enjoy each mouthful and each meal. These are precious gifts! 

God of Life, the miracles in the Bible show us how goodness grows in the world when 
people share your gifts of food. 

We pray for all those people who have to worry about where their next meal comes from, 
for parents who would like to serve more but just can’t afford it, and for children who 
wish they could have another helping. 

God, teach us to share the food we have so the hungry will have enough. 

God of Love, we thank you for everyone who shares what they have with someone in 
need. And we pray for everyone who reaches out for help. May they meet kindness and 
respect in those with something to share. 

God of Hope, we pray for those who lead our communities and our country. Help them 
figure out how to help the hungry so they can have enough to eat every day. 

As we pray together for our daily bread, make us hungry for justice that will share the 
bread as Jesus hoped: 

The Lords Prayer


Song: 125 Praise and Thanksgiving. 

Verse 1

Praise and thanksgiving, 

Father, we offer, 

for all things living 

you have made good; 

harvest of sown fields, 

fruits of the orchard, 

hay from the mown fields, 

blossom and wood. 


Verse 2

Lord, bless the labour 

we bring to serve you, 


that with our neighbour 

we may be fed. 

Sowing or tilling, 

we would work with you; 

harvesting, milling, 

for daily bread. 


Verse 3

Father, providing 

food for your children, 

your wisdom guiding 

teaches us share 

one with another, 
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so that, rejoicing, 

sister and brother 

may know your care.


Verse 4 

Then will your blessing 

reach every people; 


each one confessing 

your gracious hand. 

When you are reigning 

no one will hunger: 

your love sustaining 

fruitful the land.  

Albert Frederick Bayly (1901-1984) 


Closing prayer: 

Lord, to those who are hungry, give bread. 
And to those who have bread, give a hunger for justice. 

Latin American prayer 

Hunger for Justice 
by Nancy Cocks 

Published 2015: 
Wild Goose Publications, 4th Floor, Savoy House, 140 Sauchiehall Street, Glasgow G2 
3DH, UK, the publishing division of the Iona Community. 

CCLI number:  176885
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