
WARRIORS IN PRAYER 

OUR FATHER – BRINGERS OF HOPE 

 

So Jesus invites us to pray.  Jesus invites us to pray “Our Father!” 

How has going on a journey through this prayer changed the way you pray, or 

how you approach prayer, or how you think about prayer?   How has going on 

a journey through this prayer changed the way you think about God, and you 

and your loving heavenly Father? 

I’m wondering what difference it has made, or is making to you to understand 

that Jesus invitation is to come to ‘Our Father’ when you pray.  ‘Our Father’ is 

so very important, so very important.  Who is it friends, to whom do you think 

you pray?  It seems to me that so many of our problems with prayer are to do 

with two things: who we think God is, and who we think we are! 

Moe gets it. 

Meanwhile Moe, one of his retinue of attendants, approaches with a glass of 

Gatorade. In his early fifties, Moe is five-foot-four and paunchy. He wears a 

rumpled suit, shirt open at the collar, tie askew. Moe has a thinning sliver of 

matted hair extending from his temples to the back of his head where it 

disappears in a clump of grey-black hair. The little attendant is unshaven. His 

bulbous jowls and one glass eye cause the spectators’ eyes to dart away. 

 

“Pathetic little twerp,” one man says. “Just an obsequious, star-struck hanger 

on, “adds another.  

Moe is neither. His heart is buried with Christ in the Father’s love. He moves un-

selfconsciously through the crowd and extends the Gatorade gracefully to the 

hero. He is as comfortable as a hand in a glove with his servant role (that is 

how Jesus first revealed Himself to Moe and transformed his life). Moe feels 

safe with him.  

 

That night, Carlton Hayes will deliver the main address at the banquet of the 1 

Manning, Brennan: “Abba’s Child,” NavPress 2002 ed. page 64 Fellowship of 

Christian Athletes, who are attending from all fifty states. He will also be 



honoured with a Waterford crystal cup as the first eight-time Olympic gold 

medallist. 

 

Five thousand people gather at the Ritz-Carlton Hotel. Glitterati from the 

worlds of politics, sports and show business are scattered throughout the room. 

As Hayes steps to the podium, the crowd is just finishing a sumptuous meal. 

The speaker’s address abounds with references to the power of Christ and 

unabashed gratitude to God. Hearts are touched; men and women weep 

unashamedly, they give a standing ovation.  

 

But behind the glossy delivery, Carlton’s vacant stare reveals that his words do 

not inhabit his soul. Stardom has eroded his presence with Jesus. Intimacy with 

God has faded into the distance. The whispering of the Spirit has been drowned 

out by deafening applause. Buoyed by success and the roar of the crowd, the 

Olympic hero moves easily from table to table. He ingratiates himself with 

everyone – from the waiters to the movie stars. 

 

 Back at the Red Roof Inn, Moe eats his frozen TV dinner alone. He was not 

invited to the banquet at the Ritz-Carlton because, quite honestly, he just 

wouldn’t fit in. Surely it wouldn’t be fitting for a pot-bellied, glass-eyed, twerpy 

attendant to pull up a chair with the likes of Ronald Reagan, Charlton Hesston 

and Arnold Schwarzenegger. 

 

Moe sits down at the table in his room and closes his eyes, the love of the 

crucified Christ surges within him. His eyes fill with tears. “Thank You, Jesus,” he 

whispers, as he peels the plastic top off his micro waved lasagne. He flips to 

Psalm 23 in the Bible.
1
 

 

Moe sits comfortably before God in who he is in God. There is no pretence, 

there is no guilt and there is no sense of the need to earn God’s love.  There is 

no drive for success that leads him to believe he has to perform in God’s 

presence.  He is not concerned by what he thinks he must do to be acceptable 

to God.  He is not worried about his appearance or how he might appear to 

God.  Moe comes to the presence of God fully immersed in the truth that God 

cannot love him more than he already does. 
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He comes to the presence of God immersed in the truth that there is nothing 

he can do that will make God to love him any less.  He comes to the presence 

of God immersed in the truth that he does not need to try to impress God with 

words or posture or dress or action.  He comes to the presence of God 

immersed in the truth that he is the beloved of his Father in heaven. 

Moe comes to the presence of God a poor show by the standards of the world. 

He is, in truth, not good looking attractive or a physical specimen that 

impresses in the eyes of others.  He is not, in truth, talented in any way by the 

standards of the competing world.  He knows that, in truth, in the judgement 

of those who make the rules, he has little to offer on the ladder of success. 

But Moe is comfortable in himself. And Moe is comfortable in himself because 

Moe is comfortable in God, his heavenly Father.   

Moe is not looking for and does not need the applause of those around him 

because Moe is comfortable in the company of the one who loves him because 

he loves him because he loves him because he loves him…. 

For Moe, prayer is an invitation from his heavenly Father to enjoy his Father’s 

presence.  That same invitation, your loving heavenly Father, extends to you! 

This is the story of a priest from Detroit names Edward Farrell. 

One summer he took a two week vacation to Ireland. His one living uncle was 

about to celebrate his 80th birthday.  

 

On the great day, the priest and his uncle got up before dawn and dressed in 

silence. They took a walk along the shores of Lake Killarney and stopped to 

watch the sunrise. They stood there absolutely still, saying nothing, staring 

straight at the rising sun.  

 

Suddenly the uncle turned and went skipping down the road. He was radiant, 

beaming, smiling from ear to ear.  

 

His nephew said: “Uncle Seamus, you look really happy!”  

“I am lad.”  

“Want to tell me why?”  

His 80 year old uncle replied, “Yes, you see, my Abba is very fond of me.”
2
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“My Abba is very fond of me!”  What a gift to be able, honestly, authentically, 

to say those words.  How many of us, I wonder, can truly, honestly, say those 

words and believe with all our heart that they are true? 

My Abba is very fond of me!   

I wonder if, in truth, my version is closer to something like this: My Abba is 

very fond of me when I preach a truly good sermon!  Or maybe: My Abba is 

very fond of me… sometimes!  Or perhaps: My Abba is very fond of me when I 

am at my best! 

Truth is I have a hard time grasping, believing and living in the truth that causes 

an 80 year old priest to go skipping down the road saying: “My Abba is very 

fond of me!” And yet and yet, it is this Abba who is the one who Jesus invites 

me to pray to.  Which begs the question: If I am finding it hard to pray, who is 

it that I think I am praying to? 

In my best moments I can honestly come to prayer being able to get close, at 

least, to saying: “My Abba is very fond of me.”  But in my worst moments I 

really struggle even to think those words let alone say them.  My problem, I 

have come to realise, is that I put way too much emphasis on me and how I am 

as I approach prayer… whereas the point of the whole thing is that it is the 

Abba who is very fond of me who wants me, more than anything, to come to 

him. 

If I could grasp that, praying would become a whole different experience and 

delight.  I would be able to come to prayer not because I think I have to, but 

because I want to.  I could come to prayer not solely focused on me and what I 

want, but because it is a relationship that brings me joy.  I can come to prayer 

without being worried about feeling good enough or feeling a failure.  I could 

come to prayer because I am loved, as I am, in those very moments, whatever 

is actually going on in me and around me. 

Truth is, the deep, profound, life affirming and life changing truth is, my Abba 

is very fond of me!  And, he’s very fond of you too even though some of you, 

like me, have a hard time believing that. 

Our Father! 



How are you doing friends? 

Abba, Father, the one who is so very fond of you. 

6 
You see, at just the right time, when we were still powerless, Christ 

died for the ungodly. 
7 

Very rarely will anyone die for a righteous person, 

though for a good person someone might possibly dare to die. 
8 

But God 

demonstrates his own love for us in this: While we were still sinners, 

Christ died for us. (Romans 5 v 6-8) 

9 
At that time Jesus came from Nazareth in Galilee and was baptized by 

John in the Jordan. 
10 

Just as Jesus was coming up out of the water, he 

saw heaven being torn open and the Spirit descending on him like a 

dove. 
11 

And a voice came from heaven: “You are my Son, whom I love; 

with you I am well pleased.” (Mark 1 v 9-11) 

Have you ever realised that you have something wonderful in common with 

Jesus?   

Paul powerfully reminds us that God’s love for us reaches to us in the depths of 

the mess of who we really are.  We have done nothing that could possibly earn 

God’s favour or his love, but God’s love is so big and so great, that he loves us 

anyway.  At Jesus baptism, words from his heavenly Father are spoken:  “You 

are my son, whom I love, with you I am well pleased.” 

Extraordinarily this comes at the beginning of Jesus ministry.  We expect his 

Father to say these words as Jesus is on the cross having accomplished his 

ministry or following Jesus own words, “It is finished!”  But the Father speaks 

these words to his son before he has done anything.  Perhaps it’s another way 

of saying: “This is my beloved son and I am very fond of him.” 

Truth is our heavenly Father loves you and me in exactly the same way he 

loves his one and only son, Jesus.   

Jesus fully and completely understands the depth and breadth and height and 

length of his Father’s love, and leaves the glory of heaven to dwell on the 

earth. He demonstrated the depth and breadth and height and length of his 

Father’s love: he healed the sick; he touched the leper; he went to the outcast; 



he sat with the unlovely; he met with the widow and the orphan; he loved the 

broken and the hurting, the cheat and the thief, the proud and the tough.   

One day, on a hillside, in the company of upwards of 15, 000 men, women and 

children, he broke bread at a picnic.  In that moment everybody present knew 

and understood what he was doing and what he was saying.  For in Jesus day, 

the host of a meal would break bread at the start of a meal as a way of saying 

to everyone present: “You are most welcome at my table.” 

Jesus is telling these ordinary people that they are loved and welcome in the 

kingdom of the heavens…that His Father is very fond of them.   

On the night Jesus was betrayed, Jesus took bread and broke it!  In celebrating 

the Passover Meal with his disciples, Jesus tells his disciples that they are 

welcome in the kingdom of the heavens.  But he is also telling them that, like 

the bread is broken at the meal as a sign of welcome, his body will be broken 

as the means by which they, and all people will receive saving grace. 

He tells them to break bread often, together, to remember the depth, breadth, 

height and length of his Father’s love… and to remember that because of his 

own sacrifice of his body broken on the cross, they are welcome in the 

kingdom of the heavens.  “Whenever you eat this bread…”  Whenever you eat 

this bread, which you break together, remember above all else, that Abba is so 

very fond of you. 

So, now in the light of all this wonderful, powerful and challenging truth, we 

are going to celebrate this meal together.  The invitation is to come to Abba, 

Father, who is so very fond of you.  The invitation is to bring yourself, just as 

you are, but to do it in the knowledge and the confidence of your Father’s 

great and magnificent love.  So, why not take your heavenly Father at his word 

this morning: for on the night that he was betrayed, Jesus took bread and 

broke it…in doing that he said: “You are welcome at this table. You, yes you, 

are welcome.  I am so very fond of you, yes you!” 

After supper he took the cup, gave it to his disciples and said: “Drink this and 

remember this is the extent of my great and magnificent love in all its depth, 

breadth, height and length. 

Communion 



The next part follows communion. 

As we open ourselves to Our Father in heaven, the one who is closer than the 

air we breathe we begin to live the Lord’s Prayer. And as we begin to live the 

Lord’s Prayer we become more like Jesus, and we become bringers of hope. 

Our heart grows more and more like the Father’s heart, and we begin to live 

more like Jesus lived.  We see more and more with his eyes, hear with his ears 

and speak more and more his words.  We become the kind of people who go 

to the well at midday and meet the people who no-one else will meet, like 

Jesus met a Samaritan woman at the well and offered her hope.   

We become the kind of people who notice what is on our Father’s heart, just 

like Jesus who healed one man at a pool after thirty eight years of illness with 

no-one to help him, and we, like Jesus, become bringers of hope.  

We become the kind of people who refuse to condemn others as Jesus refused 

to condemn a woman caught in adultery – instead offering her the hope of a 

new life.   

We become the kind of people who meet others in their deepest pain as Jesus 

met Peter on a beach over a charcoal fire – just like the one over which he had 

denied Jesus, to restore him and to bring him hope. 

We are able to be bringers of hope only because we have received the 

invitation to come to Our Father, because we have been embraced by his great 

love and have experienced the depth and breadth and height and length of 

that love and because we have been welcomed into the kingdom of the 

heavens. 

We now live for his kingdom, in the power of God himself, to bring glory to his 

name.  As we close, let’s say the Lord’s Prayer together! 

Our Father in heaven, hallowed by your name 

Your kingdom come, your will be done 

On earth as it is in heaven. 

Give us this day our daily bread, 



And forgive us our debts 

As we also have forgiven our debtors 

And lead us not into temptation 

But deliver us from the evil one 

For yours is the kingdom, the power and the Glory, forever. 

Amen 

 

Preached in Crawley Baptist Church, on Sunday 21
st

 July 2019, by Rev. Ian Phillips…. 

 

 


