
Second Annual Day of the Girl 
Morning Prayer 

 
Opening announcement  
Today we gather for prayer on the second annual International Day of the Girl.  Today is a day when we hold up the 
needs, dreams and power of girls the world over because when we empower one girl, we empower her whole 
community.   
Lean in, listen to these prayers; listen to these stories.  Then go out and read and learn how many ways girls are 
pushing back against systems that want to reduce them to commodities, against systems that deny their value and 
intelligence. 
Hear their voices- claim your place and refuse to be silent. 
 
O: Lord, open our lips. 
P: And our mouths shall proclaim your praise. 
 
All  
Gloria be to you, 
Ground of all Being, 
Source of all Strength, 
Giver of all Power. 

Amen 
All: Alleluia! 
 
All 
Jubilate  
Be joyful in the Lord, all you lands; 
Serve the Lord with gladness 
And come before his Presence with a song 
Know this: The Lord himself is God; 
He himself has made us, and we are his; 
We are his people and the sheep of his pasture. 
Enter his gates with thanksgiving: 
Go into his courts with praise; 
Give thanks to him and call upon his Name. 
For the Lord is good;  
His mercy everlasting; 
And his faithfulness endures from age to age. 
 
Psalm 147 verses 1-12 
 
 
Lesson I – Dramatic Reading      
The Nameless Girl  Adapted by Grace Schwartz, Member of GIRLs Group 2013 
Judges 11:4-11; Judges 11:29-36; Judges 11:37-40 
 
Jephthah the Gileadite, son of Gilead, was a mighty warrior and a very loyal man. He was born of a prostitute, and 
his brothers spited him because of this. He was driven away from his home and settled in the land of Tob, only to 
be recruited some time later by the elders of Gilead. They asked him to command their armies against the 
Ammonites.  
 
Though my father was a very mighty warrior, he required help from The Lord. The spirit of The Lord came upon 
Jephthah, and Jephthah made a vow to The Lord.  



"If you give the Ammonites into my hands, whatever comes out of the door of my house to meet me when I return 
in triumph  from the Ammonites will be the Lord's, and I will sacrifice it as a burnt offering." 
 
The Lord gave the Ammonites into Jephthah's hands, and he returned home in triumph. And who should come 
dancing out of the house... ……..But me? 
 
Those who wrote my story never knew my name. I am known  only as Jephthah's daughter, daughter of Jephthah, 
sometimes just daughter, or, if I'm in trouble, girl. I am an only child; I am my father's joy. I want to do nothing but 
honor him, and when I danced out of that house and saw my father drop to his knee and cry out to The Lord... 
 
I knew what I must do.  
 
I ran to my father and embraced him. "My father," I said, "you have given your word to The Lord." My hands were 
shaking. "Do to me just as you promised; God did his part and saved you from your Ammonite enemies." I took a 
deep breath and took my father’s hands in my own. "But grant me this one request. Give me time to roam the hills 
and weep with my friends, my sisters, for... For I will never marry." 
"Yes, my daughter, go," he cried. He sent me off for two months, and my dear friends mourned with me. I would 
never marry! All my life I have prepared to be a mother, a wife.. And now, I would die a virgin, alone. But I did not 
spite my God, nor my father. I loved them. I honored them. 
 
My name is Jephthah’s daughter.  
 
 
Lesson II – Dramatic Reading     
Woman Named      Written by Sandra Miller, Grandmother of Hannah Cannon GIRLs Group 2013 
John 20:1-16 
 

I am Mary, the Magdalene. 
While it was yet dark, to the garden I came 
With another whose name was the same as mine. 
Yet it was never the same to him, 
For he knew us all by the name within, 
That special name which says that she 
Is different from you and me, 
And by that calling, all our own, 
Each of us to God is known. 
 
While it was yet dark in my life, he came. 
He saw me and he knew my name, 
And darkness never was the same. 
 
I followed him through Galilee, 
Across the hills and by the sea, 
Where he fed the hungry and cured the lame, 
Yet never cast a stone in blame, 
Although his promised throne became 
The rack of a cross where he hung in shame. 
 
I stood by that cross.  I watched him die. 
Oh, God!  Were you watching and weeping as I? 
 
Darkness fell.  The sky turned black. 
I think the sun never will come back. 
My gentle shepherd they slew like a lamb. 
Now he is gone and I don’t understand. 
 
When they laid him in the tomb alone, 



In that final dark of flesh and bone, 
I was stopped before a stone. 
I who followed could follow no more. 
Rolled between us was death’s dark door. 
 
Now I bring spices, bitter and sweet, 
For his rent hands, for his torn feet. 
But where is the light he shed in my heart? 
Dark pierces like nails and tears me apart. 
 
But look! the stone is rolled away. 
The tomb is empty and who can say 
Where he is gone and where does he lay? 
 

“Woman, why weepest thou?” 
 
I weep for my master.  Oh, sir, can you say 
Where they have laid him? Who bore him away? 
 

“Woman, whom seekest thou?” 
 

I seek my gentle Lord.  Where can he be? 
You work in the garden, oh, Sir, did you see 
Who rolled back the stone and took him from me? 
Where is he gone now? I never will find. 
I cannot see well, sir, my eyes are tear-blind. 
It is so dark without and within. 
They took all the brightness away with him. 
 

“Mary” 
 

Oh, Lord, it surely is thee! 
My heart is full bright.  Now I can see. 
Run, I must run --- to tell Peter and John. 
Darkness is over, for you are the dawn. 
You rolled yourself the stone away, 
And it is day, beautiful day. 
 
While it was yet dark in the world you came. 
You said we were loved --- and whole --- and sane. 
And, Lord, you even knew my name. 
 
 
Raising of our Names to the On High 
Please stand 
 
All over our world today girls remain nameless, literally and figuratively. They are sold as commodities, denied an 
education, aborted and sexualized by our cultures.    In many dialects in our world there is no word for “girl”. The 
word for child is a masculine word.   
Today we stand before each other and our God and claim our names.  We give witness to that which God wants for 
all girls and boys – a voice, a future, a name that lets us claim who we are.   
Today we stand before the God who knew us in the womb, who loves us, values us and invites us to speak aloud 
our dreams.  We ask each of you to now say loudly, clearly and BOLDLY your name - not once but three times.   
 
 
Affirmation of Faith 
We believe in light beyond our seeing,  



Flowing from the flame of life in God. 
 
We believe in healing beyond our knowing, 
From Christ who refuses to let the stones of our struggles be thrown, 
But lays them at the foot of the cross; 
Who is the cornerstone of our hope and our empowerment. 
 
We believe in the grace of God’s Spirit, 
As we journey on laughing and weeping in the center of our pain, 
Celebrating in the power of our solidarity, 
With all who stand for love and hope, 
And the victory of right. 
 
Amen 
 
 
O: The Lord be with you 
P: And also with you. 
O: Let us pray. 
 
Lord’s Prayer 
Eternal Spirit, 
 Earth-maker, Pain-bearer, Life-giver, 
 Source of all that is and that shall be, 
 Father and Mother of us all, 
 Loving God, in whom is heaven: 
The hallowing of your name echo through the universe! 
 The way of your justice be followed by the peoples 
  of the world! 
 Your heavenly will be done by all created beings! 
 Your commonwealth of peace and freedom 

 sustain our hope and come on earth. 
With the bread we need for today, feed us. 
 In the hurts we absorb from one another, forgive us. 
 In times of temptation and test, strengthen us. 
 From trials too great to endure, spare us. 
 From the grip of all that is evil, free us. 
For you reign in the glory of the power that is love, 
 Now and for ever.  Amen. 
 
 
Suffrage A 
Show us your mercy, O Lord; 

And grant us your salvation. 
Clothe your ministers with righteousness; 
 Let your people sing with joy. 
Give peace, O Lord, in all the world; 

For only in you can we live in safety. 
Lord, keep this nation under your care; 

And guide us in the way of justice and truth. 
Let your way be known upon earth; 

Your saving health among all nations. 
Let not the needy, O Lord, be forgotten; 

Nor the hope of the poor be taken away. 
Create in us clean hearts, O God; 

And sustain us with your Holy Spirit. 



 
 
Collect 
O God , the power of the powerless, 
You have chosen as your witnesses 
Those whose voice is not heard. 
Grant that, as women first announced  
The Resurrection 
Though they were not believed, 
We too may have courage 
To persist in proclaiming your word, 
In the power of Jesus Christ. Amen 
 
 
O Gracious God 
You bring us together from many different places, 
You endow us with varied gifts and responsibilities,  
You challenge us to respond to your call. 
Guide our halting, impatient steps, 
Sustain us and help us sustain each other, 
That, through our labours 
We may help bring into the world  
Your sweet justice, 
Through Jesus our Redeemer. Amen 
 
Intercessions   
Loving Creator we offer our thanksgivings and ask your mercy as we name those women in our lives whom we 
most admire and owe gratitude for making our road a smooth one. 
 
Let us give thanks for all that is good. 
For the continuity of the universe; 
For all the life with which we share this planet; 
For the interactions and connections that bind us to it. 
Let us give thanks. 
 
Let us give thanks for the flow of human history;  
for the events that have shaped and moulded us  
And for all our sisters and brothers;  
For those who question that history; 
For those who unearth the stories of the vanquished, 
The oppressed, the nameless, the unrecorded.   
Let us give thanks 
 
Let us give thanks for Jesus of Nazareth who in living as one of us,  
made God known to all – men and women, gentile and slave. 
Who showed us that your love redeems us all.   
We give thanks. 
Amen. 
 
 
Blessing 
May the God who dances in creation,  
who embraces us with human love, 
who shakes our lives with thunder, 



bless us and drive us out with power 
to fill the world with her justice. Amen 
 
 
With gratitude to the St. Hilda Community some prayers from 
The New Women Included: A Book of Services and Prayers, 1991 
 
For more information about G.I.R.L.s  ‘Girls in Real Life’ visit www.stgeorgesepiscopal.net/girls and on Facebook at AWE Anglican Women’s 
Empowerment. 

http://www.stgeorgesepiscopal.net/girls�

