
Faith @ Work 
Finding Faith in Helping Others Help Others 
“Send us out to do the work you have given us to do, to love and serve you as faithful 
witnesses of Christ our Lord.” (Book of Common Prayer, 1979)  
By Linda Armstrong 
 
When the Rev. Fletcher Lowe asked to have lunch with me and talk about how I 
practice my faith at work, my first thought was “Who? Me?” I tried to prepare for his 
visit but when we started lunch, I realized I had nothing.  The wonderful part of 
Fletcher’s visit was that he motivated me to think more about this topic and he 
reminded me to think about the work I have been given to do and how my work affects 
others and the work they are given to do.  
I now realize that I would not do my work if it was not complementary with my faith.   
 
I manage a group of 10 trainers who travel the state offering staff and professional 
development to employees of local Department of Social Services. These people are in 
the business of helping others every day. They work hard for not enough money and 
are grateful for any training that will help them to better help others. I believe that any 
act of kindness (even bureaucratic largesse) is an act of hope for the giver and a 
reminder of hope for the receiver. Success in our work is often unseen and not known.  
 
I confess that as I strive to practice my faith daily, it is something I don’t think about 
often enough but care about very much.  I frequently fail but I hope that I will 
remember to be faithful to the work given me to do. My prayers at work are usually of 
gratitude, but more often to center myself in the present, to curb my anxiety, to temper 
my anger, to subdue my frustration and keep trying. Not often feeling successful, being 
present to and listening to God too rarely, I continue to discern ways to accomplish the 
work I’ve been given to do. I am not a proselytizer or an evangelist and I rather dislike 
those who are. For me, my faith is practiced by acting with integrity, forgiveness and 
with hope for a better world. The faith statement, for me, is that I keep trying to do my 
part.  
 
One of my favorite poets, Mary Oliver, says it simply in “Song of the Builders”: 
 

On a summer morning 
I sat down 
on a hillside 
to think about God – 
a worthy pastime. 
Near me, I saw 
a single cricket; 
it was moving the grains of a hillside 
this way and that way.  
How great was its energy,  



how humble its effort.  
Let us hope 
It will always be like this,  
each of us going on  
in our inexplicable ways 
building the universe.  
 


