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WELCOME
PRELUDE:

Where Have All the Flowers Gone?
By Pete Seeger, arr. M. Sirett; abridged

GREETING:
The grace of our risen CHRIST,
the MYSTERY which IS LOVE
and the breath of the SPIRIT
is with you all.
Thank be to ALL that IS HOLY!

MUSIC:

GOD of Every New Beginning
WORDS: Carl P. Daw, Jr; MUSIC: Attributed to B.F. White BEACH SPRING

Verses 1, 2, & 3

PRAYER OF THE DAY
If only we could craft our prayers to cleverly manipulate reality
so as to protect the innocent from all harm.
Tormented by the madness of our world, we tend our souls,
with flowery words, hoping our thoughts and prayers can make it all better.
Alas, the blood of children, the pain of loss, the madness of killers, the injustice of
greed, the wars which slaughter,
all reveal the impotence of a too small god.
Let us open ourselves to the pain and the joys of life.
Let us awaken from the sleep of the distracted
to put away our reluctance to live fully.
Let us drink deeply of LOVE’s refreshing waters,
supping our fill of LOVE’s sustaining WISDOM,
so that we might be nourished
to bear the fruits of justice
in abundance
for all.
Let us dig deeply
to tend our gardens
with choices born not of fear,
but from compassion
born out of generosity
toward the Earth, our fellow Earthlings,
and our very selves.
Let us practice justice so that peace can arise,
children can grow strong and wise,
bursting with kindness,
embodying LOVE,
as they become all that they are created to be.
Let our thoughts and prayers move beyond our words,
as we arise to be the LOVE our world longs for.
Trusting the ONE in whom we live and move and have our being,
to work in, with, through, and beyond us
to empower us to be justice-seekers and peacemakers,
let us bear fruit worthy of our many blessings.
For we are born of LOVE to be LOVE,
created in the image of
our LOVER, BELOVED, and BREATH of LOVE,
ONE GOD, now and always.
Amen.

Song:

Many and Great Oh God Are Your Works
Wakantanka taku nitawa
Text: Joseph R. Renville; Music: Dakota tune: LAC QUI PARLE

First Reading:

The Tale of Two Wolves

An old Cherokee is teaching his grandson about life. “A fight is going on
inside me,” he said to the boy. “It is a terrible fight and it is between two
wolves. One is evil – he is anger, envy, sorrow, regret, greed, arrogance,
self-pity, guilt, resentment, inferiority, lies, false pride, superiority, and ego.”
He continued, “The other is good – he is joy, peace, love, hope, serenity,
humility, kindness, benevolence, empathy, generosity, truth, compassion,
and faith. The same fight is going on inside you – and inside every other
person, too.”
The grandson thought about it for a minute and then asked his grandfather,
“Which wolf will win?”
The old Cherokee simply replied, “The one you feed.”
(as told by the Lenape People)

Song:

Show Us the Way of Compassion

Gospel:

Luke 6:43-46

Jesus said:
“A good tree doesn’t produce bad fruit any more than a bad tree produces
good fruit.
Each tree is known by its yield.
Figs are not taken from thorn bushes, or grapes picked from briars.
Good people produce goodness from the good they’ve stored up in their
hearts; evil people produce evil from the evil stored up in their hearts.
People speak from the fulness of their hearts.
Why do you call out “Rabbi, Rabbi,” but do not put into practice what I
teach you?”
(The Inclusive Bible: The First Egalitarian Translation)

Jesus said:
“Healthy trees give good fruit and rotten trees give bad fruit.
Do grapes come from a thorn bush or figs from thistles?
The human heart is like a medicine pouch.
Good-hearted people speak from the good medicine sored in their hearts.
Bad-hearted people speak from the bad medicine stored in their hearts.
For the mouth will speak what the heart is filled with.
How is it that you call me “Great Chief” but do not walk in my ways?
(First Nations Version: An Indigenous Translation of the New Testament)

REFLECTION:

Are We Feeding Our Lesser Selves?

SONG OF THE DAY:

Choose to Hope
Words & Music: Marty Haugen

PRAYERS:
Sharon Willan
HOLY ONE of Life and Death, everyone counts in your Cosmos - no one is left out.
All are intensely and gently loved.
How then do we understand the war in Ukraine with young soldiers, both Ukrainian and
Russian, killing each other for no reason other than a despot wants war! How do we cope
with Afghanistan, the hunger, the misogyny, or the famine…
And if that is not enough, how then could another mass killing of children happen?
I confess I am filled with anger, deep sadness, and lament. I have to keep fighting down
thoughts of violence and revenge.
Twenty-one - that number is too large to contemplate, so once again, I count:
One child!
One child!
One child!
One teacher! A mother, a wife
One teacher! A mother, grandmother
Until I reach 21…
HOLY ONE of Life, you birthed each of us out of the chaotic flowing forth of fiery storms,
galaxies, planets, and stars. You love life and I believe you take great delight in hearing the
voices and laughter of children.
HOLY ONE of Death, the violent clashes of galaxies and usurping hunger of black holes are
echoed on our Earth today. A Black Hole has emerged in twenty-one families and the
community of Uvalde, Texas as deep mourning and laments fill our hearts. We ache, we cry
out, but the hole only deepens.
TENDER-HEARTED LOVER, we no longer feel the heartbeat and breath of these people
who were held reverently. We need to reach out to those around us and hold their precious
heartbeat and breath in sacred trust. I know it is too soon to think or speak of healing, but in
that reaching out, we share the grief and anger that threatens to engulf us.
May we remember the killer, a young teen-ager, a broken human, so filled with hatred.
May we remember as Brian McLaren writes, that the enemy is part of your family, your
story, your species, your kind. I know I don’t want to embrace that. Yet, as much as we
reverently hold the heartbeat and breath of those we love and hopefully extend that
reverence to all people, we also know the danger and opportunity that is held in the hands
of each of us.
HOLY ONE of Life and Death, may we live these days, knowing you count each of us and
all creatures in this wild and beautiful cosmos. May we burrow deeply into your Heart of
Mystery and find our way.
In the meantime, once again, I count:
One child!
One child!
One child!
One teacher! A mother, grandmother
One teacher! A mother, a wife
Until I reach 21…

Jane Winstanley
GOD of LOVE you grieve with us all at the violence and destruction on this planet.
Destruction of your beautiful Creation. We share the despair of families who have lost children
and mothers, sisters, brothers & a grandmother. When we see those beautiful faces of all who
were so innocent and happy it is overwhelming to know that they are no more. Their grief is
joined by others who have lost loved ones to gun violence, the black community, the schools,
the churches, the grocery stores, the streets, the parks. Comfort, we pray, your people. For
those whom we cannot understand, who use guns in anger or despair, help us to learn
compassion and forgiveness.
Our desire is for an end to all violence – an increase in gun control both here in Canada and in
the USA. May the voices and demands of parents and families become stronger than
politicians and the NRA, more powerful than money. As the NRA meet this weekend we pray
for a change of heart and mind, for a willingness to give up their ‘rights’ so that others have the
right to life.
Today the photographs of those children, who were victims of a lone gunman and outdated
laws, stand in stark contrast with images of the team of Ukrainians who are looking for dead
Russian soldiers; finding them in unmarked, shallow graves and are treating them with dignity
and respect by exhuming them, placing them in refrigerated rail cars, trying to identify them
and returning them to their families. Such compassion for the enemy leaves me with hope for
humanity. May they all find the peace which passes all understanding as they continue to put
love for their enemy into action. For this is DIVINE LOVE. Amen.
Eric Schultz
LOVE that is ancient, present, and ever unfolding. I am grateful for ongoing faith development and
growth in spirit freeing me to consider you in ways that are expansive and liberating. My former
images of GOD were limiting and placed walls around what LOVE can be. I continue to grow in
my freedom away from an understanding of a cosmic puppet master, in control of all things. In
that old vision I would not currently be able to believe in, let alone love such a god. A good, loving,
all-powerful, all-knowing God, would not, could not let innocent children die at hands of violent
people. Thank God, I no longer believe in such a God. I would hate such a god.
My evolving relationship with the LOVE that is within, around and beyond me, gives room for
anguish and lament, heartbreak and despair, grief to deep for words. ... I hear the news, and see
the scenes from thousands of miles away from where I live and my spirit sinks, I am crushed; what
are they feeling? Are they able to feel anything at all, or are they numb, lost in the dark night of the
soul?
Be with me and them, oh LOVE, not to make things immediately better, not to just wipe away the
tears and provide pacifying platitudes. But a real presence of Love that weeps and wails, cries out
in agony, “My GOD, My GOD, Why have you forsaken us?” A LOVE that is present in the
deafening silence where once the voices of playing children were heard. Do not rescue us from
this plight but be present. Present in parents who like Rachel cannot be consoled for her children
are no more. Present in counsellors who have no answers but will hear the question over and
over and over “Why?”. Present in the activists and justice seekers who cannot sit in silence
knowing it has happened before and it will happen again. Present in us, no matter who, or where
we are so that our actions and words are reflective of the struggle within each of us. May we feed
each other with compassion, wisdom, justice, and most of all with LOVE. Amen.

SONG:

We Can Change the World
Words: William L. Wallace: MUSIC: Londonderry Air
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BLESSING
May everyone who meets you, discover in you,
a good-hearted person,
who speaks a word of hope
drawn from the plethora of good medicine
stored in your hearts.
Choose to feed hope.
Feed hope with action.
Gather together the morsels of WISDOM
with which we have been blessed,
throw in a dash of your most treasured spice, summon up your compassion,
and if you have to, through tear filled eyes,
see your way clear, to action.
Feed hope. Choose hope. Be hope.
HOPE born of action blessed by
the ONE which IS
Our LOVER, BELOVED, and BEATHE OF LOVE,
now and always. Amen.
Go in Peace be LOVE in the World.
Thanks be to ALL that IS HOLY!

Gather with us!
In-Person & Online

Sundays @ 10:45am
at the Gathering Centre

1035 Wayne Dr. Newmarket, On.

Worship Videos will be posted
Sunday afternoons by 4pm

Progressive in Approach: CHRISTlike in Action!

Opening ourselves to the MYSTERY
which is the LOVE that is DIVINITY

OFFERINGS:
There are several ways to ensure that we are able to continue meeting our commitments.
You can mail in your offerings:
Holy Cross Lutheran Church
1035 Wayne Drive
Newmarket, On. L3Y 2W9
You can sign up to our Preauthorized Remittance Program PAR
contact our Treasurer Sharon Smyth who will guide you
You can go to Holy Cross’ CanadaHelps page to donate just follow the link:

https://www.canadahelps.org/en/dn/36983

E-transfer
You can now transfer funds via email to:
holy.cross.donations@rogers.com
Make sure you are on our MAILING LIST
so that we can send you all the Zoom Links
We want to see your smiling face as often as possible!
Send an email to: holycrosslutheran@rogers.com
and we will be sure to send you all our news!

