
Trinity Presbyterian Church of Surfside Beach – April 26, 2020 – Holy Saturday (observed) –Livestream 
 

THE GATHERING OF GOD'S PEOPLE 
 

Prelude     Near to the Heart of God 

Call to Worship 

Sisters and brothers in Christ, on this most holy night when our Savior Jesus Christ passed from death to life, 

we gather with the church throughout the world in vigil and prayer.  This is the Passover of Jesus Christ:  

Through light and the Word, through the bread and the cup, we recall Christ’s death and resurrection, we share 

Christ’s triumph over sin and death, and with invincible hope we await Christ’s coming again. 
 

In the beginning was the Word, and the Word was with God, and the Word was God.  In him was life, and 

the life was the light of all people.  The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness has not overcome it. 
 

Prayer of the Day 

Let us pray.  Eternal God, in Jesus Christ you have given the light of life to all the world.  Sanctify this new 

fire, and inflame us with a desire to shine forth with the brightness of Christ’s rising, until we feast at the 

banquet of eternal life; through Jesus Christ, the Sun of Righteousness.  Amen. 
 

Lighting the New Fire Kindle a Flame to Lighten the Dark           Bell 

Kindle a flame to lighten the dark and drive all fear away 

One: The light of Christ rises in glory, overcoming the darkness of sin and death. 
 

Hymn    My Shepherd Will Supply My Need     RESIGNATION 
 

Call to Confession 

Friends in Christ, God knows our needs before we ask, and in our asking prepares us to receive the gift of 

grace.  Let us confess to God whatever has wounded us or brought injury to others, that we may receive 

mercy and become for each other ministers of God’s grace. 
 

Corporate Prayer of Confession (unison) 

Merciful God, forgive us.  Unlike Jeremiah, we are not always confident of your promise.  Unlike Jesus, 

we cave to temptation more than we even realize.  Unlike Lazarus, we are afraid to come out of the tomb 

and into the light.  Unlike the Canaanite woman, we swallow our tongues at the first sign of conflict. 

Unlike Jacob, we are not always strong enough to endure the struggle.  Forgive us for our weakness, and 

then forgive us again when we are foolish enough to believe than our brokenness is stronger than your 

love. 
(Moment for Silent Reflection) 

Declaration of Forgiveness & The Peace of Christ 

Hear the good News – truly I tell you there is more rejoicing in heaven over one sinner who repents and over 

one lost sheep who is found than there is over 99 self-righteous persons who will not repent or 99 sheep who 

never stray.  In our confession, the Lord who is always seeking the lost and binding-up the broken has found us 

– In Jesus Christ we are forgiven.  Alleluia! Amen.  Friends in Christ, may the Peace of Christ be with you.  
 

THE WORD OF GOD READ AND PROCLAIMED 
 

First Gospel Lesson  Matthew 27: 50 – 66  

Jesus cried again with a loud voice and breathed his last. At that moment the curtain of the temple was torn in 

two, from top to bottom. The earth shook, and the rocks were split. The tombs also were opened, and many 

bodies of the saints who had fallen asleep were raised. After his resurrection they came out of the tombs and 

entered the holy city and appeared to many. Now when the centurion and those with him, who were keeping 

watch over Jesus, saw the earthquake and what took place, they were terrified and said, “Truly this man was 

God’s Son!” 
 

Many women were also there, looking on from a distance; they had followed Jesus from Galilee and had 

provided for him. Among them were Mary Magdalene, and Mary the mother of James and Joseph, and the 

mother of the sons of Zebedee. 
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=RPoI6hzta5U
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=y5Dju6BIX7U
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4sUTQg2PTLc


When it was evening, there came a rich man from Arimathea, named Joseph, who was also a disciple of 

Jesus. He went to Pilate and asked for the body of Jesus; then Pilate ordered it to be given to him. So Joseph 

took the body and wrapped it in a clean linen cloth and laid it in his own new tomb, which he had hewn in the 

rock. He then rolled a great stone to the door of the tomb and went away. Mary Magdalene and the other Mary 

were there, sitting opposite the tomb. 
 

The next day, that is, after the day of Preparation, the chief priests and the Pharisees gathered before Pilate and 

said, “Sir, we remember what that impostor said while he was still alive, ‘After three days I will rise 

again.’ Therefore command the tomb to be made secure until the third day; otherwise his disciples may go and 

steal him away, and tell the people, ‘He has been raised from the dead,’ and the last deception would be worse 

than the first.” Pilate said to them, “You have a guard of soldiers; go, make it as secure as you can.” So they 

went with the guard and made the tomb secure by sealing the stone. 
 

Special Music   The Water Is Wide 
 

Second Gospel Lesson Matthew 18: 12 – 14  

What do you think? If a shepherd has a hundred sheep, and one of them has gone astray, does he not leave the 

ninety-nine on the mountains and go in search of the one that went astray? And if he finds it, truly I tell you, he 

rejoices over it more than over the ninety-nine that never went astray. So it is not the will of your Father in 

heaven that one of these little ones should be lost. 
 

Sermon   Lost & Found   Rev. Anthony L. Larson 

The late Fred Craddock pastored congregations and taught preaching at Emory University for many years.  He 

frequently told stories from his childhood memories.  Including this one,  
 

As a boy, Fred and his sister would play hide and seek. And he was a master at it. He had places to hide that she 

could never find. While his sister was counting to a hundred with her eyes covered, he would run and hide 

under the steps in front of the house, under the porch. And when his sister came looking she would get near to 

the steps and stand right beside him but never see him. Fred says it was all he could do to muffle his giggles 

there in the dark under the porch. He thought to himself, “She’ll never find me here.” “She’ll never find me 

here.” “She’ll never find me here….” …..”She’ll never find me here…” Fred said, it dawned on him that, she 

would in fact never find him there.  
 

So he’d wait for an opportunity, when her back was turned, he would come out and yell and run to home base 

and jump up and down and make a lot of noise. He did it he said, because he wanted what everybody wants, 

which is not to be lost, which is not to be alone, but to be found.i 
 

In the darkness of the tomb the Resurrection and the Life is waiting to be found. 
 

It reminded me of a story that Jesus told, “If a shepherd has a hundred sheep, and one of them has gone astray, 

does he not leave the ninety-nine on the mountains and go in search of the one that went astray? And if he finds 

it, truly I tell you, he rejoices over it more than over the ninety-nine that never went astray.” 
 

It's a lovely image, we can probably all bring to mind a picture from the walls our Sunday School classrooms of 

Jesus with a little lamb draped over his shoulders.  Studying these few verses this week I was a bit surprised to 

hear some of my favorite commentators throw a bit of cold water on the lovely image. 
 

Robert Capon states matter-of-factly, “This parable can hardly be interpreted as a helpful hint for running a 

successful sheep-ranching business.  The most likely result of going off in pursuit of one lost sheep will only be 

ninety-nine more lost sheep.”ii 
 

Tom Long put it this way, “No reasonable shepherd would actually leave ninety-nine of his sheep unprotected 

while he pursued a single wandering stray.”iii 
 

I found it refreshing this week to hear that the relationship between Shepherd and sheep was about something 

more than economics, more than a business venture, and thus deeper than profit and loss, supply and demand.   

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=uMYbop1wXNo


 

I’ve talked with you before about my family’s experience of raising chickens when I pastored a congregation on 

the East End of Long Island, we raised two little groups of day-old chicks and had a flock of about a dozen 

chickens. We mostly used ourselves and gave away the eggs our chickens would lay, some of the folks we gave 

eggs to developed a taste for really fresh eggs and would give us a few dollars for a dozen eggs here and there, 

but it was a family project not a small business.  I was talking one day with another member of the church who 

also raised chickens, but on a much larger scale.  He asked how our little flock was doing, and I said pretty well, 

but shared that we had lost one of our chickens to a predator, most likely a raccoon, it had been a gruesome 

find, and a difficult loss.  We’d had a little service for the lost chicken and we’d all been a little sad.  The 

gentlemen then shared that a disease had begun to spread among his flocks, which was several times larger than 

ours, and he had had to “cull the flock”.  Do what now? I asked?  Cull the flock, for the greater good.  It took a 

minute for the meaning of his words to sink in, he had killed all of the chickens in his flock that had any sign of 

disease, the veterinarian had not been called in, medicines had not been sought, if a chicken didn’t look fully 

healthy it was “culled” to prevent further loses. 
 

It was at that moment that it became clear – he farmed his chickens, our chickens were our pets, a part of our 

family. 
 

That memory came flooding back to me this week as images the patience 

of some citizens and political leaders with stay-at-home orders is running 

out. There are increasing demands that stay at home orders be lifted and 

the economy restarted despite very few places having achieved the 

milestones for reopening recommended by The White House or the World 

Health Organization.  One protestors sign read, “Sacrifice the Weak; 

Reopen Tennessee.”iv  And a Lt. Governor said in an interview that orders 

should be lifted because, “there are more important things than living.”v I 

could hear that farmer saying, “We just have to cull the herd.”  
 

Friends, I miss you.  Diana and I, and the handful of faithful and careful volunteers who come into this sacred 

space each week to lead you in worship that is broadcast and recorded, we are making the best of it, striving to 

use our gifts and be creative, but it doesn’t feel right.  We miss you, we love you, and we love the way this 

room looks and sounds when you’re in it, your laughter, your singing, I trust you’re there on the other side of 

this camera, but it is not substitute for feeling your encouragement, your attentiveness, and your hunger for 

God’s word in worship.  I miss you, I want you back, I want to see the mission, ministry, fellowship, and 

worship of this congregation restored – BUT – not if it means putting you and Diana, and me and all the other 

people we may come into contact with for the following two weeks in jeopardy.  I miss gathering as the church, 

I miss it a lot, I know you do too; and there are other things we are all missing; dinner parties with friends, 

going to the movies or a concert, a meal in a restaurant, hugging your grandchildren; there are many things that 

have been cancelled, put on hold, and many things still that are uncertain, to be determined – and as frustrating 

as all that is, and as much as we need to acknowledge our fear, our anger, and or grief over these things – the 

faithful thing to do, the Good Shepherd thing to do, is to endure those hardships, disappointments, pains, and 

griefs for the sake of preserving life, and giving our doctors and researchers the time, space, and opportunity to 

do their work of treating the ill and seeking a treatment, a cure, or a vaccine.  As Christians I believe we are 

called to suffer together to preserve life. 
 

Jesus said, “I am the good shepherd.  The good shepherd lays down his life for the sheep.  The hired hand does 

not care for the sheep.”  The hired hand says, “cull the flock, cull the herd” – The Good Shepherd knows the 

sheep, loves the sheep, lays down his life for the sheep, and is willing to leave the ninety-nine to find the one 

who has strayed.  
 

Barbara Brown Taylor says, “[We] listen to the parable of the lost sheep and it is about [us].  We are the poor 

tuckered-out lamb, draped across my dear redeemer’s shoulders so full of gratitude and relief that I vow never 

to wander away from him again.  It is a story about me, and I treasure it.   
 



BUT wait a minute Taylor says, pay attention to what Jesus says, particularly in the way Luke tells the parable, 

“Which one of you,” Jesus says, “having a hundred sheep…”  Jesus is not inviting us to imagine ourselves 

sheep but to imagine ourselves shepherd, leaving our carefully tended flock in order to chase one stray through 

the wilderness.   
 

Isn’t it interesting the way we listen to parables like this one and can always find some way to wind up on the 

sheep’s end of things instead of the shepherd’s?  If we are willing to hear this story as if we were shepherds it 

begins to sound a bit different.  The emphasis in what Jesus says falls on a different syllable.  The invitation is 

not to be rescued by Jesus over and over again, but to join him in his work of rounding up God’s flock.  It is 

about questioning the idea that there are certain condition, or even any conditions, the lost must meet before 

they are eligible to cared for, loved, sought, and found; that there are certain qualities they must exhibit before 

we have a responsibility to seek them out.  It is about discovering the joy of caring for, seeking out, and loving 

others as we love ourselves. 
 

Barbara Brown Taylor and her husband Ed went on a 10-day hike some years ago in the wilderness with fifteen 

other people and a leader, none of whom did they know beforehand.  She says, “we were a motley crew from all 

over the United States, and as they days passed it became apparent that all hikers are not created equal.”  Some 

in the group charged ahead while others lagged behind, and while there was a lot of encouragement for one 

another the group had to learn and acknowledge that they could only travel as fast as their slowest member. 
 

Her name was Pat.  She was the eldest member of the group, and the heaviest, and the most unpleasant.  Taylor 

describes her this way, “She liked to walk alone at the rear of the group, which was just as well, since she had 

an irritating habit of listening in on other people’s conversations and then breaking in to correct their grammar, 

geography, history, botany, or any other subjects about which she knew so much.  She like a full hour for lunch 

and threatened to be sick if she were rushed.  The spots our trip leader picked to stop were too sunny, or too 

wet, or too steep, for her, but she would plunk herself down anyway and announce that she would ‘make do.’” 
 

It was around the 5th day of the trip when the whole group got good and lost, hiking for close to ten hours over 

three mountains  before making camp.  When the group arrived – after dark, in the rain, in the middle of 

nowhere – Pat was not with the group.  A quick conversation revealed that no one had seen her since noon, 

when she had thrown rocks at the person assigned to bring up the rear of the group and told him to leave her 

alone.  Delighted, he had complied, but that meant no one had seen Pat for almost eight hours. 
 

Taylor recalls, “We were all trembling with exhaustion and soaked to the bone; no one could even imagine 

heading back up the last mountains in order to find her.  But it was the trip leader’s job, so he did it.  Armed 

with hot soup, a jacket and a first-aid kit, he disappeared into the dark while the rest of us milled around, trying 

to stay away from the idea of what it would be like to be lost in the wilderness without a match or a map or a 

friend. 
 

We paced and dozed until close to midnight, when Pat stumbled into camp hanging onto her shepherd.  Those 

of us who had despised her at noon fell all over her in the dark, petting her and hugging her and welcoming her 

home, pressing mugs of hot chocolate into her hands and oatmeal cookies into her pockets.  No one thought to 

ask her if she was going to be a nicer person from now on, or whether she had learned her lesson.  We were too 

glad to have her back.  Imagining her out there in the dark we had all felt more than a little lost ourselves, so 

finding her was as good as being found. 
 

The next morning Pat was up and dressed and on the trail before anyone else, and from that day on she was part 

of the flock.  Not everybody’s favorite member, by any means, but part of the flock.  Maybe it was getting lost 

that changed her  - even though Taylor says Pat acted rather nonchalant about the whole thing and denied even a 

moment’s fear during the ordeal – but then again, maybe it was being found that did the trick.  Maybe it was the 

welcome home that made the difference, that convinced her she was part of the flock, but at any rate it was hard 

to separate any change in her from the changes in us, or whatever change there was from the rejoicing.  Taylor 

concludes, “We all kept better track of each other from then on, and took turns walking with Pat, who surprised 

us all one night by bursting into song and leading us in a medley of old camp songs.”vi 



 

It is true, no reasonable shepherd would leave the ninety-nine of his flock unprotected while he pursued a single 

wandering stray.  Only a shepherd with an out-of-bounds passion for the lonely, the weak, the discouraged, the 

fearful, the sick, the hurting, the helpless, the hapless, the weak, the poor, would do such a thing – a Good 

Shepherd willing to lay down his life for the sheep – and that, of course is the point.  God in Christ is such a 

shepherd and he calls his disciples to model their shepherding after his.  The mission of the church, after all, is 

not to be a well-oiled institution, a ecclesiastical Fortune 500 organization that puts its well-being above the 

needs of people, no the mission of the church and of Christians is to do the will of our Father in heaven that not 

one of these little ones should be lost (Mt 18:14). 
 

The good news in all of this, is that while Jesus has shown us what it means to be a Good Shepherd, and while 

he calls us to join him in such Shepherding, he has never stopped being The Good Shepherd himself, he never 

ceases his work of seeking out and saving the lost, of forgiving what sinful, mending what is broken, healing 

what is sick, and redeeming what has turned from the path.  Even now, in the darkness of the tomb, Jesus is 

forgiving our sins, remembering our iniquities no more, he is finding us in the deserts of our own dying, and in 

the power of his resurrection, Jesus puts us on his shoulders rejoicing and brings us home. 
 

Every time I have been lost, I have been found.  Every time I have strayed, I have experienced the grace of 

someone behind me who calls me by my name, of big brown hands grabbing me by the scruff of the neck, 

hauling my through the air and laying my across a pair of shoulders that smell of sweet grass and sunshine and 

home, and I am so surprised, and so relived to be found that my heart feels like it is being broken into, broken 

open. 
 

Sometimes it isn’t the finding that we struggle with, it’s the hiding, so in closing as we wait in hopeful 

expectation outside the sealed tomb, we return to that childhood game of hide-and-seek, through an adaption of 

Robert Fulgrum’s 1986 book, All I Really Need to Know I Learned in Kindergarten… 
 

In the early dry dark of an October’s evening, the neighborhood children are playing hide-and-seek.  How long 

since I played hide-and-seek.  Forty years?  I remember how and I could join in their game in a moment, if they 

invited me.  But adults don’t play hide-and-seek.  Not for fun, anyway. 
 

Did you have a kid in your neighborhood who always hid “so good,” nobody could find him?  Kind of like that 

young Fred Craddock?  We did in my neighborhood.  After a while we would give up on him and go off, leaving 

him to ROT wherever he was.  Sooner or later he would show up, all made because we didn’t keep looking for 

him.  And we would get mad right back because he wasn’t playing the game the way it was supposed to be 

played.  There’s HIDING and there’s FINDING, we’d say.  And he’s say it was “hide-and-seek, not hide-and-

give-UP,” and we’d all yell about how made the rules and who cared about who, anyway, and how we wouldn’t 

play with him anymore if he didn’t get it straight, and things like that.  Hide-and-seek…and yell.  No matter 

what, though, the next time he would hide too good again.  He’s probably still hiding somewhere, for all I know. 
 

This neighborhood game goes on, and there is a kid under my front window, hiding in a pile of leaves.  He has 

been there for some time now, and everybody else is found and they are about to give up on him over at base.  I 

considered going out to the base and telling them where he is hiding.  And I thought about setting the leaves on 

fire.  Finally, I just yelled, “GET FOUND, KID!”  It’s hard to know how to be helpful sometimes. 
 

A man I know found out last year he had terminal cancer.  He was a doctor.  And knew about dying, and he 

didn’t want to make his family and friends suffer through that with him.  So he kept his secret.  And he died.  

Everybody said how brave he was to bear his suffering in silence.   
 

But privately his family and friends said how angry they were that he didn’t need them, didn’t trust their 

strength.  And they were hurt that he hadn’t said goodbye.  He hid “too good.” Getting found would have kept 

him in the game. 
 

Hide-and-seek, grown-up style.  Wanting to hide.  Needing to be sought.  Confused about being found. Better 

than hide-and-seek, I like a game called “sardines”! 



 

Now in sardines, the person who is “it” goes and hides.  And everybody goes looking for him.  But, when they 

find him, they don’t let anybody know;…instead they get in and hide there with him. 
 

Pretty soon everybody is hiding together, all stacked in a heap like a pile of puppies. 
 

And then somebody giggles…then somebody laughs…And everybody GETS FOUND!!!vii 
 

Everybody….everybody.  Friends, in the kingdom that is coming, where the one who sits on the throne is both 

sacrificial lamb and shepherd who never stops seeking this will be the way the world is reigned, by the sound of 

laughter, everybody gets found. 
 

Special Music   You Will Be Found  Arr. Paul 
 

RESPONDING TO GOD'S WORD 
 

Special Music    “What a Friend We Have in Jesus” Arr. Fritchie 
 

Intercessory Prayers for Healing and Wholeness and The Lord’s Prayer 

O God of all seasons and settings of our lives, sometimes our doubts and cynicism close down like a fog and 

you seem far removed, leaving us vexed and lost.  Then the music rises, the rain falls, rainbows appear on the 

horizon, a baby giggles, someone stands for justice, the daily composes its poetry, and the fog lifts with our 

spirits and our dreams  So we see again that it’s all a gift from you, and our eyes glisten, our voices lift in praise 

to you. 
 

O God of all creatures and contexts of your creation, sometimes we feel alone, isolated, cut off, of little 

consequence, and we find no trace at all of your presence.  Then a friend calls, a letter arrives, a neighbor 

knocks, a child visits, and love becomes a word made flesh again, and we remember.  So we sense once more 

that it’s all a gift, and life becomes a we again, an ours, an us, and the you and yours of it is real again, the 

kingdom resonant in our midst.  Thank you! 
 

O God of healing and power, sometimes we feel exhausted, defeated, used up, ready to give up, and you seem 

altogether elsewhere and indifferent.  Then a child looks at us through bottomless eyes, asks a forever question 

demanding an honest, for-now answer, and awe somehow tremors up our spines, and we know aner what this 

life is all about – you, and hope revived, and not giving in to temptation, being delivered from evil, and the 

kingdom, power, and glory forever, and love that, that you, never ends. 
 

O God of patience and of peace, more than sometimes we get damnably busy, and enchanted with it, over-

reaching and insensitive, vain and irritable, careless of all else save paddling on the rapids of our self-

preoccupation and ambition, while being increasingly terrorized by whirlpools of emptiness and regret, feeling 

as if you have abandoned us to our own fearful devices. 
 

Then a chance to change bursts in the flash of a cardinal in the corner of our eye, floats in on the peach-pink lips 

of a pucker-up day like this, snuggles against us in bed, tickles us in a joke on ourselves, echoes in an adversary 

who criticizes us accurately, confronts us in an exploited person’s just challenge, and the world swells with 

possibilities again, beauty brims over from its source, grace teems round us like new galaxies, the first wave 

comes singing in to our hearts, sets them to singing their own songs in the showers, in boardrooms, voting 

booths, and malls, and compassion comes in on the second wave, courage on the third, commitment on the 

fourth, you and peace in them all.  Thank you! 
 

O God of ingenious purpose, sometimes our fears and doubts squeeze the air and aim from us until life seems 

pointless, drab, and flat, dry-boned and disconnected, and even you seem unable or unwilling to hook it together 

again.  Then some family members gather needy at day’s end, and just talk, talk to each other, engage, disclose, 

ask, confront, fight, forgive, dare to love boldly, or a prayer flutters up in us like a father off a ragtag angel, or 

in some gathering, or even in some ZOOM meeting, we get caught up, touched, singed, so when a neighbor, or 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WFZmT-LRMBM
https://www.jwpepper.com/sheet-music/media-player.jsp?&type=audio&productID=10478939


an enemy, or one of the least of these shows up with a need, a claim, a bundle of grievances, the point we lose 

finds us again and our sleeves go up, and, thank you, the dry bones flex and connect. 
 

O God of mercy and the marginalized, sometimes we get discouraged to the teetering edge of despair for the 

world shadowed by the pain of the sick and starving, the cries of the oppressed, the excluded, the exploited, and 

the harsh judgments of those self-righteously ready to blame them for their plight, and we are frustrated that the 

need for our compassion exceeds our capacity, and that we are too weak to carry the burdens of these brothers 

and siters you seem to have left to our care, and we complain that you ask more of us that we can manage. 
 

Then a youngster hobbling down the streets with braces or crutches, smiles at us though he had no care in the 

world but the next step, or a kid with Down Syndrome beams up at us in the supermarket, or an anonymous old 

man with half his teeth missing asks how we are and tells us a story of his recent good fortune, or a homeless 

mother recovering from an addiction and fighting for her kids, look clear-eyed at us and talks trustingly of you 

and her future, or a teen-age prodigal stands up and stars for college and home, a wedding gets dared, a hard 

birthing delivers a healthy baby, some irrepressible Samaritan shows up to sign us up as innkeepers, and your 

irrepressible kingdom scatters a trace or two or a dozen or more for us to stumble over, pick up, let pick us up, 

and find an ease in, and a way. 
 

So we learn again that what’s up to us is not everything, but only the most we can do to make grace real to 

others and ourselves, to help justice roll down like waters and peace flow like a river, and beauty spring out of 

ugliness, and hope take wing like an eagle. 
 

Now, O God, we pray on, labor on, love on, trust on with a confidence only a cross and an empty tomb can 

account for.  Let the words we have raised in prayer take root in our spirits and by the alchemy of grace turn to 

praise of you, to a swell of gratitude for your being there, for enduring our questions and complaints, for 

listening beyond them to our marrow that misses you when we wander, to our hearts that long for you through 

all we love, to our minds that seek you in every thought and question, though mostly unaware. 
 

Be patient with us who surely try your patience, as you often try the short supply of ours, and as we always try 

our own.  Keen our awareness so that we not go unscathed, indifferent, unaltered, or ungrateful through this 

world, or be unmoved be its wild, terrible, incredible beauty, and the aching need we can meet only as we meet 

each other.  
 

Be merciful, Holy One, for without your mercy we could not live with ourselves or with each other, for we 

judge quickly and harshly, and the measure we give is the measure we get.  
 

Touch and heal us, guide and challenge us, that in the calmness as in the turbulence we will sense your presence 

and seek your will. 
 

In these, as in all our days of ferment and summons, we pray for our beloved country, our leaders, citizens, 

critics, and those without advocates, that together we sift out the grain of what matters from the chaff of power 

and privilege, act as those who discern that you are at work with us in making the history of our time, and weigh 

wisely, calculate boldly, do justly, and invest our little time and strength in those things that make straight your 

highway by feeding the hungry, clothing the naked, freeing the prisoner, and reflecting your kingdom coming. 

 

O God, may we all grow in awareness of the ways you answer our prayers through using us in answering the 

prayers of our brothers and sisters.  So we will not miss your grace, nor fail in creativity, nor falter in generosity 

as members of this ridiculous, sublime, wounded, wonderful human family of yours, and of ours, by your grace, 

out of our gladness, in Jesus’ name and through his Spirit, we pray as he taught us…Our Father… 
 

 

 

 

 

 



SENT BY GOD'S WORD INTO THE WORLD 
 

The Easter Proclamation 

It is truly right that with full hearts and minds and voices we should praise you, the unseen God, the all-

powerful creator, and your only Son, our Lord Jesus Christ.  For Christ has ransomed us with his blood, and 

paid for us the debt of Adam’s sin. 
 

Christ, the true Lamb and Good Shepherd - who first saved our forebears:  who freed the people of Israel from 

their slavery and led them dry-shod through the sea.  Who washes Christians everywhere clean from sin, frees 

them from all defilement, are restores them to grace to grow together in holiness.  Jesus Christ - breaker of the 

chains of death - who rose triumphant from the grave. 
 

Lord God, how wonderful your care for us!  How boundless your merciful love!  To ransom a slave you gave 

away your Son.  Most blessed are we, chosen by God to see Christ rising from the dead!  The power of his 

resurrection dispels all evil, washes away guilt, restores lost innocence, brings mourners joy; it casts out hatred, 

brings us peace, and humbles earthly pride.  Gracious God, in the joy of our worship, receive our sacrifice of 

praise, your church’s solemn offering.  May this Easter candle always dispel our darkness!  May the Morning 

Star which never sets find this flame still burning:  Christ, that Morning Star, who come back from the dead, 

and shed his peaceful light on all creation, your Son, who lives and reigns forever and ever.viii  Amen. 
 

Hymn    Now the Green Blade Rises  NOEL NOUVELET 
 

Charge & Benediction 
 

i As cited in Craddock Stories, Kindle Edition 
ii Capon, Robert Farrar, Kingdom, Grace, Judgment, pg. 185 
iii Long, Tom, Matthew, pg. 208 
iv https://www.thesun.co.uk/news/11461834/anti-lockdown-protester-tennessee-rally/ 
v https://www.star-telegram.com/news/politics-government/article242167741.html 
vi Taylor, Barbara Brown, The Preaching Life 
vii Fulgrum, Robert, All I Really Need to Know I Learned in Kindergarten, Musical Version 
viii Adapted from The Book of Common Worship 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=UVduV0ustWw
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