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UNRAVELED— 
SEEKING GOD WHEN OUR PLANS FALL APART 

“PUBLIC GRIEF THAT INSPIRES ACTION” 
The Second Sunday After Pentecost 

June 14, 2020 
10:30 A.M. 

 
Crescent Fort Rouge is a safe place for all people to worship regardless of 

race, creed, age, ability, cultural background, sexual orientation or gender expression 
Our mission is to invite all who would join us, to celebrate the inspiration 

 of the Holy Spirit, through worship, music, fellowship and outreach, 
to help us build a fairer and more joyful world 

 

ACKNOWLEDGMENT OF TERRITORY 
 

We gather for work and worship on the traditional lands of the Anishinaabeg, Cree, 
Oji-Cree, and Dakota nations, and the homeland of the Metis people. Long before 
adventurers, colonizers, settlers, refugees, or immigrants from other places came 
to the place we call Manitoba, the people of Canada’s first nations held this land 
as a sacred trust from the Creator. They offered assistance to the first travelers to 
this place and shared their knowledge for survival in what was at times a harsh 
climate.  May our relationships as settlers and Original Peoples be based in honour 
and deep respect. 
 

WELCOME AND ANNOUNCEMENTS 
 

LIGHTING THE CHRIST CANDLE  
 
 Marc:  God is light, in whom there is no darkness at all. 
 
   There is nothing hidden, that will not be revealed. 
 

   We light this flame to affirm that new light 

    is ever waiting to break through  

    to enlighten our ways: 
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   That new truth is ever waiting 

    to break through to illumine our minds, 

    and that new love is ever waiting 

    to break through to warm our hearts. 

   

  May we be open to this light, 
   and to the rich possibilities that it brings us. 
   

  Deep calls unto deep, 
   life calls unto life, 
   light calls unto light.  
   

  We are a rainbow people, and in all our diversity   
   Christ’s light shines through us, making us one 
 

  Here is God's good kin-dom!   
 
AN INTRODUCTION TO THE THEME 

 
Marc: What happens when our world falls apart? How do we 
  press onward when our tightly-knit plans unravel into  
  loose threads? What do we become when our   
  identity—or the path we’re on—comes undone? What 
  if all of this is not the end we fear it will be?  
 
  In our unraveling, sometimes life surprises us with  
  unexpected joy, love, and hope—with a new    
  beginning we couldn’t have imagined. Sometimes we  
  need God to unravel us, for we long to be changed.  
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OPENING PRAYER  “God, We’ve Known Such Grief and Anger”  
      Carolyn Winfrey Gillette 

 

Voice 1: God, we've known such grief and anger 
  As we've heard your people cry. 
  We have asked you, "How much longer?" 
  We have sadly wondered, "Why?" 
 
Voice 2: In this world of so much suffering, 
  May we hear your word anew: 
  "I will never leave you orphaned; 
  I will not abandon you." 
 
Voice 3: By your grace comes resurrection; 
  By your love, you cast out fear. 
  You give strength and sure direction 
  As we seek to serve you here. 
 
Voice 4: You give comfort to the grieving, 
  And you bless the ones who mourn. 
  May we trust in you, believing 
  Out of chaos, hope is born. 
 
Voice 5: Hope is ours for, God, you love us! 
  You have claimed us by your grace. 
  And through Jesus, you have called us 
  To bring hope to every place. 
 

 Voice 6: In each health provider’s caring, 
   In each faithful volunteer, 
   In each Christian's love and sharing, 
   God, we glimpse your kingdom here. 
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WE HEAR AND REFLECT ON THE GOOD NEWS 
 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE READING 
 
A READING  2 Samuel 21:1-14 
 

Voice 1: While David was king, there were three years in a  
  row when the nation of Israel could not grow enough  
  food. So David asked the LORD for help, and    
  the LORD answered, “Saul and his family are guilty of  
  murder, because he had the Gibeonites killed.” 
 
Voice 2: 2 The Gibeonites were not Israelites; they were   
  descendants of the Amorites. The people of Israel  
  had promised not to kill them,[a] but Saul had tried to  
  kill them because he wanted Israel and Judah to   
  control all the land. 
 
Voice 1: David had the Gibeonites come, and he talked with  
  them. 3 He said, “What can I do to make up for what  
  Saul did, so that you’ll ask the LORD to be kind to his  
  people again?”[b] 

 
Voice 2: 4 The Gibeonites answered, “Silver and gold from Saul 
  and his family are not enough. On the other hand, we  
  don’t have the right to put any Israelite to death.” 
 
Voice 1: David said, “I’ll do whatever you ask.”[c] 

 
 
 
 
 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2021&version=NRSVA;CEV#fen-CEV-7329a
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2021&version=NRSVA;CEV#fen-CEV-7330b
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2021&version=NRSVA;CEV#fen-CEV-7331c
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Voice 2: 5 They replied, “Saul tried to kill all our people so that  
  none of us would be left in the land of Israel. 6 Give us 
  seven of his descendants. We will hang these men  
  near the place where the LORD is worshiped in   
  Gibeah, the hometown of Saul, the chosen king.” 
 

Voice 1:  “I’ll give them to you,” David said. 
 
Voice 2: 7 David had made a promise to Jonathan with   
  the LORD as his witness, so he spared Jonathan’s son 
  Mephibosheth, the grandson of Saul.  
 
Voice 1: 8 But Saul and Rizpah the daughter of Aiah had two  
  sons named Armoni and Mephibosheth.  
 
Voice 2: Saul’s daughter Merab[e] had five sons whose father  
  was Adriel.  
 
Voice 1: David took Rizpah’s two sons and Merab’s five sons  
  and 9 turned them over to the Gibeonites, who   
  hanged[g] all seven of them on the mountain near the  
  place where the LORD was worshiped.  
 
Voice 2: This happened right at the beginning of the barley  
  harvest.[h]10 Rizpah spread out some sackcloth[i] on a  
  nearby rock. She wouldn’t let the birds land on the  
  bodies during the day, and she kept the wild animals  
  away at night. She stayed there from the beginning of  
  the harvest until it started to rain.[j] 

 
Voice 1: 11-12 Earlier the Philistines had killed Saul and   
  Jonathan on Mount Gilboa and had hung their bodies  
  in the town square at Beth-Shan.  

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2021&version=NRSVA;CEV#fen-CEV-7335e
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2021&version=NRSVA;CEV#fen-CEV-7336g
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2021&version=NRSVA;CEV#fen-CEV-7336h
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2021&version=NRSVA;CEV#fen-CEV-7337i
https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2021&version=NRSVA;CEV#fen-CEV-7337j
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Voice 2: The people of Jabesh in Gilead had secretly taken the 
  bodies away, but David found out what Saul’s   
  wife  Rizpah had done, and he went to the leaders of  
  Jabesh to get the bones of Saul and his son    
  Jonathan.  
 
Voice 1: 13-14 David had their bones taken to the land of   
  Benjamin and buried in a side room in Saul’s family  
  burial place. Then he gave orders for the bones of the 
  men who had been hanged[l] to be buried there.  
 
Voice 2: It was done, and God answered prayers to bless the  
  land. 

 
A READING Excerpted from “Rizpah” by Alfred Lord Tennyson 

 
Wailing, wailing, wailing, the wind over land and sea– 
And Willy’s voice in the wind, ‘O mother, come out to me.’ 
Why should he call me to-night, when he knows that I cannot go? 
For the downs are as bright as day, and the full moon stares at the snow. 
 
We should be seen, my dear; they would spy us out of the town. 
The loud black nights for us, and the storm rushing over the down, 
When I cannot see my own hand, but am led by the creak of the chain, 
And grovel and grope for my son till I find myself drenched with the rain. 
 
Anything fallen again? nay–what was there left to fall? 
I have taken them home, I have number’d the bones, I have hidden them all. 
What am I saying? and what are you? do you come as a spy? 
Falls? what falls? who knows? As the tree falls so must it lie. 
 
Who let her in? how long has she been? you–what have you heard? 
Why did you sit so quiet? you never have spoken a word. 
O–to pray with me–yes–a lady–none of their spies– 
But the night has crept into my heart, and begun to darken my eyes. 
 
Ah–you, that have lived so soft, what should you know of the night, 
The blast and the burning shame and the bitter frost and the fright? 

https://www.biblegateway.com/passage/?search=2%20Samuel%2021&version=NRSVA;CEV#fen-CEV-7339l
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I have done it, while you were asleep–you were only made for the day. 
I have gather’d my baby together–and now you may go your way. 
 
Nay–for it’s kind of you, Madam, to sit by an old dying wife. 
But say nothing hard of my boy, I have only an hour of life. 
I kiss’d my boy in the prison, before he went out to die. 
‘They dared me to do it,’ he said, and he never has told me a lie. 
 
I whipt him for robbing an orchard once when he was but a child– 
‘The farmer dared me to do it,’ he said; he was always so wild– 
And idle–and couldn’t be idle–my Willy–he never could rest. 
The King should have made him a soldier, he would have been one of his best. 
 
But he lived with a lot of wild mates, and they never would let him be good; 
They swore that he dare not rob the mail, and he swore that he would; 
And he took no life, but he took one purse, and when all was done 
He flung it among his fellows–I’ll none of it, said my son. 
 
I came into court to the Judge and the lawyers. I told them my tale, 
God’s own truth–but they kill’d him, they kill’d him for robbing the mail. 
They hang’d him in chains for a show–we had always borne a good name– 
To be hang’d for a thief–and then put away–isn’t that enough shame? 
 
Dust to dust–low down–let us hide! but they set him so high 
That all the ships of the world could stare at him, passing by. 
God ’ill pardon the hell-black raven and horrible fowls of the air, 
But not the black heart of the lawyer who kill’d him and hang’d him there. 
 
And the jailer forced me away. I had bid him my last goodbye; 
They had fasten’d the door of his cell. ‘O mother!’ I heard him cry. 
I couldn’t get back tho’ I tried, he had something further to say, 
And now I never shall know it. The jailer forced me away. 
 

Then since I couldn’t but hear that cry of my boy that was dead, 
They seized me and shut me up: they fasten’d me down on my bed. 
‘Mother, O mother!’–he call’d in the dark to me year after year– 
They beat me for that, they beat me–you know that I couldn’t but hear; 
And then at the last they found I had grown so stupid and still 
They let me abroad again–but the creatures had worked their will. 
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Flesh of my flesh was gone, but bone of my bone was left– 
I stole them all from the lawyers–and you, will you call it a theft?– 
My baby, the bones that had suck’d me,  
the bones that had laughed and had cried– 
Theirs? O no! they are mine–not theirs–they had moved in my side. 
 
Do you think I was scared by the bones? I kiss’d ’em, I buried ’em all– 
I can’t dig deep, I am old–in the night by the churchyard wall. 
My Willy ’ill rise up whole when the trumpet of judgment ’ill sound, 
But I charge you never to say that I laid him in holy ground. 
 
They would scratch him up–they would hang him again on the cursed tree. 
Sin? O yes–we are sinners, I know–let all that be, 
And read me a Bible verse of the Lord’s good will toward men– 
‘Full of compassion and mercy, the Lord’–let me hear it again; 
 
‘Full of compassion and mercy–long-suffering.’ Yes, O yes! 
For the lawyer is born but to murder–the Saviour lives but to bless. 
He’ll never put on the black cap except for the worst of the worst, 
And the first may be last–I have heard it in church–and the last may be first. 
 
Suffering–O long-suffering–yes, as the Lord must know, 
Year after year in the mist and the wind and the shower and the snow. 
 
Heard, have you? what? they have told you he never repented his sin. 
How do they know it? are they his mother? are you of his kin? 
Heard! have you ever heard, when the storm on the downs began, 
The wind that ’ill wail like a child and the sea that ’ill moan like a man? 
 
Election, Election and Reprobation–it’s all very well. 
But I go to-night to my boy, and I shall not find him in Hell. 
For I cared so much for my boy that the Lord has look’d into my care, 
And He means me I’m sure to be happy with Willy, I know not where. 

 
And if he be lost–but to save my soul, that is all your desire: 
Do you think that I care for my soul if my boy be gone to the fire? 
I have been with God in the dark–go, go, you may leave me alone– 
You never have borne a child–you are just as hard as a stone. 
 
Madam, I beg your pardon! I think that you mean to be kind, 
But I cannot hear what you say for my Willy’s voice in the wind– 
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The snow and the sky so bright–he used but to call in the dark,And he calls to 
me now from the church and not from the gibbet– for hark! 
 
Nay–you can hear it yourself–it is coming–shaking the walls– 
Willy–the moon’s in a cloud–Good-night. I am going. He calls.  

 
WE REFLECT 

WE RESPOND IN FAITH 
 
AN INVITATION TO DISCIPLESHIP (Gunilla Norris, Being Home) 

 
Marc: We are not separate from the deaths, the demands, 
   and the dealings, the disasters, the deceits, 
   the demagogues, and the diplomacy. 
 
  This is our incompleteness, our separation, 
   our greed at work. Let us own our part. 
 
  The world’s hunger is ours. 
 
  The world’s helplessness is ours. 
   
  The world’s failure to love is ours. 
 
  May God sober us to this connection in our lives. 
 
  Let the news be printed on our consciences. 
 
  And may God help us to bear it. 
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A VIDEO RELFECTION “A Death to Awaken” Kelly Anne Hall  

         (based on writings from St. John of the Cross) 
 

It was Love that drew me into a total eclipse; 
a dark born to heal me—a death to awaken me. 
—O, the grace of Love!—I cannot say how I went, 
but I left who I thought I was lying content. 
 
Secure in the unknown, I chose, alone, 
to go deeper into my disguise,—O, the grace of Love!— 
into the dark where things go to hide 
all while my dying body lie. 
 
On that miraculous night, 
I traversed unseen, blind to all things 
with no light, no guide 
except for the passion of my heart burning inside… 
 
And, its shine did surely lead me,  
more than any man-made divinity, 
to the presence of the No-thing, the Am, the All 
—my first familiarity, the Always Been— 
and all else I ever was, all I ever knew, would fall. 
 
Oh enlightening emptiness! 
A void that brings greater life than possessions. 
A nothing that brings oneness; 
and enjoins God and what God loves, 
and transforms the beloved into the Lover. 
 
Love flowers from my heart 
which I keep for God and God alone 
where Christ resides inside, sleeping— 
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where I hold No-thing and All 
and all I thought, like wind, went breezing by. 
 
I am blown apart! Seen through.. 
I touched Love,  
and Love in all its gentility ended me. 
Whatever was left of me, gone— 
fully expressed into all that is. 
 
And, there I remained, suspended in the vast 
My identity laid unto the Beloved, 
with nothing left to cling to, but us, 
I abandoned my past 
leaving all my old worries and ways in the dust. 

 

WORDS OF ASSURANCE adapted from Robert Terry Weston, 

          
Marc: Let none fear;  
   for greater than sorrow is love,  
   which endures through pain  
   and conquers even grief.  
 
  Love binds all hearts  
   in bonds of fellowship and courage.  
 
  They who love unselfishly  
   face even the depths with courage,  
   for their strength is the strength of many  
   and their courage rests  
   upon the love of friends. 
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PRAYER Scott Douglas and Mary Dulabaum; Carol Penner,  

 

Voice 1: You are the God who hears: 
   hear our prayer today  
   for all who lament or repent. 
 
  For those among us who face discrimination  
   every day because of their skin colour, 
   we lament. 
 
  For those among us with white skin who benefit 
   from racist systems sometimes even  
   without realizing it, 
   we repent. 
 
  For those among us who have struggled  
   and waited so long 
   for the Promised Land of freedom and equality, 
   we lament. 
 
  For those among us who have acted in racist ways 
   and have hurt people of colour, 
   we repent. 
 
  For those protesting injustice who face police brutality 
   and a justice system rigged against them, 
   we lament. 
 
  For those who think racism 
    is someone else’s problem 
   and not a problem for humanity, 
   we repent. 
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  God of hope,  
   show us how to work for justice together, 
   standing up for what is right, 
   stepping in when something's wrong, 
   shouldering each other’s burdens, 
   holding each other accountable, 
   righting the wrongs we’ve done, 
   speaking truth to power. 
 
  We pray for change, lasting change, 
   for protection for protesters, 
   for a de-escalation of violence 
   and for government leaders who listen. 
 
  Loving God, help us to recognize when we are part 
   of what brings pain, grief,  
   and brokenness to others. 
 
  Help us to act in healthy and loving ways 
   with our friends and neighbors,  
   with strangers and enemies. 
 
  Help us to love others as ourselves. 
 
  Help us to love ourselves as you love us. 
 
  Guide us as we seek ways to bring healing for others 
   in a world filled with sickness and destruction. 
 
  Sustain us with your love and bless us with hope 
   for times when we feel the job is too big 
   and the work is never done. 
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  You are our God and we are your people. 
                   
  We pledge ourselves now to pursue relentlessly 
                   that living, breathing justice 
                   which transforms persons and peoples. 
                   
  To your will for justice we recommit ourselves 
                   and pledge ourselves, our funds, our actions. 
                   Through Christ we pray. Amen. 
 

THE LORD’S PRAYER 
 

 Our Father, who art in heaven, 
   hallowed be thy name. 
 
 Thy kingdom come,  
       thy will be done,  
       on earth as it is in heaven. 
 
 Give us this day our daily bread, 
       and forgive us our trespasses,  
       as we forgive those  
  who trespass against us. 
 And lead us not into temptation,  
       but deliver us from evil: 
 
 For thine is the kingdom,  
  the power and the glory  
  forever and ever. Amen. 

 
 
 
 



15 

 

WORDS OF BLESSING AND SENDING 
 
FINAL WORDS  

 

Marc: Margaret Mead once said,  
    "Never doubt that a small group of thoughtful,  
    committed people can change the world.  
    Indeed, it is the only thing that ever has." 
 

  God continues to create  
   out of the chaos and brokenness of our lives:  
   filling our hearts with love, 
          transforming our despair into hope,  
   shaping our selfishness into servanthood. 
 
  As Helen Keller said: We bereaved are not alone.  

    
   We belong to the largest company in all the world— 
    the company who has known suffering.  
 
   When it seems that our sorrow  
    is too great to be borne,  
    let us think of the great family  
    of the heavy-hearted  
    into which our grief has given us entrance,  
    and inevitably we will feel about us then,  
    their arms, their sympathy, their understanding.  
 
   Believe, when you are most unhappy,  
    that there is something for you to do in the world. 
    So long as you can sweeten another's pain, life is 
    not in vain.  
 


