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Sunday, October 11th, 2020 
Trinity United Church, Beamsville 

Creation Time 5 in the Season of Pentecost 
Thanksgiving Sunday 

 
Celebrating the Season of Creation 

 
     

“So what if a bowl slid off a shelf?” 
 

(‘Breaking the Blue Bowl’ by Jeanne Murray Walker, in  
Pilgrim, You Find the Path by Walking:  Poems) 

 




Gathering Music                 Andrew Poaps  
 
Acknowledgement of Traditional Territory    
For thousands of years, First Nations people have walked on this land.  Their relationship 
with the land is at the centre of their lives and spirituality.  We acknowledge that we are 
gathered on the traditional territory of the Ojibway and Haudenosaunee and give thanks 
for their stewardship of this land throughout the ages. 

 
Welcome                                                                 Rev. Heather Weaver-Orosz  

Good morning, and a very Happy Thanksgiving to each and every one of 
you.  For those of you I haven’t met yet, my name is Rev. Heather Weaver-Orosz, 
and it’s my gift to be here leading this morning, along with our Music Director 
Andrew Poaps, our soloist Melanie Hugill, and not to be forgotten (although they 
too often are) our tech team of Tania Szabo and Kevin Bourque.  A typical Sunday 
would have our Student Minister Kassandra Matthews alongside us as well, but 
Kass and her family have been battling the common cold this week, and so she is 
wisely choosing to stay out of the public fray while she recovers.  These just aren’t 
typical times, and so we are all working to be vigilant about staying home when 

we’re sick, to protect those all around us. 
These same atypical times also bring me to offer a singular, albeit two-part 

welcome, knowing that some of you are joining by live stream or later in recording; 
and others are able to be here in our rotation of sanctuary attendance.  Just as I 
said last week, our first Sunday with folks before us, as we slowly but surely return 
to in-person worship, after so many months apart, we are very grateful for this 
community’s collective patience, and for moving within the many limitations we 
must uphold in this ongoing time.   
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 One of those necessary limitations is that, as much as we all want to, we 
must ask everyone other than Andrew and Melanie to refrain from singing.  You are 
welcome to use a hymnal or Bible, as you follow along in the service; especially as 
we don’t yet have the large screens connected for you to see the PowerPoint 
during live-stream.  That is why, for now, you are going to hear me announce the 
hymn numbers as we go along.  If you do choose to handle a Bible or hymnal, 
please just make sure you don’t pass it to anyone outside of your seating bubble.   
 Praying aloud is both permitted and encouraged.  
 And, of course, your ongoing prayers for this congregation, this wider 
community, and God’s precious world are always encouraged, and so very 
welcome.  

 Overused as the phrase may be this Thanksgiving weekend, there is still so 
much for which to be thankful.  Let us lift up that truth, again and again.   
 
Let us prepare our hearts and our minds for worship… 
 
Lighting the Christ Candle  “Though I May Speak” (Voices United 372)  
  
Call to Worship       
This is a time for giving thanks; a time to be mindful of the good that encircles us. 
Friends and family encourage and care, 
and this community shows us God’s loving ways. 
We find a home in God’s creation 
and the earth gives us good food to make us grow. 
The seasons change. 
Sunshine comes and goes, yet God’s loving care for us is eternal. 
In every season, in every time,  
let us worship with hearts full of praise and gratitude. 
 
Hymn  “We Plough the Fields” (Voices United 520) 
 
Opening Prayer              
God-of-All, we have set aside this day of thanksgiving, 

because we sometimes have difficulty remembering to live our thanks-giving. 
We sometimes have difficulty remembering to be thanks-giving. 
So – thank you, for everything! 
Open our hearts to realize where thanks need to be given. 
Open our spirits to share the words. 
Open our lives to be your love. 
As disciples of Jesus, we ask this. Amen. 
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Growing Together ‘The best broken bowl ever’ 

Hello my friends!  I hope you’ve had a good week?  I know it’s always good 

for my heart to have this time where I can just focus on you, and all that you teach 

me, all the time. 

 For this morning’s time together, I’ve brought in a bowl that I treasure.  In 

fact, I love it so much, that I haven’t yet figured how to pack it, among all the 

other boxes in our house right now.  If you haven’t heard the news yet, my family 

and me are moving to a different house and a different community in a few 

weeks…but we’re not moving to a different church.  That move means lots and lots 

of packing, and while I already packed most of the things in the room where this 

bowl stays, I left this one out so far.  I think there are two reasons for that.  First, I 

think I just love it so much I didn’t want it hidden away too early.  Second, as I 

said before, I worry about it getting crushed and broken if I don’t pack it properly.   

 Worrying about a bowl like this getting crushed and broken might seem like 

a funny concern.  When you take a look at it, up close or far away, it’s clearly a 

very unusual bowl.  Some would say ugly, all out of shape, ready for the scrap 

heap.  Some of you have seen this bowl up close before, with all of its cracks and 

repairs and weird spaces, and so maybe you remember the story of how it came to 

be like this?  The quick story is that in 2012, I was taking a parent-child pottery 

course with Abbey, trying to learn what Abbey was already so good at.  One of the 

techniques was to create something using endless rolls of clay, and apparently our 

teacher told us that to make a bowl, you line the inside of another bowl and press 

it all together.  I missed the part about lining the inside and lined the outside 

instead, which makes it very hard to press it all together.  My bowl looked like a 

bowl until it came out the kiln, where all that heat and time caused the clay to 

separate and do this.  I’m sure you can imagine the look on my face when we 

came back to class the next week, and there was this looking back at me!  But, she 

convinced me to keep it; and to let her dip it for colour… except that it was so 

weak, it couldn’t survive the colour dip in one piece, and so now it also has quite a 

few places where it’s been glued back together. 

 Why would I keep this strange piece, all these years later?  As a bowl, it will 

never hold anything.  It’s very fragile and most people don’t know how to react to 

it.  Well, I keep it because it reminds me that so many things in our lives don’t go 

according to plan.  So many times, we have to adjust to things going wrong, 

whether it’s because we make mistakes, or people around us make mistakes.  It’s 

not easy, and I’m not saying we want to be happy about the hard things in life.  

Not at all.  But I am happy, and so very, very thankful that even when bowls break, 

and more importantly when it feels like our hearts are breaking, God has given us 
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Jesus – the best teacher ever – to say that there is still goodness all around us.  

Even when things in our life feel all out of sorts and out shape, God gives us 

strength and patience to hang on; to glue broken pieces back together; and to 

know that we are beautiful, in all of our imperfect ways.   

 This Thanksgiving, I won’t be using this bowl to hold cranberries or potatoes 

or any of the usual feast dishes.  This isn’t going to feel like our usual family feast, 

with just a little table for three in our house.  But I’m still so very thankful to know 

of God’s incredible gifts to us all, all year long.  This time apart won’t always be this 

way… and someday maybe we can take a pottery class all together, and make all 

the broken bowls we want. 

 Let’s pray together: 

 God, thank you for today. 

 Thank you for being with us through all our yesterdays. 

 Thank you for tomorrow. 

 Thank you for your promise to be with us in all that’s still to come. 

 Thank you for your love, your second chances, and your patience. 

 Thank you for broken bowls, and glue. 

 Thank you for your love, that holds us all together. 

 We pray in Jesus’ name.  Amen. 

         

Hymn  “For the Fruit of All Creation” (Voices United 227) 
 
Scripture Deuteronomy 8: 7-18 (The Inclusive Bible)  

The lines at the top of the page tell me that we are already at the fifth and 
final week of the Season of Creation – which may make this the fifth time you’ve 
heard the summary that year’s broad focus has been on the ways that God works 
to re-create us, as God’s beloved people, speaking in and through the glory of 
creation, all around us.   

This morning’s teaching is grounded, almost literally, in the promise of the 
good land, always and ever before us.  It is yet another reminder that God has, 
historically and very presently, held out the gifts of Creation as living promises of 
God’s endless, living presence.  We are accompanied and we are empowered, 

every step of this great journey. 
Here’s a reminder of that, from the ancient text of Deuteronomy 8: 7-18, 

reading from The Inclusive Bible: 
  
 For YHWH, your God, is bringing you into a good land – a land with streams 
and pools of water, with springs flowing in the valleys and in the hills, a land of 
wheat, barley, vines, fig trees, pomegranates, olive oil and honey, a land where 
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bread will not be scarce and where you will lack for nothing, a land where rocks are 
iron and copper is dug out of hills.  You will eat and have your fill, and you will 
praise YHWH, your God, for the good land given to you. 
 Take care that you do not forget YHWH by failing to observe the statutes, 
decrees and commands that are given you today.  When you have had plenty to 
eat, and have built a fine house to live in, when your flocks and herds, your silver 
and gold, and all your possessions increase, do not grow proud and forget God, 
YHWH, who brought you out of Egypt, from the land of slavery.  It was YHWH who 
led you through the vast and desolate wilderness, a thirsty and waterless land, 
filled with poisonous snakes and scorpions.  God made water spring forth for you 
out of solid rock, and fed you in the wilderness with manna, which your ancestors 

had never known.  God humbles you to test you, and in the end, to make you 
prosperous.  Do not say to yourself, “My own strength and the power of my hands 
brought this wealth to me.”  Remember God, YHWH, who enabled you to produce 
this wealth, to confirm the covenant that God swore to your ancestors, which is 
fulfilled today.” 
 
Message  “Re-Creation: A Good Land” 
 Will you pray with me? 

 God of great love, holy vision, and immeasurable patience:  hold us fast and 

give us strength, as we seek to know more of your ways, your longings, and your 

encouragement.  Open us to the fullness of your perspective on this, your Creation.  

Open us to new responsiveness and care, for all of us, resting in your sight and 

care.  Amen.   

 On this weekend of many traditions – long established, and perhaps those 
being discovered for the first time – I’m mindful of, and thankful for the long-
standing way that, for all my years, my mother has worked a family phrase into a 
conversation.  I’m calling them family phrases, even though they don’t originate 
with my mother’s family, I am certain.  I just know that the phrases have always 
been, and still are, prefaced with the phrase, ‘my mother always used to say…’; or 
‘my father always used to say…’.   That could be followed by anything like ‘you’ll 
never be younger to learn’; or ‘make do with what you’ve got and then you’ll never 

want’; or, perhaps most relevant to today’s Scripture, ‘things are never so bad they 
couldn’t be worse’.   

With gratitude, now, for all the ways those phrases have been worked in to 
my head (and now, I’m sure, worked in to my children’s heads, courtesy of me), it 
was that last phrase that, for a long time, I appreciated the least.  I want to be 
clear that the phrase was offered always with sensitivity and in context; never 
being said in to times of trauma and death.  Nevertheless, for a long time, the 
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notion of being met with a pragmatic dose of reality – the certain reminder that 
there could be something out there even worse than I was experiencing in that 
moment – felt like a dismissal of what was causing me angst, in that moment.  In 
my earlier years, I think I just wanted to be held in all that I was bringing or 
fearing or railing against.  If I was standing in a sad and flooded valley (figuratively 
speaking), I wasn’t looking for a grander perspective.  I came looking for someone 
to stand in those waters with me… without realizing that the truth of that idiomatic 
phrase was still doing that.  Listening to my troubles was a kindness; a 
compassionate and love-filled act, that acknowledged and honoured my feelings.  
Leaving me there, to wallow indefinitely, was not.  ‘Things are never so bad they 
couldn’t be worse’ was the guide rope to the next step in my journey – held out for 

me to take hold, when I was ready.  I can see that, now.  As a child, I could not.   
 The children we encounter in Deuteronomy 8: 7-18 are not technically that.  
It’s not to say there weren’t children in the many generations of the people of 
Israel, but the descriptor is more often used in the sense of God’s children, God’s 
beloved people, coming of spiritual age in the midst of incredibly trying 
circumstances.  As we’ve been following the story these last weeks, through the 
Season of Creation, God’s people are working hard to follow, literally and 
figuratively, toward the life that God has long promised.  They’ve come through 
what they believe to be the worst, and in this passage, God is speaking through 
Moses to hold out the promise of the best – and yet, not without a very plain 
reminder of where they have been already.  The Israelites are on the edge of the 
good land; the land of streams and pools of water, with springs flowing in the 
valleys and in the hills; the land they dreamed about, with parched and aching 
throats, as they travelled for years on years.  It will be a land of goodness and 
plenty, but o my people, God says so clearly, it will not be and can never be so 
good that it leaves you to forget where you’ve been, and who has accompanied 
you, empowered you, and restored you, all along the way.  Things have been 
worse, so much worse; not as a strange and punishing teaching tool, but as 
humanity makes awful choices against humanity.  In all of that, God has wept with 
you, for you, and perhaps because of you, but God has never, not ever stopped 
holding out that rope for the future.  God has prepared and produced, and rejoiced 
in the goodness that eventually flowed.  God is also choosing, now, to pour out the 

gift of perspective; to hold hearts in the full expanse of this life’s unfolding.   
 One of the most important notes to be made about this passage from 
Deuteronomy, especially as it is offered and encouraged for our Thanksgiving 
weekend, is that the recitation of what has been, especially the places of suffering, 
is not to invite gratitude for pain.  I get very uncomfortable when Scripture is 
manipulated and mass-engineered into texts suggesting faithful people will accept 
all and sundry as God’s will and direction.  I cannot and do not believe in a god 
who inflicts sorrow and loss, with calculated plans for our cowering.  I can and do 
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believe in God of my ancestors; God of my mother and father, and their mothers 
and fathers before them, who endured great goodness and also immense pain, all 
the while trusting that, when they could see and understand very little around 
them, God’s presence was unwavering.  God’s promise of the forthcoming good 
land was ever before them.  It remains so for us, in every way, today.   
 And so it is that when my mother begins to recall and recite some of her 
years in an Edinburgh boarding school, in the mid-1940s through the early 1950s, 
the memories of scarlet fever are quick to the fore.  She carries memories of 
classmates and practices in quarantine, after quarantine, after quarantine, as 
scarlet fever was in their school for five terms.  Five terms.  The math is plain, and 
makes some of my present worries seem so premature.  The retelling of that story 

is not meant to say that we should disregard this present and prolonged state of 
pandemic life.  Rather, it is to know that we are not the first to suffer for an 
undetermined amount of time.  At the outset, the Israelites did not know that forty 
years would be that – and yet all throughout, they knew God’s faithful light before 
them.  The power of God-inspired perspective is that which draws us up and out to 
the future, even as compassion knows and laments where we are in the present.  
With the eyes of faith, drawn by the power of God’s mercy, we look to the past, for 
perspective.  With the eyes of faith, drawn by the power of God’s mercy, we look to 
the future, for perspective. 
 If I can launch us into one last time period for today’s scattering through 
history, I’d like to give you another phrase of sorts.  Maybe we’ll call it a descriptor, 
and also an inspiration. 
 Long before my mother could name her mother, and generations long before 
that, there was an English preacher and teacher by the name of John Wesley.  
Many will recognize his name as an ancestor and often the identified founder of 
Methodism, in which The United Church of Canada claims deep roots.  You may 
know already that I’m a bit of a Wesley nerd, and went so far in 2013 as to drag 
our then young family on pilgrimage of sorts, starting a family visit to Scotland with 
a rather large detour south to Epworth, birthplace of the Wesleys.  We traipsed 
through the rectory that is now restored as a museum.  We wandered in the 
garden where young John (and brother Charles) were coddled and cajoled by their 
brilliant and wise mother Susanna.  Perhaps most impactful for this preacher’s 

heart was standing at the foot of the market cross; a rather unassuming, very 
weathered and worn stone cross known as Malt Cross, where John Wesley offered 
some of his first open-air sermons.  As a man of quite small stature, even the 
almost diminutive cross would have towered over him – and yet it became a 
beacon for generations to come.  He would stand in the literal centre of the 
community’s life.  He would name and he would speak from personal experience of 
humanity’s breaking points.  In mid-18th century England, there were so many 
breaking points.  He saw them, and mourned them; and then he would cast his 
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own eyes and that of his listeners out and across the horizon.  Even when bad 
becomes worse and then worst, he said again and again, there is still good to 
claim.   
 The whole notion of Malt Cross preaching is an image seared in my heart.  It 
is rooted in the belief that God’s Word, God’s ways, God’s love-filled, empowering 
Word and ways, can bring our vision up and out.  It is a love that holds us in all 
that seems bad, worse, and even worst.  It is a love that soothes and consoles, and 
says, in no uncertain terms, I see you; I hear you; I know you.  Your heart’s aches 
are held and known by the holy Creator of the Universe.  Simultaneously, and with 
sacred ease, this same Creator of the Universe, this same holder of your heart, is 
reaching in to your sorrows with the gentle reminder that there is still a good land 

before you.  If you can’t see it right now, in the midst of the tears and turmoil, 
that’s more than okay.  The good land still before you, it won’t stop being there.  
God won’t stop being there; here, in the depths, and in the joy, and in all that 
passes through our understanding of it all. 
 “For YHWH, your God, is bringing you into a good land – a land with streams 
and pools of water, with springs flowing in the valleys and in the hills, a land of 
wheat, barley, vines, fig trees, pomegranates, olive oil and honey, a land where 
bread will not be scarce and where you will lack for nothing, a land where rocks are 
iron and copper is dug out of hills.  You will eat and have your fill, and you will 
praise YHWH, your God, for the good land given to you.” 
 
 To God alone be the glory!  Amen. 
     
Prayer & Personal Reflection  
 
Duet   “A Celtic Thanksgiving”            Andrew Poaps and Melanie Hugill 
 
The Life & Work of Our Church Community        

As Kass mentioned last week, this week, this month, we are looking ahead to 
the relaunch of some of our online connection points.  Some are digital versions of 
in-person gatherings we’ve long treasured.  Others are new ways to stay connected 
and engaged, and we encourage you to be part of all that you can.  The Zoom links 

for all of these are sent out in the Friday email, but please contact the office if you 
need anything resent.  For today, we look forward to our usual after-worship 
Coffee & Conversation, starting at 11:45.  This Wednesday October 14 offers the 
return of the study group known as Wednesday @ 1, and Monday October 19 
brings the return of the Digital Debrief, for sharing life, sharing prayer, and sharing 
conversation about life’s present moments.  As always, the Retired Men’s Group 
gathers every Thursday morning, and as always, your ministry staff remain just a 
phone call away from supporting you, in all the ways that we can.   
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 We remain very blessed, very surrounded by opportunity to care for one 
another, and to live life together, even as we are apart.  May our life and work as a 
church community continue to answer God’s call, to care for the whole of God’s 
beloved world.  

 
Hymn   “Called by Earth and Sky” (More Voices 135) 
 
Offering   
Invitation  A Thanksgiving Minute for Mission  

Florence Gava is a grandmother. She lives in a small community in Zimbabwe 
where she looks after her grandchildren. Recently, a series of challenging events 

has pushed her whole family to the edge. First, nine of Florence’s twelve cattle died 
of a disease. That meant that less of Florence’s fields could be turned for food. 
Shortly after her livestock died, there was a severe drought. If disease and drought 
weren’t devastating enough, COVID-19 struck.  Florence’s family didn’t have 
enough food to survive.  Thankfully, Florence’s story doesn’t end there.  

When the situation was most dire, your gifts through Mission & Service 
helped change Florence’s life. With the support of generous people like you, 
Florence’s family received a monthly food ration of life-saving beans, meal, and 
cooking oil through June and July when they were most in need. Other families just 
like hers—7,000 of them―received the same life-saving support. Every gift matters. 

In Canada right now, COVID-19 is the final straw for families who were 
already pushed to the financial edge before the virus struck. By the end of the 
year, 12,000 people per day living around the world could die of hunger because of 
the pandemic.  The situation is getting worse by the hour.  

Compassion, care, and love are up to us. Together, we can create a better 
world: a world where grandmothers like Florence don’t have to watch their family 
go hungry.  

Your generosity through Mission & Service, all year long, helps create a world 
where everyone belongs and where we take care of each other so no one is hungry 
or alone. Your gifts truly do make a difference. Please consider making a special 
Thanksgiving gift through Mission & Service to help people who need it most, at 
home and abroad, during this pandemic.  Thank you for giving generously.  

 
Song of Thanksgiving   “Grateful” (More Voices 182, chorus only) 
Prayer  
You are generous, God, never holding back your glory,  
never scrimping on light, saying “that’s enough for one day”; 
never cutting short on your feast of delicate blessings and small wonders. 
You are generous, God.  
You never keep track of sunset’s prodigal scarlet  

https://www.united-church.ca/donate
https://www.united-church.ca/donate
https://www.united-church.ca/donate


11 
 

or dawn’s promise that everything is possible with you.  
You are generous, God, as we wonder what to ask, what to pray,  
what to give into this immense goodness and unfathomable grace. 
Bless these gifts we bring. Amen.  
 
Prayers for Ourselves and Others       
*Response: In your mercy, hear our prayer.     
 
Holy and Gracious God, 
we give You thanks for family, friends, life, love— 
for all the blessings you have bestowed upon us. 

In your mercy, hear our prayer. 
God of our Mothers and Fathers, your desire for us leads the way. 
May we have the ears to hear the cries of this world, responding with your hope. 
In your mercy, hear our prayer. 
Compassionate One, fill us with your love 
that we may see deeply all the needs around us 
Help us to care with your heart. 
In your mercy, hear our prayer. 
May your love, your grace, your compassion, your mercy, 
carry us away this day, and lead us with love  
to be your hands and heart in the world. 
This we pray in the name of Jesus,  
who gathered his friends around the table, and taught them to pray:  
 
The Prayer of Jesus (Voices United 914, bottom right) 
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, and the power, and the glory,  
for ever and ever.  Amen. 

   
Hymn           “Let All Things Now Living” (Voices United 242) 
 
Blessing & Sending Forth                                                          

Before we leave this time together today, I have a couple of reminders to 
offer, as I did last week.  The first is for those who are before me, and that is to 
say at the conclusion of the worship service, please leave the sanctuary row by 
row, starting with the pew closest to the door you entered.  A member of the 
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greeting team will be there to visually assist and support that safe exit 
process.  Please maintain physical distancing at all times.  If someone else is in an 
aisle, please wait for them to take their seat or leave instead of passing in close 
proximity. 

The second reminder is quite counter-intuitive, in that I won’t be greeting 
folks individually as you leave.  I know it would be too hard for me to resist the 
natural practice of hugging you, talking with you at length, and just spending long 
overdue time with you.  I must be content to wait for that time to return, in person 
at the end of a service, and I must respect that we’re trying to get you all out and 
on your way home safely again.  For today, that means departing with a love-filled 
wave from afar.   

 Near or far, may you know for certain that God is nearer than we know. 
 Long or short as this day and night may feel to you, 
 may you rest in the holy arms that carry you from one moment to the next. 
 May you know that there is still a good land before you. 
 There is still holy ground beneath you. 
 There is now, has always been, and will always be, 
 God’s remarkable, unwavering presence, to love you, all the way home. 
 Thanks be to God!  Amen. 
   
Sung Blessing  “Sing Amen” (Voices United 431)   
 
Postlude    
 





Used with permission & gratitude: 
 
Call to Worship – adapted from 
http://www.iroquoismatildapastoralcharge.org/uploads   (11 October 2015)  
 
Opening Prayer – by (The Rt. Rev. Dr.) Richard Bott, Vancouver BC; in Gathering, 
Pentecost 2 2020 (UCPH), p. 46.
 

Offering Prayer – by Wendy MacLean, Christ UC, Lyn ON; in Gathering, Pentecost 2 
2020 (UCPH), p. 47.


Prayers for Ourselves and Others  — from http://revgalprayerpals.blogspot.ca/  


http://www.iroquoismatildapastoralcharge.org/uploads
http://revgalprayerpals.blogspot.ca/

