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“She comes sailing on the wind, her wings flashing in the sun; 
on a journey just begun, she flies on. 

And in the passage of her flight, her song rings out through the night, 
full of laughter, full of light, she flies on.” 

(Gordon Light, Voices United 380) 






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 everyone, and welcome to worship with Trinity, Beamsville!   
You might sense the great joy it is for me to offer those words to you, again – or 
perhaps for the first time, if you’ve become part of this community in these last 
three months that I’ve been away, on Sabbatical.  With abiding thanks (that you 
will hear much more of throughout today’s service), perhaps I should have just 
introduced myself properly at the beginning, as maybe you all need a little 
refresher on who this long lost person might be?  Three months seems like such a 
short time, sometimes, and yet we all know how quickly life can shift and change.  
Sometimes we have to re-introduce ourselves, even to ourselves, as we learn to 
celebrate, or to mourn, or simply to find some modicum of peace with life’s ever-
moving circumstances. 

Wherever you are, and wherever your life circumstances have you right now, 
my hope is that each and every time we worship, we open ourselves to the 
moments when God’s holy presence and love are re-introduced to our hearts, our 
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minds, our whole beings.  My prayer is that we can find the peace that exists most 
deeply, most fully in the embrace of the Holy One who creates us, adores us, 
sustains us, and carries us, from where we are, to where we need to be next. 

Let us rest in that ever-living promise. 
Let us prepare our hearts and minds for worship. 

 
Lighting the Christ Candle     
 
Call to Worship 
The concept of Sabbath can sometimes feel more like a dream. 
We can move fleetingly, perhaps flittingly, from one moment to the next,  

often without pause or reflection on why, or how, or for whom. 
Rest is something we might reserve for the darkest of every twenty-four hours, 
without space for the resting of our spirits, with eyes open, to receive. 
With all of our restlessness, all of our wondering,  
all of our certainties, and all of our dreams,  
may we cross the threshold into this most holy space of Sabbath.   
May we come, as we are, to receive a welcome like no other.   
May we worship none other than our glorious God. 
 
Opening Hymn  “Let Us Build a House”, verses 1&2, 4&5  

(More Voices 1) 
 
Opening Prayer   

Before I begin our opening prayer, I want to note that while there will most 
certainly be our usual time later in the service, praying very intentionally for 
ourselves, the wider community, and world, with so many elements in this service, 
there is one piece, one prayer that I don’t want to get lost.  Simply, and so very 
sadly, it is our collective prayer for the family of little Adam Komar, following his 
tragic death here in town this past Monday, in the midst of an innocent winter play 
time.  My heart aches for his parents, his brother, and all their family, and I pray 
that all of the community gives times, space, and support for their healing and 
strength. 

Shall we pray? 
Holy God, of all that we see and know, 
God of the narrow and upward way, 
God of the unpredictable and pain-filled, 
the unexpected and joy-filled, 
your people are gathered for worship! 
Here, with all that we carry and wish to set down; 
here, with our longing to rest and also to carry forward: 
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in this time, give us provision for the journey; 
courage and faith and compassion, 
and endurance to face every challenge. 
Open our eyes to see you walking beside us, 
protecting us, encouraging us, loving us, moving us. 
With Jesus, through Jesus, we know pure Love, and so we pray in the comfort of 

one who seeks the shelter of a parent, praying together: 

 
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. 
 
Scripture   Isaiah 40: 28-31 (The Inclusive Bible) 
 
Do you not know? Have you not heard? YHWH is the everlasting God, the Creator 
of the ends of the earth. This God does not faint or grow weary; 
with a depth of understanding that is unsearchable. God gives strength to the 
weary, and empowers the powerless. Young women may grow tired and weary, 
young men may stumble and fall, but those who wait for YHWH find a renewed 
power: they soar on eagles’ wings, they run and don’t get weary, they walk 
and never tire. 
 
Hymn   “The Care the Eagle Gives Her Young” (Voices United 269) 

 
*Singing for February Birthdays! 
 
Growing Together ‘Where have you been all this time? 
    And what have you been doing? 
 

Hello my friends!  Today feels like an extra special day for me, as I’ve been 
thinking about you often, missing you lots, and really looking forward to being back 
here, with this chance to talk to all of you.  I hope you know you have a very 
special place in my heart, even and especially when I go away for a while. 

I know that you’ve had wonderful stories and time with Kass and Judy, right 
from this very place… but I also wouldn’t be surprised if you have a small but 
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important question on your mind.  Maybe you’re wondering where on earth I’ve 
been all this time?  And just what have I been up to?  Well, I’m here to tell you 
that – or at least a little bit of that.  Three months is a long time to describe, so I’ll 
probably have to tell you in bits and pieces. 

As you can probably guess, while I was away I did a whole lot of reading, 
and thinking, and birding (I’ll show you some pictures in a few minutes). Also, and 
by far one of the biggest things that happened very early in my time away was that 
my family and I moved to our new house; or at least, it’s the house that’s new to 
us.  I’ve been spending lots of time getting used to living in a new space, and really 
loving being back in the country again. 

In this new house, one of my favourite rooms is the kitchen, and I thought 

that since I can’t give you a tour of it right now, I would try to recreate some of 
what it looks like.  So, imagine me, spending lots of time surrounded by some of 
these favourite recipe books, cooking up all sorts of new things, wearing this 
apron, and really loving preparing things for my family, and my parents, and 
Michael’s parents… because we all live on the same property now, which is a whole 
other wonderful story, for another day.   

Now, because this new kitchen has more counter space than we had our tiny 
little kitchen before, this is the first time I’ve had room there for something very 
special – and that is this.  Do you have any idea what this is?  It’s a very large 
kitchen scale, and it’s used to figure out how much things weigh.  This particular 
scale belonged to my Grandma Weaver, and it was bought for her by her father, 
just as he bought one for each of his 4 daughters, almost 100 years ago now.  By 
the time I came along, my Grandma didn’t use it anymore, but I’m so grateful it 
was kept and given to me, because while I don’t use it to measure ingredients (I 
need something a little more precise to follow Mary Berry’s recipes), it does remind 
me every day about something very important that God wants in our lives.  That 
very important thing is called balance. 

I bet you know all about balance when it comes to your body.  I bet some of 
you know how to walk across a gymnastics balance beam, and others of you can 
balance really well on skates, or on your bicycle.  It’s something that you learn and 
practice, and it takes some concentration, right?  Well, God teaches us the same 
thing about how we live our lives… we need to find just the right balance to keep 

ourselves feeling steady on the inside.  That means, God wants to know when to 
work, and when to play, and when to rest.  Rest is much more than sleep.  Rest is 
letting ourselves do things where we can quietly feel and know God’s love, filling us 
up and preparing us to love others. 

The Scripture we heard earlier this morning tells us that everyone gets tired 
at times.  Our bodies get weary, and so do our spirits – but with rest, with Sabbath 
time, God can work to put us back in balance.  When we rest, God can remind us 
how to be kind to ourselves, so that we can be kind to others.   
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So, I pray you’ve had a good rest for your body last night, but even more so 

I pray that you find time with your family, to rest in God’s love, and to know that 
you are so very, very special, every moment of every day. 

Shall we pray together?   
 
Scripture    Mark 1: 29-39 (The Message) 
 
Directly on leaving the meeting place, they came to Simon and Andrew’s house, 
accompanied by James and John. Simon’s mother-in-law was sick in bed, burning 
up with fever. They told Jesus. He went to her, took her hand, and raised her up. 

No sooner had the fever left than she was up fixing dinner for them.  
That evening, after the sun was down, they brought sick and evil-afflicted people 
to him, the whole city lined up at his door! He cured their sick bodies and 
tormented spirits. Because the demons knew his true identity, he didn’t let them 
say a word. 
While it was still night, way before dawn, he got up and went out to a secluded 
spot and prayed. Simon and those with him went looking for him. 
They found him and said, “Everybody’s looking for you.” 38-39 Jesus said, “Let’s go 
to the rest of the villages so I can preach there also. This is why I’ve come.” He 
went to their meeting places all through Galilee, preaching and throwing out the 
demons. 
 
Let’s pray… 
 
Message  ‘For This Moment in Time:  A (Partial) Photo Memoir’ 
 

First things first:  please know that I don’t hold any pretense that what 

you’re about to hear is a sermon.  You are not about to hear exegesis.  It’s far 

more accurate to say the Scriptures speak deeply into my experience of Sabbatical 

– and they happen to be Lectionary for this 5th Sunday after Epiphany. 

Second, please don’t be scared by the title of today’s reflection.  I can only 

imagine that the announcement of a photo memoir might conjure up images of 

some painfully long travel presentation being hoisted upon you, even as you know 

this is a time in our history when, for the last three months and counting, I have 

not travelled anywhere beyond the Niagara Peninsula.  To be honest, until this past 

Monday rolled around and I came back to Beamsville to pick up work items, my 

little car started to wonder if it would ever go farther than the grocery store for 

curbside pickup.  Such is where we are, right now. 
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 That said, the photo memoir you are about to see (hear described) is still 

something of a chronicle of where I’ve been, emotionally and spiritually, in my time 

of Sabbatical.  It has very much been a metaphysical journey, redefined by a 

pandemic in ways I’ve come to accept and that, ultimately, as predicted, has left 

me with far greater opportunity to rest than had I been able to gallivant as 

planned.   

 What follows then, is a smattering of images collected on my phone from 

November through January.  They are mostly in chronological order, but more so 

they follow the salient moments of where and how I spent my time.  They are the 

core of a practice of photo journaling that I did not plan but evolved into a regular, 

nourishing spiritual practice.  Where words failed me, images did not.   

 To begin with then, I offer you an image I saved in the earliest days of my 

quest to rest, as shared from a friend’s social media page.  Here we have a rather 

unlikely semblance of me (not at all actually), naming the now resounding truth 

that, “I felt in need of a great pilgrimage, so I sat still for three days.”  In my case, 

that was three months… and while it was often much more than sitting, it was 

most definitely a stillness I haven’t experienced since I don’t know when.  It was 

also a stillness that embraced me even as I sometimes struggled to know what to 

do with it.  It took me a long time to unwind my brain.  It just took a long, long 

time. 

 To get to that place of unwind, I found myself invested in time and reflection 

on things that sound so simple, but really called me back to the core of my identity.  

I remained an early riser, but in this time away, I suddenly had and took the time 

to absorb every opportunity to watch the sunrise from our kitchen window.  The 

same can be said of the sunset, from our front porch.  With equal gratitude and 

often awe, I found myself with precious time to gaze on my family, like our eldest 

Eric, here with his ever-ready binoculars, on the Lorraine Bay shores of Lake Erie; 

and likewise with our Abbey, and my life-partner and best friend Michael.  Regular, 

outdoor walking was often more of a meandering, with incredible amounts of 

birding to delight my heart and soul.   

 Sabbatical over the Christmas season brought the unique gift of Christmas at 

home, with the great joy of decorating our new home.  We were also able to mark 

Advent with a series of firsts, including collecting bushels of greenery from our 

property and my parents’ woodlot, next door.  We made our own Advent wreath, 

and porch decorations, and all kinds of indoor decorations, with nature’s gifts from 
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land the Weaver family has called home since the 1840s.  I can’t quite describe 

how that felt, then and still now. 

 The Christmas season also brought us new traditions in our new hometown.  

Here we are, decked out for delivering Christmas Day meals on behalf of Port 

Cares, to front porches of folks in town who might otherwise not have known such 

a feast.  We also embraced the snow and literally made tracks in the peace of 

forest-bathing, in corners of the bush I hadn’t seen for years and years.   

 It was a bit of a wait, but eventually Abbey’s wish came true and our pond 

froze enough for wonderful escapades that we are still enjoying, between the lake-

effect squalls.   

 Through it all, I found myself consumed by art forms I too often see as 

tasks.  I lived in to and held fervently to the Christmas message that proclaims, in 

the wise words of Madeleine L’Engle that, “There is nothing so secular that it 

cannot be sacred, and that is one of the deepest messages of the Incarnation.” 

 What does the sacred in the secular look like, you ask?  It looks and feels like 

God’s faithful embrace, in very ordinary actions and choices.  I chose to sit by the 

fire, in the quiet of early morning.  I chose puzzles that gave me space to think and 

to learn.  I chose to watch, with rapt attention, as a heron stood its ground in gale 

force January wind, doing its best to get to the fish just beneath the early stages of 

ice.  I chose to let the deer watch me for as long as I watched them, building trust 

with species who have called this place home far longer than I can understand.   

 Some very domestic tasks became holy space again, too, as I foisted 

countless new recipes upon my family.  Some worked, some didn’t, but they fed 

us, nonetheless.  I did my best to learn some new baking skills, and brought back 

some I hadn’t used for years.  Ironically, somewhere along the way of unpacking, 

Eric discovered a box full of my childhood collections, including a scrapbook 

prepared for my 1982 Girl Guide baking badge, complete with the cinnamon bun 

recipe first taught to me by my grandmother, in a house I now see from my desk 

everyday.  And, of course, baking alongside Abbey was by far the best way.   

I also don’t mind pointing out that for Eric’s last supper, so to speak, before 

heading back to Montreal, I braved the revamped version of the very-retro Baked 

Alaska.  It mostly worked.   

Through it all, I found my breath most steady at the water’s edge, now only 

a short walk down the road.  I absorbed myself in my ever-multiplying collection of 
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plants, in the elder care of our beloved Mitsy, and, of course, reading.  I’ll come 

back to that in just a moment.   

Scattered throughout my camera roll, there are also regular captures of 

words or ways I needed to keep at the ready.  There are things like the wisdom of 

The Nap Ministry (a real thing), calling out the importance of rest; and the 

impeccable expression of my lifelong friend Bekki – who, if you can’t quite make it 

out from the screenshot, offered an unexplained post one evening, with the simple 

reminder, “for the givers in the crowd.”  She said, “You’re not obliged to set 

yourself on fire to keep someone else warm.”  So noted.  So needed.  Erica Layne 

offered similar wisdom, just with a few more words, when she said, to me, to all of 

us, “The next time you’re tempted to think that you don’t have time for ‘self care’, 

push back.  Challenge yourself to believe that self-care isn’t so much a practice that 

takes time as a practice that takes persistence.  In a thousand tiny ways, give 

yourself the respect, compassion, and care that will allow you to pour back out to 

the people you love.”  Also, duly noted.   

I am feeling quite aware that we are in this ongoing era of our collective 

history when self-care becomes far more difficult to achieve, in the sense that our 

previously known dimensions of space are redefined, and/or limited, and/or leave 

us with ourselves far more than we’d like.  That, in itself, calls us into new spaces 

of understanding and practicing self-care, as a spiritual discipline.  We may find 

ourselves with long and intense periods of thinking, which can be hard work, for 

the heart as much as the mind.  As Jane Christmas repeatedly called me to accept, 

in her most recent memoir, reflecting on the various house moves of her life, 

memories can be a welcome companion, and also exceedingly hard.  We might 

come face to face, heart to heart, with the demons of the unresolved, the 

unspoken, the unknown… and the path to peace becomes exceedingly rocky in the 

midst of it all. 

And so it was that, in the midst of the various genres of reading I sometimes 

held in tandem, it was the work of scholars like Christine Valters Paintner and 

memoir-writers like Laurie Haller and poets like Amy Bornman who collectively 

called me to wrestle with the continuous cycle of thresholds.  Far more than the 

beautiful spaces we can physically step across, there are thresholds of spiritual 

development, unfolding cyclically across the various stages of our lives – each one 

calling us to deeper engagement with our sacred selves, and above all with God, 

whose Love accompanies us at every moment.  In our most assured and in our 

most tentative steps, God’s merciful ways give us what we need to face new times 
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in our being, new times in our unique callings, and new times in our essential 

moving.  So much more than an act of navel-gazing, taking time and space to 

consider one’s place in God’s great, glorious, and sometimes very pain-filled world, 

is an individual and social necessity.  Resting is so much more than naps.  It is 

letting ourselves be, in sacred truths, that we might continue to be who God needs 

us to be – in our true identity.  It is letting ourselves be, for ourselves, for our 

families, our community.  It is a life-giving practice of return and release, in 

necessary stages of repeat.   

Healing comes in unexpected ways, in unexpected places, and through 

unexpected voices.  And yet, always and ever, across every threshold of our 

beloved life’s story, God is speaking the merciful invitation to come away from it all, 

for a while – to turn in to God’s incomparable embrace, that we might come home 

to ourselves, and then turn back, again, to share what we can, with God’s 

incomparable world.   

  To God alone be the glory, at every precious threshold of our being.  Amen.  

Prayer & Personal Reflection 
 
Hymn  “Like a Healing Stream” (More Voices 144)   
 
The Life & Work of Our Church Community  
                        

As always, we encourage you to note the links and the ways that you can 
connect in with the church community, and find strength and wisdom together.   
Of particular note, and on behalf of Trinity’s Speaker Series Team, I am very happy 
to invite you to their first online event, happening on Tuesday, February 16th.  
Called “Taking Care of You:  Basics of Stress Management for Adults”, it is a Zoom 
workshop led by Anne Murray of Psychology Canada, and promises to be 
exceptionally good, for any time, but especially now. For more details, please check 
out the special email about the event that went out this past Thursday – and 
please remember that if you’d like to find out how you can be supported in getting 
connected, and most of all to register, please contact the office by this Friday, 

February 12th.  I can tell you that it is in my calendar, and I will be there with my 
family, in this lifelong journey to take care of ourselves, as God’s beloved.  
  
Offering  
 
 Invitation 
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Taking care of ourselves is essential – and lives in direct correlation with our 
taking care of others.  It is a fine balance, but one that God calls us to 
pursue, for our individual and collective wellbeing.  Locally, globally, at home 
and far away, we are given endless opportunities, to build healthy 
communities, built on gratitude.  Let us live what we know, of God’s great 
and faithful ways, and give our best to God’s world, in return.  Let us bring 
who we are and what we can, as we give our offering to God.   
 

 Song of Thanksgiving “As with Gladness Men of Old” (VU 81, v.3) 
 
 Prayer 

We offer our gifts to you, God, 
with grateful, cheerful hearts. 
Thank you that you meet our needs on the journey, 
providing what we need when we need it. 
Trusting you, we can share what we have with others, 
and we do this joyfully, together, today, 
in Jesus’ name.  Amen. 

  
A Time of Gratitude & Farewell 

 
Introduction 

It is joyfully, albeit with a tinge of sadness, that we gather together in this 
moment.  We come to give thanks for all that we have shared together as a 
community of faith, in the ministries offered and received, with our Student 
Minister Kassandra Matthews, and our Minister Emerita Judy Bowman, who has 
also served as Sabbatical Supply these last three months.  Both Kass and Judy have 
shared generously, with all of us, from their refined gifts for this calling, and we 
have benefitted and grown with them, as God works through them. 

This, then, becomes a time when we will offer our thanks, and our prayers 
for the next steps of their journeys, and ours.  As Kass and Dan prepare to 
welcome their next child, and Judy prepares for some time that is more her own, 
and more with John, this is a time for us to say ‘fare thee well’, even as we know 

this is a time of changed relationships, not ended.   
To mark this time, we’re going to sing, and pray, and share necessary words 

back and forth.  Normally, we would invite a host of folks to be with us here at the 
front of the sanctuary.  I’m thinking specifically of those who have made extra time 
commitments to student ministry, as Kass has been supported and accompanied by 
her family, and the entire Trinity family, but also very particularly by the Lay 
Supervision Team, and her Educational Supervisor, The Rev. Gayle Lucas-Roth.  
And so, Shari Thombs, Loretta Paszkat, Kevin Bourque, Ron Livingstone, Bev 
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Robinson, and Gayle, we imagine you here, too, and we bless and say thank you 
for your place in this sacred time.   
 May we also remember and give thanks for the Sabbatical Planning Team, 
that gave their wisdom and time to bringing Judy back to us, in this renewed way.  
That team was led by Ken Brady, with Bev Robinson, Paul Roth, Katharine 
Anderson, Kay Dol, and Geraldine Kelter; and incomparable support from our 
Administrator Tania Szabo, gluing us all together.  Please also lift up great 
gratitude, to and for the entire Staff Team that worked hard, as they always do, 
quietly and humbly, to keep the many ministries serving seamlessly.  We are 
blessed and sustained, as God works through them daily.   

There’s so much to honour, but let us begin by raising our voices in a hymn 

of promise and praise. 
 
Hymn  “Three Things I Promise”, verses 1-4 (More Voices 176) 
 
Words & Gifts to Share 
 Irene Romagnoli, Chair of Trinity Church Council 
 Kassandra Matthews, Student Minister 
 The Rev. Judy Bowman, Minister Emerita & Sabbatical Supply 
 
A Litany of Return & Release  
 
Our church, like any community, changes. 
Babies are born.  Children grow up.  Loved ones and friends grow old. 
People move into our community and church. 
Others leave us, moving on to new places, 
new experiences, and new opportunities. 
 
Let us not forget that ministry in this place is Christ’s ministry, 
entrusted to us as part of his Body. 
Our ministry belongs to Jesus, and is ongoing.   
Our relationships and covenants move with time,  
as we trust that God forever accompanies us. 

 
From the first moments of our time together,  
as student, minister, congregation, colleagues, 
and fellow travellers on the Way,  
we have worked hard to support and care for one another. 
Part of that support and care now includes a time of de-covenanting;  
a time in which we release each other  
from our previous roles and formal responsibilities,  
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with and for one another.   
This is a time of allowing our lives to turn;   
of giving time and space for Kass and Judy to return  
to their families and sacred places of renewal. 
 
Let us pray: 
O God, we give you thanks  
for this treasured time together,  
and for the faithful ministry of Kassandra and Judy in our midst.   
We thank you for the worship, the learning, the care, 
and the service that have been ours together. 

We give thanks for all that is still to come:  
for Kass and Judy, for their families, for this church family,  
for all God’s people who will know love and peace  
by our shared ministry, in and with God’s beloved world. 
Be with us now as we mark these relationships,  
and guide us by your Spirit into the next stage of our life with you. 
Amen. 
 
Judy: 
Beloved friends of Trinity, Beamsville,  
I thank you for the privilege of serving among you, again in this more formal role, 
and for the times and ways we will continue to share life. 
I will remain steadfast in my prayers for you and with you,  
celebrating this ongoing journey as brothers and sisters in faith. 
I will honour your gifts and callings, as you call forth mine, 
in this time, and in all that is still to come.   
 
Congregation: 
We give thanks for our ongoing life together,  
and for your faithful example of serving God’s people. 
We celebrate your courage, your strength, your wisdom, and your joy. 
We celebrate that God gives us each other, as church family.   

 
Kass:    
Beloved friends of Trinity, Beamsville, 
I thank you for your love, kindness, and support  
during my time as your Student Minister.   
I am grateful for the struggles, the surprises,  
and for the opportunities we have shared.  
I am grateful for the ways my leadership has been accepted and nurtured. 
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I ask forgiveness for the mistakes I have made. 
As I leave, I carry with me all that I have learned here. 
 
Congregation: 
We receive your thankfulness, offer our forgiveness,  
and accept that you are leaving us now  
to continue your ministry journey. 
We are grateful for your time among us. 
We ask your forgiveness for our mistakes. 
Your influence on our faith and faithfulness  
will not leave us with your departure. 

We release you from your duties  
of ministry here in our midst, no longer turning to you  
as we have when you were in ministry among us. 
 
Kass: 
With mercy and grace, I now release you  
from turning to me and depending on me. 
I encourage your continuing ministry here,  
and will pray for you and your future here in this beloved community.   
With thanksgiving, we all take our next steps on this sacred journey. 
Thanks be to God!  Amen. 
 
Blessing (all) 

As we continue walking with Christ in love and service, 
may our memories be springs of water when we are thirsty; 
rays of light when we are in darkness; 
and reason for rejoicing always. 
May God bless and keep us all.  Amen. 

 
Duet  “You Raise Me Up” (arr. Tom Fettke)    Melanie Hugill & Andrew Poaps 
 
Prayers for Ourselves and Others 

 
Holy One, we are taking this time to pause; to collect ourselves, and some of 

our thoughts, with some of our words; and to offer up something of all that we feel 
and know, all that we wonder and wish we could know, right now. 

Gracious God, we do give you thanks, again and again, for precious spaces 
of time together.  We thank you for ministers, called to us in various stages of their 
time as your beloved apostles.  We thank you especially today, for Kass and Judy, 
and for their commitment in ministry to this church community, as one piece of 
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your incredible world and promise.  For their leadership, their companionship, their 
discipleship, we lift up praise. 

God of new beginnings, we thank you for the joys that are still to come:  for 
Kass, Dan, James and all their family, as they await this new and precious life to 
hold.  We pray for peace and strength, and awe-filled moments to marvel at all 
that is still to be.   

We pray for joy and peace for Judy and John, and all their family.  As they, 
too transition to your next dreams for them, may they rest in the knowledge of 
good and faithful service, leading by example, and stepping in to new 
opportunities, with every dawn.   

God of all and each, we pray for every one of your beloved people:  those 

we know by face and name, and those we can’t imagine in the sea of numbers.  
May we never lose sight of their precious place in your overwhelming love.  May we 
give and serve, share and pray, with kind and compassionate choices.  May we be 
mindful of all that we do not know, of thresholds they have crossed in their lives; of 
hurts carried, healing awaited, fatigue encountered, and questions unresolved.  
May we remain ever open to how you would have us speak and be your mercy to 
others.   

For what we can see and know right now, and for all that we have yet to 
imagine, we give thanks for your faithful, just, and strong presence, calling us 
forward, with patience, and never-ending belief in what is still to be. 

All this I pray in Jesus’ name.  Amen. 
 
Closing Hymn  “She Comes Sailing on the Wind” (Voices United 380) 
 
Blessing & Sending Forth 
There is a threshold before us, always –  
and in this moment, we are being called toward our next best steps,  
with God, for God’s beloved world. 
May we move with faithful courage and conviction, 
gentle strength and compassion, joyful purpose and peace. 
May we move forward in the Way of Jesus, as followers and friends. 
Thanks be to God, always!  Amen. 

 
Sung Blessing  “Go Now in Peace” (Price & Besig) 

Go now in peace. Never be afraid. 
God will go with you each hour of ev’ry day.  
Go now in faith, steadfast, strong and true.  
Know God will guide you in all you do.  
Go now in love, and show you believe.  
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Reach out to others so all the world can see.  
God will be there, watching from above. 
Go now in peace, in faith and in love. 
Amen, Amen, Amen.  
 
Go Now in Peace is printed under CCLI License # 3081738.  
Words and music copyright Nancy Price and Don Besig.  
 
Postlude                                                   





Used with Permission & Gratitude:  

 
Opening Prayer (adapted) and Offering Prayer – by Carol Penner, 
www.leadinginworship.com 
 
A Litany of Return & Release – adapted from Celebrate God’s Presence, UCPH; 
696-705. 
 

http://www.leadinginworship.com/

