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“There is room for all in the shadow of God’s wing; 
there is room for all, sheltered in God’s love.” 

(Bruce Harding, More Voices 62) 
 





Gathering Music                                             Andrew Poaps, Music Director 
 

Welcome                                                                    Rev. Heather Weaver-Orosz 
 
 Good morning, or good afternoon, or maybe good evening… Good and 
wonderful day to you, at whatever time you are finding us, joining us for this time 
of worship at Trinity United Church, Beamsville.  My name is Heather Weaver-
Orosz, and it is a long-standing privilege for me to Minister with this faith 
community, and to lead you in this way, at this time.  Today I am here with the 
beautiful music of our Music Director Andrew Poaps, our soprano Melanie Hugill, 
and our guest and friend, Christabel Pinto, on piano and vocals.  Making it all 
possible for you to hear their wonderful offerings are Kevin Bourque and Tania 
Szabo on the tech desk today.  We are surrounded by folks offering their time and 
talents, with generosity. 
 The diversity of gifts that make up a community is very much at the core of 
what we are thinking about in today’s service.  Worshipping in this sacred space is 
living example of the rich tapestry that defines this faith family, past, present, and 
future; and of course, that extends out across the global community.  We are made 

better by difference, as God reveals to us the complex possibilities of human 
expression.  Our hope, every day, is to embrace possibility; to cast aside fear; and 
to enter most fully into who God needs us to be, all together.  While today happens 
to be the Sunday closest to Canada Day, and we have much to give thanks for, in 
calling this our home, today we lift up and celebrate Canadian Multiculturalism Day, 
in the context of our Christian community and who Jesus still teaches us to be.  As 
our national church website says, “Multicultural communities live alongside one 
another, value tolerance, and celebrate outward expressions of culture. The 
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church’s intercultural vision, however, goes further. It encourages all of us to 
change, build relationships, and distribute power fairly in respectful awareness of 
each other’s differences.”  May our worship today bring us one step closer to that 
God-honouring vision.  
 As we gather this morning, there is beside me this single pillar candle, here 
to stand vigil for the still unknown numbers of Indigenous children who never 
returned home from the Canadian Residential School system.  You may remember 
that three weeks ago, we had 215 candles behind me on the chancel, after the 
truth of the Kamloops Residential School came to the public’s attention.  In 
preparing for that Sunday morning, I asked myself if there could be enough 
candles to mark future confirmations of unmarked graves, which Indigenous 

leaders said clearly that there would be; there still will be.  The answer is, no:  
there are not enough candles, or at least not enough room in this place.  That 
breaks my heart, as I know it does yours.  We long to be more, to do more.  I will 
speak more about that in a while, sharing some words from our United Church 
Moderator, but for now I will say that while our actions right now may feel small 
and insignificant, they are part of an essential process.  For those who claim to 
follow Jesus, it is a process grounded in humility and commitment to 
transformation.  It is a process that begins and ends in worship, where we 
surrender ourselves to the light of our Creator, who calls us into new spaces of 
heart, mind, and spirit.   
 Let us prepare for that again, in the lighting of our Christ candle, led for us 
this morning by Owen, Rosie, and Eli. 
 
Lighting the Christ Candle            The Hugill-Bourque Siblings 
 
Call to Worship  (from Psalm 48) 
Let us remember the steadfast love of God,  
as we gather in this holy place. 
Let us recall and let us rejoice in  
the praise-worthy devotion of our Creator. 
To the ends of the earth, God loves without exception. 
From the highest towers to the shadowed corners, 

God pours out mercy and second chances. 
Let us gather in the truth of what has been, 
and the promise of next generations. 
Let us celebrate that such generous care, for all and for each, 
is the very breath and heart of God, 
the builder and sustainer of life, forever. 
 
Opening Hymn          “Let Us Build a House” (More Voices 1) 
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Acknowledgement of Traditional Territory       Rosemary Addison 
 If you were here last Sunday, you would have noticed a new and, we trust, 
impactful way of offering our formal acknowledgment of gathering on traditional 
territory of Indigenous peoples.  Mindful of the ever-present danger that words on 
a slide or in a bulletin will become white noise (on several levels of meaning), the 
Outreach & Social Justice Working Group is building a new library of teachings 
about where we are and how we are called to live in love and respect with all our 
relations.  What you are about to see is a repeat of what was shown last Sunday, 
and then next Sunday we will share from another sacred space in Lincoln.  With 
thanks to Rosemary, and to Tania for capturing it on video, let’s move to this 
crucial piece of our coming together. 

 
Prayer  “You Embrace All Peoples” (Voices United 525) 
Let us pray together: 
Eternal God, 
whose image lies in the hearts of all people, 
we live among peoples 
 whose languages are different from our own, 
 whose faiths are foreign to us, 
 whose ways we fail to understand. 
Help us to remember 
 that you embrace all people with your love, 
 that all religion is a response to you, 
 that the yearnings of other hearts 
 are much like our own, and are known to you. 
Help us to recognize you 
 in words of truth, things of beauty, 
 and actions of love about us. 
We pray in the name of the One who calls us 
 to be neighbour and friend.  Amen. 
     
The Prayer of Jesus (Voices United 914, bottom right) 
And now, as children turn to a mother who watches over them, 

let us turn to God, with the words Jesus gave to us, praying: 
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. 
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Song of Response “There Is Room for All” (More Voices 62) 
 
Growing Together ‘What Is GOD Like?’ 
    By Rachel Held Evans & Matthew Paul Turner 
 
 Friends, I am so pleased to be able to share with you today a book that has 
been on my wish list for a few months now, ever since I heard that it was being 
published.  It was just released last week, and I can’t tell you how excited I was 
when it arrived at our house, just in time for reading together in this service. 
 This new book is called ‘What Is GOD Like?’, and it was written by Rachel 
Held Evans and Matthew Paul Turner, with all the illustrations by Ying Hui Tan.  

This is a very special book for many reasons, but especially because it reminds us 
that there are so many beautiful ways to think about God, and that the more we 
can listen to each other talk about God, the more we can learn and grow together.   
 Let’s read this together now… 
 
Hymn   “Jesu, Jesu, Fill Us with Your Love” (Voices United 593) 
 
Scripture   John 4: 5-30; 39 (The Inclusive Bible)  Kevin Bourque 
 
 He stopped at Sychar, a town in Samaria, near the tract of land Jacob had 
given to his son Joseph, and Jacob’s Well was there.  Jesus, weary from the 
journey, came and sat by the well.  It was around noon. 
 When a Samaritan woman came to draw water, Jesus said to her, “Give me 
a drink.”  The disciples had gone off to the town to buy provisions.   
 The Samaritan woman replied, “You’re a Jew.  How can you ask me, a 
Samaritan, for a drink?” – since Jews had nothing to do with Samaritans. 
 Jesus answered, “If only you recognized God’s gift, and who it is that is 
asking you for a drink, you would have asked him for a drink instead, and he would 
have given you living water.” 
 “If you please,” she challenged Jesus, “you don’t have a bucket and this well 
is deep.  Where do you expect to get this ‘living water’?  Surely you don’t pretend 
to be greater than our ancestors Leah and Rachel and Jacob, who gave us this well 

and drank from it with their descendants and flocks?” 
 Jesus replied, “Everyone who drinks this water will be thirsty again.  But 
those who drink the water I give them will never be thirsty; no, the water I give 
will become fountains within them, springing up to provide eternal life.” 
 The woman said to Jesus, “Give me this water, so that I won’t grow thirsty 
and have to keep coming all the way here to draw water.” 
 Jesus said to her, “Go, call your husband and then come back here.” 
 “I don’t have a husband,” replied the woman. 
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 “You’re right – you don’t have a husband!” Jesus exclaimed.  “The fact is, 
you’ve had five, and the man you’re living with now is not your husband.  So what 
you’ve said is quite true.” 
 “I can see you’re a prophet,” answered the woman.  “Our ancestors 
worshiped on this mountain, but you people claim that Jerusalem is the place 
where God ought to be worshiped.” 
 Jesus told her, “Believe me, the hour is coming when you’ll worship Abba 
God neither on this mountain nor in Jerusalem.  You people worship what you don’t 
understand; we worship what we do understand – after all, salvation is from the 
Jewish people.  Yet the hour is coming – and is already here – when real 
worshipers will worship Abba God in Spirit and truth.  Indeed, it is just such 

worshipers whom Abba God seeks.  God is Spirit, and those who worship God must 
worship in spirit and truth.” 
 The woman said to Jesus, “I know that the Messiah – the Anointed One – is 
coming and will tell us everything.” 
 Jesus replied, “I who speak to you am the Messiah.” 
 The disciples, returning at this point, were shocked to find Jesus having a 
private conversation with a woman.  But no one dared to ask, “What do you want 
of him?” or “Why are you talking with her?” 
 The woman then left her water jar and went off into the town.  She said to 
the people, “Come and see someone who told me everything I have ever done! 
Could this be the Messiah?”  At that, everyone set out from town to meet Jesus.   
  
 Many Samaritans from that town believed in Jesus on the strength of the 
woman’s testimony – that “he told me everything I ever did.”   
  
Message  “Everything I Ever Did” 
 
 This week, I’ve been gazing often on three things, with almost equal use of 
time.  The first is a download of a 5x7 image, sent by the inimitable Kate Bowler to 
all of her followers, like me.  The image says simply, ‘Life is so Beautiful.  Life is so 
Hard.’  It is rooted in her signature sign-off from her podcasts and videos, where 
she prays we would have ‘a beautiful, terrible, day’.  When asked why she wouldn’t 

just wish us all a beautiful day, Kate explained its roots in a long ago piece by 
Frederick Buechner, entitled Beyond Words: Daily Readings in the ABCs of Faith, 
where he said, so poignantly, so honestly:  “Here is the world.  Beautiful and 
terrible things will happen.  Don’t be afraid.” 
 Very much in that frame, I have also been gazing on one of my favourite 
shots of our two, many moons ago.  With their permission, I share with you now 
this snap that sits in a frame on the piano, with another snapshot of them as infant 
and toddler in the bathtub, but I didn’t dare ask permission to show that one here.   
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 Here we have Abbey, 4 ½ years old, and Eric, just past 7.  My notes on the 
back say, ‘on the steps of Centre Block, Parliament Hill, August 22, 2007’.  The 
captured moment is making me more nostalgic than usual right now, as today is 
Eric’s 21st birthday, and with his flourishing life in Montreal, this is the first time I 
haven’t given him a hug to start the day we reserve for him.  It was only a matter 
of time, and just part of raising children to be independent, but his absence is 
deeply felt in this mother’s heart.  Yes, I dote too much, in love. 
 

 
 

 The second push to nostalgia with this photo comes from Abbey’s high 
school graduation – officially happening tomorrow evening, June 28th, in an all-
virtual event that we’ll watch from the comfort of our garage-turned-social-room, to 
share with the grandparent brigade.  Like every parent, I have not a clue how we 
blasted from those weeks just before she entered Junior Kindergarten to this 
summer of preparing for her return to Ottawa, launching into her next adventure, 
studying Engineering, majoring in Architectural Conservation and Sustainability.  
The circle of life is a beautiful thing, but it does spin too quickly for my liking.  In 
the process of my emotional protests, I keep hearing those words of blessing and 

release, for them and for all children taking their next steps:  “Here is the world, 
most wonderful ones.  Beautiful and terrible things will happen.  Don’t be afraid.” 
 I am so very aware that I am able to utter that phrase, those words, with a 
prayer of confidence, because to be blunt, my children have less reason than many 
to be afraid in this world.  The colour of their skin alone has allowed them to reach 
their various life milestones to date, their coming of age, with an ease that too 
many have not and will not know.  They live in an inherited privilege.  They are far 
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more aware of that than I ever was at their age.  I’ll come back around to that in a 
few minutes. 
 For now, I offer you the third object of my most recent gazing:  the Scripture 
story from John 4, often subtitled ‘Jesus and the Samaritan Woman’.  It is a 
fascinating segment of our sacred texts, and its study occupies many a shelf in 
every theology library, everywhere – I presume.  I haven’t actually been to every 
theology library, but I know the academic focus John 4 has garnered even in my 
lifetime, as well as the evolving and opening understanding of what we might see 
and hear in this text. 
 For example, there was a time, not long ago, when Biblical commentaries 
would not have made space for the work of Osvaldo Vena.  There was a time, and 

for some that may be present tense, where it would be absurd and sacrilege to 
suggest that the John 4 dialogue between Jesus and a woman of a different culture 
was a space that required Jesus to be vulnerable; for Jesus to be the learner, 
overcoming his own faith traditions.  Vena speaks of Jesus as humble student, 
coming into a conversation where human boundaries about race, gender, and 
religion had prescribed his superiority, but human interaction changed it all.  
Human interaction broke it all down and from the rubble of expected social limits, 
inoring the social observers who focused on the challenges they thought she posed 
– in her words and in her presence - Jesus rebuilt a vision of community in 
alignment with God’s plan for Creation, that refuses to be bound by dehumanizing 
prejudice.  As Vena summarizes, “the living water that Jesus promised the 
woman… is God’s purifying water, the Holy Spirit… which can purify our hearts of 
old hatreds and hostilities and turn us into a diverse people of God on earth.”   
 I don’t disagree.  What I know we must also consider – and frankly wrestle 
with ourselves into a place of fact-based truth-telling – is the extended timeline it 
seems to be taking humanity to move into that purified, intercultural space Jesus 
modelled and invites.  Were we, today, to hear from Jesus a list of everything we 
ever did, we would most assuredly want portions of the story omitted.  Personally 
and then collectively, there are pieces of our stories where we have lived more with 
a spirit of exclusion than inclusion; when our fears and ignorance have pushed us 
away from dialogue with one deemed different, and shattered opportunities to live 
life in the interwoven beauty intended for us.  Dialogue changes us.  Interaction 

changes us.  Simple face-to-face introduction changes us.  As Vance Morgan 
describes in his piece, ‘Interfaith Travel, and a Reminder that No One Owns God’, 
preeminent preacher and professor, Barbara Brown Taylor was herself transformed 
in and through the experience of introducing her predominantly Protestant 
Christian students to faiths other than their own.  Taylor’s goal was to teach her 
students that “human beings who wish to understand the ways of God are like 
oysters lying at the bottom of a tide pool, wishing to understand the ways of a 
prima ballerina… As brilliant as our tidepool theologies may be, the brilliance of the 
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ballerina exceeds them all.”  Sadly, and all too often, Morgan says, humans move 
blindly and swiftly from the possibilities of conversations that could say “Wow, 
that’s really interesting… I never thought of that!” to “You could not be more 
wrong, and you’re both a moron and a heretic.”   
 And so it is that I find myself unsurprised to find op-ed pieces by Alexander 
T. Polgar, who cites the human penchant for violence, hate and intolerance is 
driven by most of the world being “developmentally stuck at the tribal stage 
perspective.”  (Hamilton Spectator, 24 June 2021).  He says further that a solution 
“would start with a call to hold an International Summit on Obstructed 
Developmental Potential.  The outcome of the proceedings would then precipitate 
another International Summit on the Activation of Every Child’s Innate 

Developmental Potential Through Education.”  I honestly don’t know if he’s being 
sarcastic or not.  I do know that education is pivotal in any of our movements 
toward building the intercultural church, community, and life that Jesus holds out 
as possible.  I also know that I overheard the hope of that reality, in a high school 
English assignment, last Wednesday afternoon. 
 I didn’t mean to eavesdrop, or even be in the same room as our Abbey and 
the small group with whom she was presenting their final project of the year.  In 
this online world, Abbey chose the kitchen island as the best wifi location for that 
hour, and I chose the wrong moment to be outside and come back in from an 
angle that left me trapped to work quietly from my phone, so as not to create a 
scene walking through behind her to get to anywhere else in the house.  That 
unplanned scenario became an extraordinary window into the gift of the next 
generation of leaders, already leading by example in their understanding and 
articulation of harmful social walls that have no place or tolerance.  These young 
adults, barely able to vote, offered a core grasp of issues and crises, with no 
hesitation in calling wall-builders to a place of account.  They recognize and name 
the intersectionality of suffering, and their place within it.  They call for face-to-face 
interaction as the core and humane way to conquer ignorance of the so-called 
other.  They see those who are too often set aside, and they plead for a place at 
the table, for each and for all. 
 Other than Abbey, I do not know the faith traditions of the other students.  I 
don’t know who or what has shaped their refined and inclusive understanding of 

global community.  I do know that, for me and my cultural practices, I hear their 
words and I find myself the learner.  In that mental and emotional posture, I find 
myself gazing on Jesus again, longing for the humility and the grace he extended 
to a woman he’d only just met, but in whom he chose to invest time and 
conversation.  Jesus made space for her to give voice to her own story; to know 
everything she ever did, in the context of everything that everyone else ever did to 
her.   
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 “Here is the world.  Beautiful and terrible things will happen.  Don’t be 
afraid.”  For the world is God’s, and you are God’s, and you are called by God to 
name and resist the terrible with the power of beautiful, inclusive love.  May it all 
begin, again, with your next conversation. 
 To God alone be the glory!  Amen. 
 
Hymn  “When Hands Reach Out Beyond Divides” (More Voices 169) 
 
The Life & Work of Our Church Community 
 For the Life and Work of our church community this week and beyond, I 
invite you to turn your attention to summer opportunities to reconnect… with 

reading authors on social justice issues that demand our learning; or perhaps with 
neighbours and church family you have not seen for a while, but could find at the 
end of your phone.  Perhaps you could talk about what it will be like when we 
return to worship in this place, for which we do not yet have a timeline or date, but 
we do have our Return to Church Committee working on our next Reopening Plan, 
and rest assured we will keep you informed of every next step that we will take, all 
together.  We continue to dwell in possibility, and to know that things will not 
always be as they are now. 
 
Offering  

Invitation  
It is that very promise of God’s, that things will not always be as they are 
now, that calls us into our next element of worship:  giving generously to 
God for the sake of mission and ministry in this community and beyond.  Let 
us prepare our hearts and minds, for this sacred act of offering our life’s 
resources, back to the source of every good gift we know. 

 
 Song of Thanksgiving    “Your Work, O God, Needs Many Hands” (VU 537) 

Prayer 
Generous God, with trust and hope, we give these gifts to you. 
For the living of your dream, the fulfillment of your vision, 
we share in active ways, following the example of Jesus.  Amen. 

 
Anthem “Creation Sings” (arr. James Koerts)    

Melanie Hugill, Christabel Pinto, Andrew Poaps 
 
Prayers for Ourselves and Others 
As always, when we come to this time of praying for ourselves and others, I have 
many people on my heart and mind.  In this congregation, this community, across 
this country, and around the world, the aches are real and palpable, and we 
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continue to pray without ceasing for healing and just resolution, in every place of 
brokenness. 
This morning’s prayer won’t name all of those places, but will offer a reflective 
letter and then a prayer, as posted on Facebook in the very late hours of June 25, 
2021, by The Rt. Rev. Dr. Richard Bott, Moderator of The United Church of Canada.  
It is a prayer that speaks into all that we have been naming throughout this month 
– with the intense hope that we will continue to name and pray for justice, for all 
God’s people, of every race, gender, sexual orientation, status, and culture, every 
day of every year. 

--- 

This post may be traumatic for residential school survivors. If you are feeling pain 

or distress because of your residential school experiences, please know that you 
can call the free 24-hour crisis line: 1-866-925-4419. You can also call the First 
Nations and Inuit Hope for Wellness Help Line at 1-855-242-3310. It's toll-free and 
open 24 hours a day, 7 days a week. 

--- 

Richard Bott writes: 

There is an old hymn that I remember my mother singing, "Oh come and mourn 
with me awhile". It talks about taking time to gather with others and grieve a 
terrible loss. It has been in my ears and my heart for the past few weeks. 

As I sat Thursday morning, listening to Knowledge Keeper Elder Florence Sparvier 
and Chief Cadmus Delorme of the Cowessess First Nation share with the world the 
confirmation of 751 unmarked graves on the land of the former Roman Catholic 
residential school on their territory, I knew that I would be asked to make 
statements, and let people know what The United Church of Canada is doing in 
response to what may be found on or near the properties of the former residential 
schools that the United Church operated. 

I want you to know that we are actively working on that, following the principles of 
right relationship identified by United Church residential school Survivors, and the 
Truth and Reconciliation Commission’s Calls to Action. Information about specifics 
will be shared in the coming days and weeks. 

But... 

the hymn I mentioned has been in my ears, especially in the times I opened and 
sat with the bundle that that the Moderator of The United Church of Canada was 
given to carry. The bundle has been a source of strength for me during this time as 
Moderator, even as my settler self has tried to understand the responsibility that 
has been given, as well. 
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As I talked with him about this post, the Rev. Murray Pruden, Executive Minister, 
Indigenous Ministries and Justice asked me if I could share what the bundle was 
saying to me, right now. The medicines in that bundle have been speaking of so 
many things. The tobacco and the sweetgrass, the cedar and the sage, are 
reminding me of the need for ceremony, and how important traditional ways are 
for grieving, for healing, and for strength. The eagle feather is challenging me to 
be a witness to this time of truth. The bible in the bundle fell open to the words of 
Isaiah 11.6-9, with the prophet saying “The wolf shall live with the lamb, the 
leopard shall lie down with the kid, the calf and the lion and the fatling together, 
and a little child shall lead them…” 

As the song and the medicines touch me, as their scents fill my head and my soul, 
I believe they invite me to stop trying to *do* for a time, something that many of 
us who are of settler descent find very difficult. I believe they are calling me to 
remember who this time is really about – the children whose bodies are in the 
unmarked graves, and the grief of every Indigenous person across this land, 
because every Indigenous community, every Indigenous person has been changed 
by the legacy of Canada’s residential schools. 

I have been given to understand that the peoples of the Cowessess have a 
tradition of four days of ceremony for mourning. As I post this, it is the evening of 
the second day. 

Chief Delorme asked Canada to "stand by us as we heal and we get stronger". 

There is going to come a time, very soon - a time that will need careful listening, 
careful action, and careful walking together with all of the Indigenous communities 
and peoples of this land. I believe this will be a time that will call for challenge and 
for change, person-to-person, community-to-community, nation-to-nation. We 
need to be together in a good way in this journey. 

I believe that part of being together in a good way, right now, is to stop – to stand 
by the Cowessess community, and all Indigenous communities, in their mourning 
and prayer. To quietly mourn and pray, whoever we are, wherever we are. 

So, for this moment, that is what I will do. I will continue to pray for the children 
who were ripped away from their families and communities, and never came home. 
I will pray for the Survivors. I will pray for the families and communities, the 
children and grandchildren, and great-grandchildren, who are grieving today. 

The Most Rev. Mark MacDonald, National Indigenous Archbishop in the Anglican 
Church of Canada, shared a prayer that was used at every gathering of the 
“Remembering the Children” church leaders tour, gatherings that took place before 
the time of the Truth and Reconciliation Commission. These words still speak 
today… 
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“God of our Ancestors, 
who holds the spirits of our grandmothers and grandfathers 
and the spirits of our grandchildren, 
Remembering the Children, 
we now pledge ourselves to speak the Truth, 
and with our hearts and our souls 
to act upon the Truth we have heard of the injustices lived, 
of the sufferings inflicted, 
of the tears cried, 
of the misguided intentions imposed, 
and of the power of prejudice and racism 
which were allowed to smother the sounds and laughter of the forgotten children. 
Hear our cries of lament for what was allowed to happen, 
and for what will never be. 
In speaking and hearing and acting upon the Truth 
may we as individuals and as a nation 
meet the hope of a new beginning. 

Great Creator God who desires that all creation live in harmony and peace, 
Remembering the Children we dare to dream of a Path of Reconciliation 
where apology from the heart leads to healing of the heart 
and the chance of restoring the circle, 
where justice walks with all, 
where respect leads to true partnership, 
where the power to change comes from each heart. 
Hear our prayer of hope, 
and guide this country of Canada on a new and different path. 

Amen” 

 



14 
 

 

(Image: Unmarked graves on the former Marieval residential school site, CTV 
news) 
 
Closing Hymn  “Bless Now, O God, the Journey” (Voices United 633) 
 
Blessing & Sending Forth “A Prayer for Healing” (Voices United 616) 
 
 God of our exile, 
 we pray for peace in a world of war, 
 for health in a world of hunger, 
 for harmony in a world of discord. 
 Bring us home to the world as you would have it be, 
 subject to the reign of your love 
 and grounded in the mutual care of your children. 
 We pray through Jesus Christ.  Amen. 
 

Sung Blessing  "Come O Spirit Dwell Among Us"  
(Voices United 198, verse 1)  

 
Postlude                                        





 


