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PRELUDE

America

- Flor Peeters

God's goodness is over all creation.
Let us give thanks and praise.
In love and compassion God's spirit is known.
Let us offer prayers of peace and goodwill.

What We Value
My Country, ’Tis of Thee

God of the Ages, Whose Almighty Hand

OFFERING
OFFERTORY

I Vow to Thee My Country
- Gustav Holst arr. Stephen DeCesare
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*DOXOLOGY (592) AND PRAYER OF DEDICATION
SACRAMENT OF THE LORD’S SUPPER

OPENING PRAYER (unison)

COMMUNION VOLUNTARY

O Lord our God, you know us better than we know ourselves. As we
come before you now, believers and doubters alike, we all share a deep
need, for we are all lost without your grace. Search us, O God, and know
our hearts, test us and know our troubled thoughts. Give us true
repentance. Forgive us all our wrongs. Transform us by your Spirit to live
for you each day, to learn to serve each other and, through the grace of
Jesus Christ our Lord, to come at last to heaven. This we pray in Jesus'
name. Amen.

ASSURANCE OF PARDON AND *GLORIA PATRI (579)

*HYMN
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Samuel Francis Smith (1808-95), a Baptist minister and Bostonian linguist, wrote the hymn. At the
time of his death he knew 15 languages and was seeking a Russian text to learn Russian. He
scribbled out the hymn in about a half-hour when he was 24 years old and a student at Andover
Theological Seminary. He found the tune in a German music book given to him by Lowell Mason,
prominent musician and educator, because Smith could read German. Mason then arranged the tune
to be called AMERICA. The tune has origins that go back to Gregorian chants, Scottish carols, and
the court of King Louis XIV. In England it was published to honor George II and given the title
“National Anthem,” and it was Russia’s national tune until 1833.

The author of the text was vicar of St. Paul’s Church, Concord, New Hampshire. He wrote it for a
Fourth of July, 1876 Centennial celebration in Brandon, Vermont to the tune called “Russian
Hymn.” But soon after that (for the Constitution’s centennial) it was set to the present tune written
for it by George Warren, an acclaimed organist in Albany and New York City, at whose funeral no
music was played to indicate there was no longer anyone to lead the music at his church.
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WELCOME AND ANNOUNCEMENTS OF THE CHURCH

OPENING WORDS (responsive)

*HYMN

Mark 6:1-13

Galatians 5:1-15
I to the Hills Will Lift My Eyes
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Here we go back to our singing roots and sing a Psalm. The text is a metrical setting of Psalm 121
from the 1912 hymnal, The Psalter, which was a joint work of nine U.S. and Canadian Reformed
traditions. The tune is from the 1615 Scottish Psalter, CL Hymns of David.

(insert)
The congregation is invited to participate in the service as found in the insert
included in this order of service. (Please note that grape juice is on the outer circle
only and wine inside. We partake together after all have been served.)

CLOSING PRAYER AND THE LORD’S PRAYER (debts/debtors)

p. 16

*HYMN

564

O Beautiful for Spacious Skies

Katherine Lee Bates, Wellesley College professor of literature, was inspired to write the text after an
1893 visit to the World’s Columbian Exposition in Chicago, where she felt a patriotic feeling, and
afterwards wrote, “We went on, my New England eyes delighting in the wind-waved gold of the vast
wheat fields.” It was after seeing amber skies from Pikes Peak that she then wrote the hymn in
Colorado Springs. Samuel Augustus Ward, a Newark, NJ music supply, piano and organ
salesperson, wrote the tune in 1882. First used for the hymn, O Mother Dear, Jerusalem, his widow
gave permission for it to be used with Bates’ text in 1912.

BENEDICTION
POSTLUDE

Postlude on "God of Our Fathers"
- Phil Lehenbauer
* Stand if able

-

A NNOUNCEMENTS –

Deacons on call this month are Marsha Pilachowski and Laurel Varker. Ushers,
greeters and Communion servers for today’s service are Marsha Pilachowski
and Amy Tronsen.
Please join us after worship today for coffee hour in the Narthex graciously
provided by Vicky Printz. If you would like to host coffee hour or provide
flowers some Sunday please sign up on the BLOG.

UPCOMING MEETINGS: (All meetings are open to members of the church)
7/12: Deacon’s meeting, 4:00 PM, church parlor and remotely
7/12: Trustee’s meeting, 5:30 PM, church parlor and remotely
7/20: Council meeting, 5:00 PM, church parlor and remotely
If you are interested in discussing matters of faith and want to inquire about
Christian membership in the church, please contact Rev. Clarke. We welcome
the chance to have you join us in our historic, but active-in-the-world,
community of faith!
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God of the Ages, Whose Almighty Hand

I to the Hills Will Lift My Eyes

God of the ages, whose almighty hand
leads forth in beauty all the starry band
of shining worlds in splendor through the skies,
our grateful songs before thy throne arise.

I to the hills will lift my eyes;
From whence shall come my aid?
My help is from the Lord alone,
who heaven and earth has made.

Thy love divine hath led us in the past;
in this free land with thee our lot is cast;
be thou our ruler, guardian, guide, and stay,
Thy word our law, Thy paths our chosen way.

God will not let your foot be moved,
your guardian never sleeps;
God’s watchful and un-slumbering care
protects and safely keeps.

From war's alarms, from deadly pestilence,
be Thy strong arm our ever sure defense;
Thy true religion in our hearts increase;
Thy bounteous goodness nourish us in peace.

Your faithful keeper is the Lord,
your shelter and your shade;
’Neath sun or moon, by day or night,
you shall not be afraid.

Refresh Thy people on their toilsome way;
lead us from night to never-ending day;
fill all our lives with love and grace divine,
and glory, laud, and praise be ever Thine.

From evil God will keep you safe,
provide for all you need;
Your going out, your coming in,
God will forever lead.

Galatians 5:1-15
For freedom Christ has set us free. Stand firm, therefore, and do not submit
again to a yoke of slavery. Listen! I, Paul, am telling you that if you let
yourselves be circumcised, Christ will be of no benefit to you. Once again I
testify to every man who lets himself be circumcised that he is obliged to obey
the entire law. You who want to be justified by the law have cut yourselves off
from Christ; you have fallen away from grace. For through the Spirit, by faith,
we eagerly wait for the hope of righteousness. For in Christ Jesus neither
circumcision nor uncircumcision counts for anything; the only thing that counts
is faith working through love. You were running well; who prevented you from
obeying the truth? Such persuasion does not come from the one who calls
you. A little yeast leavens the whole batch of dough. I am confident about you
in the Lord that you will not think otherwise. But whoever it is that is
confusing you will pay the penalty. But my friends, why am I still being
persecuted if I am still preaching circumcision? In that case the offense of the
cross has been removed. I wish those who unsettle you would castrate
themselves!
For you were called to freedom, brothers and sisters; only do not use your
freedom as an opportunity for self-indulgence, but through love become slaves
to one another. For the whole law is summed up in a single commandment,
“You shall love your neighbor as yourself.” If, however, you bite and devour
one another, take care that you are not consumed by one another.

Mark 6:1-13
He left that place and came to his hometown, and his disciples followed
him. On the sabbath he began to teach in the synagogue, and many who
heard him were astounded. They said, “Where did this man get all this? What
is this wisdom that has been given to him? What deeds of power are being
done by his hands! Is not this the carpenter, the son of Mary and brother of
James and Joses and Judas and Simon, and are not his sisters here with us?”
And they took offense at him. Then Jesus said to them, “Prophets are not
without honor, except in their hometown, and among their own kin, and in
their own house.” And he could do no deed of power there, except that he
laid his hands on a few sick people and cured them. And he was amazed at
their unbelief.
Then he went about among the villages teaching. He called the twelve and
began to send them out two by two, and gave them authority over the unclean
spirits. He ordered them to take nothing for their journey except a staff; no
bread, no bag, no money in their belts; but to wear sandals and not to put on
two tunics. He said to them, “Wherever you enter a house, stay there until
you leave the place. If any place will not welcome you and they refuse to
hear you, as you leave, shake off the dust that is on your feet as a testimony
against them.” So they went out and proclaimed that all should repent. They
cast out many demons, and anointed with oil many who were sick and cured
them.

My Country, ’Tis of Thee
My country, ' tis of thee,
Sweet land of liberty, of thee I sing;
Land where my fathers died,
Land of the pilgrims' pride,
From every mountainside let freedom ring!
My native country, thee,
Land of the noble free, thy name I love;
I love thy rocks and rills,
Thy woods and templed hills;
My heart with rapture thrills, like that above.
Let music swell the breeze,
And ring from all the trees sweet freedom's song;
Let mortal tongues awake;
Let all that breathe partake;
Let rocks their silence break, the sound prolong.
Our fathers’ God, to Thee,
Author of liberty, to Thee we sing;
Long may our land be bright
With freedom’s holy light;
Protect us by Thy might, Great God, our King.

O Beautiful for Spacious Skies
Oh, beautiful for spacious skies,
For amber waves of grain,
For purple mountain majesties
Above the fruited plain!
America! America!
God shed His grace on thee,
And crown thy good with brotherhood
From sea to shining sea.
Oh, beautiful for pilgrim feet,
Whose stern, impassioned stress
A thoroughfare of freedom beat
Across the wilderness!
America! America!
God mend thine every flaw,
Confirm thy soul in self-control,
Thy liberty in law.
Oh, beautiful for heroes proved
In liberating strife,
Who more than self their country loved,
And mercy more than life!
America! America!
May God thy gold refine,
Till all success be nobleness,
And every gain divine.
Oh, beautiful for patriot dream
That sees beyond the years
Thine alabaster cities gleam,
Undimmed by human tears!
America! America!
God shed His grace on thee,
And crown thy good with brotherhood
From sea to shining sea.

