Sunday July 14 2019 Fifth Sunday after Pentecost

Chorale Prelude: “Kommst du nun, Jesu, vom Himmel herunter”
- Johann Sebastian Bach

The Collect of the Day:
Gracious God, you have called us by name, and made us your own. Grant
that hearing your voice, we may turn to you, and embrace and ever hold
fast our communion in the Risen Christ, who with you and the Holy Spirit
lives and reigns, now and forever. Amen

Prayer over the Gifts:
Father, your word creates in us a yearning for your kingdom.
Receive all we offer you this day, and keep us in your peace;
for the sake of Jesus Christ the Lord.

Hymns:

Opening: 527 - How Firm a Foundation (Tune: St. Denio, 393)
Gradual: 45 - Down Galilee’s Slow Roadways (v 1/v 2&3)
Offertory: 525 - The Church’s One Foundation

Communion: 531 - You Who Dwell in the Shelter of the Lord
Sending: 384 - Praise to the Lord, the Almighty

Bible Readings:

1t Reading: Isaiah 43:1-7 p- 585-6 Bible

Psalm Psalm 139:1-9 (sung — see overleaf) p. 897 BAS
2nd Reading: 2 Corinthians 5:16-20 p. 940 Bible
Gospel: John 20:1-18 p. 882 Bible

Postlude on ‘St. Denio” - Gordon Young

The altar flowers today are given by Marjorie Brown to the Glory of God, and in
memory of John.
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We thank you, Lord, for your works are wonderful.

Lord, you have searched me out and known me;

you know my sitting down and my rising up; you discern my thoughts from a - far.
You trace my journeys and my resting-places

and are acquainted with all my ways. R.

Indeed, there is not a word on my lips,
but you, O Lord, know it altogether.
You press upon me behind and be - fore
and lay your hand up - on me. R.

Such knowledge is too wonderful for me;
it is so high that I cannot at - tain to it.
Where can I go then from your Spirit?
where can I flee from your presence? R.

If I climb up to heaven, you are there,

if I make the grave my bed, you are there also;
if I take the wings of the morning,

and dwell in the uttermost parts of the sea,
even there your hand will lead me

and your right hand hold me fast. R.



