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We recognize that we worship on the traditional lands of the Syeelhwh Nation, which
means ‘The people who live here.’. We acknowledge their care of the land prior to European

settlement. Today, we share this land together, and continue to work towards 
healing and reconciliation.



I closed them for I did not want to see.
You asked for my life that you might work through me.
I gave you a small part that I might not get “too involved.”

...pause
Lord, forgive me for calculated efforts to serve you only
when it is convenient for me to do so, and only in those
places where it is safe to do so, and only with those who
make it easy to do so.
 
Lord, forgive me, renew me, send me out as a usable
instrument, that I may take seriously the meaning of your
cross.

Litany of Psalm 145

Dramatic Reading - John 6:1-15

Hymn - Praise God for the Harvest

Reflection - Rev. Teresa

Communion Hymn - Come Share the Lord
     Harvest Litany
     Sharing the Feast

Announcements

Closing Hymn - For the Fruits of All Creation

Benediction & Video

 Sunday Morning Worship
  “Go and collect the leftovers, 

so we are not wasteful..”
~John 6:1-15 

Opening Chorus -Praise God From Whom all Blessings

Welcome
We dare to dream of a world in which hunger 

is unknown: where scarcity is an illusion,
and everyone has a place at the table.

We dare to dream of a world in which generosity is the norm:
where greed finds no foothold, and there 

is more than enough for all.
We dare to dream of a world in which love rules: where

compassion is the first response, and there 
is no place for bigotry.

We dare to dream.
We dare to pray.

We dare to believe

Opening Hymn - Come ye Thankful People Come

Opening Prayer

You asked for my hands that you might use them for your
purposes.
I gave them for a moment then withdrew them for the work
was hard.
You asked for my mouth to speak out against injustice.
I gave you a whisper that I might not be accused.
You asked for my eyes to see the pain of poverty.


