August 22 worship

Welcome & Announcements
Call to worship:  


#661 HWB

Gathering Hymn:   Guide me, O thou great Jehovah  #582 HWB // 606 VT

Lighting the Peace Lamp

Hymn:   Lead me, Lord  #538 HWB
Joys & Concerns 
Offertory Prayer & Congregational Prayer

Hymn:  Bless’d be the tie that binds   #421 HWB

· verses 1,2,3,6

Children’s Time

Scripture Readings:    Isaiah 25:6-9; Revelation 21:1-6a
Meditation:  Spiritual Guides Wrap Up

Hymn of Response:   The King of love  #170 HWB

Benediction:  #1066 VT

Sending Hymn:  God be with you  #430 HWB

Isaiah 25:6-9

On this mountain the Lord of hosts will make for all peoples a feast of rich food, a feast of well-matured wines, of rich food filled with marrow, of well-matured wines strained clear.  And he will destroy on this mountain the shroud that is cast over all peoples, the sheet that is spread over all nations; he will swallow up death for ever.    Then the Lord God will wipe away the tears from all faces, and the disgrace of his people he will take away from all the earth, for the Lord has spoken.  It will be said on that day:  Lo, this is our God; we have waited for him, so that he might save us.  This is the Lord for whom we have waited; let us be glad and rejoice in his salvation.

Revelation 21:1-6a

Then I saw a new heaven and a new earth; for the first heaven and the first earth had passed away, and the sea was no more. And I saw the holy city, the new Jerusalem, coming down out of heaven from God, prepared as a bride adorned for her husband. And I heard a loud voice from the throne saying:  ‘See, the home of God is among mortals.  He will dwell with them; they will be his peoples, and God himself will be with them; he will wipe every tear from their eyes. Death will be no more; mourning and crying and pain will be no more, for the first things have passed away.’  And the one who was seated on the throne said, ‘See, I am making all things new.’ Also he said, ‘Write this, for these words are trustworthy and true.’ Then he said to me, ‘It is done! I am the Alpha and the Omega, the beginning and the end.
Spiritual Guides Wrap Up





August 22, 2021

Today is our last Sunday in the Spiritual Guides series.   It has been a good summer of reflecting on the people, places, and writings which have shaped who have become and are becoming.  I will offer a few thoughts around our scripture texts for this day; offer reflections from the various guides of this summer; and relate this to the hymns of the day.  As is my custom, let us begin with scripture.

In reviewing the profound sharing which has been offered during this summer series I found my thoughts drifting towards “In Memoriam” and “All Saints Day”.  The texts for today come from Isaiah 25 and Revelation 21 which are offered for the lectionary readings for All Saints Day.  These scripture texts suggested to us that we minimize the line between the physical world as we perceive it and the spiritual world.  The gaps is really quite thin.  If “death is swallowed up forever” as Isaiah has described and “death is no more” as John’s Revelation puts it, we are simply left with the living.  And it is so true.  My grand-parents are all deceased, and yet I regularly if not daily find them present to me in very real ways.   They continue to shape my attitudes, and in the best cases guide my actions.  The truth of the matter is that the deceased are not actually gone.  They have been kept by God’s love and have been transformed by God’s power into a new essence which abides with us still.   This Christian understanding has the capacity to temper the tears, the mourning, and pain which are a natural response when those close to us transition from this life to the life beyond this life.

Back on June 6th we started this series by considering the opening verses of Matthew’s gospel which is a genealogy.  I am still marveling at the exquisite job worship leader James did in pronouncing a number of those very Semitic names.  The people who have been a part of our biological and spiritual families contribute to who it is we become.    Debbie Heinrichs gave testimony to this reality as she reflected on her aunt Martha, and particularly her father Wes, in guiding her into the woman of care and compassion and action she has become.  Wally and Stephanie also cited important people who contributed to their spiritual and emotional growth.  When we have a parent or mentor who demonstrates not only generosity, but also the joy which comes with being compassionate, we are often drawn into those grace filled waters.  Oh, this doesn’t mean everything turns out perfectly all the time, but one soon finds that living generously changes how we view the world and who we are as much as it actually effects things on the ground.  And yet, sometimes, lives and communities and congregations are changed.
Places, not only people, shape us well.  Both Wally Krause and Stephanie Epp referenced their upbringing in the Eigenheim community.   I think they both said something to the effect they were raised in Eigenheim.  If I type Eigenheim into my computer search engine I do not find that to which these people were referring.  Eigenheim is a district loosely defined by geographic boundaries.  It is also a people.  For a few months I lived in and among Eigenheim, so I get what they were saying.  It is a place where there is 180 degrees of blue sky some summer days.  It is a place where quarter sections are planted in various crops making a quilt like pattern if one views it from a slight rise on the land.  It is a people committed to diligence in daily tasks, to congregational life, to family.   There was an ethos of Eigneheim to which they both referenced.  
This brought to mind for me the whole concept of “thin places”.   “It [is] not clear who first uttered the term “thin places,” but they almost certainly spoke with an Irish brogue. The ancient pagan Celts, and later, Christians, used the term to describe mesmerizing places like the wind-swept [Scottish] isle of Iona or [the misty peak of Donegal in Northern Ireland]. Heaven and earth, the Celtic saying goes, are only three feet apart, but in thin places that distance is even shorter”.
   I have heard people suggest the land upon which the Shekinah Retreat Centre rests is such a thin place.  Sometimes the places we reside for a shorter or longer become thin places.  Whether it is Iona, Shekinah, or Eigenheim, sometimes geography imprints us in some way.
The books we read are also powerful mediums in our spiritual formation.   Susanne offered three stories of amazing women:  Doris Janzen Longacre, Dorothee Soelle, and Teresa of Avila.  I have all three authors on my shelf:  I cook by one, seek to emulate the interior life of another, and be socially engaged as they all were.  And this is an important point to raise.  Our interior spiritual journey necessarily informs and implicates our social engagement.   In her reflections Stephanie Epp spoke of the manner in which social engagement contributes to a spiritual formation.  Wally and Debbie suggested nothing less.  And then there if Fr. Richard Rohr.
       Father Richard Rohr is a name invoked often in my circles---   in the men’s study, at Tiefengrund, at coffee conversations, in the subconscious.  Joyce Tremmel spoke eloquently of Rohr’s theology.   Action and contemplation are inter-related.   A life of actively shaping the world for the common good seriously benefits from being grounded in the life giving energy we call God.  Contemplation, left to itself, deprives the community from the fullness of God’s dream for us and our neighbours.   Contemplation and action.  Action and contemplation.  We breathe.  We learn to breathe under water.  We heal.  We allow our healing to bring healing to our families, our churches, our communities.

In some way I have touched upon all the Sundays of our summer series.   As promised I want to also mention the hymns for this morning.  Hymns, as much as people, have been part of my spiritual formation.   I am grateful that I have been raised in what I would call benevolent musical formation.   The sacred hymns and music to which I was exposed, or that I retained, had more to do with God’s goodness and grace than judgement. The hymns which I suggested this morning, and ones which the musicians chose not to change, undergird this pilgrimage theme.   We are all making our way in this world drawing strength from those who have gone before us, the places we have been, and the God who goes before us.

“Guide me, O thou great Jehovah” has a Welsh melody, and the Welsh know how to carry a tune.  In addition to the mighty Welsh harmonies, I am smitten by the text of this hymn.   I am weak and thou art mighty--   how poignant is that!!    We are pilgrims making our way through a barren land.    Bread of heaven, feed me till I want no more.   As I sing I feel like a pilgrim learning and living on the way.
The King of Love of love my shepherd is….      Notice the tune title--  St. Columba.    Columba was born to a royal family on Donegal (a thin place many have stated).  He entered the monastic life as a boy and rose to become the abbot and founder of several important monasteries, including Derry and Kells.  Tall and commanding, with a voice ‘so loud and melodious it could be heard a mile off,’ Columba combined natural charisma with monastic gifts of prayer and scholarship.  He was also, it seems, endowed with a quick and violent temper.  This was to play a role in his ultimate destiny.


Columba’s troubles stemmed from his of books.  When his former master, St. Finnian, returned from a trip to Rome with a rare copy of Jerome’s Psalter, Columba sought access to the precious book and took advantage of the opportunity to make a copy in his own hand.  When Finnian learned of this he claimed that the copy by rights should also belong to him.  The dispute was brought to King Diarmaid, overlord of Ireland, who ruled in favor of Finnian.  “To every cow her calf,” said the king, “and to every book its son-book.”


Columba did not accept the judgment with grace.  His anger was increased when a fellow clansman, sought by Diarmaid for killing one of his men during a hurling match, fled to Columba for asylum.  Violating the monk’s protective sanctuary, Diarmaid’s soldiers seized the unfortunate renegade and slew him on the spot.  There followed a bloody war between Columba’s clan and the followers of Diamaid, culminating in a battle in which three thousand lives were lost.  Columba’s role in encouraging this bloodshed is not clear, but the church held him to blame, and he certainly accepted moral responsibility:  “ill have I served the heavenly kingdom, and ill have I served Ireland in that I have caused the men of Ireland to shed one another’s blood.  Men lie dead through the pride of a man of peace.”  As restitution Columba uttered a public oath:  “I will not rest till I have won for God the souls of as many men as have fallen in this battle.”


And so in the spring of 593 Columba and a band of twelve monks set to sea in an open boat...Their destination was unknown—some place out of sight of their beloved country.  Columba was moved to tears as he bade farewell to the friends and followers who gathered on the shore:  “It is like the parting of soul and body for me to leave my kinsmen and my fatherland, and go from them into strange and distant places in everlasting exile”


Their boat finally landed on Iona, a remote and barren island off the coast of Scotland.  There Columba established a monastery that would, in time, achieve wide fame throughout Europe as one of the vital fonts of Celtic spirituality.  It also played an important role in the evangelization of Scotland and northern England...


Columba lived in Iona for over thirty years.  It seems that time and the austerity of his life had a soothing influence on his temper.  Among his monks he was revered as a wise and holy father, a man of powerful prayer, and a scholar avidly devoted to the copying of manuscripts.  In the wider church he was known as a tireless apostle and miracle worker.
   The songs of Iona and the legacy of Columba still extends.   Our spiritual guides go beyond text or place.  They are song.  They are music.

“God be with you” has become a beloved hymn for me.  It is a text which comes out of the late 19th century with a tune which comes out of the early 20th century.  The hymn works for me.  It is a spiritual guide.  I hum it while walking in the morning or biking home in the evening.  “Daily manna still provide you”.   In the end of the day, I am reminded, God is ultimately with those who I care about most---  my family, my congregation, my neighbours.   I will do my level best to be present to all those important to me, but in the end it is God who is ultimately present.  Truly, God be with you.   I can’t always be there.  Your partners can not always be there.  Your kids can not always be there.  But God be with you period:   till we meet again, until we meet again in worship, till we meet again on the street, till we meet again in the life beyond this life.
So then we are at the end of the series.   People, places, literature, music shapes us into who we are becoming.   These are good things.  They shape us into the people we want to become.   When we gather as church we could do worse than remember those people who have shaped us, the places which have shaped us and the music which continues to shape us.
Patrick Preheim, co-pastor Nutana Park Mennonite Church
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