Leura Uniting Church
ORDER OF SERVICE, 26 September 2021
Rev Dr Mel Macarthur
Season of Creation – Mountains Sunday
Acknowledgement of Country.
(Rubula)

COMPUTER GENERATED SUGGESTED TEXT.
‘Person gazing across mountains to sky and horizon’.
My suggested Text.
‘Person thinking about William Blake’.
‘This life’s dim windows of the soul. Distorts the Heavens from pole to pole. And leads
you to believe a lie, when you see with, not through the eye’. (William Blake)

1

Welcome to Mountain Sunday worship. Introduction (Mel)
Hymn. TiS 156 Morning has broken
Morning has broken

Mine in the sunlight;

Like the first morning;

mine in the morning

Blackbird has spoken

born of the one light

Like the first bird.

Eden saw play.

Praise for the singing,

Praise with elation,

praise for the morning,

praise every morning,

praise for them springing

God’s recreation of the new day.

fresh from the word.
Sweet the rain’s new fall
sunlit from heaven,
like the first dewfall’
on the first grass.

Eleanor Farjeon
1981 - 1965

Praise for the sweetness
of the wet garden,

Words © Eleanor Farjeon
Reprinted with permission under ONE
LICENSE #A-729788. All rights reserved

sprung from completeness
where his feet pass.

Prayer of Adoration. (Pied Beauty by Gerard Manley Hopkins: Delma Marland).
Glory be to God for dappled things
For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;
For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches wings;
Landscape plotted and pieced-fold, fallow and plough;
An all trades, their gear and tackle and trim.

All things counter, original, spare, strange;
Whatever is fickle, freckled (Who knows how?)
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle,dim;
He Fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:
Praise Him.
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Prayer of Confession. UIW.
O God,
We confess the blindness that is not even aware of sinning;
the pride that dares not admit that it is wrong;
the selfishness that can see nothing but its own will;
the righteousness that knows no fault;
the callousness that has ceased to care;
the defiance that does not regret its own sins;
the evasion that always tries to make excuses;
the coldness of heart that is too hardened to repent.
God we are sinners; be merciful to us.

Declaration of Forgiveness.
The saying is sure and worthy of full acceptance, that Christ Jesus came into the world to
save sinners.
Hear then God’s word of Grace to us. Your sins are forgiven.
Response: Thanks be to God.

Reading. Psalm 124. Stephen White (Fowlers Snare and Covid, Metaphor).
Reading. Mark 9: 38-50 (Denise Cameron).

Blue Mountains walks during the Pandemic. (Introduction, Mel)
Reflection One (Jess Prowse).

Reflection Two (Belle Tukin).
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Reflection Three. (Matthew Peterson).
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Pilgrim on Mount Solitary
A Tribute to Annie Dillard who, along with a few others, helped me to see….for the
gifts of these people, I am grateful.
On the way up the Knife Edge, I angle my body obscenely and rest on a powerful gust. It
gives way suddenly and I am knocked breathless, it is all I can do to catch myself going over
the edge. I can taste its bitterness and my eyes weep chilly streams and it was even more
intense with my eyes closed. Arms stretched wide till they hurt I sail across its broiling
surface.
But the real and proper question is why my spirit soars in this place? Why do I become small
and big, courageous and meek? Everywhere I look the whole world sparks and flames,
sways and bows to the wind and I find myself folding and swaying with it. I am on a pathway
towards that muted place where my skin is thin to the cosmic dance.
I wind my way up toward the peak, through the gaps and clefts, tracing my way along the
surface of mystery of miners under the bark of scribbly gums. My old friend reminds me to
ask the really important questions here, to consider the cliffs and valleys and the currawong
that watches me with his yellow eye. What did the landscape and its creatures think when
people came along? I am stopped dead by the question as though it’s the first time such a
thing has been asked. Then I wondered about the clay in my veins, throbbing thick and grey
beneath my skin.
I used to know the names of most of the trees and plants along the way that flourish here. I
am instead more open to their meaning. I rest at the base of a turpentine as old as the land
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itself where lyrebirds scratch endlessly in the litter and the wrens flick through translucent
storms of insects. The place hums with life and I press my hand on the trunk to feel its sap
streaming and see the shape of the sky through its canopy. I remove my boots and my feet
take root. Its hard to still my mind and let it speak to some other place within me. Hard
because I have to push through cold boredom to get there. Then it comes at you like a
sermon-fire and ice and simple truth as old as the gritty soil that will one day claim me.
On the peak you can see to Mittagong if your eyes can tear themselves away from the folds
of valleys and streaks of orange cliffs. And across it all I see a shimmering haze that presses
down and flattens it out. I imagine myself walking along the Kowmung under Scotts Main
Range, climbing Mount Colong, wandering along the Wollondilly and Nattai. I am camped
under a shiny universe which, my friend reminds me, trains me to the wild and extravagant
nature of the spirit I seek.
We stand now with our faces to the wind. I accept the bread, the wine and the blessing as
the Irish tin whistle picks up the melody of spirit and melds with it, tracing the curve of
Kanangra Walls in the distance and the ribbon of silver at their base. And in the gaps, the
silent flow of air beneath a kite’s wings. This is what I had come for, just this, and nothing
more. The leafy dance and shimmer of creation wobbles about us flaring and gasping. This
is my city, my culture and my clay and all the world I need.

Reflection Four (and song). (Linda Peterson)…Cradle Mountain and/or Frenchmans
Cap.
The Mountain
From up here I can see

Speaks to me of the clouds above

Things I’ve never seen

Whispers to me of the wind

The mountain it speaks

Telling me of ancient love

To me

And holding me again

Speaks to me of the clouds above

Stories of an ancient land

Whispers to me of the wind

Singing creations song

Telling me of ancient love

The song that sings forever

And holding me again

Calling us home

You tell us there is more

Speaks to me of the clouds above

Than we could ever know

Whispers to me of the wind

The memory in your stones

Telling me of ancient love

Stories untold

And holding me again
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Offering.

Announcements. John Cox

Prayers of the People. (Bev Plaizier)
God of our hope
God of our hope, we give thanks for this Spring Day and for this time of peace and quiet.
May we sense your presence close to us.
(Silence)
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On this wonderful Spring Sunday and during this week with a call for world peace we
share our concern for others, especially:
- those employed in workplaces where safety regulations are ignored or do not exist and
where civil sensibility is openly flouted,
- those carrying out jobs of human care in areas where there is danger or warfare.
-

We offer our concern for those suddenly without work, without the money
employment provides, without adequate benefits and struggling to find these and
without the self-esteem that a useful job encourages.

-

We lament that there are people in our community denied the opportunity to work
because of sickness, or mental, or physical challenges.

We affirm those whose work it is to restore people to health again: therapists, lab
technicians, doctors, nurses, community welfare and healthcare workers.
And we pray for protection for the new team of retired back up workers giving energy to a
depleted health care team.
We seek your guidance in the work we do at our place of employment and, with the added
covid related challenges working from home. And for the work we do in retirement, within our
homes, church, schools, and community groups.
We silently bring before you those in our church family in need of our care and offer our best
intention for their health, safety and sustenance.
(Silence)
May the leaders of our country be constrained and challenged to find more just and
equitable ways through consultation and diplomacy for national and global peace.
We pray for the work of our Leura Church community in caring for those in community
housing and scattered in inadequate living conditions.
-

Through hospitality and catering.

-

Through counselling, placement and lobbying for adequate housing.

-

Through meditation, social outreach planning for aboriginal rights, the environment
and refugee justice.
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May we continue to find pathways of hope and peace as we pledge together at the end of a
week of peace-seeking:
(Together)
We pledge ourselves to work for harmony in our church and community and to
seek by prayer and considered action to seek peace and healing in our fragile
world.
Amen.

Hymn. TiS 601 O, Master let me Walk with Thee.
O Master, let me walk with thee

Teach me thy patience; still with thee

in lowly paths of service free;

in closer, dearer company,

thy secret tell; help me to bear

in work that keeps faith sweet and strong,

the strain of toil, the fret of care.

in trust that triumphs over wrong,

Help me the slow of heart to move

in hope that sends a shining ray

by some clear winning word of love;

far down the future’s broadening way,

teach me the wayward feet to stay

in peace that only thou canst give,

and guide them in the homeward way.

with thee O Master, let me live.

CCLI Song # 1758776
Dale Wood | H. Percy Smith | Washington Gladden
 © Words: Public Domain
 Music: 1995 The Sacred Music Press (Admin. by Music Services, Inc.)
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CCLI Licence # 300742

Blessing.
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