
  

Saint Matthew-in-the-City 
Sunday 3rd April 2011 

4th Sunday in Lent 
Processional Hymn 
When morning gilds the skies, 
my heart awakening cries, 
may Jesus Christ be praised: 
alike at work and prayer 
to Jesus I repair; 
may Jesus Christ be praised 

My tongue shall never tire 
of singing with the choir, 
may Jesus Christ be praised: 
this song of sacred joy, 
it never seems to cloy, 
may Jesus Christ be praised. 

Does sadness fill my mind? 
A solace here I find, 
may Jesus Christ be praised: 
or fades my earthly bliss? 
My comfort still is this, 
may Jesus Christ be praised. 

Be this while life is mine, 
my canticle divine, 
may Jesus Christ be praised; 
be this the eternal song 
through ages all along, 
may Jesus Christ be praised. 
 Words 19th century German, tr. E Caswall. 
 Music: Laudes Domini, Sir J. Barnby, 1838-96 

 Source: TiS 227 

Welcome 
Liturgist 

There are many people suffering in our world. They 
cry out for help. Yet we are bound by our own 
worries, frenetic lifestyles, and lack of vision. We are 
bound too by our own suffering. We don’t believe we 
can help. 

To light even one candle is to say to the darkness of 
oppression: ‘I beg to differ.’ To light a candle is to 
claim the power to make a difference. 

May the sparks of the God that is Love 
Ignite our passion for change 

Offering the light of hope 
To all who bravely differ. 

Song of Zaccheus   

Joy Cowley 
Always, our darkness contains a seed of light 
that struggles to grow into brightness. 
Evil so hungers for good that often 
it will consume itself in its longing. 
For light is the truth of all existence. 

 
Holy One, I have always known  
the bright sparks of your presence in me. 
You shine like a star in my nights, 
 creating in me a great longing   
 to once more, be one with you!  
[Refrain] 

But I am small, O God, one of your own,  
and I do not see over the crowds. 
I’ll do anything to attract your attention,  
work, pray, climb the tree of yearning 
and recklessly crawl out on its branches. 
[Refrain] 

When at last you are sitting at my table,  
and my entire house is aglow with you,  
I ponder on the mystery of my darkness. 
Would I have recognized my need for you 
if my life had been as bright as the day? 

 

The Words of Scripture 
“Love your enemies. Do good to those who hate you. 
Bless those who curse you.” 

“God is love and those who abide in love abide in 
God.” 

“There is no fear in love.” 
Spirit of hope, search our hearts. 

Let us pause in silence, listening for grace. 
Please sit or kneel 

Silence 
We sing three times 
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Priest 

We know that we are the ones who are divided and 
we are the ones who must come back together. May 
we learn love, compassion, and honour that we may 
heal the earth, each other, and ourselves. 

May we know the grace of forgiveness and offer 
that grace to others. Let the fires of hope be 
rekindled among us, giving light and warmth to 
the world. Amen. 

The Sentence and Prayer for the Day 
 
Together we pray 

 

The First Reading 
A reading from the First Book of Samuel 

 1 Sam 16:1-13 

Here ends the reading.  

Gradual Hymn 
Who is my Mother? 
Who is my brother? 
All those who gather around Jesus Christ: 
Spirit blown people 
born from the Gospel 
sit at the table, round Jesus Christ. 

Differently abled, 
differently labelled 
widen the circle round Jesus Christ, 
crutches and stigmas, 
cultures’ enigmas 
all come together round Jesus Christ. 

Love will relate us --  
colour or status 
can’t segregate us, round Jesus Christ: 
family failings, 
human derailings, 
all are accepted, round Jesus Christ. 

Bound by one vision, 
met for one mission 
we claim each other, round Jesus Christ. 
Here is my mother, 
here is my brother, 
kindred in Spirit, round Jesus Christ. 
 Words: Shirley E Murray 
 Music: Bronwen, Ian Render 

 Source. AA 158 

The Gospel Reading: 
The Holy Gospel according to John, chapter nine 
beginning at verse one 

John 9:1-41 

 
This is the Gospel of Christ 

 

The Sermon 
Reflective Music 
 Cantate Domino Hassler 

Intercessions 
The Peace 
We commit ourselves to live in peace 
           as we work for it 
To kindle peace within, between and beyond us 

For the peace of Jesus is an active peace 
Building, bridging and always dreaming 
We share a sign of peace 

Offertory Hymn 
Faith has set us on a journey 
past the landmarks that we know, 
taking risk and no insurance 
but the Word that tells us “go!” 
Friend or job or home or lover 
we may need to leave behind, 
outworn truths or ways of thinking, 
baggage to the past consigned. 

Some are swags of easy conscience 
who with others hitch a ride, 
some are tourist-package Christians, 
dollar-safe, with Book and guide. 
There are others on this journey – 
those who long and pray and search, 
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heave the stones to free the structures, 
love the Christ and leave the Church. 

We are this unlikely people 
in the Body knit as one, 
company of clowns and cripples – 
some are wise and some can run. 
Prophets are our travel agents, 
gospel-makers lay this road: 
to the place of peace and promise 
faith will take us into God. 
 Words: Shirley Erena Murray 
 Music: Hyfrydol, Roland Huw Pritchard 1811-87 

 Source: TiS 213(i) 

The Great Thanksgiving 

 

 

 
From the beginning life has been shaped by despair, 
struggle, and triumph. Oppressive forces have 
repeatedly tried to destroy the hope of the 
marginalized and vulnerable. The forces of wealth 
and privilege, armies and theology, have beaten 
down upon the poor. Yet hope has never been 
extinguished. When all seems lost the embers stir 
back into life, and the light of justice ignites again. 
For this we give deep and heartfelt thanks.   

Shortly before Jesus died he gathered around him his 
closest friends... women and men who had shared in 
his despair, struggles, and triumphs. They met in a 
small upstairs room. The forces of power and self-
interest were closing in. All their excitement, 
anticipation, and hopes were about to be put to death 
on a cross. In this moment Jesus took bread and wine, 
and likened it to his own life, broken and poured out 
for others. 

In doing so he invited them and us to share in the 
brokenness of our world, and to share too in the 
healing of our world through self-giving love. In 
bread broken and wine poured out he initiated a new 
community. An upside-down community which 
believes that loving is more important than winning, 
doing what is right is more important than doing 
what is safe, and setting people free is more 

important than trying to control their lives. It is a 
community marked by justice and hope. 

Therefore with all who have struggled, dreamed, and 
triumphed we sing: 

 
And so we remember on the night before he died 
Jesus took bread; when he had given thanks he broke 
it, gave it to his friends and said: 
Take, eat, this is my body which is given for you; do 
this to remember me. 

After supper he took the cup; when he had given 
thanks he gave it to them and said: 
Drink this, all of you, for this is my blood which 
brings new life; do this as often as you drink it, to 
remember me 

With this bread and wine we remember the dream of 
God, and the call of God. 

 
Recalling the promise of tomorrow we wait out the 
long night of struggle, Remembering our brother 
Jesus, our sister Mary, and all our spiritual forbears, 
Rejoicing in the bonds of solidarity and the 
unquenchable Divine Energy, we take, eat and drink, 
knowing that the Spirit of God is here, within and 
among us, in simple food, in simple grace, calling us 
to freedom’s banquet. 

O Candle of calm and peace, lending your beauty to 
our darkened corners:  
Come and share your halo of light with us, to 
comfort and to guide. 

O Star of the darkened sky, you lead us if we choose 
to follow, 
By night and by day, seeing and not seeing, we 
journey towards the truth. 

O Sudden Flare, you explode like a burst of match 
flame in the darkness: 
Come and illumine our plans, protests, and 
petitions for justice. 
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The Breaking of the Bread 
We break this bread to share in the hope of Christ. 
We who are many are one body, for we all share 
the one bread. 

 

The Invitation 
Come, bringing your varied faiths and backgrounds, 
for all are welcome to share in this grace. 
There is a chalice for dipping - simply hold the bread in front of you 
to signify your choice. 

Te Taro, o te Ora. The Bread of Life 

Te Kapu o te Ora. The Cup of Salvation. 

Music during Communion 
 Ave Maria Victoria 

 Jesu dulcis memoria Palestrina 

Prayer after Communion 
I believe that God is in me as the sun is in the colour 
and fragrance of a flower – the Light in my darkness, 
the Voice in my silence. Helen Keller 

I feel the suffering of millions. And yet, when I look 
up at the sky, I somehow feel that everything will 
change for the better, that this cruelty too will end, 
that peace and tranquillity will return once more. 
 Anne Frank 

May the blessing of light be on us, light without and 
light within.  Celtic 
 

We remain seated for the Lord’s Prayer in Maori 

Kua akona nei tatou e to tatou Ariki, ka inoi tatou: 

E to matou Matua i te rangi kia tapu tou Ingoa. 
Kia tae mai tou rangatiratanga. Kia meatia tau e 
pai ai ki runga ki te whenua, kia rite ano ki to te 
rangi. Homai ki a matou aianei he taro ma matou 
mo tenei ra. Murua o matou hara, me matou hoki 

e muru nei, i o te hunga e hara ana ki a matou. 
Aua hoki matou e kawea kia whakawaia; engari 
whakaorangia matou i te kino: Nou hoki te 
rangatiratanga, te kaha, me te kororia, Ake, ake, 
ake. Amine. 

Notices 
Blessing 
May Divine Wisdom hold us in the palm of Her hand 
And breathe into us gently Her life-giving Spirit. 

May the light of the new dawn break over us 
Bringing insight, fresh courage and hope. 

And may the fierce passion of the Love that is God 
Send us out like sparks to set the world on fire. 

Final Hymn 
Our life has its seasons, and God has the reasons 
why spring follows winter, and new leaves grow, 
for there’s a connection with our resurrection 
that flowers will bud after frost and snow, 
so there’s never a time to stop believing, 
there’s never a time for hope to die, 
there’s never a time to stop loving, 
these three things go on. 

There’s a time to be planting, a time to be 
plucking, 
a time to be laughing, a time to weep, 
a time to be building, a time to be breaking, 
a time to be waking, a time to sleep. 
So there’s never a time to stop believing. . . . 

There’s a time to be hurting, a time to be healing,  
a time to be saving, a time to spend,  
a time to be grieving, a time to be dancing,  
a time for beginning, a time to end. 
So there’s never a time to stop believing. . . . 
 Words: Shirley Murray 
  Music: Kotuku, Colin Gibson 

 Source AA 113 

Liturgist from the rear of the Church: 

Let us dream together, pray together, work together, 
to build one world of peace and justice for all.  
Amen. We go in the light and hope of Jesus. 

Organ Voluntary 
 Concerto in a minor for 2 violins, 1st movt. 

  Vivaldi  arr. JS Bach 
 
 
 
We invite you to keep this copy of the Service and take it home with you to share with another member of your family, or with a friend. 
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