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WE PREPARE TO RECEIVE THE WORD
Processional

“Immortal, Invisible, God Only Wise”

Arr. Cindy Berry

Words of Welcome
This is the worship service of John Knox Presbyterian Church on this 5 th Sunday after Pentecost.
Welcome. We are exploring a worship series called Unraveled. We are asking: What happens when we
are met by the author of Change? What happens when our world falls apart? How do we press on when
our tightly knit plans unravel into loose threads… when our identity or path comes undone?
Join us in worship here in the pews or from wherever you are watching the video to discover where God
meets us in the spiraling, the unraveling and weaves us into something new!
Prelude

“People, Clap Your Hands!”

Louis Bourgeois, arr. Robert J. Powell

* Opening Words
Come in from the night.
It is a new day, and this is where love lives.
Take off your coat; let the weight fall off your shoulders.
For here, we are known. Here, we are loved.
Come in from the rain.
With God’s help, we can do anything together. We can survive together.
When the world unravels from under your feet – come in.
Come in.
Yes, come in.
God is here. We are home. We will never be alone.
Let us worship the God who weaves us together. Amen.
* Opening Hymn

“Immortal, Invisible, God Only Wise”

#12

* Call to Confession
With the confidence of those whose pardon is assured, let us come before our God in honesty.
* Unison Prayer of Confession
Holy God, we have been angry because we see suffering and we don’t understand.
We have been skeptical because we know heartbreak that doesn’t seem fair.
We have withheld love because sacrifice only feels real when it’s our own.
Forgive us for forgetting that you created the heavens and the earth.
Forgive us for withholding our pain from you.
Forgive us for thinking that we know everything.
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When the world falls apart around us –
when love unravels and life slowly fails –
draw us in.
Show us grace; for you gave the wind its weight and you gave our bodies life.
Forgive us for forgetting that. Amen.
* Declaration of Forgiveness
Romans 12 tells us, “Do not be conformed to this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your
minds, so that you may discern what is the will of God – what is good and acceptable and perfect.”
Believe the promise of the Gospel:
In Jesus Christ, we are forgiven!
* Sung Response
“Wonderful Words of Life”
see projection
1. Sing them over again to me,
2. Christ, the blessed one, gives to all
wonderful words of life;
wonderful words of life;
let me more of their beauty see,
sinner, list to the loving call,
wonderful words of life;
wonderful words of life;
words of life and beauty
all so freely given,
teach me faith and duty.
wooing us to heaven. (Refrain)

Refrain:
Beautiful words, wonderful words,
wonderful words of life.
Beautiful words, wonderful words,
wonderful words of life.

3. Sweetly echo the gospel call,
wonderful words of life;
offer pardon and peace to all,
wonderful words of life;
Jesus, only Savior,
sanctify forever. (Refrain)

Text and Music: Philip P. Bliss, 1874, Public Doma

Prayer of the Day
Patient Lord, when nothing is right, when we are weary and lost, when clouds dull the sky, help us to be
still. When our cries are unheeded, when no effort bears fruit, when the sun sets, help us to be still.
When love is over, when hope is gone, when darkness covers the land, help us to be still. For in being
still, in refusing to panic or despair, we come to know that you, Lord, are here, suffering alongside and
with us, patiently waiting to show us stepping-stones through the swirling waters, and to help us sing a
new song. Teach us a new song today we gratefully pray. Amen.
Hymn

“Nothing Can Trouble”

#820

WE RECEIVE THE WORD OF THE LORD
Message for Young and Growing Ones

Rev. Peter Blank

Prayer for Illumination
Lord God, who calms the troubled waters, we bless you for your presence in the midst of all our fears,
all our trials, all our worries. We release to you the things we hold too tightly, and we trust your words
of peace. Be among us in this hour and may we lean into your everlasting arms of love, secure that we
are yours, now and always. ... May the words of my mouth and the meditation of my heart be pleasing
and of you, who are ROCK, REDEEMER, and COMFORTER of us all. Amen.
Scripture Reading

Job 28:12-28
New English Translation
“But wisdom—where can it be found?
Where is the place of understanding?
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Humankind does not know its place;
it cannot be found in the land of the living.
The deep says, ‘It is not with me.’
And the sea says, ‘It is not with me.’
Fine gold cannot be given in exchange for it,
nor can its price be weighed out in silver.
It cannot be measured out for purchase with the gold of Ophir,
with precious onyx or sapphires.
Neither gold nor crystal can be compared with it,
nor can a vase of gold match its worth.
Of coral and jasper no mention will be made;
the price of wisdom is more than pearls.
The topaz of Cush cannot be compared with it;
it cannot be purchased with pure gold.
“But wisdom—where does it come from?
Where is the place of understanding?
For it has been hidden
from the eyes of every living creature,
and from the birds of the sky it has been concealed.
Destruction and Death say,
‘With our ears we have heard a rumor about where it can be found.’
God understands the way to it,
and the Lord alone knows its place.
For God looks to the ends of the earth
and observes everything under the heavens.
When the Almighty made the force of the wind
and measured the waters with a gauge,
when God imposed a limit for the rain,
and a path for the thunderstorm,
then the Lord looked at wisdom and assessed its value;
the Almighty established it and examined it closely.
And God said to humankind,
‘The fear of the Lord—that is wisdom,
and to turn away from evil is understanding.’”
Response: Holy wisdom, holy words. Thanks be to God.
Sermon

“Unraveled by Life”

Rev. Peter Blank

WE RESPOND TO THE WORD OF THE LORD
* Affirmation of Faith

I believe in God, the Great Weaver—
who weaves us together in community,
collecting our loose ends and turning them into belonging.
I believe in the Holy Spirit—
who hems us in before and behind,
catching us when we fall and writing us into God’s holy narrative.
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And I believe in Jesus Christ—
who loved and claimed the people society had thrown out,
refusing to disregard anyone as scrap.
I believe God has woven part of God’s self into the fiber of our being,
making us inherently worthy of love and belonging.
I believe the fabric of my life is weak,
that I am prone to error and need God’s handiwork to remind me of love.
I believe in the Church, and that like a quilt of different fabrics,
she is designed to be as diverse and beautiful as God’s creation.
And I believe that when life unravels,
God is there to stitch my wounds together,
to hold me in the palm of God’s hand, to tell me of love,
and to invite me into a new journey.
* Hymn

“There Are No Easy Answers”
see projection; tune #756
There are no easy answers when suffering comes our way.
We seek the explanations, the tired, old cliches:
Like “bad things for bad people and good things for the good.”
But we know this is foolish, a trope misunderstood.
God’s servant, Job, was faithful, but evil came his way.
He lost all his possessions when came that fateful day.
His life had come unraveled, he lost all he held dear.
Why must a good man merit a sentence so severe?
Lord, each of us knows heartbreak, a pain so unexplained.
Sometimes us humans ask if it’s random or ordained.
When evil forces threaten, our careful plans unwind.
Lord, in the midst of suffering help us your wisdom find. 

© 2019 Stephen M. Fearing; www.stphenmfearing.com

Prayers of the People
Prayers are gathered from the congregation – Lord, in your mercy, Hear our prayers.
Pastoral Prayer
God of Abraham and Isaac and Jacob, we confess to you that we are frequently slow to believe what
you have promised through your prophets and in your Son Jesus. We succumb to fears of death as if it
were the end of everything - and all too often we live as if there is nothing to live for beyond
death. Forgive us Lord: forgive us our doubts, our disbelief, and our deafness to the witness of other
believers, and our silence when we could give witness to the faith which we have...
Lord in your mercy, hear our prayer.
Lord of mercy, God of the living, grant that we might see beyond the ruins that lie about us; that we
might take to heart the lessons of Scripture which testify to your willingness and ability to bring new
life to dry bones. Give to those who despair a vision of the resurrection which awaits all those who
believe, all those you have chosen. Help them to order their lives by the principles of your everlasting
kingdom—that kingdom in which faith, hope and love transfigure all that they touch...
Lord in your mercy, hear our prayer.
Journeying God, help us be a people who are prepared for the journey which lies ahead. Take from us all
evil desire; remove from us any refusal we have to forgive others; lift from us any reluctance we have to
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love our enemies and to bless, in your name, those who curse us. Send unto us the desire to love one
another as Jesus loves us, the yearning to bring your saving word to those who hunger, the longing to
reach out and touch another person with your love and to speak to others—and to ourselves—your
truth. Help us to be ones who are prepared; help us to be ones who live Christ-like lives…
Lord in your mercy, hear our prayer.
We ask all these things in the name of Jesus Christ—he who taught us to pray to you for ourselves and
for the coming of your kingdom saying: “Our Father….”
Lord’s Prayer

Traditional
Our Father, who art in Heaven, hallowed be Thy name.
Thy kingdom come, thy will be done, on earth as it is in heaven.
Give us this day our daily bread, and forgive us our debts,
as we forgive our debtors.
And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil,
for thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, forever. Amen

Church and Community Life

See information below

Offering Ourselves and Our Gifts
Invitation to the Offering
Remembering that all that we have, and all that we are, our treasure, our prayers, the fullness of
our lives, is a gift from God, entrusted to our care for only a season, let us worship God as we
make our offerings.
Offertory
Sung Response

“Faith”
“We Lift Our Voices”

Mark Hayes
#710

* Prayer of Dedication
Eternal God, you have blessed us with abundance upon abundance. We have all we need; indeed,
we have more than we need. Receive, we pray, our offerings as a first-fruit of our intention to
follow your way. Bless them. Multiply them. Use them. May we be blessed as we see your reign
at work among us, through Christ our Lord, we gratefully pray. Amen.
* Sending Song

“Send Me, Jesus”

#746

* Charge and Blessing
Friends, the good news of the gospel is clear. God has saved us from our sin and saved us for a new life.
Let us go forth in the knowledge of God’s saving love. And as we go, may the love, grace, and fellowship
of our triune God abide with us, and with those we love, both this day and forevermore.
Postlude

“'Tis So Sweet to Trust in Jesus with In Christ Alone (My Hope is Found)”
Arr. Carol Tornquist

We worship on the traditional grounds of the Kalapuya people and their many tribes. We are grateful to
their elders, past and present, who have stewarded this land through the generations.
The sanctuary and entry area are equipped with a hearing loop to assist those with compatible
hearing aids. If you need assistance, please let us know.
Large print bulletins are available on the entry table.
Liturgist: Vallory Bunday
Pianist: Bethany Cozort

Pastor: Rev. Peter Blank
Music Director: Anna Robinson

Permission to reprint / stream copyrighted music in this service from One License #A-735693, CCL#3162413, St. James Music Press #13405, or
the composer. Opening, confession, illumination, and affirmation: Rev. Sarah (Are) Speed, A Sanctified Art LLC, sanctifiedart.org; Prayer of
Day: Kate Compston, on churchofscotland.org.uk/; Pastoral Prayer: Rev Richarad J. Fairchild, posted on Kir-shalom.
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Job 28: 12-28
THE WAY TO WONDER

FROM THE ARTIST LISLE GWYNN GARRITY

Excerpt:
Everything Job holds dear—his property, his family, his wealth, his
physical health—has been taken from him. His life has unraveled in
every way imaginable. How can we possibly make sense of the pain
we endure, especially the pain we don’t cause or deserve? …
… While I started with lament, I ended with awe. “To fear God is wisdom” (Job 28:28). The Hebrew
word for “fear,” yirah, literally translates to “awesome.” True wisdom lies in breathless reverence
for God’s mystery and expansiveness—for God’s presence that is beyond what we can control, or
reason, or make far too small.
© A SANCTIFIED ART SANCTIFIEDART.ORG

Church and Community Life
WANTED – YOUR PHOTO for the church directory. If you haven’t had your picture taken by Lee
Emmett, please call Rosemary Willhite at (503) 304–1006 or Mary Jo at (503) 930-0975. We will
make arrangements to take five minutes of your time and snap a picture.
This isn't intended to be a formal "photo directory" for the church as you may remember from years
past. This will be a tool to help folks connect faces and names when they are using the church
directory.
KEIZER COMMUNITY FOOD BANK For the month of July, your mission committee is asking for
donations of breakfast cereal and oatmeal. These items will be dedicated during the service on July
31st. Items can be put in the shopping cart in the Narthex. Monetary donations are always accepted
as well. To volunteer or find out how you can help, see or call Lane Oxley (971) 276-2595, Judi Liechty
(503) 559-5548, Jim Johnson, the KCFB director, at (503) 931-7612, or visit the KCFB Facebook page.
The Mission Committee will meet Monday, July 11 at 11 am in Pastor Peter’s office. We are always
looking for new members with new ideas. If you have questions or suggestions for JKPC to move
forward, please join us or call or see Sheila Cunningham, Mission Committee chair.
NOMINATING COMMITTEE will be meeting this summer to discern possible candidates for deacons
and elders for the class of 2025. If you want to know more about that these officers do, or if you
would like to talk about a call to serve, contact Anna Robinson or Pastor Peter.
PRAYER REQUESTS can be emailed to Bronwyn at johnknoxpreskeizer @gmail.com, or called to
Bronwyn (503-463-6828). We encourage you to share your prayer requests with those on the prayer
chain. We are stronger when we stand together in prayer. Please remember in your prayers our
homebound members and friends as well as those who are not with us in the building today.
This service is being recorded and will be posted on our website, johnknoxpreskeizer.org, for a
week. Invite your friends or family to join us in worship!

Looking Ahead
July 11

11:00 Mission Committee - office
7:00 Administration Committee
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July 17

10:30 Worship with Christ Jar
Offering & Birthday
Celebration
July 24
10:30 Worship
July 31
10:30 Worship
July session meeting cancelled;
next meeting August 24

2
16
1
23

July Birthdays
Karen Bain
21 Tina Humiston
Sheila Cunningham
29 Leone Wenzel
July Anniversaries
Anna & Adam Robinson 27 Roy & Maxine Ebel
Peter & Diana Blank

John Knox Presbyterian Church (USA)
PO Box 20968 (452 Cummings Lane N)
Keizer, OR 97307
(503) 393-0404
Office Hours: Monday & Wednesday 9-12
Pastor: Rev. Peter Blank
Pastor’s office hours: Monday & Wednesday 9-12
Office email: office.johnknoxpreskeizer@gmail.com
Web: johnknoxpreskeizer.org
Contact the pastor: 503-349-2559
Pastor email: Peter.Blank@comcast.net

The following article from The Presybterian Outlook was included in Sunday’s bulletin.
V O I C E S https://pres-outlook.org/category/commentary/voices/

Hope for shattered pieces
Rev. Quincy Worthington, pastor at Highland Park Presbyterian Church north of Chicago, shares an honest
reflection after the mass shooting at the Highland Park July 4 parade. Is there hope for life when we feel
like shards of glass?
BY QUINCY WORTHINGTON | JULY 6, 2022

The Lord said to Cain,
“Where is your brother Abel?”
Cain said, “I don’t know.
Am I my brother’s guardian?”
The Lord said, “What did you do?
The voice of your brother’s blood
is crying to me from the ground.”
— Genesis 4:9-11
Photo by Paul Kapischka on Unsplash

I was sitting at the kitchen table with my mom speaking the words: “Illinois has some of the strictest
gun laws in the nation and still these things happen. I just don’t know what the answer is…” I had no
idea that 20 minutes later my youngest daughter would text me saying not to worry. She’s safe. A
shooting happened at the parade, but they were safe.
A shooting? Did she mistake fireworks? Maybe a blank from a parade drill team? A car backfire?
Immediately, texts began to flood my phone. Another shooting. This time just blocks from my house.
6 dead. 24 injured. Words that have haunted me for years from the poet Padraig O’Tuama in his poem
“Pedagogy of Conflict” began to whisper to my heart:
“When I was a child, I learnt to count: one, two, three, four, five. But these days, I’ve been counting
lives, so I count
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One life
One life
One life
One life
One life.
Because each time is the first time that that life has been taken.”
They tell us when things like cleaning a room seem overwhelming, break it into smaller chunks. Eat an
elephant one bite a time. So I tried that on the drive home from my parents’ — to break this
unspeakable tragedy down to smaller bits. The pain was overwhelming.
Instead of some abstract number like six or a half-dozen, it became the faces of individuals I probably
didn’t know but have most likely seen around. One person just like me with people who love them,
things they care about, callings to fulfill, plans to live out. But visualizing the loss of one unique,
individual, child of God six times felt so much more painful. It cuts so much deeper than what could
be just some nameless, faceless small crowd of people.
I’m told the shooter went to preschool in our church when he was younger. There was a time when
he was just a little boy like my son once was. I could speculate and make up all sorts of stories of what
happened or why he did what he did on July 4. They’d all be guesses based on little to no information.
I don’t find that particularly helpful in these times. But I do find myself wondering.
As he looked down from his perch, do you think God whispered in his ear, “What did you do? The
voice of your kin’s blood is crying me from the ground.” Do those who dehumanize others to the
point of targets ever have a moment of clarity and realize what they’ve just done? Is that pain so
great that they go mad, or do they just bury it to the point of never seeing? Everything just seems so
broken when I look at it. The shooter. The victims. The families. My community. Our society. Me.
In the wake of it, in the quiet of this evening, it all feels so horribly broken and shattered. I wonder if
there are no longer any pieces to put back together… Maybe it’s all just been ground to dust.
It’s usually at this point that religious folk like me will say less than helpful things based off very flimsy
theology. You know, things like: “Everything happens for a reason even if we don’t understand it,”
“God just needed a new angel,” or, my personal favorite line of utter bullshit: “God won’t give you
more than you can handle.” If we could handle it, we wouldn’t need God… Or Christ… Or Grace… Or
each other… And to be perfectly honest, I can’t handle it anymore. It’s all so broken to me… ground
to dust.
And yet, my mom who’s facing a health crisis that may cut her life tragically short, looked at me from
across the table as all those texts came in. She saw how hard I was trying to hold together all this
fear, all this brokenness – fear of losing her, fear for my family, fear for my community, fear for our
country, fear for my own heart – and she walked over to me, put her arms around me and simply said,
“God is there. God is with those people helping them through the struggle.” And somehow it seemed
so honest, so sincere from her that I didn’t doubt it.
She told me my friend Keith told her the same thing when her uncle was murdered, and it was the
only thing that seemed to bring her comfort. I don’t think if anyone else would have said it, I would
have believed it. But she was right. It slightly dulled the sharp edges on the broken parts.
So, I sit here remembering what my mom said on the morning of July 4. And I remember I’ve never
believed that God protects us from suffering. It’s an integral part of life that I must accept. God
doesn’t protect us from these evils. God doesn’t shield us from brokenness. But God does support us
through it. God does help through our hands and hearts. God does somehow hear our prayers
— maybe especially those prayers that come from our blood crying out from the ground.
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I have to believe that right now. And I do believe that right now; in my heart-of-hearts, I do. Because it
seems clear to me through my study of Scripture and faith that it’s in our moments of greatest
brokenness that God’s love and grace come pouring out. The bread is broken in communion for more
grace. Seeds are broken for new life. Christ was broken for resurrection.
And so I cling to that truth — that just when it seems as though everything is broken so badly that it
turns to dust, God shows up in the most profound ways to do something beyond expectation and
belief. Somehow in that brokenness, God brings healing. And I believe that God does that through
ordinary people like you and me.
God somehow takes the pieces of our broken hearts, no matter how small, and fits them together to
make things whole. So maybe we take this brokenness that we feel right now and instead of hiding it
from each other, we show each other the jagged and sharp edges – the really painful parts – and we
see if these pieces can fit together so we can work together to bring about the world, the life, the
kingdom that God intends for us all. Maybe we pray, we lament, and we get to work.
And maybe we find that our brokenness isn’t our weakness, and it isn’t something to hide at all.
Instead, our brokenness is our greatest source of strength if we share it with each other. Because
when we do that, God somehow mends those pieces together for our healing and wholeness in ways
that can only come about if we’re together.
Rev. Quincy Worthington is the pastor of Highland Park
Presbyterian Church. Quincy and his family recently moved
to the Highland Park community.
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