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OUR WELCOMING STATEMENT  

Central United Methodist Church is a Reconciling Congregation.  Regardless of your race, 

ethnicity, immigration status, gender identity, sexual orientation, socioeconomic situation, age, 

ability, belief, or background, whether you are single or partnered, you are God’s beloved and 

you are welcome here. 
OUR MISSION STATEMENT 

We envision Central United Methodist Church as a vital, diverse, River of Life nurtured by the 

light of Christ, rooted deeply in and living the scriptures, a holy presence in the center of the 

City of Detroit, transforming individuals, institutions, and the world, advocating peace and 

justice in all we do. 
 

* Indicates when to stand, if able in body or in spirit. **Please silence cell phones. 

Hymnal Guide: UMH = The United Methodist Hymnal; TFWS = The Faith We Sing; SOZ = Songs of Zion   

 

PRELUDE 

 

INTROIT  Bobbi Thompson 

 

 



 

 
 

ACTS OF PRAISE 
 

*CALL TO WORSHIP 

ONE:  When we come to this space, we bring all of ourselves. 

ALL:  We bring joy and hope, 

ONE:  Dreams and prayers, 

ALL:  Grief and doubt, 

ONE:  Memories and heartache. 

ALL:  God meets us here. 

ONE:  God hears our prayers and sees our scars. 

ALL:   With open hearts and authenticity, let us worship good and gracious God. 

 

*OPENING HYMN   Lift Every Voice and Sing    UMH #519 

1.  Lift every voice and sing till earth and 

heaven ring, ring with the harmonies of 

liberty, let our rejoicing rise high as the 

listening skies, let it resound loud as the 

rolling sea.  Sing a song full of the faith 

that the dark past has taught us.  Sing a 

song full of the hope that the present 

has brought us; facing the rising sun of 

our day begun, let us march on till 

victory is won. 

 

2.  Stony the road we trod, bitter the 

chastening rod, felt in the days when 

hope unborn had died; yet with a 

steady beat, have not our weary feet 

come to the place for which our fathers 

sighed?  We have come over a way that 

with tears has been watered, we have 

come, treading our path thru the blood 

of the slaughtered, out from the gloomy 

past, till now we stand at last where the 

white gleam of our bright star is cast. 

 

3.  God of our weary years, God of our 

silent tears, thou who hast brought us 

thus far on the way; thou who hast by 

thy might led us into the light, keep us 

forever in the path, we pray.  Lest our 

feet stray from the places, our God, 

where we met thee; let our hearts 

drunk with the wine of the world, we 

forget thee; shadowed beneath thy 

hand, may we forever stand, true to our 

God, true to our native land. 

 
WORDS: James Weldon Johnson, 1921 

MUSIC: J. Rosamond Johnson, 1921, 

© 1921 Edward B. Marks Music Co.; renewed 
CCLI 2815228 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

ACTS OF SHARING 
 

GREETING AND WELCOME OF FIRST TIME VISITORS 

 

ANNOUNCEMENTS 

 

 



 

 

TIME FOR CHILDREN       Deaconess Anne Hillman 

 

PRAYER OF CONFESSION 

God of creation, humanity is capable of such evil.   

Stories in scripture alongside stories on the news remind us of that truth all the time.   

For the moments when we choose violence over peace, exclusion over inclusion and fear 

over hope – forgive us.   

When we choose pride over what is right, and comfort over justice – Show us mercy.   

And when we numb our pain instead of leaning into empathy – unravel us, for we long to 

be changed.  Gratefully we pray, Amen. 

 

INVITATION TO OFFERING   

 

OFFERTORY            Chantel Woodard 

 

*DOXOLOGY  Praise God from whom all blessings flow; Praise God, all creatures 

here below; Praise God for all that love has done; Creator, Christ, and Holy One. Amen.  

 

*PRAYER OF DEDICATION  

 

POETRY PRAYER       Unraveled by Grief (That Inspires Action)by Sarah Are 

   Brandon Gleaton 

She said everything I felt was real. 

 

That’s what you tell someone when their feelings are too big. 

 

That’s what you tell someone when they ask if it could be a dream. 

 

You say it’s real.   

What you’re feeling is real. 

It’s the way you can’t sleep and can’t wake up. 

It’s the way you eat but can’t fill up. 

It’s the way you pray like you can’t give us. 

It’s all real. 

It’s grief. 

 

And at first, she said, all you can do is stay afloat. 

Let people bring you casseroles, let love songs bring you hope. 

Let your journals be your witness of the things you’re letting go.  

Until one day you wake up and know – that this very real grief, deep inside your bones needs an 

action attached to it, or you may lose hope. 



 

 
And when that day comes, these extra large emotions will be your greatest gift – your heart 

overflowing full to the brim. 

For they will spill out of you Like water from a jar. 

Finding the lowest point of other human hearts. 

And when you get there, you can say, “I see your wounds. 

We’re one in the same. 

It was real for me. 

It’s real for you too. 

Unraveled by grief, drowned in blue.” 

 

So from one indigo heart to another, I pray that your grief becomes a battle cry to better this 

world. 

Like a song in the night. 

But when that’s not possible, all I can say is that I found God on my darkest of days. 

She was indigo, she was matching dark blue to me and my scars, my heartbroken wounds. 

So as you grieve, and as you heal, know that that love is just as real. 

 

*CENTERING HYMN   When We are Called to Sing Your Praise  TFWS #2216 

1.  When we are called to sing your praise 

with hearts so filled with pain that we 

would rather sit and weep or stand up 

to complain, remind us, God, you 

understand the burdens that we bear; 

you, too, have walked the shadowed 

way and known our deep despair. 

 

2.  When we are called to sing your praise 

and cannot find our voice, because our 

losses leave us now no reason to 

rejoice, remind us, God, that you 

accept our sad laments in prayer; you, 

too, have walked the shadowed way 

and known our deep despair. 

3.  When we are called to sing your praise 

and life ahead looks grim, still give us 

faith and hope enough to break forth 

in a hymn, a thankful hymn, great God 

of God, that you are everywhere; you 

walk the shadowed way with us and 

keep us in your care. 

 
WORDS: Mary Nelson Keithahan, MUSIC: Trad. English melody; 

Words © 2000 Abingdon Press, admin. by The Copyright Co.; 

CCLI 2815228 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

ACTS OF PROCLAMATION 
 

HEBREW SCRIPTURE LESSON   2 Samuel 3:7, 21:1-14     Arthur Park 

     Now Saul had a concubine names Rizpah. Famine struck the land for three straight years.  

So David consulted God, who replied, “There is blood-guilt resting on Saul and on Saul’s 

family because they put the Gibeonites to death.  The Gibeonites were not Israelites but a 

remnant of the Amorites to whom the Israelites had bound themselves by oath.  But Saul in his 

zeal for Israel and Judah had attempted to annihilate them. 

     David asked the Gibeonites, “What can I do for you?  How can we make amends so that you 

can call down a blessing on God’s own people?” 

     The Gibeonites replied, “Our feud with Saul and Saul’s family cannot be settled with silver 

or gold, and we have claim on no one else in Israel.” 

     “Then what do you want me to do for you?” asked David. 

     The Gibeonites answered, “As for the person who massacred us and planned to annihilate us 

so that we should no longer exist within the borders of Israel – hand over to us seven of his 

male descendants to be executed; we will dismember them before God in Gibeah, the town of 

Saul, God’s shown one.  

     And the ruler said, “I will give them to you.” 

     David spared Jonathan because of the oath before God that bound David and Jonathan to 

each other, but David took Armoni and Mephibosheth, the two sons whom Rizpah had borne to 

Saul, together with the five sons whom Saul’s daughter Merab had borne to Adriel of Meholah.  

David handed them over to the Gibeonites who dismembered them before God on a hilltop.  

The seven perished together in the first days of harvest, at the beginning of the barley harvest. 

     Rizpah took sackcloth and spread it out for herself on a rock.  From the beginning of the 

barley harvest until rain fell from the sky on the bodies, she did not allow the birds of heaven to 

touch them during the day, or the wild animals during the night.  When David learned what 

Rizpah had done, he went and removed the bones of Saul and Jonathan from the people of 

Jabesh-gilead, who had stole them fro the public square at Beth-shan; The Philistines had hung 

them there on the day they defeated Saul at Gilboa.  David removed the bones of Saul and 

Jonathan from that place, as well as the bones of the dismembered, and they were buried in the 

tomb of Saul’s father Kish, at Zela in Benjaminite territory.  David’s orders were carried out to 

the letter.  After that, God was moved by prayers for the land. 

 

ONE:   Hear what the Spirit is saying to the church. 

ALL:   Thanks be to God. 

 

 

 

 



 

 

MESSAGE  Unraveled by Uncertainty   Rev. Dr. Jill Hardt Zundel 

 

VIDEO Glory by the Detroit Youth Choir 

 

BENEDICTION AND SENDING FORTH 

 

*BENEDICTION  
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