God is Our Balm
A Service for Just Peace Sunday
18th Sunday after Pentecost
September 18, 2016
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Jeremiah 8:18-9:1       Psalm 79:1-9        1Timothy 2:1-7       Luke 16:1-13


Call to Worship
Leader: 	God of Peace and Justice, 
you call upon us to look for your healing balm in Gilead... 
All: 		Is there no balm in Gilead?
Leader: 	For all of the hurting people of the world... 
All: 		Is there no balm in Gilead?
Leader: 	To reveal that God's grace is always greater than our sin... 
All: 		Is there no balm in Gilead?
Leader: 	To heal our wound and to make us whole again... 
All: 		Is there no balm in Gilead?
Leader: 	To lift us up when we have fallen... 
All: 		Is there no balm in Gilead?
Leader: 	Yes, Jesus is a balm in Gilead. 
All: 		Come, let us worship God!

Invocation 
Loving God, 
we are grateful that you come to us through Jesus Christ, 
as your healing balm in Gilead. 
We are thankful for your abiding love 
that lifts us up in our times of despair. 
And we are thankful for your faithfulness 
that heals our wounded spirit 
and makes us whole again. 
In our time of celebration and experience in worship, 
may we welcome you to restore and heal our souls.  Amen. 

Prayer of Confession  
One: 	Holy One, in our daily lives, 
we encounter conflicts every day.
All:  	We have tensions with friends and family,
disagreements with coworkers, 
frustrations with neighbors.  
One: 	We also experience conflict on a large, even global scale, 
as we learn of violence down the street 
and across the world.  
All: 	We often wish, apathetically, 
that those people would somehow be more peaceful
-- that they would reach calm, reasonable solutions.  
One: 	We pray for a Balm in Gilead, some ease to this suffering, 
but we pray without realizing that 
Just Peace begins with our own decisions 
in our own conflicts that we experience every day.  
All:  	God of grace and peace, we confess 
that we have prayed for peace while using violent language; 
that we have hoped for justice while acting on prejudices; and 
that we have stood aside waiting for others to take brave actions.  
Forgive us and strengthen us for the journey ahead, 
in which we must all take part.  Amen.
	
Assurance of Pardon
Jesus Christ said, “Peace I leave with you.  My peace I give to you.  
Do not let your hearts be troubled. Do not let them be afraid.”  
In the comfort of God’s boundless love and peace, we are forgiven.  
Thanks be to God.

Offering Invitation
We come before God in faithfulness, 
offering our gifts and ourselves for God’s transformation 
as we pray for the transformation of the world.  
In faith that God is building Just Peace all around us, 
this morning’s offering will now be received.   

Dedication
	Generous God, we are grateful for all that we have.  
We are especially thankful for opportunities 
to share, to grow, and to be part of a love bigger than ourselves.  
Bless these gifts given today that they might be a comforting balm to those in need; 
that they might expand your Just Peace.  Amen.  

Benediction
Go forth now in blessing and in peace, 
bringing love to each conflict that you encounter.  
May God, our Creator, comfort you.  
May Christ, our Redeemer, challenge you.  
May the Spirit, our Sustainer, move through you in Just Peace.  Amen.  
  

Additional Prayer and Poetry Resources 

Litany:	 Still, We Rise (Inspired by Maya Angelou's Poem, Still, I Rise) 
by Rev. Dr. Sheila Guillaume

At times, life's unjust and tumultuous circumstances 
can shrink our faith into becoming the size of a tiny mustard seed, 
and yet, God's faithfulness helps us to say...
Still, we rise!

Even in the wake of violence and hatred that has plagued our nation, 
it is our trust in God that gives us the courage to say with love...
	Still, we rise!

As Christ taught us how to love, 
which disarms hate when joining together as neighbors 
alongside those living in cities and towns near and far 
who are mourning the loss of loved ones, 
and offering to us the wisdom to say with hope...
	Still, we rise!

For it is by faith that we believe peace is possible 
and can be attained as God's kingdom here on earth, 
by opening our hearts to love our neighbor with acts of justice and mercy, 
and believing that we are all equally children of God by saying...
	We rise!  We rise! We rise!

Prayers while throwing stuff
Pondering grief from Baghdad to Baton Rouge, Medina to Minneapolis, Dhaka to Dallas (and points in between)
by Ken Sehested
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We each pray for different
reasons in different seasons,
too often steady-headed,
manners-minded, when
indelicacy is now needed
        —prayers while throwing
        stuff against the wall—
whether in rapture or in rage,
banging against the cage of
knock-off propriety,
boorish pleasantries,
self-referencing piety
when it is precisely this
self-bordered life
that must be breached
if blood-soaked streets
are to stand a chance
in the light of
Judgment Day’s inquest,
crippled heart recoiling
from what it fears,
jaundiced against all
it cannot control,
cheered by death’s leer
and sacred call to arms—
        lest justice be denied!—
but brutal arms they be,
assaulting arms, separating
tissue from bone,
breath from lung,
hands from caress,
babies from breasts,
words from truth,
hopes from healing,
vision from revealing
the ties that bind
        but do not strangle,
the lover’s reach which
        does not entangle,
the wing that shadows
        but never wrangles.
Dare to rave within
Heaven’s hearing!
Scorch the roof of your
mouth with incantation.
Hurl your disquieted heart
at every tranquil caution.
Risk unpleasantry in the
company of angels.
Demand a hearing with
the Most High.
Journey with Job into
the whirlwind’s gale.
Demand an answer:
       	  Who, indeed, can
       	 deliver from this
        	body of death?
The shackling terms of our
Constituting covenant, the
aftermath of independence,
seeding slave-harvested
bounty and monetized
virtue, still haunt and
impair our most beloved
intentions. From this
white-washed sepulcher,
       deliver!
By the waters of Babylon
we sit weeping,
asking
imploring
how can we sing
Deliverance’s song
in a strange land?
©ken sehested @ prayerandpolitiks.org
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