
January 17, 2021 
Martin Luther King, Jr./Racial Justice Sunday 

  

 
 

“Our goal is to create a beloved community and this will require a qualitative 
change in our souls as well as a quantitative change in our lives.” - Rev. Dr. 
Martin Luther King Jr. 
 
“If anyone should ask a Negro woman in America what has been her greatest 
achievement, her honest answer would be, ‘I survived!’ ”- Pauli Murray 
 
“We must look deeply into the culture of whiteness. That is a river that drowns 
out all of our identities and drowns us in false uniformity to protect the status 
quo.” - Ruby Sales 
 
“It is certain, in any case, that ignorance, allied with power, is the most 
ferocious enemy justice can have.”- James Baldwin 
 
“What does the Lord require of you? To act justly, and to love mercy and to 
walk humbly with your God.” - Micah 6:8 
 
 
 

 
 

ORDER OF WORSHIP 



 
PRELUDE:  SALT Project – March on Washington archival footage 
 
GREETING/WELCOME Good morning and welcome! My name is Elisa Lucozzi 
and I am pastor to the beloved community that is Guilford Community Church. 
We’re so glad you have joined us this morning as we remember and celebrate 
the legacy of Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. as we recommit ourselves to the 
work of bringing about racial equality.  

ANNOUNCEMENTS 

Results of the Special Meeting 
Extra resources for this week 

Although we really miss being together in person, we continue to gather online 
because we love and care about our congregation and our community, because 
we want to maintain physical distancing in a way that helps us to feel 
connected but also keeps us all safe. Although it is hard to be physically 
distant from one another, we also know that it can’t keep our hearts from 
connecting and we know it is indeed the best way of caring for one another 
right now. Let us keep creating new ways of being church because we know 
that being church has nothing to do with a building and everything to do with 
loving each other. Let us gather to be the church in a new way with a welcome 
wide enough for all. 

Welcome adapted from “Shaping Sanctuary” by Gordon Brown 

No matter who you are or where you are on life’s journey, you are welcome 
here:  

If you are old or young, noisy wiggly babies and children of all ages 
If you have brown skin, black skin, white skin, people of all colors, cultures 
and abilities, you are welcome. 
If you are married or single, gay, straight or bisexual 
If you are female, male, transgender or gender non-conforming  
If you are sick or well 
If you are happy or sad 
If you are rich or poor 
If you are a refugee or a citizen  
If you claim this religious tradition, or another or none at all. 
If you believe in God some of the time or none of the time or all of the time, you 
are welcome.  

Come with your gifts, your pain, your hope, your fears 
Come with the traditions that have helped you and hurt you  
Come with your experiences that have made you and broken you  
Come with a mind, ready to engage, and a heart, open to discern  



Come and listen for the Holy Spirit that calls you to love your neighbor 
wholeheartedly, seek justice, create peace and practice compassion You are 
welcome here! 

So, as we begin today let us acknowledge and honor this land we occupy by 
honoring and acknowledging those First Nation people to whom this land 
belongs: 

 
We gather here on the bank of the Broad Brook 
In the shadow of the great Mount Wantastiquet  
In the valley of the rushing Connecticut 
to worship and discern together the call of God 
to the United Church of Christ for these days, 
let us know that we do so on the hunting grounds  
and homelands of the Mahican and Penacook people, 
as well as the southernmost members of the Abenaki  
Tribe.  
These people used this land since time immemorial 
and are still among us in the present.  
We offer them our gratitude and respect, 
Our repentance and hope in solidarity with them… 
 
It is a Holy Communion we share of life on earth, 
of past and present, of pain and reconciliation, 
of mystery and majesty...let us begin. 

 
SILENT MEDITATION and THE LIGHTING OF CANDLES 
 
CALL TOP WORSHIP by Rev. Mindi Welton-Mitchell 
 
God of the prophets, call to us today 
Call us into Your ways of love, justice and righteousness. 
God of the poets, remind us again how much You love us 
Sing to us Your ways of love, justice and righteousness. 
God of the disciples, teach us how to follow You 
Teach us Your ways of love, justice and righteousness. 
God of all creation, help us to know Your ways 
All:      We gather to hear the call  
            to act justly and to love mercy 
            and to walk humbly with you and with one another 

            We gather to sing  
            to teach each other, 
            to pray and worship together as one Beloved Community. 
 
OPENING HYMN: “Somebody’s Hurting My Brother” by Yara Alan; GCC Virtual 
Choir; Stefan Amidon, percussion 
 



PRAYER OF INVOCATION/OPENING PRAYER: 
“Harlem” by Langston Hughes 
What happens to a dream deferred? 
Does it dry up 
like a raisin in the sun? 
Or fester like a sore-- 
And then run? 
Does it stink like rotten meat? 
Or crust and sugar over-- 
like a syrupy sweet? 
Maybe it just sags 
like a heavy load. 
Or does it explode? 
 

LITANY of ACCOUNTABILITY – words in bold italics are excerpted from words 
written by Dr. King 
O God, we long to co-create with you the Beloved Community which looks to 
the common good; privileges all equally and creates societal systems which 
celebrate the humanity and the gifts of all. And yet we focus on our differences, 
envy each other’s gifts, devalue manifestations of you, O God, that are not like 
our own. Perhaps our sin is a slow wait for justice: We allow the voices of 
brothers and sisters who do not look like us, love like us, or worship like us to 
be silenced. We have told them to wait for freedom, justice and equality. We 
foster in them a denigrating sense of nobodiness.  

Or perhaps we have kept silence ourselves 
in the face of their struggle for full human life. 
For it is not solely hateful words and actions, 
but also appalling silence that follows the path of oppression. 

Perhaps our sin is to give in to weariness, discouragement, bitterness: 

You have called us to be drum majors for justice, peace and righteousness, 
Yet the work of peace and justice overwhelms us at times, 
To build with God the Beloved Community seems impossible, 
and we grow weary. 
We cry, “Peace, peace,” 
but there is no peace within us or around us. 
We find ourselves on the path 
of hatred and oppression, violence and war.  

 
 
 

ASSURANCE OF PARDON  
Friends, God is at work in us and with us! Love is at work in us and with us! 
We remember that we have given us a new name – “Beloved” And that out of 
that identity we are called to recognize others’ belovedness. 



Thank you, God, for delighting in us even now, for forgiving us our slow action, 
our silence and our weariness, for empowering our work and inviting us once 
again to create with you the Beloved Community you long for. 

 
CHILDREN’S STORY: “A is for Activist” by Innosanto Nagra 
 

PRAYER FOR THE CHILDREN 
CHILDREN’S HYMN: “I’m Gonna Lift My Brother Up” by Faya Rose Touré 
GCC Virtual Choir; Mary Alice Amidon and Robin Davis solos; Mary Alice Amidon 
piano 
 
SCRIPTURE READING Elizabeth Fisher 

 
Joshua 24:14-18 
“Now fear the Lord and serve him with all faithfulness. Throw away the 
gods your ancestors worshiped beyond the Euphrates River and in Egypt, and 
serve the Lord. 15 But if serving the Lord seems undesirable to you, then choose 
for yourselves this day whom you will serve, whether the gods your ancestors 
served beyond the Euphrates, or the gods of the Amorites, in whose land you 
are living. But as for me and my household, we will serve the Lord.” 
16 Then the people answered, “Far be it from us to forsake the Lord to serve 
other gods! 17 It was the Lord our God himself who brought us and our parents 
up out of Egypt, from that land of slavery, and performed those great 
signs before our eyes. He protected us on our entire journey and among all the 
nations through which we traveled. 18 And the Lord drove out before us all the 
nations, including the Amorites, who lived in the land. We too will serve 
the Lord, because he is our God.” 

Luke 4:14-20 

Jesus returned to Galilee in the power of the Spirit, and news about him 
spread through the whole countryside. 15 He was teaching in their 
synagogues, and everyone praised him. 

16 He went to Nazareth, where he had been brought up, and on the Sabbath 
day he went into the synagogue, as was his custom. He stood up to read, 17 and 
the scroll of the prophet Isaiah was handed to him. Unrolling it, he found the 
place where it is written: 

18 “The Spirit of the Lord is on me, 
    because he has anointed me 
    to proclaim good news to the poor. 
He has sent me to proclaim freedom for the prisoners 
    and recovery of sight for the blind, 
to set the oppressed free, 
19     to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor.”  
20 Then he rolled up the scroll, gave it back to the attendant and sat down. The 
eyes of everyone in the synagogue were fastened on him. 



 
CONGREGATIONAL RESPONSE Hymn: #617    
 “Write These Words in Our Hearts ...” 
ANTHEM: “Elijah” by Bill Harley; arr. Peter Amidon; GCC Virtual Choir 

 
SERMON: Waking Up to (In)Justice 
 
I am happy to join with you today in what will go down in history as the greatest 
demonstration for freedom in the history of our nation. 
 
Five score years ago, a great American, in whose symbolic shadow we stand 
today, signed the Emancipation Proclamation. This momentous decree came as a 
great beacon light of hope to millions of Negro slaves who had been seared in the 
flames of withering injustice. It came as a joyous daybreak to end the long night 
of their captivity. 
 
But one hundred later, the Negro still is not free. One hundred years later, the life 
of the Negro is still sadly crippled by the manacles of segregation and the chains 
of discrimination. One hundred years later, the Negro lives on a lonely island of 
poverty in the midst of a vast ocean of material prosperity. One hundred years 
later, the Negro is still languishing in the corners of American society and finds 
himself an exile in his own land. So, we have come here today to dramatize a 
shameful condition. – Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.  
 
I invite you to pray with me. May the words of my mouth and the meditations 
of all our hearts be acceptable in your sight loving and gracious God. 
 
In 2013, we celebrated the 50th anniversary of what is arguably one of the 
most famous speeches of all time: what has come to be called the “I Have a 
Dream” speech given of course by the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr.   
 
Most of us by rote could recite some section of this speech or another. Or at the 
very least some quote about bending the arc, or about light and justice. But far 
more of us have rarely, if ever, heard words from Dr. King that call us to 
accountability for the everyday ways we perpetuate injustice, for the ways in 
which we support the institutional racism embedded in the very foundation 
and fabric of our society.  
 
But besides telling us about the dream, King also said this: 
I have been gravely disappointed in the white moderate who prefers a negative 
peace (the absence of tension) to a positive peace (the presence of justice). 
Shallow understanding from people of good will is more frustrating than absolute 
misunderstanding from people of ill will. 
 
We set aside today to honor a man, a pastor, and a preacher who invited us to 
dream, but also called us to accountability and to action.  
 
But one man does not make a movement. 



 
It was countless people with lesser known names who have kept that arc 
bending, slowly bending, toward justice. Names like Mahalia Jackson and 
Bayard Rustin, the black gay man whose idea the march was in the first place, 
but needed to play a “behind the scenes” role because of his sexual orientation.  
 
Pauli Murray, a civil rights activist, lawyer, and Episcopal priest. And Ruby 
Sales, who worked as a voter registration organizer with SNCC in Calhoun 
County, Alabama, in 1965. After spending six days in jail for attempting to 
register black voters, Sales and others in the group were confronted at a local 
store by a gun-wielding Tom Coleman, who took aim at Ruby. If it wasn’t for 
Jonathan Daniels, a young white seminarian who put himself between Ruby 
and the bullet, she would not be alive today. Jonathan died instantly. Ruby 
went to attend seminary herself in the footsteps of Dr. King and the young 
seminarian who saved her life. 
 
Martin Luther King, this preacher from Ebenezer Baptist church, rooted in the  
Gospel, following Jesus, sought not to just stand with, but also to stand up for, 
those who were marginalized. For once, we are thankful that history has 
repeated itself. Because now another man, another preacher and pastor at 
Ebenezer Baptist church, will also come to Washington DC with a dream for 
justice for the people he represents. In this case though, he won’t be relegated 
to the steps of the Lincoln Memorial, but instead have an office on Capitol Hill 
and cast votes along with his fellow senators.  
 
But one man does not make a movement. 
 
Rev. Warnock would not be gracing the halls of Capitol Hill if it weren’t for 
women like Stacey Abrams, Helen Butler, Rebecca DeHart, Deborah Scott and 
the countless others who work so tirelessly to ensure that every single 
Georgian’s vote was counted, that every single voice was heard.  
He wouldn’t be there if it weren’t for the voters themselves, who risked their 
health and their lives to vote. Fueled by the memories of ancestors who had 
gone before them, those who sometimes walked for days in order to get to their 
polling places only to be turned away at the door and told: “No. You’re at the 
wrong place.”  Unwilling to be turned away or turned around, they pressed on.  
 
This year we will remember the 53rd anniversary of his assassination on April 
4, 1968. I was two years old when Dr. King was murdered. I have no 
remembrance of my own about the event; only what I have read. Yet I feel like it 
lives in my bones as if I was there to witness it firsthand.   
 
As I reflect on the anniversary, I remember another King whose death was yet 
another moment which exposed the sin of racism that plagues our country.   
I’m speaking of Rodney King, a taxi driver who became internationally known 
after a tape was released of him being beaten on March 3, 1991, by Los Angeles 
Police Department officers following a high-speed car chase.   
 



The release of this videotape was one of the first times we had documented 
evidence of misuse of the power given to those who are called to protect and 
serve. Four officers were charged with assault with a deadly weapon and use of 
excessive force. Three were acquitted of all charges. The jury acquitted the 
fourth officer of assault with a deadly weapon but failed to reach a verdict on 
the use of excessive force. The jury deadlocked at 8–4 in favor of acquittal at 
the state level. Within hours of the acquittals, the 1992 Los Angeles riots 
started, sparked by outrage among African Americans over the verdicts. .1 
 
This moment in history, unlike Dr. King’s assassination, was a memory I can 
recall on my own – watching that horrible footage and the news broadcast of 
the six days of rioting that followed.   
 
There are those who are asking the devotees of civil rights, “When will you be 
satisfied?” We can never be satisfied as long as the Negro is the victim of the 
unspeakable horrors of police brutality. – MLK 
 
As is often true, we don’t always see what’s right in front of us until someone 
points it out, sometimes with their words, sometimes with their actions. 
Sometimes you have to lay down in order to stand up for something.   
 
That’s what Erica Garner did, twice a week, beginning a month after her father 
Eric Garner was killed when a New York City police officer placed him in a 
chokehold, after stopping the 43-year-old for illegally selling cigarettes. She lay 
down on the sidewalk on the spot her father died twice a week for an entire 
year to help wake people up to the racism she understood all too well. Erica 
died a day before the new year at the age of 27. Doctors would say that she 
died from a heart attack. I say that she died of a broken heart. She left behind 
two children of her own.   
 
As I think about her two young children, without their mother, and she herself 
having suffered the loss of her dad, I can’t help but also think about Samaria 
Rice, Tamir’s mother, Lesley McSpadden, mother of Michael Brown, and 
Sybrina Fulton, Trayvon Martin’s mother or Gwen Carr, the mother of Eric 
Garner, who has lost not only her son but now also her granddaughter. 
Breonna and Elijah’s mothers, crying out for loss of their babies, crying out for 
justice. I will never know what these mothers are feeling, not only because I 
myself am not a mother, but because due to the color of my skin, I am 
protected from ever knowing their experiences. I would never have to tell my 
son, or my nephews “Don’t wear that hoodie out to the store or don’t go driving 
in that upscale neighborhood, especially at night. Don’t try and break up that 
fight or don’t wear a mask, even though your health depends on it.”  
 
As I continue to wake up, I can’t help but think of Mary, the mother of Jesus, 
and wonder what she might have felt, if in that moment of holding her newborn 
son, she also knew that he would be killed at the hands of the Empire, that 

 
1 https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rodney_King 



hatred, fear and violence would leave her a grieving mother. I think of Mary 
experiencing that moment of horror as she watched her son, hands up and 
outstretched, suffocating – Jesus can’t breathe. Eric Garner’s last words, 
George Floyd’s last words, Elijah McCann’s last words – I can’t breathe, have 
been turned into a motto of solidarity, a wakeup call to action. I think of the 
cruel irony that black and brown skinned people are dying at disproportionally 
higher rates from COVID 19, this horrific virus which among other things 
attacks the respiratory system – they still can’t breathe. 
 
This past week we watched history unfold that we pray will never ever repeat 
itself. The racism this country has never dealt with and that has been working 
its way toward the inner sanctum of our democracy landed at its heart in the 
most brutal and violent way last Wednesday. For many it was a moment of 
their eyes being opened to the Indisputable difference in the way a peaceful 
protest of the murder of yet another black person, by Black Lives Matter, is met 
and how a mob of armed domestic terrorists, white supremacists, are met.  
 
Dr. King also said that “a riot is the language of the unheard”. But let me be 
perfectly clear - what we all witnessed in horror and disbelief last Wednesday 
was not a riot. It was a coordinated and calculated attack fueled by generations 
of racism, bigotry and hatred spurred on by hateful words from someone who 
is charged with protecting, defending and preserving this country and ALL of 
its people. The intention was at the very least to do harm and at the very 
worst… 
 
As many of you know, I meet weekly with clergy colleagues from across the 
Conference every Tuesday. This past week the energy was palpable. One after 
another we expressed our fears, our despair, our outrage, and then our 
colleague James addressed us: “My white colleagues I want you to flag this 
moment – all the feelings I heard you all talk about this morning: fear, anger, 
despair, outrage, frustration, terrorized, traumatized – that’s what it feels like 
to be black in America every single day.” Thank you, James, for that witness.  
 
It's easy to look at the state of our nation, the state of the world and despair. 
Many of us are only now waking up to the brutal injustice that Dr. King and 
others saw and fought to change. Looking back, I should have called this 
sermon “Waking Up to Injustice”, because it is only by waking up to injustice 
that we can begin to understand what it would take to wake up to justice in 
this world.   
 
Remember this - What is far more radical than despair is to cultivate hope -- 
and to take action toward the world of our hopes instead of the world of our 
fears. But that's the call I hear emerging.  There's injustice everywhere we turn.  
 
How do we cultivate hope when our own spirits may feel worn down by sexism 
and racism and bullying and gaslighting and bracing ourselves to hear the next 
horror story in the daily news? 



 
Dr. King poses this question: “Life's most persistent and urgent question is, 
what are you doing for others”– MLK 
 
It’s time to stop dreaming. 
 
“No dream comes true until you wake up and go to work.” ~ Anonymous 
 
Theodore Herzl famously taught, “If you will it, it is no dream.” The quote 
continues, “If you do not will it, a dream it is, and a dream it will stay.” The 
first step is to dream of a future that is better than what we know now. The 
second step is to will that future into being - to build a bridge and act to bring 
that future into being - so that what now is only dream will become real. 
 
One man does not make a movement, yet we gather in the spirit of expanding 
our beloved community to remember and honor his legacy. 
We gather today to hear about the dream again, the dream where all are free 
and equal, where the voices of those most on the margins are heard, honored 
and celebrated. 
 
So, while we honor Dr. King this morning I want to lift up the names of some 
others who also dreamed, and whose dreams and hard work helped to launch a 
movement that continues today, even decades later, those carrying on the 
dream now – those who continue to work tirelessly too.  
 
Sarah Collins Rudolph – the fifth little girl who lost her sister and her best 
friends in the 16th Street Baptist Church bombing in 1963 
 
Brittney Packnett Cunningham– activist and co-founder of Campaign Zero an 
organization dedicated to research-based policy solutions to end police 
brutality. 
 
Black Lives Matters founders Alicia Garza, Patrisse Cullors and Opal Tometi 
 
Rev. Dr. William Barber, II – the “King” of our time. 
 
One man does not make a movement. One person cannot change the world 
alone. They can only change their own heart.  
 
Last week we remembered Jesus’ Baptism and our own.  We renewed our 
Baptismal vows and in doing so committed ourselves to doing God’s work in 
this world. So when we hear this morning’s Gospel we are not just hearing 
words about Jesus’ calling but also our own. 
 
The Spirit of the Love is upon me, 
    because Love has anointed me 
    to proclaim good news to the poor. 
Love has sent me to proclaim freedom for the prisoners 

https://www.pbs.org/video/conversations-penn-state-sarah-collins-rudolph-fifth-girl/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Brittany_Packnett_Cunningham
https://blacklivesmatter.com/black-lives-matter-co-founders-patrisse-cullors-alicia-garza-and-opal-tometi-named-to-times-annual-time100-list-of-the-100-most-influential-people-in-the-world/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Barber_II


    and recovery of sight for the blind, 
to set the oppressed free, 
19     to proclaim the year of Love’s favor. 
 
I’d like to end with a poem by Gwendolyn Brooks entitled “Martin Luther King, 
Jr.” 
A man went forth with gifts. 
He was a prose poem. 
He was a tragic grace. 
He was a warm music. 
He tried to heal the vivid volcanoes. 
His ashes are 
reading the world. 
His Dream still wishes to anoint 
the barricades of faith and of control. 
His word still burns the center of the sun 
above the thousands and the 
hundred-thousands. 
The word was Justice. It was spoken. 
So, it shall be spoken. 
So, it shall be done.  
 
So, proclaim it, do the work to bring it about so we are ALL free at last! 
Today let this Scripture, let this dream, be fulfilled in our hearing. AMEN 
 
PASTORAL PRAYER: “A Prophet’s Blessing” by Jan Richardson 
This blessing finds its way 
behind the bars. 
This blessing works its way 
beneath the chains. 
This blessing knows its way 
through a broken heart. 
This blessing makes a way 
where there is none. 
Where there is no light, 
this blessing. 
Where there is no hope, 
this blessing. 
Where there is no peace, 
this blessing. 
Where there is nothing left, 
this blessing. 
In the presence of hate. 
In the absence of love. 
In the torment of pain. 
In the grip of fear. 
To the one in need. 



To the one in the cell.  
To the one in the dark. 
To the one in despair. 
Let this blessing come as bread. 
Let this blessing come as release. 
Let this blessing come as sight. 
Let this blessing come as freedom. 
Let this blessing come 
 
HYMN: “Ella’s Song” by Bernice Reagan Johnson; GCC Virtual Choir, Mary Alice 
Amidon banjo and solo, Peter Amidon, piano 
 
This is the time in our service where I invite your prayers – prayers of concern 
or sorrow, prayers of celebration and joy. If you have something or someone 
you would like our gathering to pray for you can type it into the comments 
section that accompanies this live feed.  
 
PRAYERS OF THE PEOPLE Barry Levitt 
 
“Hanto Yo” by Gwyn Cashmore and Joan Puls, from “One Race the Human 
Race: Racial Justice Sunday 2003”, published by Churches Together in Britain 
and Ireland: Churches Commission for Racial Justice, London adapted by Rev. 
Elisa Lucozzi for 2021. 

(“Hanto Yo” means “clear the way” in the Lakota language of the North 
American Plains.) 

God of surprises, 
you call us from the narrowness of our traditions 
to new ways of being church, 
from the captivities of our culture to creative witness for justice, 
from the smallness of our horizons to the bigness of your vision. 

Today we pray for the blessing of a wider vision, a dream that truly includes all. 
Not one filled with platitudes or made peaceful by maintaining the status quo 
but instead one that brings us even one step closer to the kin-dom you created 
for us. 

Clear the way in us, your people, that we might call others to freedom and 
renewed faith. 

Jesus, wounded healer, 
you call us from preoccupation with our own histories and hurts to daily tasks 
of peacemaking, 
from privilege and protocol to partnership and pilgrimage, 
from isolation and insularity to inclusive community. 



Today we pray for all who have bared the brutal weight of our own ignorance 
and indifference, who have lost their lives to hatred, bigotry and racism – 
Trayvon and Eric, Philando and Sandra, Tamir and Michael, Freddie and Tony, 
Ahmaud and George, Breonna and Elijah and the too many others whose 
names we should say.  

We pray for all of those who died or were injured in the insurrection at our 
nation’s capital. We prayer for all those whose pain has been preyed upon and 
incited to violence. We pray for all of us whose hearts have been infected with 
racism.  

We continue to pray for all those suffering from losses due to this horrible 
pandemic – loss of life, loss of family or friends, loss of employment, loss of 
connection and touch, loss of a sense of inner peace, loss of hope. 

Clear the way in us, your people, that we might call others to wholeness and 
integrity. 

Holy, transforming Spirit, 
you call us from fear to faithfulness, 
from clutter to clarity, 
from a desire to control to deeper trust, 
from the refusal to love to a readiness to risk. 

We pray for all our nation’s leaders and true public servants that they may be 
protected from harm as many of them risk their very lives to carry out their 
duties. We pray that they fulfill their vows with a deep commitment to 
compassion and justice. 

Clear the way in us, your people, that we might all know the beauty and power 
and danger of the Gospel. 

Now let us say together the prayer that Jesus taught us using whatever words 
help us to embody its promise. May we bring about one small glimpse of the 
(kingdom) of God, a kin-dom where all are well, all are fed and free, where all 
are whole, where all know love, where all know they are beloved. 
 
Let us pray: Our Father, (Our Father/Mother, Our Creator) who art in heaven, 
hallowed be thy Name. Thy kingdom (kin-dom) come, thy will be done on earth 
as it is in heaven. Give us this day our daily bread and forgive us our 
trespasses, as we forgive those who trespasses against us and lead us not into 
temptation but deliver us from evil. For thine is the kingdom (kin-dom) and the 
power and the glory now and forever. Amen.  
 
CONGREGATIONAL RESPONSE: Hymn #278 
     “Hear our Prayer, Oh Lord...” 

 



THE OFFERTORY 
CALL TO OFFERING  
Friends, who we are and are yet becoming as individuals shows God’s presence 
in the world. That divine presence is reflected even more fully, powerfully, and 
transformatively as we unite in Beloved Community.  Let us bring ourselves, 
our gifts, and our resources together that God may be glorified. 
 
Supporting the church and the mission of the church is more important than 
ever. You can still send in your weekly offerings to the church via US mail 38 
Church Dr.  Guilford, VT 05301 or consider using our online "offering plate" 
by going to the church’s website and clicking the PayPal donation button on 
the home page. So now let us gather up all these offerings as well as the 
offering of our time and talents and dedicate them to continuing the work of 
God’s justice in the world. 
 
DOXOLOGY  

PRAYER OF DEDICATION 
O God, we commit to use all our gifts wisdom, knowledge, faith, healing, 
working of miracles, prophecy, discernment, tongues, administration, 
hospitality, and finances-- in the service of acting as co-workers with you and 
each other for peace and justice to flow like a mighty stream. 
 
THE CLOSING HYMN: “A Dedication” by Lea Morris; GCC Virtual Choir, Peter 
Amidon, guitar 
 
BENEDICTION  
As we depart, 
Both individually and collectively 
Be who you are called to be. 
In any and in all the ways you can 
Seek justice. 
Resist evil. 
Go and overcome. 
Add your voice. 
Move your feet. 
Extend your hands. 
Hold on to that long arc of history like your lives depend on it. 
And pull 
With as little or as much strength you have 
So that together we might help it continue to bend in the direction of justice. 
And true peace. 
And lasting hope. 
And a promise fulfilled. 
For you and for me. 
For us and for ALL of us. 
For all of the children of God. Amen. 
THREEFOLD AMEN: Hymn #291 



 
POSTLUDE: “We Shall Overcome” Patty Meyer 
 
For Further Prayer and Reflection: 

“I Have A Dream” by SALT Project 
 
On Being - Where Does It Hurt? An Interview with Civil Rights Legend 
Ruby Sales 

 
Try to Remember – honoring social justice activists who died over the last 
four years 
 

In Memorium: I Can’t Breathe  
 
Lea Morris – Let Justice Roll Down 
 

Revelations - Alvin Ailey American Dance Theater 
 
Sweet Honey In The Rock: MLK Day Celebration Reclaiming the Beloved 
Community – a concert happening online Sunday, January 17th at 3pm 

and 8pm. Click here to purchase tickets.  

https://youtu.be/WRopb2Q1SmI
https://onbeing.org/programs/ruby-sales-where-does-it-hurt/#guest
https://onbeing.org/programs/ruby-sales-where-does-it-hurt/#guest
https://www.facebook.com/283321618725390/videos/778479739661441
https://www.facebook.com/283321618725390/videos/778479739661441
https://www.reneeater.com/on-monuments-blog/tag/list+of+unarmed+black+people+killed+by+police
https://youtu.be/pgyPJ41yDZY
https://youtu.be/kDXerubF4I4
https://thirdrow.live/events/sweet-honey-in-the-rock/p/laudable/?fbclid=IwAR2yrzh2JwMvfkIozBnAeMfysubpBYfIS7ywXdY07375NQ3io0OELzirvrk
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