
January 15, 2023   Rev. Dr. King Sunday             11 a.m. 

Flowers Given By:   Alice Endy, in remembrance of Janet Endy and Susan Lazio 

             In honor of our Racial Justice Covenant 

 

PRELUDE:     Deep River          A Spiritual 

Deep River, Piano, Op. 59, Samuel Coleridge-Taylor (1875-1912) 

Dr. Marsha Kindall-Smith, Soloist 
 

CALL to WORSHIP 

One:  We gather as God’s people prayerfully seeking to be the beloved community. 

Many: We gather aware that God has brought us this far on the way and God will  

  continue to guide us in the days to come. 

One:  We gather knowing the truth Dr. King spoke, “Faith is taking the first step even  

  when you don’t see the whole staircase.” 

Many: We gather in the light of Christ that shines bright driving out hate and  

  making room for love. 

One:  Precious Lord, take our hands in this moment of worship. 

Many: And hold our whole lives in these days.  Alleluia and Amen.   
 

OPENING HYMN   Lift Every Voice and Sing      #593 
 

Lift every voice and sing, till earth and heaven ring, ring with the harmonies of the 

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 harsh past taught us, Sing a song full of the hope 

that the present has brought us; Facing the rising sun of our new day begun, let us march 

on till victory is won. 
 

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 

people sighed?  We have come over a way that with tears has been watered, We have 

come, treading our path through the blood of the slaughter, Out from the gloomy past, till 

now we stand at last where the gleam of our bright star is cast. 
 

God of our weary years, God of our silent tears, God who has brought us thus far on the 

way; God, who by your 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 you, Lest our hearts, drunk 

with the wine of the world, forget you; Shadowed beneath your hand, may we forever 

stand, true to our God, true to our native land. 
 

*OPENING PRAYER            Prayer written by Dr. King, July 5, 1953        

O thou Eternal God, out of whose absolute power and infinite intelligence the whole 

universe has come into being. We humbly confess that we have not loved thee with our 

hearts, souls and minds and we have not loved our neighbors as You love us. We have all 

too often lived by our own selfish impulses rather than by the life of sacrificial love as 

revealed by Christ. We often give in order to receive, we love our friends and hate our 

enemies, we go the first mile but dare not travel the second, we forgive but dare not 



forget. As we look within ourselves, we are confronted with the appalling fact that the 

history of our lives is the history of an eternal revolt against thee. But thou, O God, have 

mercy upon us. Forgive us for what we could have been, but failed to be. Give us the 

intelligence to know thy will. Give us the courage to do thy will. Give us the devotion to 

love thy will. In the name and spirit of Jesus we pray. Amen. 
 

*SUNG RESPONSE  Precious Lord, Take My Hand       #472  
 

Precious Lord, take my hand, lead me on, let me stand I am tired, I am weak, I am worn; 

Through the storm, through the night, lead me on to the light: 

Take my hand, precious Lord, lead me home. 
 

When my way grows drear, precious Lord, linger near, when my life is almost gone, 

Hear me cry, hear my call, hold my hand, lest I fall: 

Take my hand, precious Lord, lead me home. 
 

When the shadows appear and the night draws near, and the day is past and gone, 

At the river I stand, guide my feet, hold my hand: 

Take my hand, precious Lord, lead me home. 
 

A POEM    He Used His Voice           written & read by Priscilla Crumel 

 

ENGAGING SCRIPTURE                           Micah 6:6-8 

Hear what the Lord says: Rise, plead your case before the mountains, and let the hills hear your 

voice. 2 Hear, you mountains, the case of the Lord; and you enduring foundations of the earth, 

for the Lord has a case against his people, and he will contend with Israel. 3 “O my people, what 

have I done to you? In what have I wearied you? Answer me! 4 For I brought you up from the 

land of Egypt and redeemed you from the house of slavery, and I sent before you Moses, Aaron, 

and Miriam. 6 “With what shall I come before the Lord and bow myself before God on high? 

Shall I come before him with burnt offerings, with calves a year old? 7 Will the Lord be pleased 

with thousands of rams, with ten thousands of rivers of oil? Shall I give my firstborn for my 

transgression, the fruit of my body for the sin of my soul?” 8 He has told you, O mortal, what is 

good, and what does the Lord require of you but to do justice and to love kindness and to walk 

humbly with your God? 

           

SERMON           Rev. Dr. Jeff Jones  

 

ANTHEM    Hymn To Freedom           Oscar Peterson 

                     

PASTORAL PRAYER and LORD’S PRAYER  

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. 
 

 

*CLOSING HYMN   We Shall Overcome                                                    #570  



 \  
We shall overcome, we shall overcome, 

we shall overcome some day: 

Oh deep in my heart, I do believe, 

we shall overcome some day. 
 

We’ll go hand in hand, we’ll go hand in hand, 

we’ll go hand in hand some day 

Oh deep in my heart, I do believe, 

we’ll go hand in hand some day. 
 

We are not afraid, we are not afraid, 

we are not afraid today; 

Oh deep in my heart, I do believe, 

we are not afraid today. 
 

Our God will see us through, our God will see us through, 

Our God will see us through some day. 

Oh deep in my heart, I do believe, 

Our God will see us through some day. 
 

The truth will make us free, the truth will make us free, 

The truth will make us free some day. 

Oh deep in my heart, I do believe. 

The truth will make us free some day. 
 

We shall live in peace, we shall live in peace, 

we shall live in peace some day. 

Oh deep in my heart, I do believe, 

we shall live in peace some day. 

 

BENEDICTION  

 

POSTLUDE:   Festival March     Michael Burkhardt 

 

Greeters:  Gregg Matthews, June Wolgemuth and Dottie Peterson 

Bus Driver:  Andre & Sandy Plette 

Liturgist:  Ellen Heath 

 

From Dr. Kindall-Smith 

When Samuel Coleridge-Taylor heard spirituals in a concert by the Fisk Jubilee Singers in 

England in 1899, he was inspired to compose Twenty-Four Negro Melodies. He said that Deep 

River was the most beautiful and touching melody of the entire series.  Dr. Marsha Kindall-

Smith earned degrees from Oberlin College, Ohio State University, and Boston University.  

 

From Judy Jones ~ Artist’s Statement - Hope…Perhaps? 

A Pandemic; Justice and Equality; Fragility of Hope 



Small weavings started as something to do during lockdown, isolation, and missing friends and 

family. Colors woven to brighten the time soon turned to Black and White.  Killings, George 

Floyd, Breonna Taylor, and Ahmaud Arbery, inequality, systemic racism, protests, “Black 

Lives Matter,” Covid 19, hospitalizations, deaths - the World seemed to be exploding.  

HEARTBREAK Where was Hope? 

I asked my interracial community, “Do you see Hope? What does it look like?”  

Their words are printed on the red frayed cotton cloth behind the weavings.  Red represents 

blood that has been shed over centuries. Cotton cloth is a reminder of the labors and injustice of 

the cotton fields. Fraying indicates how fragile Hope can be.  Where is Equality and Justice in 

all this? 

It rests in humanity Listening, shedding Tears, being called to Action, and exhibiting Peace and 

Love.  Then maybe we have Hope…..Perhaps? 

Judy Connor Jones 
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