	Day
	11th Sunday after Pentecost             August 9, 2015               Year B



	Colour
	Green

	Scripture Readings
	2 Samuel 18:5-9, 15, 31-33 or 1 Kings 19:4-8; Psalm 130 or 

Psalm 34:1-8; Ephesians 4:25 - 5:2; John 6:35, 41-51



	Hymns
	459 – O servants of God

355 – Light of the minds that know him

668 – Give us this day our daily bread

651 – Guide me, O thou great Redeemer



	Adoration

Confession

Silence

Assurance of Forgiveness
	Giving and holy God, 

you are the source of all things:

you are the bread of life and

your care and providence is beyond measure.

You are present in all situations: the large and small;

your majesty is infinite.

Your love is wider than all the universe, 

and your loving-kindness is greater than the heights of heaven.

And so we gather to offer you our praise, 

our adoration, 

our lives and

the best that we have 

in response to your goodness.

Your graciousness is beyond measure and so we approach you with confidence and confess our sins before you and one another:

God of compassion, 

you promise forgiveness and new life.  

But we confess that we are in love with our old ways, 


with bitterness that we nourish, 

and anger that holds us hostage.  

Forgive us and 

free us from the captivity of the past, 

help us amend who we are 

and direct who we called to be.


Amen

God who is tenderhearted and gracious to all

and has forgiven you in Christ; 

be kind, be imitators of God 

and forgive as God 

has forgiven you.  

	Prayer for Understanding
	Source of all wisdom, insight and understanding,

in the midst of many distractions,  focus us on you.

In the midst of the many choices that we encounter, show us your will.

In the midst of the many competing voices, attune our ears to hear your word clearly.

In the name of Jesus our teacher and savior, we pray. 

Amen



	Prayer of Thanksgiving and Intercession (Prayers of the People)
	Almighty and loving God, you promised to be with us always. In hope and humility we approach you with our prayers.

Your church is too much divided by squabbling and we, your disciples, easily and often put more energy into parsing our differences than into celebrating that your grace comes to so many diverse situations and people.  Remake your church continually so that it is a place of peace, a place of sanctuary, a place of love, and a place of hope.

Heal families that are divided by old hurts; 

friendships that have ended because of misunderstandings, jealousy, and unkind words;

relationships that are hurt by betrayal or bitterness.  

Help us to create relationships that are safe, caring, and reflections of the love and acceptance you give to all.

We pray for those with whom we work, 

those who have too many responsibilities and commitments, 

those who do not have enough work, 

and who find the hours long and future precarious, 

and for those who have been made to feel that that their labour has no worth or dignity. 

Our world does not reflect your politics, 

your provision, 

or your generosity:

too people go without adequate or sufficient 

food to eat or  water to drink;

too many live without loving relationships;

too many live on the margins of society without housing or freedom.

Move us to help build your kingdom in this world and let it be done to your glory.

Hear our prayers in silence for the people and situations that are near to our hearts…

We pray now together in the words that Jesus taught; 

Our Father…



	Devotion from PCC Bulletins
	Every time I come to The Table, and sometimes when I come to my own table, I remember two conversations. Both were with little people.

It was long before “Children at The Lord’s Table” was a discussion in my little home congregation and I was sitting in worship with my three-year-old niece. It was Communion Sunday. As the invitation was offered to receive communion, she looked at me and asked, “Can I have bread? I love Jesus.”  hen the plate was passed, she indeed had bread. She had several pieces. As many as a little three-year-old hand could hold.

I never received communion again without thinking of that moment.

Several years later, I was sitting in another church with another seat-full of little people. Again, The Table was made ready. There was bread. Everyone was preparing to receive but perhaps none more so than the little one next to me.  With a tug at my arm and a loud whisper in my ear, my little friend spoke his words of truth. “I am so hungry for bread.”

So now, when I come to the Table and sometimes to my own table, these two stories are recalled and because of them I understand a little more about Jesus being the Living Bread.

“I love Jesus”

“I am so hungry for Bread.”

Audrey Cameron lives, one day at a time, in East River St Mary's, NS.



