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PRAYERS FROM AMERICA 
A Service of Glory, Shadow and Hope 

for the Presidential Inauguration Weekend 
 

This service was originally compiled by Rev. John MacIver Gage 

for the United Christian Church of Austin for Independence Day 2016. 

 

   WE GATHER AS GOD’S PEOPLE 
  

  *Please rise, in body or in spirit, at places marked with an asterisk. 
 

PRELUDE  “Magnificat octavi toni, No. 7” Johann Pachelbel 

 

CALL TO WORSHIP (Adapted from John 14:17 and I John 4:8) Rev. Timothy Tutt 

One: God is Spirit, Truth and Love. 

All:  Let us worship and let us live in Spirit, Truth and Love. 
 

WELCOME AND ANNOUNCEMENTS   
 

*HYMN  “O God Beyond All Praising” THAXTED 
    (adjusted for inclusive language) Text: Michael Perry (1982) 

During this hymn, all children are invited to gather our Children’s Collection 
for the month then sit on the chancel steps for our Time for Children 

O God beyond all praising, we worship you today 
And sing the love amazing that songs cannot repay; 
For we can only wonder at ev’ry gift you send, 
At blessings without number and mercies without end: 
We lift our hearts before you and wait upon your word, 
We honor and adore you, our great and mighty Lord. 
 

The flow’r of earthly splendor in time must surely die, 
its fragile bloom surrender to you, the Lord most high; 
But hidden from all nature the eternal seed is sown, 
Though small in mortal stature, to heaven’s garden grown: 
For Christ who came from heaven from death has set us free, 
And we through Christ are given the final victory. 
 

Then hear, O gracious Savior, all homage we do pay, 
That we who know your favor may serve you night and day; 
And whether our tomorrows be filled with good or ill, 
We’ll triumph through our sorrows and rise to bless you still: 
To marvel at your beauty and glory in your ways, 
And make a joyful duty our sacrifice of praise. 
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   WE LISTEN FOR GOD’S WORD 
 

TIME FOR CHILDREN 
Following the Time for Children, all children are invited to Church School. 

Children ages 3-5 - Yellow Room 
Children K-2nd Grade - Red Room 

Children 3rd-5th Grades - Blue Room 

  

HYMN FOR CHILDREN “Shalom Chaverim” 

UNISON SCRIPTURE READINGS Hebrews 11:8-10, 13-16a Brian Markham 
   from the Letters of the Early Church 

All: By faith Abraham obeyed when he was called to set out for a place that he 

was to receive as an inheritance; and he set out, not knowing where he 

was going. By faith he stayed for a time in the land he had been promised, 

as in a foreign land, living in tents, as did Isaac and Jacob, who were heirs 

with him of the same promise. For he looked forward to the city that has 

foundations, whose architect and builder is God. . . .All of these died in 

faith without having received the promises, but from a distance they saw 

and greeted them. They confessed that they were strangers and foreigners 

on the earth, for people who speak in this way make it clear that they are 

seeking a homeland. If they had been thinking of the land that they had 

left behind, they would have had opportunity to return. But as it is, they 

desire a better country, that is, a heavenly one. 
 
   Jeremiah 29:4-7 Brian Markham 
   from the Hebrew Prophets 

All: Thus says the Lord of hosts, the God of Israel, to all the exiles whom I 

have sent into exile from Jerusalem to Babylon: Build houses and live in 

them; plant gardens and eat what they produce. Take wives and have sons 
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and daughters; take wives for your sons, and give your daughters in 

marriage, that they may bear sons and daughters; multiply there, and do 

not decrease. But seek the welfare of the city where I have sent you into 

exile, and pray to the Lord on its behalf, for in its welfare you will find 

your welfare. 
 

   “Prayers from America: Glory, Shadow, & Hope” 
 

Introduction 
 
I. Glory 

 

“A City Upon a Hill”   John Winthrop (1630)  Bob Musil 
Now the only way to avoid disaster and provide for our future in this land is to follow 
the counsel of the prophet Micah: to do justice, love mercy, and walk humbly with 
God. 
 

Toward this end, we must be knit together in this work as one body; We must treat 
each other with familiar affection; We must be willing to give up our excesses, in 
order to supply others what they need. We must build an amiable society together in 
all meekness, gentleness, patience, and generosity of spirit.  
 

We must delight in each other, feel for others’ conditions as our own, rejoice together, 
mourn together, labor and suffer together, always remembering the vision of our 
common mission and common life in the work—our common life as members of the 
one body. Thus we will manifest the unity of the Spirit in the bond of peace.  
 

The Lord will be our God and delight to dwell among us, as God’s own people, and 
will command a blessing upon us in everything we do, so that we will see even more 
of God’s wisdom, power, goodness, and truth than we have known before. We will 
find that the God of Israel is among us, and ten of us will be able to resist a thousand 
of our enemies. God will make us a praise and glory, that people will say of future 
settlements: “May the Lord make it like New England!”  
 

For we must consider that we will be like a city upon a hill. The eyes of all people are 
upon us… 

 

“My Country” Sarah Josepha Buell Hale (1830)  Kay Hancock 

America! my own dear land -  
O, ‘tis a lovely land to me; 
I thank my God that I was born 
Where man is free! 
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Our land- it is a glorious land -  

And wide it spreads from sea to sea -  
And sister States in Union join 
And all are free. 
 

And equal laws we all obey -  
To kings we never bend the knee -  
We may not own no Lord but God 
Where all are free. 
 

We’ve lofty hills and sunny vales 
And streams that roll to either sea -  
And through this large and varied land 
Alike we’re free. 
 

You hear the sounds of healthful toil, 
And youth’s gay shout and childhood’s glee, 
And every one in safety dwells, 
And all are free. 
 

We’re brothers all from South to North, 
One bond will draw us to agree -  
We love this country of our birth -  
We love the free -  
 

We love the name of Washington, 
I lisped it on my father’s knee-  
And we shall ne’er forget the name 
While we are free. 
 

My Land, my own dear native Land, 
Thou art a lovely land to me; 
I bless my God that I was born 
Where man is free! 

 

“The New Colossus” Emma Lazarus (1883)   
Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame, 
With conquering limbs astride from land to land; 
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand 
A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame 
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name 
Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand 
Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command 
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The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame. 

“Keep, ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries she 
With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor, 
Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free, 
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore. 

 Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me, 
 I lift my lamp beside the golden door!” 
 

*HYMN  “God of the Ages, Whose Almighty Hand” NATIONAL HYMN 
    Daniel C. Roberts (1876) 

God of the ages, whose almighty hand  
leads forth in beauty all the starry band  
of shining worlds in splendor through the skies,  
our grateful songs before thy throne arise.  
 
Thy love divine hath led us in the past;  
in this free land with thee our lot is cast;  
be thou our ruler, guardian, guide, and stay,  
thy Word our law, thy paths our chosen way.  
 
From war’s alarms, from deadly pestilence,  
be thy strong arm our ever sure defense;  

thy true religion in our hearts increase;  
thy bounteous goodness nourish us in peace.  
 
Refresh thy people on their toilsome way;  
lead us from night to never-ending day;  
fill all our lives with love and grace divine,  
and glory, laud, and praise be ever thine.  
 

II. Shadow 

 

“Let America Be America Again”  Langston Hughes (1938)  Read by George Singleton 

Let America be America again. 
Let it be the dream it used to be. 
Let it be the pioneer on the plain 
Seeking a home where he himself is free. 
 (America never was America to me.) 
Let America be the dream the dreamers dreamed - 
Let it be that great strong land of love 



 

7 

Where never kings connive nor tyrants scheme 

That any man be crushed by one above. 
 
 (It never was America to me.) 
 
O, let my land be a land where Liberty 
Is crowned with no false patriotic wreath, 
But opportunity is real, and life is free, 
Equality is in the air we breathe. 
 
 (There’s never been equality for me, 
Nor freedom in this “homeland of the free.”) 
 
Say, who are you that mumbles in the dark?  
And who are you that draws your veil across the stars? 
 
I am the poor white, fooled and pushed apart, 
I am the Negro bearing slavery’s scars. 
I am the red man driven from the land, 
I am the immigrant clutching the hope I seek - 
And finding only the same old stupid plan 
Of dog eat dog, of mighty crush the weak. 

 
I am the young man, full of strength and hope, 
Tangled in that ancient endless chain 
Of profit, power, gain, of grab the land! 
Of grab the gold! Of grab the ways of satisfying need! 
Of work the men! Of take the pay! 
Of owning everything for one’s own greed! 
 
I am the farmer, bondsman to the soil. 
I am the worker sold to the machine. 
I am the Negro, servant to you all. 
I am the people, humble, hungry, mean - 
 
Hungry yet today despite the dream. 
Beaten yet today - O, Pioneers! 
I am the man who never got ahead, 
The poorest worker bartered through the years. 
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Yet I’m the one who dreamt our basic dream 
In the Old World while still a serf of kings, 
Who dreamt a dream so strong, so brave, so true, 
That even yet its mighty daring sings 
In every brick and stone, in every furrow turned 
That’s made America the land it has become. 
O, I’m the man who sailed those early seas 
 
In search of what I meant to be my home - 
For I’m the one who left dark Ireland’s shore, 
And Poland’s plain, and England’s grassy lea, 
And torn from Black Africa’s strand I came 

To build a “homeland of the free.” 
 
The free? 
 
Who said the free? Not me? 
Surely not me? The millions on relief today? 
The millions shot down when we strike? 
The millions who have nothing for our pay? 
For all the dreams we’ve dreamed 
And all the songs we’ve sung 
And all the hopes we’ve held 
And all the flags we’ve hung, 
The millions who have nothing for our pay - 
Except the dream that’s almost dead today. 
 
O, let America be America again - 
The land that never has been yet - 
And yet must be - the land where every man is free. 
The land that’s mine - the poor man’s, Indian’s, Negro’s, ME -  
Who made America, 
Whose sweat and blood, whose faith and pain, 
Whose hand at the foundry, whose plow in the rain, 
 
Must bring back our mighty dream again. 
 
Sure, call me any ugly name you choose - 
 
The steel of freedom does not stain. 
From those who live like leeches on the people’s lives, 
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We must take back our land again, 
America! 
 
O, yes, 
I say it plain, 
America never was America to me, 
And yet I swear this oath - 
America will be! 
 
Out of the rack and ruin of our gangster death, 
The rape and rot of graft, and stealth, and lies, 
We, the people, must redeem 

The land, the mines, the plants, the rivers. 
The mountains and the endless plain - 
All, all the stretch of these great green states - 
And make America again! 
 
 

“Indian Boarding School: The Runaways” Louise Erdrich (2003) Read by Amy Prichard Tutt 
Home’s the place we head for in our sleep.    
Boxcars stumbling north in dreams 
don’t wait for us. We catch them on the run.    
The rails, old lacerations that we love,    
shoot parallel across the face and break    
just under Turtle Mountains. Riding scars 
you can’t get lost. Home is the place they cross. 
 
The lame guard strikes a match and makes the dark    
less tolerant. We watch through cracks in boards    
as the land starts rolling, rolling till it hurts    
to be here, cold in regulation clothes. 
We know the sheriff’s waiting at midrun 
to take us back. His car is dumb and warm. 
 
The highway doesn’t rock, it only hums 
like a wing of long insults. The worn-down welts    
of ancient punishments lead back and forth. 
All runaways wear dresses, long green ones, 
the color you would think shame was. We scrub    
the sidewalks down because it’s shameful work.    
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Our brushes cut the stone in watered arcs    
and in the soak frail outlines shiver clear 
a moment, things us kids pressed on the dark    
face before it hardened, pale, remembering 
delicate old injuries, the spines of names and leaves. 

 

“My Dear America” Laila Nur (2014)  Read by Elizabeth Graham 

You were the first girl I ever loved and the only home I’ve ever known.  
You showed me where to pick my flowers from then you left me there all alone.  
You said you’ve got the free world for me but that’s a globe in a gated fence.  
Then you locked me out in the streets and I swear I haven’t seen you since.  
My dear America I was in love with you.  

You broke my heart so now we’re... through.  
I don’t wanna see your face again, no. My dear America.  
You lift me up. You broke me down then you locked me up.  
Then you blame it on somebody else. Well how could you...  
My love, my love my love.  
I use to see you every weekend, we’d fall asleep on your telephone.  
Then I heard that you were creepin’. Now you won’t even return my calls.  
I read the paper just the other day. You waged a war cuz someone beat you up.  
Come to find out that was all a lie. Cause you - you started the fight first.  
My dear America I was in love with you.  
You broke my heart so now we’re... through.  
I don’t wanna see your face again, no. My dear America.  
You lift me up. You broke me down then you locked me up.  
Then you blame it on somebody else. Well how could you...  
Well I thought we had something special.  
Turns out it was nothing to you. Nothing nothing to you.  
You’ve got all these laws. But what are these laws for.  
They protect you and all of yours. But what about us.  
What about me and you. What on earth did I do.  
My momma told me “to be on top you must stand on others with a ruthless heart.”  
And you’ve always been number one. 
 

*HYMN   “This is My Song, O God of All the Nations” FINLANDIA 
This is my song, O God of all the nations, 
a song of peace for lands afar and mine; 
this is my home, the country where my heart is; 
here are my hopes, my dreams, my holy shrine: 
but other hearts in other lands are beating 
with hopes and dreams as true and high as mine. 
 



 

11 

My country’s skies are bluer than the ocean, 
and sunlight beams on cloverleaf and pine; 
but other lands have sunlight too, and clover, 
and skies are everywhere as blue as mine: 
O hear my song, thou God of all the nations, 
a song of peace for their land and for mine. 
 
This is my song, O God of all the nations, 
a prayer that peace transcends in every place; 
and yet I pray for my beloved country  -  
the reassurance of continued grace: 
God, help us find our one-ness in this body, 

in spite of differences of age and race. 
 

III. Hope 

 

“The Congressional Library” Amy Lowell (1922) portion Read by Jeanine Derr 
 The earth is a colored thing. 

See the red clays, and the umbers and salt greasy of the mountains; 
See the clustered and wandering greens of plains and hillsides, 
The leaf-greens, bush-greens, water-plant and snow-greens 
Of gardens and forests. 
See the reds of flowers - hibiscus, poppy, geranium; 
The rose-red of little flowers - may-flowers, primroses; 
The harlequin shades of sweet-peas, orchids, pansies; 
The madders, saffrons, chromes, of still waters, 
The silver and star-blues, the wine-blues of seas and oceans. 
Observe the stars at nighttime, name the color of them; 
Count and recount the hues of clouds at sunset and at dawn. 
And the colors of the races of men -  
What are they? 
And what are we? 
We, the people without a race, 

Without a language; 
Of all races, and of none; 
Of all tongues, and one imposed; 
Of all traditions and all pasts, 
With no tradition and no past. 
A patchwork and an altar-piece, 
Vague as sea-mist, 
Myriad as forest-trees, 
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Living into a present, 
Building a future. 
Our color is the vari-colored world. 
No colors clash, 
All clash and change, 
And, in changing, new colors come and go and dominate and remain, 
And no one shall say which remain, 
Since those that have vanished return, 
And those no man has seen take the light and are. 
Where else in all America are we so symbolized 
As in this hall? 
White columns polished like glass, 
A dome and a dome, 
A balcony and a balcony, 
Stairs and the balustrades to them, 
Yellow marble and red slabs of it, 
All mounting, spearing, flying into color. 
Color round the dome and up to it, 
Color curving, kite-flying, to the second dome, 
Light, dropping, pitching down upon the color, 
Arrow-falling upon the glass-bright pillars, 

Mingled colors spinning into a shape of white pillars, 
Fusing, cooling, into balanced shafts of shrill and interthronging light. 
This is America, 
This vast, confused beauty, 
This staring, restless speed of loveliness, 
Mighty, overwhelming, crude, of all forms, 
Making grandeur out of profusion, 
Afraid of no incongruities, 
Sublime in its audacity, 
Bizarre breaker of moulds, 
Laughing with strength, 
Charging down on the past, 
Glorious and conquering, 
Destroyer, builder, 
Invincible pith and marrow of the world, 
An old world remaking, 
Whirling into the no-world of all-colored light. 
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“One Today” Richard Blanco (2013)  Read by Tim Tutt 
One sun rose on us today, kindled over our shores,  
peeking over the Smokies, greeting the faces 
of the Great Lakes, spreading a simple truth 
across the Great Plains, then charging across the Rockies. 
One light, waking up rooftops, under each one, a story 
told by our silent gestures moving across windows. 
My face, your face, millions of faces in morning’s mirrors,  
each one yawning to life, crescendoing into our day:  
pencil-yellow school buses, the rhythm of traffic lights,  
fruit stands: apples, limes, and oranges arrayed like rainbows 
begging our praise. Silver trucks heavy with oil or paper -  
bricks or milk, teeming over highways alongside us,  
on our way to clean tables, read ledgers, or save lives -  
to teach geometry, or ring up groceries as my mother did 
for twenty years, so I could write this poem for all of us today. 
All of us as vital as the one light we move through,  
the same light on blackboards with lessons for the day:  
equations to solve, history to question, or atoms imagined,  
the ‘I have a dream’ we all keep dreaming,  
or the impossible vocabulary of sorrow that won’t explain 
the empty desks of twenty children marked absent 
today, and forever. Many prayers, but one light 
breathing color into stained glass windows,  
life into the faces of bronze statues, warmth 
onto the steps of our museums and park benches 
as mothers watch children slide into the day. 
One ground. Our ground, rooting us to every stalk 
of corn, every head of wheat sown by sweat 
and hands, hands gleaning coal or planting windmills 
in deserts and hilltops that keep us warm, hands 
digging trenches, routing pipes and cables, hands 
as worn as my father’s cutting sugarcane 
so my brother and I could have books and shoes. 
The dust of farms and deserts, cities and plains 
mingled by one wind - our breath. Breathe. Hear it 
through the day’s gorgeous din of honking cabs,  
buses launching down avenues, the symphony 
of footsteps, guitars, and screeching subways,  
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the unexpected song bird on your clothes line. 
Hear: squeaky playground swings, trains whistling,  
or whispers across cafe tables, Hear: the doors we open 
each day for each other, saying: hello, shalom, buon giorno, howdy, namaste,  
   or buenos días 
in the language my mother taught me - in every language 
spoken into one wind carrying our lives 
without prejudice, as these words break from my lips. 
One sky: since the Appalachians and Sierras claimed 
their majesty, and the Mississippi and Colorado worked 
their way to the sea. Thank the work of our hands:  
weaving steel into bridges, finishing one more report 
for the boss on time, stitching another wound 
or uniform, the first brush stroke on a portrait,  
or the last floor on the Freedom Tower 
jutting into the sky that yields to our resilience. 
One sky, toward which we sometimes lift our eyes 
tired from work: some days guessing at the weather 
of our lives, some days giving thanks for a love 
that loves you back, sometimes praising a mother 
who knew how to give, or forgiving a father 

who couldn’t give what you wanted. 
We head home: through the gloss of rain or weight 
of snow, or the plum blush of dusk, but always, always - home,  
always under one sky, our sky. And always one moon 
like a silent drum tapping on every rooftop 
and every window, of one country - all of us -  
facing the stars 
hope - a new constellation 
waiting for us to map it,  
waiting for us to name it - together. 
 

*Hymn  “God of Eagles, God of Sparrows” BEACH SPRING 
   Dosia Carlson (1976) 

God of eagles, God of sparrows, 
soaring spirit, earthly guide, 
help our nation know true greatness, 
free from all-consuming pride. 
Strengthen us for global duties 
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sharing progress that is just; 
like the eagle may we venture, 
like the sparrow may we trust. 
 
God of valleys, God of mountains, 
comrade in our depths and heights, 
speak through all our civic leaders 
who would nurture human rights. 
May they know your daily presence 
and affirm your ageless deeds; 
through dark valleys may they follow, 
up steep mountains where love leads. 
 
God in victory, God in failure, 
steadfast through each tribal test, 
save us from our shabby idols, 
show us that your way is best. 
Better than the lure of power, 
better than the lust for fame; 
so in failure may we praise you, 
and in victory bless your name. 

 

   WE SHARE OUR PRAYERS 
 

A LITANY FOR THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA   Rev. Tutt 
One: O God our Sovereign, bless our land, that we may be a people at peace among 

ourselves, living together justly, and a blessing to other nations of the earth. 

All: O God, keep this nation under your care. 
One: Help us to face the past with courage, to confess where we have fallen short as 

well as celebrate where we have triumphed, so together we may face the present 
with wisdom and the future with hope. 

All: In your truth and grace, O God. 
One: Bless also the leaders of our land: To all who have executive authority and to all 

who have administrative authority, grant wisdom and grace in the exercise of 
their duties. 

All: Give grace to your servants, O God. 
One: To those who make our laws give courage, wisdom, and foresight to provide for 

the needs of all our people, and to fulfill our obligations in the community of 
nations. 
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All: Give grace to your servants, O God. 
One: To the judges and officers of our courts give understanding and integrity, that 

human rights may be safeguarded and justice served. 

All: Give grace to your servants, O God. 
One: And finally, teach us to accept our responsibilities to all the members of our 

communities, that those who are afforded the right may elect trustworthy leaders, 
that we may all hold those leaders to a high standard and critique them when 
they fall short, and so altogether may we make wise decisions for the well-being 
of our society; that we may serve you faithfully in our generation and honor your 
holy name.  

All: We look to you above every human authority, O God, for yours is the 

kingdom and the power and the glory, forever and ever. Amen. 
 

TIME OF SILENT PRAYER AND MEDITATION 
 

PRAYER OF OUR SAVIOR  
   Feel free to pray in the words or language of your tradition. 
  Alternative titles for God include: Mother, Loving Parent, Creator . . . 
 

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. 

 

  WE RESPOND TO GOD’S GOOD WORD 
 

CALL TO OFFERING    Rev. Tutt 

 

OFFERTORY   “God of a Universe” Wilbur Held 

   Sam Baltimore, bass Text: Katherine L. Aller (1944)  
    adapted for inclusive language 

God of a universe within whose bounds 
Thy vast creation moves in ordered space; 
We of a nation born in faith and wounds, 
We seek from thee our true appointed place. 
 
Within thy purpose, through the ages’ span, 
We would discern our country’s destined role: 
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In all our councils, brothers sisters all, 
We would obey the law of love’s control. 
 
By all the grief our strife with others entails, 
By all the woe that stalks oppression’s train, 
By thy great sacrifice which still prevails, 
Free us from lust for all unworthy gain. 
 
So shall we deal in justice like to thine; 
So shall the love of mercy light our land, 
Marking the footprints of the Love Divine, 
Where we walk humbly guided by thy hand. 
 
Lead us into the light that shines from thee  
For humankind; for never shall it fulfill 
Its pure effulgence till we all are free 
Free through the truth which is the eternal will. 

 

 *DOXOLOGY    LASST UNS ERFREUEN 

Praise God from whom all blessings flow: 

Praise God all creatures here below; Alleluia! Alleluia!  

Praise God for all that love has done; 

Creator, Christ, and Spirit, One. 

Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 

*PRAYER OF  DEDICATION  Rev. Tutt 

 

  WE GO FORTH INTO GOD’S WORLD 
 

CLOSING HYMN “America the Beautiful” MATERNA 
    v.1 & 2, Katharine Lee Bates (1911);  
    v.3 & 4, Miriam Theres Winter (1993) 

All: O beautiful for spacious skies, 

 For amber waves of grain, 

 For purple mountain majesties 

 Above the fruited plain! 

 America! America! 

 God shed His grace on thee 

 And crown thy good with brotherhood 

 From sea to shining sea! 
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All: O beautiful for heroes proved 

 In liberating strife, 

 Who more than self their country loved 

 And mercy more than life! 

 America! America! 

 May God thy gold refine, 

 Till all success be nobleness, 

 And every gain divine! 
 
Solo: How beautiful, sincere lament,  
 the wisdom born of tears,  
 the courage called for to repent  
 the bloodshed through the years.  
 America! America!  
 God grant that we may be  
 a nation blessed, with none oppressed,  
 true land of liberty. 
 
Choir: Indigenous and immigrant,  
 our daughters and our sons:  
 O may we never rest content  
 till all are truly one.  
 America! America!  
 God grant that we may be 
 a sisterhood and brotherhood 
 from sea to shining sea.  
 

*All: O beautiful for spacious skies, 

 For amber waves of grain, 

 For purple mountain majesties 

 Above the fruited plain! 

 America! America! 

 God shed His grace on thee 

 And crown thy good with brotherhood 

 From sea to shining sea! 

 

*BENEDICTION AND PASSING OF THE PEACE 
  

POSTLUDE  “Magnificat octavi toni, No. 8” Johann Pachelbel 
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Welcome to Westmoreland 
 

Welcome, guests!  Please sign the Guest Register in the Narthex and/or the Friendship Register 
in the pew.  Join us for Coffee Hour downstairs in the Social Hall.  A “quiet” room to the back 
right of the Sanctuary has personal sound amplifiers, water and cups, cushions and a phone for 
emergency calls. Large-print bulletins are available from the ushers. Diaper-changing facilities 
are in the accessible bathroom on the Social Hall level and in the nursery in the hallway behind 
the Sanctuary. Restrooms are available in the hallway behind the Sanctuary and the hallway 
behind the Social Hall on the lower level. 

TEXTS AND AUTHORS 

 
“A City Upon a Hill” (1630):  John Winthrop (1587-1639) served as governor of the Massachusetts 

Bay Colony for 12 of the colony’s first 20 years. He used this phrase from the Sermon on the Mount 

(Matthew 5:15) to describe the Puritan colony’s potential.  
 

“My Country” (1830):  Sarah Josepha Buell Hale (1788-1879) was a leading light of New England 

literary life, a critic of slavery (she advocated repatriation of formerly enslaved persons to Libera), 

and the chief advocate of making Thanksigiving a national holiday.   
 

“The New Colossus” (1883):  Emma Lazarus (1849-1887), born into an American Jewish family in 

New York, became an advocate for Jewish refugees escaping persecution. This sonnet was placed on 

the pedestal of the State of Liberty in 1903. 
 

“Let America Be America” (1938):  Langston Hughes (1902-1967) was an African-American 

author, social activist, and leader of the Harlem Renaissance. His work, like this poem, illustrates the 

challenges facing the Black community and all working-class people in the United States. 
 

“Indian Boarding School: The Runaways” (2003):  Louise Erdrich (1954-), is an acclaimed Objiwe 

author and member of the Turtle Mountain Band of Chippewa Indians. She was named a finalist for 

the Pulitzer Prize for Fiction in 2009 and won the National Book Award for Fiction in 2012. 
 

“My Dear America” (2014):  Young singer-songwriter Laila Nur was born in New York City, as 

she says, poor, African-American, and Sunni Muslim. She now lives in North Carolina, where she is 

also an out lesbian and activist.   
 

“The Congressional Library” (1922):  Amy Lowell (1874-1925), born into a prominent Boston 

family who did not allow her to attend college, so she fell in love with books and became an 

acclaimed poet. She was awarded the Pulitzer Prize posthumously.  
 

“One Today” (2013):  Richard Blanco (1968- ) debuted this poem at President Obama’s second 

inauguration, making him the first immigrant, first Latino (Cuban-American), first openly gay 

person, and the youngest person to be the U.S. inaugural poet.  
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Worship Schedule 
Nursery Care is available from 9:00am-noon for children through age 2 
 

9:00am Groups for Everyone 
Pre-school - 5th grade Children’s Music, Mabry Room 
Grade 6-12 Discussion, Youth Lounge (upper level of the Church) 
Adults The Shout! Finding the Prophetic Voice in Unexpected Places, Library  
Chancel Choir Rehearsal Sanctuary 

 

10:00am Worship, Sanctuary 
Church School (begins after the Time for Children in worship) 

Children ages 3 - 5 Yellow Classroom 
Children K - 2nd Grade Red Classroom 
Children in 3rd - 5th Grade Blue Room  

Youth 6th - 12th grade who are not in the Confirmation Class are invited to take part in worship. 
 

11:00am 
Fellowship Hour 

New Adult Study - The Pastor’s Class 
 

You are invited to join me in the Library at 9:00 every Sunday morning. As you may know I have 
begun a doctoral program Wesley Seminary, focusing on how the church engages (or not) in public 
life. I will lead this class based on material I am reading in my program. Each week I will bring a 
paragraph, an idea, or an article for discussion. Your job is to show up with your best ideas. (I will also 
make sure we have good coffee and tea. Feel free to bring snacks.) I am calling this The Pastor’s 
Class, until we come up with a better name. I hope you will join me.                          – Tim Tutt  

Prayer and Care  
 

Remember friends and family with kindness and prayer: Jojo, Yonce and Cole Shelton as they grieve 
the death of Tom Mikes (Jojo’s father); Selfie Pastora’s grandmother; Dany Darolle (Sophie Toujas’ 
mother); Gladys Johnson (Ron Johnson’s mother); Bob and Linda Maddox; Gates (friend of Sally 
Smith); Celso Heredia; Danielle Valenzuela (cousin of Mary Ann Bernald); Ashley (friend of Sarah 
Frye); David Alekel (D. Lee Alekel’s brother); Charlotte Royalty (friend of Doug Gaddis); Martha 
Lyman (mother of Barbara Varangis); Paula Doyle (Damien Doyle’s mother); Roger Leonard (brother 
of Jean Lutterman); Mary Alice (friend of Sue Kirk); Sylvia Gubach (friend of Jeri Watson); Dick 
Marsh; Elaine Kennedy (friend of the Christo family); Frances Stickles; Frank Carlman (friend of Gary 
Walbridge); Lane, Meg and Scarlett Garman (friends of Lisa Holloway); Mike Billing (Amy O’Malley’s 
father); Amy O’Malley’s aunt Connie; Don Driemeier; Anne Favo (friend of Jeri Watson); Bob Springer 
(Laurie Moore’s brother); Dottie Slater.  If you know of someone needing support, a visit, a call, a 
note, a prayer, please contact the church office. New items this week listed in bold. 
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January Children’s Collection 
Diapers for Interfaith Works 
 

Please donate baby diapers of all sizes for 
clients of Interfaith Works.  Interfaith Works 
is a coalition of more than 165 congregations, 
working together to meet the needs of the 
poor and homeless in Montgomery County.   
Interfaith Works programs shelter, clothe, 
and feed our neighbors and provide 
supportive services with the goal of helping 
them achieve self-sufficiency.   
Westmoreland Church is one of the founding 
congregations of Interfaith Works.   

Potluck Dinner and Discussion 
Hosted by the Men’s Group 
Tuesday, January 31, 6:30pm, Parlor, 
 

Westmorelander Jim Thurber will discuss the 
transition and the first 100 days of the Trump 
Administration.  All are welcome. 
 

RSVP please to  John Edie at 
johnedie66@gmail.com  

Sandwich Making for Martha’s Table 
Tuesday, January 31, 10:00am, Kitchen 
 

All hands on deck on Tuesday morning, in the 
Westmoreland Church kitchen for Martha’s Table 
sandwich making. First-timers, children and 
grandchildren welcome. With enough help, it does 
not take much more than an hour. Questions? 301-229
-7736. Sponsored by the Briggs Center for Faith and 
Action. 

Westmoreland’s StillReading” Book Group 
Sunday, February 19, 4:30-6:00pm , Parlor 
 

We will discuss “The Marriage Plot” by Jeffrey Eugenides.  Madeleine Hanna is 
writing her senior thesis on Jane Austen and George Eliot, celebrated for their 
traditional “marriage plot” novels, while encountering love in real life through 
relationships with the bipolar philosophy/biology major Leonard and the 
religion major (and incipient minister?) Mitchell—all within the anti-traditional 
environment of Brown University in the 1980s.  Please join us for discussion 
and snacks! 

Leadership Retreat + Potluck 
Tonight, 5:00-8:00pm, Social Hall 
 

Members of Westmoreland Boards and Committees 
are invited to a potluck supper and meeting tonight, 
in the Social Hall.  look forward to working with you 
and hope you can make it tonight  Please feel free to 
contact me at 202-431-3088 or by email at 
gary.walbridge@marriott.com if you need anything 
before the event.  
 
  --Gary Walbridge, Moderator 
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Congregational Meeting Next Sunday 
January 29 - Following Worship 

Action in Montgomery Meeting 
Thursday, February 9, 7:00-9:00pm 
Silver Spring United Methodist Church 
 
Join AIM and the Montgomery Housing Alliance for our Public Aaction with the 
County Executive and County Council members. Join leaders from schools and 
congregations to launch our 2017 Listening Campaign and to hold our elected 
officials accountable to putting our values into out County's budget: 
 

 Dream Academy,  high quality after-school programming in high poverty elementary schools. 

 Housing that is affordable and dignified for all. 
 
The Action will take place at Silver Spring United Methodist Church at 8900 Georgia Ave in Silver 
Spring. Children are welcome. Contact Westmorelander Jeff Eagan (jeff.eagan@verizon.net), or 
Nancy Van Meter (nvanmeter5@gmail.com) for more information.  

‘History Writ with Lightning': A Forum on Race in American Film 
Featuring author Greg Garrett 
Wednesday, January 25, 7:00-8:30pm, Parlor of Westmoreland Church 
 
As we approach the 2017 Academy Awards, last year's #oscarssowhite 
controversy continues to resonate because movies have a long history of 
ignoring or imperfectly representing people of color. In this way, they are 
emblematic of the larger culture. Join us for an evening of conversation about 
film, race, and faith with Dr. Greg Garrett, “one of America's leading voices on 
religion and culture” (BBC Radio). Greg is currently at work on a book on race 
and film, and on a race and film initiative with the National Cathedral. He is the 
author of over twenty books (including critically-acclaimed works on film, 
popular culture, religion, and politics), Professor of English at Baylor University, 
and a licensed lay preacher in the Episcopal Church.  Greg Garrett 
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CR ~ Choir Room 
K ~ Kitchen 
L ~ Library 
MR ~ Mabry Room 
N ~ Nursery 
P ~ Parlor 
S ~ Sanctuary 

SH ~ Social Hall 
YL ~ Youth Lounge 
RED ~ Red Class 
BLUE ~ Blue Class 
YELLOW ~ Yellow Class 
QR ~ Quiet Room 
CC ~ Children’s Center 

This calendar does not reflect the contracted 

use of our building by the Washington 

Conservatory of Music. Contact Mimi Miller 

to schedule a room. 

Sunday, 22 January 2017   
9:00 AM Adult Study-The Pastor's Class L 
 Chancel Choir Warm-up S 
 Child Care through Age 2 N 
 Children's Music Age 3-Grade 5 MR 
 Youth Class-Grades 6-12 YL 

10:00 AM Worship Service S 
 Church School: Ages 3-5 Yellow 
 Church School: Grades 4-5 Blue 
 Church School: Grades K-2 Red 
 Confirmation Class YL 
11:30 AM Fellowship Hour SH 
 Fellowship of the Ringers Rehearsal MR 
12:15 PM JuBELLation Ringers Rehearsal MR 
2:00 PM Conservatory Recital S 
5:00 PM Leadership Retreat and Potluck SH 
 
Monday, 23 January 2017   
12:00 PM ACOA Meeting MR 
 
Tuesday, 24 January 2017   
11:00 AM Staff Planning Session L 
7:30 PM Women's AA Meeting MR 
 
Wednesday, 25 January 2017   
9:30 AM ESL Classes Whole Bldg. 
12:00 PM ALANON Meeting MR 
7:00 PM A Forum on Race in American Film P 
 

Thursday, 26 January 2017   
9:30 AM ESL Classes Whole Bldg. 
8:00 PM Festival Choir Rehearsal CR 
9:00 PM Chancel Choir Rehearsal CR 
 
Friday, 27 January 2017   
12:00 PM ALANON Meeting MR 
8:30 PM AA Meeting MR 
 
Saturday, 28 January 2017   
9:30 AM Yogab MR 
12:00 PM Memorial Service S, P, Sh 
 
Sunday, 29 January 2017   
9:00 AM Adult Study-The Pastor's Class L 
 Chancel Choir Warm-up S 
 Child Care through Age 2 N 
 Children's Music Age 3-Grade 5 MR 
 Youth Class-Grades 6-12 YL 

10:00 AM Worship Service S 
 Church School: Ages 3-5 Yellow 
 Church School: Grades 4-5 Blue 
 Church School: Grades K-2 Red 
11:30 AM Annual Meeting SH 
 Fellowship Hour SH 
 Fellowship of the Ringers Rehearsal MR 
12:15 PM JuBELLation Ringers Rehearsal MR 

Church Calendar 

Bulletin Cover is “Requiem for Mother Emanuel #8” painted by South Carolina artist and professor Leo Twiggs. 



 

 

Westmoreland Congregational United Church of Christ 
1 Westmoreland Circle, Bethesda, Maryland20816 
301-229-7766 

www.westmorelanducc.org 

The Westmoreland Sanctuary has a 
hearing loop installed. The hearing 
loop provides a wireless signal that is 
picked up by the hearing aid when it 
is set to ‘T’ (Telecoil) setting. 

Flowers 
Rick and Peggy Alfonso 

 

Acolytes 
Michael Hallward-Driemeier and Mary-Austin Tutt 

 
Ushers for January 

Sally and Edison Dick; Judy and John Cooper; John Graves;  
Susan and Stephen Langley; Pat Nelson; Nancy Van Meter and Jeff Egan  

 

Governance Council 
Gary Walbridge (Moderator); Trey Holloway (Moderator Elect); Mary Hallward-Driemeier; 

Lori Mosher; Casey Fannon; Mary Grossnick; Jan Lilja; George Singleton; 
Alexis Kassim (ex officio as Minister); Tim Tutt (ex officio as Minister). 

 

Board and Committee Chairpersons 
Greg Perla and Beth Hayes (Personnel); Mike Weber (Treasurer);  

George Christo and John Timmer (Finance); Roy Grossnick and Jerry Smith (Property);  
Jane Williams (Spiritual Formation); Caryn McTighe Musil (Social Justice & Action);  
Andrew Hallward-Driemeier (Deacons); Keller Staley (Membership & Fellowship);  

Pat Nelson (Community Care); Nancy Van Meter (Volunteer Corps); Judy Fogt (Flower Committee) 
   

Westmoreland Staff 
Rev. Timothy Tutt 
Senior Minister 
timtutt@westmorelanducc.org 
  

Rev. Alexis Kassim 
Associate Minister 
alexis@westmorelanducc.org 
  

Mr. Alec Davis 
Director of Music/Organist 
adavis@westmorelanducc.org 
  

Ms. Janet Moyer 
Membership Coordinator 
jmoyer@westmorelanducc.org 

Ms. Amy Prichard Tutt 
Children’s Choir Director 
amyptutt@yahoo.com 
  

Ms. Mimi Miller 
Church Administrator/
Communications Manager 
mmiller@westmorelanducc.org 
  

Mr. Adam Barth 
Student Pastor 
huskers-1@hotmail.com 
  

Mr. Martell Galloway 
2nd Floor Custodian 
mgalloway@westmorelanducc.org 

Mr. Farid Beltran 
Property Consultant 
fbeltran@westmorelanducc.org 
  

Mr. Yonce Shelton 
Volunteer Corps Counselor 
yonceshelton@gmail.com 
  

Ms. Maricela Manzano and 
Lorianne Lopez  
Childcare Provider 
  

Ms. Patricia Davalos and  
Mr. Alex Nunez 
3rd Floor Custodians 


