
Order of Worship 
February 7, 2021 
 
Prelude (Simon) 
 
Call to Worship/Invocation/The Lord’s Prayer (Carleen) 
 
Hymn 81, Glorious Things of Thee Are Spoken 
 
Welcome and Announcements (Carleen) 
 
Scripture: 
 
Psalm 137: 1-6 
 
By the rivers of Babylon— 
    there we sat down and there we wept 
    when we remembered Zion. 
2 On the willows[a] there 
    we hung up our harps. 
3 For there our captors 
    asked us for songs, 
and our tormentors asked for mirth, saying, 
    “Sing us one of the songs of Zion!” 
4 How could we sing the Lord’s song 
    in a foreign land? 
5 If I forget you, O Jerusalem, 
    let my right hand wither! 
6 Let my tongue cling to the roof of my mouth, 
    if I do not remember you, 
if I do not set Jerusalem 
    above my highest joy. 
 
(Then to be read again, with some key substitutions) 
 
By the rivers of America – the Housatonic and the Thames, the Connecticut and the Lieutenant –  
There we sat down and there we wept 
When we remembered Kongo, when we remembered Guinea, when we remembered Dahomey. 
On the elms and the maples, 
There we hung up our fiddles and guitars. 
For there our captors 
Asked us for songs, 
And our tormentors asked for mirth, saying, 
“Sing us the minstrel songs, sing us the songs of Africa.” 
How could we sing the songs of our ancestors, of the spirits, 
In this foreign land? 



If I forget you, land of the Yoruba, 
Let my hands wither. 
Let me go thirsty, as in a drought,  
If I do not remember you, O Guinea, 
If I do not set you, Kongo, 
Above my highest joy. 
 
Pastoral Prayer (Laura) 
 
Invitation to the Offering (Laura) 
 
Music: Deep River, sung by Lisa Williamson 
 
Prayer after the Offering (Laura) 
 
Sermon: Wheels of Justice: Stories from the Deep North, Part III  
 
Song: Kongo Ede’m Priye (Kongo Help Me Pray), RAM Haiti 
 
 Kongo, kongo, kongo help me pray. 
 I don’t have a mother, I don’t have a father. 
 Kongo, help me pray. 
 
Benediction (Steve) 
 
Benediction Response/Exit Music: The Maker, by Daniel Lanois 
 
Oh, oh deep water, black and cold like the night 
I stand with arms wide open, 
I've run a twisted line 
I'm a stranger in the eyes of the Maker 
 
I could not see for the fog in my eyes 
I could not feel for the fear in my life 
And from across the great divide, In the distance I saw a light 
Jean Baptiste's walking to me with the Maker 
 
My body is bent and broken by long and dangerous sleep 
I can't work the fields of Abraham and turn my head away 
I'm not a stranger in the hands of the Maker 
 
Brother John, have you seen the homeless daughters 
Standing there with broken wings 
I have seen the flaming swords 
There over east of Eden 



Burning in the eyes of the Maker 
Burning in the eyes of the Maker 
Burning in the eyes of the Maker 
 
Oh, river rise from your sleep 
 


