
 Menston |Burley in Wharfedale             
     

31 May 2020 

 

Prayer 
Breathe on us, breath of God, as we gather across our home to worship you.  

We need your love to enfold and assure us, 

we need your power to ignite our passion, 

we need your love to set us free 

to be all that you have created us for. 

Holy God, we need you. 

Song
 

There's nothing worth more 

That will ever come close, nothing can compare 

You're our living hope, Your presence Lord 

 

I've tasted and seen, of the sweetest of loves 

Where my heart becomes free 

And my shame is undone, Your Presence Lord 

 

 

Holy Spirit, you are welcome here 

Come flood this place and fill the atmosphere 

Your Glory God is what our hearts long for 

To be overcome by your presence, Lord 

 
Prayer 

 

Remembering the days of “come, let us go to the house of the Lord” 

and the days of “praise Him in the sanctuary with strings and flute,” 

We remember most of all your gracious promise  

that you are with us in every place. 

 

Look on us with grace, we pray, 

As we gather so differently for worship - 

surrounded with cushions, flowers, dogs or cats, 

bundled in blankets with children on our laps, 

seated in the serenity of the garden on our own… 

Each home is different, each one holy, 

every place and space is filled with your spirit. 

 

Forgive all that has been exposed within us during this time of challenge and change. 

Forgive our dependence on material things, our trust in that which is temporal, 

our urge to take care of our own needs – not always relying on You, not always considering others first. 

Forgive us when we are quick to speak and easily angered, 

Forgive us when we point fingers or judge others, 

Forgive us when we are impatient or ungrateful. 

 

Fill our hearts with thanksgiving for all that you have made and provided for us, 

all that you have done for us through Jesus Christ, our Lord, 

and for the gift of your Spirit, living in us and among us. 

Fill our hearts with joy for the gift of knowing you. 

Amen 

 

 

 
 
 

                         The Methodist Church 



Song

Bless the Lord oh my soul, oh my soul 
Worship His Holy name 
Sing like never before, oh my soul 
I'll worship Your Holy name 
 
The sun comes up 
It's a new day dawning 
It's time to sing Your song again 
Whatever may pass 
And whatever lies before me 
Let me be singing 
When the evening comes 
 
Bless the Lord oh my soul… 

You're rich in love and You're slow to anger 
Your name is great and Your heart is kind 
For all Your goodness I will keep on singing 
Ten thousand reasons for my heart to find 
 
Bless the Lord oh my soul… 
 
And on that day when my strength is failing 
The end draws near and my time has come 
Still my soul will sing Your praise unending 
Ten thousand years and then forevermore 
 
Bless the Lord oh my soul… 

 
 Interactive Prayer of Intercession 

We invite you to make your own list of people or situations to pray for. 
Place your list in a prominent position in your home so that you can continue to pray throughout the week. 

 
Reading 

 

John 20: 19 - 23 

 
Sermon 

The sermon can be viewed at www.burleymethodist.org 
Alternatively, the written sermon is provided below 

 
   Meditation 
This is an hour of change. 
Within it we stand uncertain on the border of light. 
Shall we draw back or cross over? 
Where shall our hearts turn? 
Shall we draw back, my brother, my sister, or cross over? 
This is the hour of change, and within it, we stand quietly on the border of light. 
What lies before us? 
Shall we draw back, my brother, my sister, 
or cross over? 
MIshkan T’filah 

Hymn 
 

When deep despair casts out all light  
and hope is wearing thin;  
come, Spirit, dance with gentle grace,  
shine through the dullness we embrace  
and make the colours sing  
and make the colours sing.  
 
When greed dictates that children die  
and poverty holds sway;  
come, Spirit, burn as living flame,  
prompt us to act to end this shame;  
cast apathy away  
cast apathy away.  

When colour, creed, lifestyle or name  
cause groundless hate or fear;  
come, Spirit, weave a web of peace,  
that prejudice and violence cease;  
reveal God’s purpose here  
reveal God’s purpose here.  
 
When guilt and fear tear us apart  
and faith’s a bitter thing;  
come, Spirit, dance with gentle grace,  
shine through the dullness we embrace  
and make the colours sing  
and make the colours sing.

 
 

The Lord’s Prayer 
 

Blessing 
 
 

“Ten Thousand Reasons” Matt Redman 

“Holy Spirit you are welcome here” Kim Walker Smith  

“When Deep Despair Casts Out All Light” Michaela Youngson 

Words reproduced under CCLI licence # 12475 
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Sermon: Breath of God 
Wendy Walker 

 
 
There are times when we open our Bible and find the disciples on mountaintops, seated on the rocks around 
Jesus as he preaches to the crowds. There are times when we find them at lake sides and riverbanks. We can 
almost hear the cool water lapping the shore gently as we watch them set sail to the other side. And then, there 
are times when we open our Bible and find the disciples on the first day of the week, locked in a room for fear of 
their lives. Afraid. Uncertain. Anxious. Just weeks ago, they walked beside their Messiah, their friend. Crowds had 
gathered. Food was shared in multitudes. There would be none of that now. Not anymore. Jesus was gone. How 
they longed to be with him, to touch him, to hear his words, to feel his breath. 
 
It was like one of those times when we open our Bible and find that we’re not in a lush valley with spacious green 
pastures, but a desolate valley filled with dry bones. The image of dry bones is an utterance of the prophet Ezekiel. 
The Bible found Ezekiel in places of death and despair more often than not. Generations before the disciples found 
themselves in a locked room, the people of Israel had found themselves chained to one another and led away from 
their country – captured by the army of the Babylonian empire. Ezekiel was one of them.  
I wonder if he looked back over his shoulder as they marched across the desert and caught a glimpse of what was 
left of the temple, tears wetting his cheeks. Will I ever be able to sing to God in the courts of his temple again? 
 
The days turned into weeks. The weeks turned into months.  
 
God’s people got used to the new normal in the land of exile. Every now and again, with wistfulness, they would 
reminisce together. Remember when we used to walk toward our place and worship, climb the steps, enter the 
doors? Remember when we lifted our voices in song together? That was where God was (or so they thought). 
Psalm 137 captures their cry… by the rivers of Babylon, we sat and wept when we remembered Zion. How could 
they worship away from the temple? They hung their harps in the weeping willows in silence. How can we sing in 
exile? The months turned into years, the years turned into decades, in a foreign land.  
 
I wonder if you have ever been in a foreign land. Not a holiday abroad or a work assignment or an emigration, but 
spiritual exile. You’re in a foreign place when you sing the songs of God but they’re just words… when your 
prayers seem to be bounce off the ceiling… when you’re asked why you believe and you can’t give an answer… 
when it feels like God is in a place where you can’t go.  
 
The decades rolled on. Seventy years. 
 
By this time, Ezekiel was an old man. Looking out at his fellow Israelites, he sees a shadow of their former selves. 
Where he once saw life and vitality, he sees dust. Where he once saw the joy of community, he sees dry bones. 
These scatterlings of Israel had left God in the temple. Our hope is gone – they whisper from the desolation. We 
are cut off – they gasp from their heap of hopelessness. We are here, they cry, and God is there. 
Perhaps they have forgotten. God is with us in every place. 
Back to the disciples in their locked room. He is gone – they cry. We watched him ascend into heaven – they 
remind one another. We are here, they conclude, and Jesus is there. 
Perhaps they have forgotten. God is with us in every place. 
The prophet speaks God’s promise into dusty valleys and locked rooms… I will pour out my Spirit! 
And then in the valley of desolation… there is a sound of a rushing wind. The dry bones begin to rattle and shake. 
Bit by bit the bones come together. Bit by bit sinews form on the bones. One by one they are covered in skin. And 
then God breathes! God breathes into the dusty remnant of a weary people and brings new life!  
And in a room full of anxious disciples... there is a sound of rushing wind. Flames of revival begin to flicker. Words 
are spoken that have never been uttered. Ears are opened to the good news like never before. God is doing 
something new.  
God breathes into his people when we struggle to hold onto hope, whispering “I am here.” God breathes when his 
children feel far from home, cut off and exiled, when they long to sing praises in their place of worship. God whispers 
“I am with you.” God breathes with the breath that spoke the world into being, breathes with the breath that raised 
Adam from the ground, breathes with the breath that restored an army. God breathes with the breath that set the 
church on fire. 
And God breathes on you today, right where you are. God is with you. 
Will you sigh and exhale as you look over your shoulder at the way things were? Or will you look forward, let him fill 
you, breathe in and be filled? Will we let him set our hearts on fire? 
 
 

Amen 


