Meditation - Leader
Raise a Child

Leader: Train-up a child in the way he should go

Response: And when he is old he will not depart from it. (Proverbs 22:6)
The Lord’s Prayer - All
Closing Hymn - All
How Great Thou Art

O Lord my God, When I in awesome wonder,

Consider all the worlds Thy Hands have made;

I see the stars, I hear the rolling thunder,

Thy power throughout the universe displayed.

Chorus: Then sings my soul, My Saviour God, to Thee,

How great Thou art, How great Thou art.

Then sings my soul, My Saviour God, to Thee,

How great Thou art, How great Thou art!

When through the woods, and forest glades I wander,

And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees.

When I look down, from lofty mountain grandeur

And see the brook, and feel the gentle breeze.

Chorus
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Invocation - Leader
"Where there is hatred in this world, 
let us bring love;
where there is injury, pardon'
where there is despair, hope;
where there is darkness, light;
and where there is sadness, joy."

May we always try to understand,
not just be understood;
hope to console, as well as to be consoled;
try to love, not just to be loved.

For it is in giving that we receive;
in serving others that we find
our deepest fulfillment;
in setting aside our focus on self
that we find the true meaning of life."
Amen

Based on a quote from Saint Francis of Assisi
Additional text by Suzanne Arlie
Opening Hymn - All
Kumbaya
Kumbaya, my Lord, kumbaya; (3x)
Oh, Lord, kumbaya.

Someone's cryin', Lord, kumbaya; (3x)
Oh, Lord, kumbaya.
Someone's prayin', Lord, kumbaya; (3x)
Oh, Lord, kumbaya.
Someone's singin', Lord, kumbaya; (3x)
Oh, Lord, kumbaya.
Kumbaya, my Lord, kumbaya; (3x)
Oh, Lord, kumbaya.

Kumbaya.
Second Hymn - All
This is my Father’s World
This is my Father's world, 

and to my listening ears 

all nature sings, and round me rings 

the music of the spheres.  

This is my Father's world:  

I rest me in the thought 

of rocks and trees, of skies and seas; 

his hand the wonders wrought.

This is my Father's world, 

the birds their carols raise, 

the morning light, the lily white, 

declare their maker's praise.  

This is my Father's world:  

he shines in all that's fair; 

in the rustling grass I hear him pass; 

he speaks to me everywhere.

This is my Father's world.  

O let me ne'er forget 

that though the wrong seems oft so strong, 

God is the ruler yet.  

This is my Father's world:  

why should my heart be sad?  

The Lord is King; let the heavens ring!  

God reigns; let the earth be glad



Train-up a child in the way he should go, and when he is old he will not depart from it.


Proverbs 22:6








