
 
 
Closing Prayer 
 
God, 
Who comes to us as Spirit, 
Who breathes the fire of passion into us, 
Who inspires us to compassion and 
courage, 
You stir up in us  
the love made known in Christ. 
You gift us with a message  
worth sharing, 
Not just as empty words,  
but in actions and deeds. 
You change the game. 
You transform us and our living. 
You work in us subtly from the inside out. 
You bring to us peace in the midst  
of the struggles and chaos of life. 
Touch us now in ways we least expect. 
Surprise us with your reality, 
And ignite our sense  
of passion and purpose, 
That we might grasp the gifts you offer 
in us, 
Take them and serve those  
who have need of them in your world.  
Bring us into your communion  
of the common good of all. 
This we pray. 
Amen. 
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Call to Worship 
 
Welcome to worship  
on this joyful Pentecost day 
The Holy Spirit colours the Church’s life: 
 
With the colour red:  
like fruit on a tree; 
With the colour red: like lips that kiss; 
 
The colour orange:  
like sunsets in the evening; 
The colour orange: like warmth in a hug; 
 
The colour yellow:  
like flowers in the breeze; 
The colour yellow: like the yolk that 
offers birth; 
 
The colour green:  
like the wild meadows; 
The colour green : like coolness and 
balm; 
 
The colour blue:  
like the endlessness of the sky; 
The colour blue: like water and 
cleansing; 
 
The colour purple:  
like hillsides of heather; 
The colour purple: the finery of majesty. 
We celebrate the gift of the Holy Spirit: 
the presence of God in our lives. 



I Dream a Church 
 
I dream of a church  
that joins in with God's laughing 
as she rocks in her rapture, enjoying her art: 
she's glad of her world,  
in its risking and growing: 
'tis the child she has borne  
and holds close to her heart. 
 
I dream of a church  
that joins in with God's weeping 
as she crouches,  
weighed down by the sorrows she sees: 
she cries for the hostile,  
the cold and no-hoping. 
for she bears in herself  
our despair and dis-ease. 
 
I dream of a church  
that joins in with God's dancing 
as she moves like the wind  
and the wave and the fire: 
a church that can pick up its skirts, 
pirouetting, 
with the steps that can signal  
God's deepest desire. 
 
I dream of a church  
that joins in with God's loving 
as she bends to embrace  
the unlovely and lost, 
a church that can free,  
by its sharing and daring, 
the imprisoned and poor,  
and then shoulder the cost. 
 
God, make us a church  
that joins in with your living, 
as you cherish and challenge,  
reign in and release, 
a church that is winsome,  
impassioned, inspiring; 
lioness of your justice  
and lamb of your peace. 
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Yes, I see! 
 
If the gospel is to be understood, 
if it is to be received as something 
which communicates the truth 
about the real human situation, 
if it is as we say ‘to make sense’, 
it has to be communicated  
in the language of those  
to whom it is addressed 
and it has to be clothed in symbols 
which are meaningful to them. 
 
And since the gospel does not come 
as a disembodied message, 
but as the message of a community 
which claims to live by it and which 
invites others to adhere to it, 
the community’s life must be so ordered 
that ‘it makes sense’ to those  
who are so invited.  
Those to whom it is addressed  
must be able to say ‘Yes I see’. 
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