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In the Garden

For the beauty of the earth...
Christ, our God, to you we raise
this our sacrifice of praise
F.S. Pierpoint

WORDS OF WELOCOME
Friends, good morning and welcome to Worship
Last week, Mary put a beautiful message on our chat board saying,
“It has been great to see the ’church family’ grow over lockdown.
It is, she writes, so important to keep connected.”
Two replies came in quickly,
The first said:
“It is lovely, Mary”
And the other said,
“It is indeed. We give thanks to God and pray we continue to flourish as
a church family.”
What’s that saying about, “From little acorns, great big oak trees grow!”
To each and everyone of our church family, wherever you are,
In the north, in the south, in the east or in the west,
I extend a warm and sincere word of welcome
Along with a word of thanks to you all.
Our theme today is about “The Garden”
How nicely this ties in to: “Growing, flourishing,
and indeed to staying connected.”

As we begin to think about Gardens, it’s interesting to note that the
THREE most important events in the Bible took place in a garden:
In the very first book of the Bible (Genesis) we read about the first
garden God made. This garden was called the Garden of Eden.
But the Garden of Eden is not the only garden that we can read about
in the Bible.
The Garden of Gethsemane was the place where Jesus went to pray
after he had eaten the last Supper with his friends. It was in this garden
that Judas kissed Jesus and betrayed him to his enemies.
After the death of Jesus on the Cross on Good Friday, his friends asked
if they could take his body do they could bury it. They took Jesus to the
tomb in the Garden of Joseph of Arimathea.
It was in this garden that Mary Magdalene became the first person to
see that Jesus had been raised from the dead.
Gardens are much more than a place for nature to blossom and grow.
They are much more than a place of relaxation and human activity.
In the Bible, we discover that the Garden is a sacred space.
It is not only a place of divine provision and human labour, but also a
place of moral teaching and radical choice.
Today, as a flourishing church family, we stroll through the gardens.
CALL TO WORSHIP
Blessed are those whose delight is in the law of the Lord. They are like
trees planted by streams of water, which yield fruit in season .” Psalm 1

PRAYER and The Lord’s Prayer
Thank you, Lord God,
for every single member of our “church family”
Thank you for every single thing they bring to our lives,
to our worship, and indeed to our wellbeing.
Thank you for the conversations shared,
the pictures and quizzes, the stories,
and the warm words of encouragement
all of which helps our faith to grow and flourish
like trees planted by streams of water
yielding good fruit in season.
Thank you God, for our strong roots,
our growing shoots, our blossoming faith
and the fruits of our labours
all undertaken, faithfully, in the power of your Holy Spirit
and in the name of Jesus Christ our Lord
who taught us when we pray together to say:,
Our Father… Amen
Amen

HYMN: CH4: 137
All things bright and beautiful
All creatures great and small
All things wise and wonderful
The Lord God made them all
Each little flower that opens
Each little bird that sings
He made their glowing colours
He made their tiny wings
The purple-headed mountain
The river running by
The sunset, and the morning
That brightens up the sky
The cold wind in the winter
The pleasant summer sun
The ripe fruits in the garden
He made them every one
He gave us eyes to see them
And lips that we might tell
How great is God Almighty
Who has made all things well
Cecil Frances Alexander
(1818-1895)

The Story Behind Two Hymns that speak of Creation
All Things Bright And Beautiful Written by Cecil Frances Alexander
Mrs Cecil Frances Alexander (1818-18955) was married to a clergyman,
who became primate of all Ireland. Both of them were prolific writers of
poetry. Cecil became the chief writer of hymns in the nineteenth
century. Of the 400 hymns, several were written to explain the meaning
of the phrases from the Apostles’ Creed.
The hymn: “All things bright and beautiful” explains in language children
can understand the Creeds opening words: “I believe in God, the Father
Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth.”
Amongst other things she wrote not only “All things bright and
beautiful” but other hymns such as: “There is a green hill far away” and
“Once in Royal David’s City.”
Cecil was involved in charitable work for most of her life. Financially she
supported an Institution for the Deaf and Dumb. She visited the sick
and established what could be described as “District Nurses Services.”
In the north vestibule of St Columb’s Cathedral in Derry, there is a
stained glass window, in memory of Cecil Frances Alexander
For the Beauty of the Earth

Written by Folliot Sandford Pierpoint

Folliot Sandford Pierpoint (1835-1917) was 29 at the time he wrote this
hymn. A graduate of Queen’s College, Cambridge, and a teacher of
classics at Somersetshire College, Folliot Pierpoint has provided us with
one of the most enduring hymns. It was originally called “The Sacrifice
of Praise” and was written for the celebration of the Eucharist. It was
altered (with the author’s permission) for wider use. J.R. Watson, British
hymnologist, suggests it is said to have been inspired by the view of
Folliot Pierpoint’s native city of Bath on a spring day.
(Sources: History of Hymns: C. Michael Hawn)

HYMN: CH4: 181
For the beauty of the earth
For the beauty of the skies
For the love which from our birth
Over and around us lies
Christ, our God, to you we raise,
this our sacrifice of praise
For the beauty of each hour
Of the day and of the night
Hill and vale, and tree and flower
Sun and moon, and stars of light
Christ, our God, to you we raise,
this our sacrifice of praise
For each perfect gift and sign
Of your love so freely given
Graces human and divine
Flowers of earth and buds of heaven
Christ, our God, to you we raise,
this our sacrifice of praise
Folliot Sandford Pierpoint (1835-1917)

Three short prayers thanking God for the beauty of creation
We thank you, Father, for the beauty of all that you have made.
We thank you for the trees, for wild flowers
and the flowers that grow in our gardens.
We thank you for the mountains and valleys, rivers and lakes.
You have made so much for our enjoyment, Lord,
and we give you our thanks. Amen

O God, we want to praise and thank you for giving us so much to enjoy
in your world. Open our eyes to see all the beauty around us, to
appreciate your greatness in giving us the different seasons, each
bringing so much beauty to our gardens. Amen

Thank you , God, for the morning light
Thank you for the sunshine bright
Than you for the rain and showers
Thank you for the fruit and flowers.
Thank you, God, for the world so sweet
Thank you for the food we eat
Thank you for the birds that sing
Thank you God for everything. Amen

SCRIPTURE
Matthew 6: 26-30
“Look at the birds of the air; they do not sow or reap or store away in
barns, and yet your heavenly Father feeds them. Are you not much
more valuable than they? Who of you by worrying can add a single
hour to life?
And why do you worry about clothes? See how the lilies of the field
grow. They do not labour or spin. Yet I tell you that not even Solomon
in all his splendour was dressed like one of these. If that is how God
clothes the grass of the field, which is here today and tomorrow is
thrown into the fire, will he not much more clothe you, O you of little
faith.”

A Story from the Garden for the Children
WHEN THE HONEY BEE STINGS
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WHEN THE HONEY BEE STINGS
When I think about the Honey Bee, I tend to think about lovely honey.
It’s amazing how the Honey Bee makes honey.
In the Old testament we read: “Kind words are like honey—sweet to the
taste and good for your health”
Without the bee you can’t have the honey.
But when I think about the Honey Bee, I cannot forget that, although it
is a sweet little creature, the Honey Bee has a sting. I hope you have
never felt it because it can cause sever pain.
When a honey bee has stung, it leaves its sting in the wound. If you look
closely you will see a bundle of tiny muscles partly covering the poison
bag. The curious thing is that sometime after the sting has found its way
through your skin, these tiny muscles work like a little pumping engine—
sending the sting deeper and deeper into the wound. That is why you
feel that throbbing and smarting when you have been stung by a bee.
Unkind words act like a sting—they work deeper and deeper into the
wound they have made. Even years after their sting may be felt. Ouch!!
We can remove the bee-sting, and thus lessen the pain but you cannot
do that with the sting of unkind words. They can hurt for a long, long,
time.
The honey bee pays dearly for its sting. I’m sure the unkind word can
harm the one who spoke it just as much as the one to whom it was
spoken. I would like to think that when they reflect upon what they said,
they feel the sting of it too.
A sting is a nasty, painful thing. Unkind words, can be a nasty, painful
thing too. With love as our guide, our words can be more like honey and
much less like a painful sting.
Please remember this little story the next time you see a Honey Bee.

HYMN/POEM for the Children
In our Dear Lord’s Garden
This hymn was written by English hymn-writer and archaeologist,
Ella Sophia Armitage (nee Bullley, 1841-1931), and first published in
1881 for the opening of a Sunday School
In our Dear Lord’s Garden
In our dear Lord’s garden, planted here below
Many tiny flowerets, in sweet beauty grow
Christ, the loving gardener, tends these blossoms small
Loves the little lilies, as the cedars tall
Nothing is too little, for His gentle care
Nothing is too lowly, in His love to share
Jesus loves the children, children such as we
Blest then when their mothers, brought them to His knee
Jesus calls the children, bids them come and stand
In His pleasant garden, watered by His hand
Lord, your call, we answer, take us in your care
Train us in your garden, in your work to share
Ella Sophia Armitage (1841-1931)

SCRIPTURE
From Genesis Chapters 1-3

THE GARDEN OF EDEN
(From the Children’s Bible: Anne de Vries)

On the fourth day, God made the sun. Early in the morning the
sun lay low in the sky, but as the day passed it climbed higher
and until it made all the earth warm. The flowers turned their
heads towards the sun and blossomed in the soft warm light.
On the fifth day, God made the fish of the sea and the birds in
the air. God gave the birds magnificent feathers with all the
hues of the rainbow and he gave them voices so that they could
sing their songs as they flew among the trees.
Then God said, “Let us make man.” So God made the first man
and called him Adam. God said, “Adam, you will look after all the
things I have made. God gave Adam a wife, she was called Eve.
The Lord took very good care of Adam and Eve. He made a
lovely garden for them to live in, where the flowers always
bloomed and the birds sang in the trees. God made the garden
with fruit on the trees. It was called the Garden of Eden. But
there was one tree from which they were not allowed to eat.
That tree stood in the middle of the garden and it was called the
tree of the knowledge of good and evil. It was the most
magnificent place in the world.

One day all of this changed.
Eve was walking in the garden when she found herself close to
the forbidden tree. As she approached the tree she heard a voice
she had never heard before. It wasn’t Adam and it certainly
wasn’t God.
Eve stopped walking and stood very still. She looked and she
listened and saw that it was a snake that was speaking to her. It
stared at her with its small beady eyes and said, “Listen to me, is
ii true that you may not eat of any tree in the garden? Did God
tell you that?” Eve answered, “Yes, we may eat of all the trees,
except this one. God told us that if we eat the fruit of this tree,
we shall die.”
“No, you will not die. If you eat the fruit from this tree you will be
even happier than you are now, and you will be just as wise and
strong as God. Go ahead and eat from this tree.”
Eve looked at the beautiful fruit. It must taste delicious.
Eve reached up to the fruit in the tree and picked a particularly
fine-looking one. Part of the fruit she gave to Adam. They had
disobeyed God.
No sooner had they taken the first bite than they knew that the
snake had tricked them. They could feel it in their hearts. They
felt sad, and ashamed of themselves.
Having eaten the forbidden fruit, they had to leave the garden.

PRAYER
One little thing
That’s all it takes, Lord God
To ruin the perfect picture
One selfish act
That’s all it takes
To turn the world upside down
One wrong word
That’s all it takes
To destroy a lovely friendship
One little thing
That becomes such a great big destructive thing.
Thankfully, Lord God
It equally, only takes
One little thing
To repair the damage done
It only takes, one little thing
To mend a broken relationship
It only takes, one little thing
To restore a friendship
That one little thing
Is to honestly say:
“I’m sorry, please forgive me, and help me Lord, to try harder and
do so much better.” Amen.

SCRIPTURE
From Matthew 26: 36-46

THE GARDEN OF GETHSEMANE
Jesus went with his disciples to a place called Gethsemane, and he said
to them, “Sit here while I go over there and pray.” He took Peter and the
two sons of Zebedee along with him, and he began to be sorrowful and
troubled. Then he said to them, “My soul is over-whelmed with sorrow
to the point of death. Stay here and keep watch with me.”
Going a little farther, he fell with his face to the ground and prayed, “My
Father, if it is possible, may this cup be taken from me. Yet not as I will
but as you will.”
The he returned to his disciples and found them sleeping. “Could you
not keep watch with me for one hour?” he asked Peter.
He went away a second time and prayed, “My Father, if it is not possible
for this cup to be taken away unless I drink it, may your will be done.
When he came back, he again found them sleeping, because their eyes
were heavy. So he left them and went away once more and prayed the
third time, saying the same thing.
SCRIPTURE
John 19:41 & Matthew 27: 59-60

THE GARDEN OF JOSEPH OF ARIMATHEA
At the place where Jesus was crucified, there was a garden, and in the
garden a new tomb, in which no-one had ever been laid. Because it was
the Jewish day of Preparation and since the tomb was near by, they laid
Jesus there.
Joseph of Arimathea took the body, wrapped it in a clean linen cloth
and placed it in his own new tomb..

Christ in Gethsemane
Johann Heinrich Hoffman (1886)
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Jesus knelt in the garden. His hands were folded before him on the
rock in prayer. It was night. The only light in the painting shines from
above. The light illuminates the face of Jesus.
Once upon a time there had come One who knelt in a garden and
prayed for the likes of us. One who took a “cup,” terrible and bitter, and
drank it all for us. If Christ could endure such agony and find something
redemptive in his journey, we can, in times of darkness, find it, too.

Beautiful Flowers
in the Garden
The Night-Blooming Cereus
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I am standing in an Award Winning Garden. Before us we see many
different kinds of flowers, but they are only a fraction of the many
flowers that cover God’s earth.
There is one I want to tell you about, because I think there is little to
touch it for beauty. I cannot actually show you it in this garden because
it does not grow in this country, its home is in South Africa.
Its blooms are six to eight inches high, and the colour is a pure, waxen
white. It is indeed a beautiful flower and it’s name is the “Cereus”
The strange thing about this flower is that the blooms are at their best in
the dark. Thus it is called the “Night-blooming Cereus.”
This stunning flower sheds its beauty and its sweetness in the darkness
of night.
I wonder if we can learn a lesson from the nature of this flower; I think
we can.

What do we learn from the Night blooming Cereus?
Well, I think we learn that it’s a grand thing when, by a kindly word, we
can comfort one in trouble, and encourage the one who is in difficulty.
Such words are like lights in their darkness.
It’s incredible to think about the many ways in which we, as Christians,
can, like the night blooming Cereus, shed bright influence in the
darkness that may be in the lives of others.
Christ has been called the Lily of the Valley; and the Rose of Sharon, but
I also like to think of Him as the Night-blooming Cereus, for He brings
light and beauty into darkened lives.
John Milton wrote the beautiful words of the hymn:
Let us with a gladsome mind, praise the Lord for he is kind.
In a later verse we read: “ All things living he doth feed; his full hand
supplies their need.”
Milton, just a young lad, was aged 15, in his last year at St. Paul’s in
1623, when he wrote these lines which makes him the youngest
contributor to many hymn-books.
When he complained of headaches and tired eyes, no one recognised
the warning signs. In his early forties he became totally blind.
He could understand darkness, and yet he continued to write hymns and
poems that have shed light in the dark lives of others.
His life makes me think of the Night blooming Cereus and the way in
which it sheds its beauty and its sweetness in the darkness of night.

HYMN: CH4: 93
Let us with a gladsome mind
Praise the Lord, for he is kind
For his mercies aye endure
Ever faithful, ever sure
Let us blaze his name abroad
For of gods he is the God
He with all commanding might
Filled the new-made world with light
He his chosen race did bless
In the wasteful wilderness
All things living he doth feed
His full hand supplies their need
Let us then with gladsome mind
Praised the Lord, for he is kind.
For his mercies aye endure
Ever faithful, ever sure
From Psalm 136
John Milton (1608-1674)
When darkness fills our lives, do we still praise the Lord so beautifully?

SCRIPTURE
John 15: 1—8
The vine and the branches
‘I am the true vine, and my Father is the gardener. He cuts off
every branch in me that bears no fruit, while every branch that
does bear fruit he prune so that it will be even more fruitful.
You are already clean because of the word I have spoken to
you. Remain in me, as I also remain in you. No branch can bear
fruit by itself; it must remain in the vine. Neither can you bear
fruit unless you remain in me
‘I am the vine; you are the branches. If you remain in me and I in
you, you will bear much fruit; apart from me you can do
nothing. If you do not remain in me, you are like a branch that is
thrown away and withers; such branches are picked up, thrown
into the fire and burned. If you remain in me and my words remain in you, ask whatever you wish, and it will be done for
you. This is to my Father’s glory, that you bear much fruit, showing yourselves to be my disciples.

PRAYER
Gracious God, You are always reaching out to us in many different ways
Through the beauty of Your creation
Through the fellowship of the Church
Through the sacrifice of Jesus our saviour
As a worshipping community which seeks to scatter the seeds of faith,
hope and love, in our hearts, in our homes, and in the wider community
We thank you for the times we have grown, even just a little
We thank you even for the pain of growing—for times of sorrow
when we have learned to trust You;
For times when we have had to rely on others and so have
learned to receive and accept;
For times when we have ventured into something new and known
Your strength.
Holy Spirit of God, renew us in Your power, fill us with Your joy and lead
us towards wholeness, for we know that:
There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity
under heaven: a time to plant and a time to uproot.
Gracious God,
For creation around us:
mighty seas and rolling plains,
tiny flowers and fields of beauty
We give you thanks remembering that Jesus is the Vine
and we are the branches. Amen

HYMN: CH4: 231
For the fruits of all creation,
thanks be to God
For these gifts to every nation,
thanks be to God
For the ploughing, sowing, reaping,
silent growth while we are sleeping,
Future needs in earth’s safe keeping,
thanks be to God
In the just reward of labour,
God’s will is done
In the help we give our neighbour,
God’s will is done
In our world-wide task of caring,
for the hungry and despairing
In the harvest we are sharing,
God’s will is done
For the harvests of the Spirit, thanks be to God
For the good we all inherit, thanks be to God
For the wonders that astound us, for the truths that still confound us,
Most of all, that love has found us, thanks be to God.
Frederick Pratt Green (1903-2000)

BLESSING
Go, and tend the garden, with,
Faith as your hoe
Hope as your riddle
and Love as your spade
And may the blessings of God the Father,
the Son and the Holy Spirit,
be planted deep in your heart,
this day and always
Amen
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