


Information & ResourcesORDER OF WORSHIP

Call to Worship/Opening Prayer 

This Is Amazing Grace
In Christ Alone
The Solid Rock

Greeting Time
(Text a Friend)

Announcements

Offerings of the People

Be Still My Soul

Sermon Scripture
(Psalm 103)

Sermon 

10,000 Reasons (Bless The Lord)
What A Beautiful Name

Closing Words / Benediction 



Reflection

The Lanyard

By Billy Collins

The other day I was ricocheting slowly

off the blue walls of this room,

moving as if underwater from typewriter to piano,

from bookshelf to an envelope lying on the floor,

when I found myself in the L section of the dictionary

where my eyes fell upon the word lanyard.

No cookie nibbled by a French novelist

could send one into the past more suddenly—

a past where I sat at a workbench at a camp

by a deep Adirondack lake

learning how to braid long thin plastic strips

into a lanyard, a gift for my mother.

I had never seen anyone use a lanyard

or wear one, if that’s what you did with them,

but that did not keep me from crossing

strand over strand again and again

until I had made a boxy

red and white lanyard for my mother.

She gave me life and milk from her breasts,

and I gave her a lanyard.

She nursed me in many a sick room,

lifted spoons of medicine to my lips,

laid cold face-cloths on my forehead,

and then led me out into the airy light

and taught me to walk and swim,

and I, in turn, presented her with a lanyard.

Here are thousands of meals, she said,

and here is clothing and a good education.

And here is your lanyard, I replied,

which I made with a little help from a counselor.

Here is a breathing body and a beating heart,

strong legs, bones and teeth,

and two clear eyes to read the world, she whispered,

and here, I said, is the lanyard I made at camp.

And here, I wish to say to her now,

is a smaller gift—not the worn truth

that you can never repay your mother,

but the rueful admission that when she took

the two-tone lanyard from my hand,

I was as sure as a boy could be

that this useless, worthless thing I wove

out of boredom would be enough to make us even.



Scripture
Psalm 103

She gave me life and milk from her breasts,

and I gave her a lanyard.

She nursed me in many a sick room,

lifted spoons of medicine to my lips,

laid cold face-cloths on my forehead,

and then led me out into the airy light

and taught me to walk and swim,

and I, in turn, presented her with a lanyard.

Here are thousands of meals, she said,

and here is clothing and a good education.

And here is your lanyard, I replied,

which I made with a little help from a counselor.

Here is a breathing body and a beating heart,

strong legs, bones and teeth,

and two clear eyes to read the world, she whispered,

and here, I said, is the lanyard I made at camp.

And here, I wish to say to her now,

is a smaller gift—not the worn truth

that you can never repay your mother,

but the rueful admission that when she took

the two-tone lanyard from my hand,

I was as sure as a boy could be

that this useless, worthless thing I wove

out of boredom would be enough to make us even.

Bless the Lord, O my soul,

    and all that is within me,

    bless his holy name!
2 Bless the Lord, O my soul,

    and forget not all his benefits,
3 who forgives all your iniquity,

    who heals all your diseases,
4 who redeems your life from the pit,

    who crowns you with steadfast love and mercy,
5 who satisfies you with good

    so that your youth is renewed like the eagle's.
6 The Lord works righteousness

    and justice for all who are oppressed.
7 He made known his ways to Moses,

    his acts to the people of Israel.
8 The Lord is merciful and gracious,

    slow to anger and abounding in steadfast love.
9 He will not always chide,

    nor will he keep his anger forever.
10 He does not deal with us according to our sins,

    nor repay us according to our iniquities.
11 For as high as the heavens are above the earth,

    so great is his steadfast love toward those who 

fear him;
12 as far as the east is from the west,

    so far does he remove our transgressions from us.

13 As a father shows compassion to his children,

    so the Lord shows compassion to those who 

fear him.
14 For he knows our frame;

    he remembers that we are dust.
15 As for man, his days are like grass;

    he flourishes like a flower of the field;
16 for the wind passes over it, and it is gone,

    and its place knows it no more.
17 But the steadfast love of the Lord is from 

everlasting to everlasting on those who fear him,

    and his righteousness to children's children,
18 to those who keep his covenant

    and remember to do his commandments.
19 The Lord has established his throne in the 

heavens,

    and his kingdom rules over all.
20 Bless the Lord, O you his angels,

    you mighty ones who do his word,

    obeying the voice of his word!
21 Bless the Lord, all his hosts,

    his ministers, who do his will!
22 Bless the Lord, all his works,

    in all places of his dominion.

Bless the Lord, O my soul!

Sermon
Surprised by God
Matt Trexler



Information & ResourcesGeneral Fund Update (as of 4/26/20)

Offerings Budget: $1,029,714 Expenses Budget: $1,379,221
Offerings Actual: $849,162 Expenses Actual: $1,118,230

To give from your phone, text give2pcc to 77977

Updates & Resources

WEBSITE: www.PacificCrossroads.org
APP: Pacific Crossroads
INSTAGRAM: @pacificcrossroads

Cover Art: Expectations for a Time Like This by Misato Pang
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