
 

 

Order of Worship Service 
June 20, 2021 

4th Sunday after Pentecost 
 

 
WELCOME  
CALL TO WORSHIP  
OUR RESPONSE – HYMN #890  Praise God from Whom All Blessings Flow (OLD HUNDREDTH) 
OPENING PRAYER 
 
DUET     Fall Like Rain - Pethel*lyrics printed below  
 
SCRIPTURE READING                  I Samuel 15:34-16:13 
    Reader: The Word of the Lord. Congregation response: Thanks be to God. 
 
SONG VIDEO   The Kingdom of God (Taizé song) 
    https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nMaCK9JFAZc 
 
DUET      Seed of Joy - Wiebe*lyrics printed below 
 
PRAYERS OF THE PEOPLE  Wilma Wiens 

Leader: Lord, in your mercy    
Congregational Response: Hear our prayer 
 

SCRIPTURE READING        Mark 4:26-34 
    Reader: The Word of the Lord. Congregation response: Thanks be to God. 
 
DUET    Lord, Thy Word Like Seed is Scattered - *lyrics printed below 
 
MESSAGE                       It’s All in the Seed   Cameron McKenzie 
 
VIDEO HYMN    Come, Ye Thankful People, Come (ST. GEORGE’S WINDSOR)  
    HTTPS://WWW.YOUTUBE.COM/WATCH?V=5FQDCSKC0QE 
BENEDICTION  
   

 
Worship Leader    - Wilma Wiens 
Minister of Pastoral & Spiritual Care  - Wilma Wiens 
Minister of Music   - Margot Sim 
Scripture Readers   - Wilma Wiens, Cameron McKenzie 
Soloists     - Els Penner, Ken Penner 
 
NEXT SUNDAY: June 27 Wilma Wiens will be speaking on “On Healing and Wholeness” with scriptures Psalm 130 and 
Mark 5:21-43 
 

 
 
 
 
 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=nMaCK9JFAZc
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=5FqdCskC0QE


FALL LIKE RAIN (based on Isaiah 55:10-11) 
Chorus: Let the Word of the Lord fall like the rain, 
Let it nourish our hearts while our spirits remain 
In the warmth and the glow of God’s glory and power, 
Let it fall like the rain in our worship this hour. 
 
As his sowers we serve, and we spread forth his Word. 
Sowing heavenly seeds with our speech and our deeds. 
Chorus 
 
For God’s Word will return bearing fruit we have learned 
As we live and believe, we his blessing receive. Chorus 
 
 
 
SEED OF JOY (Merv Watson/Esther Wiebe) 
If I had the seed of joy, I’d plant it in the ground. 
I’d water it with goodness, until the bloom was found. 
The tree would grow to heaven, bathed in the morning sun. 
I’d sit beneath its branches, whene’er the day was done. 
The trunk would be of burnished gold, the leaves of jewels rare. 
The fruit would be pure happiness, and every branch would bear. 
And all the peoples of the earth could come and taste and see, 
How I had grown that seed of joy into a mighty tree. 
But we have not that seed of joy, our own it cannot be,  
Till there comes One who’ll plant it, in the heart of you and me. 
 
If I had the seed of peace, I’d plant it in the ground. 
I’d water it with patience, until the bloom was found. 
The tree would grow to heaven, bathed in the morning sun. 
I’d sit beneath its branches, whene’er the day was done. 
The trunk would be of burnished gold, the leaves of jewels rare. 
The fruit would be serenity, and every branch would bear. 
And all the peoples of the earth could come and taste and see, 
How I had grown that seed of peace into a mighty tree. 
But we have not that seed of joy, our own it cannot be,  
Till there comes One who’ll plant it, in the heart of you and me. 
 
If I had the seed of love, I’d plant it in the ground. 
I’d water it with kindness, until the bloom was found. 
The tree would grow to heaven, bathed in the morning sun. 
I’d sit beneath its branches, whene’er the day was done. 
The trunk would be of burnished gold, the leaves of jewels rare. 
The fruit would be pure gentleness, and every branch would bear. 
And all the peoples of the earth could come and taste and see, 
How I had grown that seed of love into a mighty tree. 
But we have not that seed of love, our own it cannot be,  
Till there comes One who’ll plant it, in the heart of you and me. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
LORD, THY WORD AS SEED IS SCATTERED 
(Adapted from a text by Esther Wiebe) 
Lord, Thy Word as seed is scattered searching for a human field. 
When the soil’s a heart that loves Thee, hundredfold will be the yield. 
Help us clear the weeds and pebbles, plough the fields, and plant the seed 
Then proclaim the gospel message, teaching all Thy Word to heed. 
 
Cleanse us, make us your disciples ‘til we merge our lives in Thine, 
Gain ourselves in Thee the vintage, give ourselves through Thee the vine. 
Thou true vine that heals the nations, tree of life, the branches we 
Those who leave Thee fade and wither, none bear fruit except in Thee. 
 

 


