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Sunday 25th   July   2010
Seventeenth  Sunday of Year  C    On the day I called you answered me, O Lord.

	
	This week
	Next week

	Readers
	John Cunningham & Peggy Ferguson
	Emma & Laura Tweedie

	Bidding Prayers
	Fr. Hennessy
	Kate Neilson

	Altar Server
	Sam Henry
	Charles Douglas

	Eucharistic Minister
	Charles Douglas
	Irene Duncan

	Offertory Procession
	Maureen Scott & Maureen Newall
	Isobel Phillips & Carolynne McCann



Reflection on the Eucharist

Remember me.

Take and eat, this is my Body

Broken on crosses too lonely to mention

Take and drink this is my Blood

Spilled in your alleys and lost in your hallways

Remember me, remember me

Take and eat, this is my gift, myself

Given in love in the face of rejection

Take and drink, this is my Life

Know it’s my pledge to be with you always

Remember me, remember me.

I couldn’t be here remember me

I  live all alone, remember me.

I walk in your streets and sleep by your highways

Remember me, remember me.

I ride on your bus, remember me.

I sit in your jails, remember me.

I live in your sickbeds and wait for your footsteps

Remember me, remember me.

Take and eat, this is my Body

Broken on crosses too lonely to mention

Take and drink this is my Blood

Spilled in your alleys and lost in your hallways

Remember me, remember me

Today’s Quote:

That which we love we come to resemble.

St. Bernard of Clairvaux (1091 – 1153)
Native American Prayer for Peace

O Great Spirit of our ancestors,

I raise my pipe to you.

To your messengers, the four winds,

And to Mother Earth

Who provides for all your children.

Give us the wisdom to teach 

Our children to love, to respect and

To be kind to each other so that

They may grow with peace of mind.

Let us learn to share all good things

That you provide for us on this earth.

Amen

Smile:    


One Sunday a little boy was restless during Mass so his father gave him paper and some crayons to keep him occupied. The child took a crayon and threw it at an elderly lady sitting a few seats in front. I hit her head and she turned round sharply.

The father incensed by his son’s behaviour, stood up, threw the boy over his shoulder and proceeded up the aisle to take him out of the church.. As they went the little boy yelled at the congregation “Please pray for me”







Today's thought

We are always going to do better tomorrow and we would too if only we had started today

