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THIS WEEK’S TOP ANNOUNCEMENTS:
JOIN US FOR WORSHIP THIS SUMMER ~  We will continue to meet every Sunday at 8:15 AM 
in The Chapel for New Traditions. Check out the schedule below for more information on worship 
services:
                                        July 23 ............. All Together (Sanctuary) 
                                        July 30 ............. All Together (Canterbury Center) 

 SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENTS:
  In Hospital/Rehab as of 7/13/2017                          
Everett Holle...................Grandview                                                                                                     
Carolynne Kent...............Fair Haven         
Jane Morris.....................Brookdale Rehab   
Carolyn Smallwood........St. Martin’s Rehab
Joseph Nall.....................St. Vincent’s
Roslyn Stroud.................St. Martin’s Rehab

Congratulations to Julia Elizabeth Waldrum & Hunter Davis Haley, who were united in holy     
matrimony on July 15th, in the Sancturary.
The flowers in Canterbury Center are placed in memory of the bride’s grandmother, Bobbie 
“Mimi” Eddleman.

Congratulations to Kayleigh Christine Hudson & Matthew James Bennett, who were united in 
holy matrimony on July 15th, in the Chapel.

The roses on the Baptismal Font are placed in honor of: 
   Sutton Elizabeth Macklem, daughter of Elizabeth & Jon Macklem, who was born on July 6th.
   Miller Stevens Terry, Jr., son of Katie & Miller Terry, who was born on July 6th.
   Patrick Todd Hoffman, son of Brooke & Warren Hoffman, who was born on July 10th.

For a full listing of upcoming events and announcements please contact Linda Carpenter at the front desk 
for a printed copy of the Express, or go to www.CanterburyUMC.org/Newsletters.

                          
                         

              
                                    

                                Mr. Noel Johnson
Director of Contemporary Worship
noel.johnson@canterburyumc.org

Learning To  
Love Like Jesus



FOLLOW JESUS SERVE OTHERS

ORDER OF WORSHIP

  Welcome and Announcements
 Rev. Dale Cohen

  Passing the Peace

  Songs of Praise
   Marvelous Light
   You Are My King (Amazing Love)
  
  Prayers of the People
   The Lord’s Prayer 

  Children’s Moment
    Richard Rowan

  Offering Our Gifts and Music
  What A Beautiful Name

  Scripture                      
    John 13: 34-35 (NRSV)

 
  Message
 “Learning To Love Like Jesus” 
    Rev. Sheryl Thornton

  
  Closing Song
    Your Love Is Deep

  Blessing and Sending Forth
    We came to worship. 
    We go to serve. 
    Go in peace. 

Join us next Sunday, July 23th
“All  Together In The Sanctuary” 

Rev. Sam Williamson

We’re Glad You’re Here Today!
 Childcare is available for children younger than 5K during all services. Please check with ushers for locations. 

Before worship begins, please take a minute to help your children to the restroom, get a clipboard and crayons, and 
get settled so they will be able to enjoy the entire service. Thank you for helping to make their worship experience 
reverent and meaningful! 

  For your convenience a Comfort Room is located at the rear of the worship center. Feel free to take advan-
tage of this space where you will still be able to see and hear the worship service. 
 

Children’s worship bulletins and Bibles for ages 3 and up are available on tables at the Worship Center 
entrance.  Please be good stewards of our worship area and take worship bulletins/unwanted items out with you as 
you leave today. 

Recycle baskets are located at the exits. Thanks!
Want to know more about Following Jesus and Serving Others? 

To make Canterbury your home church, contact Becky King at 874-1520 or 
becky.king@canterburyumc.org.

ORDER OF 
WORSHIP

Gerald’s Story
“Whoever does not love does not know God, for God is love.” (1 John 4:8, NRSV)

     We were drinking sweet tea as our chairs rocked back and forth on a hot July afternoon.  Gerald was in his eighties.  
He never said much.  When he did speak, it was never kind.  He grunted his disapproval of whatever caught his ire, which 
was almost everything. Then he would be quiet for a long stretch before erupting again on another topic that infuriated him.  
People did not like to be around him.  He drove them away.  His wife, his children, and even his old friends were all gone.  
He was home alone most of the time except for two times a week when he went out.
     He went to the grocery store every Wednesday morning.  People there pretended not to see him.  They didn’t want 
to become the recipient of his latest rant.  Many days, the cashier was the unlucky target because there was no way she 
could avoid Gerald.  
     On Sunday, Gerald came to church.  He sat in the back.  He never shook hands.  He never stood.  He never sang.  
He never recited a creed or uttered the Lord’s Prayer.  He never even bowed his head.  None of us had any idea why he 
came because he didn’t speak to anybody.  As soon as the service was over, he was out the door and in his old pickup 
truck, headed back to his perch on the front porch where, except for rocking in his chair, you would think you were staring 
at a granite statue—his face in a frozen grimace.  He’d sit there until dark and then mysteriously disappear into the house 
for the night.
     It was a small country church, and so there wasn’t much for a pastor to do most days but visit people.  People expected 
me to drop by for a minute—even if I was just passing by on my way somewhere else—and they always had time, and 
they always had sweet tea.  Even Gerald expected me to visit.  Why?  I’m not sure.  But if I didn’t, I would be the subject 
of one of his venomous outbursts to the cashier when he went to the grocery store the next Wednesday.
     People in the church pitied me for having to visit Gerald.  They didn’t understand.  I went not because I was supposed 
to go; I went because I wanted to go.  I wanted to learn about the pain that lay beneath the surface, to identify the emo-
tional toxin that poisoned him, or to put a name to the villain that created this angry, sullen caricature of a miserable life.  
He never let on.  Gerald never revealed the source of his misery.  He would sit quietly for a while, and then he would spew 
his venom trying to drive me away—but I wouldn’t go until he quieted down again.  Once he was calm, I would pray, wish 
him well, and be on my way.
     One time, as I got up to leave, he grabbed my forearm.  It startled me that his weathered hand was still almost strong 
enough to pull me back down to my seat. I started to pull away—but instead, I dropped back into the chair.
      I waited for what felt like an eternity not knowing what to expect.  Then Gerald spoke.  “What is God like?” he asked 
sternly.
     I was stunned.  No ranting.  No furious anger.  For the first time in my memory, instead of making a brash statement, 
Gerald asked a question.  It was as if there was a tear in the fabric of the universe.  At that moment I was presented with 
both an incredible challenge and a tremendous opportunity.  How could I describe what God is like when God, as the Bible 
says, is the very essence of love?  How could I describe that “God is love” to a person who didn’t seem to know love?  
The task felt impossible; yet, sacred.  What would you have said to Gerald at that moment?  What would you have done?

Rev. Dale Cohen 
Senior Pastor


