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  "Do not fear, for I have redeemed you;  I have called you by name, you are mine. When you 
pass through the waters, I will be with you; and through the rivers, they shall not 

overwhelm you; when you walk through fire you shall not be burned, and the flame shall 
not consume you.  For I am the Lord your God the Holy One of Israel, your Savior." 

Isaiah 43:1-3 
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CALL TO WORSHIP 
 
People of God, give thanks to the Lord with all your heart.   
For the gift of days gone by, for the promise of days to come, and for the promise of this day. 

 
People of God, give thanks to the Lord with all your strength. 
Wherever you are today, in all that you do, love and serve one another like Jesus.  Be humble 
and kind.   

 
People of God, give thanks to the Lord with all your mind. 
Whatever is good, whatever is pure, whatever is true, think on these things. 

 
People of God, give thanks to the Lord with all that you are.   
For God is with us, giving strength to the weak, healing to the broken, and hope to all creation.   

 
Let us worship together.   
 
 

 
 
 



HYMN—“The Old Rugged Cross” 
 

On a hill far away stood an old rugged cross, 
the emblem of suffering and shame; 
and I love that old cross where the dearest and best 
for a world of lost sinners was slain. 

Refrain: 
So I'll cherish the old rugged cross, 
till my trophies at last I lay down; 
I will cling to the old rugged cross, 
and exchange it some day for a crown. 

O that old rugged cross, so despised by the world, 
has a wondrous attraction for me; 
for the dear Lamb of God left his glory above 
to bear it to dark Calvary. [Refrain] 

In that old rugged cross, stained with blood so divine, 
a wondrous beauty I see, 
for 'twas on that old cross Jesus suffered and died, 
to pardon and sanctify me. [Refrain] 

To that old rugged cross I will ever be true, 
its shame and reproach gladly bear; 
then he'll call me some day to my home far away, 
where his glory forever I'll share. [Refrain] 

© George Bennard (1873-1958) 
Lyrics used with permission 

 



OLD TESTAMENT READING—PSALM 23 
 
Regular bold print is New Revised Standard Translation 
Italics bold print is The Message Translation 
 
The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. 

 
God, my shepherd!  I don’t need a thing. 

      
He makes me lie down in green pastures; he leads me beside still waters; he restores my 
soul. 

 
You have bedded me down in lush meadows, you find me quiet pools to drink  
From. 

 
He leads me in right paths for his name’s sake. 
 

True to your word, you let me catch my breath and send me in the right  
direction 

 

Even though I walk through the darkest valley, I fear no evil; for you are with me; your rod 
and your staff—they comfort me. 

 
Even when the way goes through Death Valley, I’m not afraid when you walk at my 
side.  Your trusty shepherd’s crook makes me feel secure. 

 

 
 
You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies; you anoint my head with oil; 
my cup overflows. 
 

You serve me a six-course dinner right in front of my enemies.  You revive my drooping 
head; my cup brims with blessing. 

 

 
Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life, and I shall dwell in the 
house of the Lord my whole life long. 

 
Your beauty and love chase after me every day of my life. 
I’m back home in the house of God for the rest of my life. 

 

 



 
NEW TESTAMENT READING—PHILIPPIANS 4:4-9 

 

Rejoice in the Lord always; again I will say, Rejoice.  Let your gentleness be known to everyone. 
The Lord is near.   Do not worry about anything, but in everything by prayer and supplication 
with thanksgiving let your requests be made known to God.  And the peace of God, which 
surpasses all understanding, will guard your hearts and your minds in Christ Jesus. 
 
Finally, beloved, whatever is true, whatever is honorable, whatever is just, whatever is pure, 
whatever is pleasing, whatever is commendable, if there is any excellence and if there is 
anything worthy of praise, think about these things.  Keep on doing the things that you have 
learned and received and heard and seen in me, and the God of peace will be with you. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



SERMON—“Worth Doing Twice” 
Rev. David Pierce 

 

I wonder if you can guess where Paul is this morning in writing this letter to the church at 
Philippi.  “Rejoice in the Lord always.  Again, I will say rejoice.”   
 
Have you ever had an experience that was so good that you just had to go back and do it again 
right away; like once isn’t enough?  A couple years ago, Moira, the kids, and I were at Disney 
World standing in line to go on Splash Mountain when it started to pour.  When the thunder 
and lightning came on, they had to shut the ride down.  5 minutes, 10 minutes, 20 minutes, 
peoples started to get out of line.  “We’re going to go find something else to do.”  30 minutes, 
45 minutes, more people got out of line.  But we decided to stick it out.  We figured if we 
could ever get on the ride, we were going to get wet anyway.  Plus, if we ever did get on the 
ride, we’d be first up.   Everyone else was on Space Mountain now.  After an hour, the rain 
stopped and sure enough, not only were we the front of the line, we were the whole line.   
When we got off the ride, we noticed there was still no line.  We all looked at each other and 
said in unison, “Again, let’s go again.”  
 
Rejoice.  Again I will say, rejoice. 
 
Some things are worth repeating.  Can you guess where Paul is this morning?  You may be as 
surprised to discover where he is as to discover where he is not.  He is not on Splash 
Mountain, or Space Mountain.  He is in prison.  Again I say, he is in prison.  Talk about isolation 
and quarantine.  Talk about losing most of your protections.  Talk about not being let out to 
play whenever you want to anymore.   
 
But this is not why I bring up Paul to us this morning.  I do not bring him up because I hope we 
will see something of our own story in his story, because I think we who are practicing social 
distancing and quarantine, and who feel some of our own protections slipping away, can 
somehow relate to what it is like to be in prison.  In fact, I would caution us against trying to 
relate, in trying to make comparisons these days.  Comparisons have their time and place, but 
the problem is they can also cause us to become disregarding and dismissive of the fear, pain, 
and suffering of others.  
 
For the past 3 weeks, I’ve been taking a Continuing Education course through our local United 
Church of Christ conference on Racial Justice and White Privilege.  On the first day of the 
course, we were asked to go around the room and share something we were hoping to get out 
of taking the class.  My response was to say that I was hoping to be able to find a way to better 
relate to those whose experiences are different from my own.  To find something within my 
own humanity that could serve as a touch point for what it feels like to be a victim of racial 
discrimination.  My intended goal was compassion and sympathy for others.  But for as 



innocent and wholesome as I believed this was, when I finished speaking, the person sitting 
next to me at the table—a black man—said simply, “Don’t do that.”   
 
“Don’t do what?” I said. 
 
“Don’t try to figure out what it must be like to be me.  You’re white, and just because you 
might also be short and didn’t get picked for the basketball team when you were in high 
school, doesn’t mean you can possibly understand what it’s like to walk around in black skin.”   
 
“What’s left then,” I asked him.  “What’s the way to common ground?” 
 
And that’s when he gave me what has become one of the most powerful pieces of advice I’ve 
ever received: “To witness and testify.”  To not say when you see some grave injustice, or 
some terrible bigotry, “Well, I know how you feel, let me tell you about this time I…” but 
rather to say, “I see you where you are.  I’ve never been in your shoes.  Tell me what it’s like.”  
And when we see a pain too great to explain or to hold, not to say, “Well, you think you’ve got 
it bad, let me tell you about this time I…” but rather to say, “This must be so hard for you.  I 
don’t understand it.  Can you help me out?”  Because often times, the tendency when dealing 
with a reality different from our own is either to deflect attention away from it by downplaying 
it—by acting like it’s not that big a deal, we’ve all been there before—or to exaggerate things 
by acting like no one has it worse than we do.  Either way, we run the risk of disregarding and 
dismissing the journey another person has had to take, and the only story they have to tell.  
Instead, try to do what the Jesuits do: to seek a compassion that stands in awe at what people 
have to carry, and not in judgement at how they carry it. 
 
Paul is in prison this morning.  Whether you feel he’s better or worse off than you, I’ll let you 
decide.  At the very least, it should be noted that he’s not in isolation and quarantine because 
of the Coronavirus.  He is there on account of his preaching of the gospel.  For going around 
preaching that the nations are but a drop in the bucket and there is a God whose power is 
greater than the most super-power power on earth; for proclaiming the poor and 
disenfranchised ought to have the same, if not more, access to the wealth of the earth as the 
rich do; for not being afraid to speak out against the idolatry of fame and fortune; for declaring 
there is coming a day when mercy, and not might, will rule the land, Paul is in prison.  He is in 
isolation and quarantine.  He is alone, but he is not lonely.  He must be afraid and anxious, for 
he is human, but he talks like someone who knows fear is not the enemy; paralysis, despair, 
indifference is.  He is largely unprotected, with few good cards left in his possession to play, 
save one: joy.  
 
Rejoice.  Again I will say, rejoice.   
 
For Paul, our ability to rejoice is the one thing no one can ever take away from us, because at 
the end of the day, it is not dependent upon our circumstances or surroundings.  Paul was in 



prison, probably nearing the end of his life.  When he says rejoice, he is not ignoring this.  He is 
not sticking his head in the clouds, looking for pie in the sky.  It would be easy to accuse Paul of 
being a romantic who only sees what he wants to see.  “Rejoice!  Just keep rejoicing.  No, no, 
don’t look over there.  Over here, stay on the sunny side of the street and all will be fine.” 
 
When I think of Paul, though, I hear a tired voice.  I see a man who is reaching deep into the 
recesses of his heart and mind in search of something to grab on to.  What he finds there is 
something—someone—already reaching back to grab hold of him.  It is the gentle love of God 
in Christ.  Paul realizes he is not alone, he has never been alone.  This love has been within him 
the whole time.  It is enough to make him say not once, but twice: rejoice.  Again I will say, 
rejoice.  
 
There are so many ways to reach out with joy to our tired world today.  I think Paul and God 
would have us know, however, that we don’t need to reach very far, or try too hard.  I’ll leave 
you today with a short paragraph from the final chapter of Margaret Renkl’s new book: “Late 
Migrations.”  The chapter is titled, “Holy, Holy, Holy.”  
 

On the morning after my mother’ sudden death, before I was up, someone brought a 
basket of muffins, good coffee beans, and a bottle of cream—real cram, unwhipped—
left them at the back door, and tiptoed away.  I couldn’t eat.  The smell of coffee 
turned my stomach, but my head was pounding from all the tears and all the what-ifs 
playing across my mind all night long, and I thought perhaps the cream would make a 
cup of coffee count as breakfast if I could keep it down. 
 
When I poured just a drip o cream into my cup, it erupted into volcanic bubbles in a 
hot spring, unspooling skeins of bridal lace, fireworks over a dark ocean, stars streaking 
across the night sky above a silent prairie.   
 
And that’s how I learned the world would go on.  An irreplaceable life had winked out 
in an instant, but outside my window the world was flaring up in celebration.  
Someone was hearing, “It’s benign.”  Someone was saying, “It’s a boy.”  Someone was 
throwing out her arms and crying, “Thank you!  Thank you!  Oh, thank you!”1 

 
May God give us eyes of the heart to see the joy that is reaching out to us, looking at us, and 
daring to proclaim about us, even now, “Rejoice.  Again I will say, rejoice.” 
 

 

 

 

                                                             
1 Renkl, Margaret (2019). “Late Migrations: A Natural History of Love and Loss.”  Published by Milkweed Editions, p. 219. 



PRAYER REQUESTS 

 

Let us remember the following people in our prayers this week: 

All those who have been affected by the coronavirus outbreak 

The healthcare providers who are risking their own health being on the front lines so they can treat the sick  

Anna Brandenburg-Schroeder, Lea Dau’s sister 

Lisa Fabianski, friend of Diane and Wade Richmond 

Bob Gilson 

Cameron Hewey 

George Labonte 

David Lamontagne 

Karli Lamontagne 

Jason Nelson, nephew of Deb Dennis 

Hailey Rhilinger, granddaughter of Steve and Kathy Huftalen 

Lindsay-Rae, daughter of Jim and Brenda Verdoia 

Joe Machado is requesting prayers for Jake Crane, Joe Resendes,  

Aunt Alice, Cousin Gail, Lucy Gaspar, and family and friends 

 

Please pray for our Chapel members and friends in nursing homes:  

Joe Chopy, Bill Glenney, Irene Smith, Ruth and Fredrick Hooks 
 

If you would like to have a name added to this weekly list of prayers, or if you  

know that a name you added can now be removed, please  

email the office at office@fourcornerschapel.org  

or call the Church Office at (401) 333-6171. 
 

FOUR CORNERS COMMUNITY CHAPEL, UCC 

P.O. BOX 7128, 200 ANGELL ROAD, CUMBERLAND, RI 02864 

TELEPHONE: (401) 333-6171 ~ EMAIL: OFFICE@FOURCORNERSCHAPEL.ORG 

PASTOR: REV. DAVID PIERCE ~ DAVID@FOURCORNERSCHAPEL.ORG 

ORGANIST/CHOIR DIRECTOR: VANCE WESTGATE 

OFFICE ADMINISTRATOR: RAY GOBEILLE 

CHILDREN’S MINISTRY COORDINATOR: AMANDA IOCCO 

TODDLER ROOM ATTENDANT: SAMANTHA POISSON 

CHURCH MODERATOR: LYNNE VAUDRY 

WWW.FOURCORNERSCHAPEL.ORG 
 

 

about:blank
about:blank


HOW TO KEEP IN TOUCH 

Worship Services and all church activities have been cancelled through March 29th.   

This is a very fluid situation, and these dates may change.   

Please check back to our website (fourcornerschapel.org) regularly for updates. 

 

Our Chapel office is now operating remotely.  Phone messages will be checked during the 

week, so please continue to call the office at 401-333-6171 if you have any questions or 

concerns, and leave a message.  Please note that your call may not be returned immediately. 

 

Likewise, you may also reach out to us via email by contacting us at 

office@fourcornerschapel.org, as email will also be checked throughout the week. 

We will continue to use Constant Contact to reach out to you via group emails.  If you have  

not signed up to receive “Down on the Corner” electronic newsletters, please visit our  

website and click the blue banner at the bottom of the home page to sign up. 

 

In addition to our electronic newsletter, we will also be  

providing updates through the Chapel’s Facebook page. 
 

 


