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Crossroads UMC Outdoor Worship  
05-23-2021 

Prelude                                                     My Life Is In You, Lord 
                                                                      Carly Ochoa 
 
Words of Welcome 
 
Morning Prayer  
O God, we ask you to pour out your spirit on us. Help us serve you 
more cheerfully so we can serve our brothers and sisters. Cast out 
everything which breaks or hinders the growing bonds of love 
between us. Give us the determination to make progress so that all 
our lives we may seek after your holy and perfect will. Great Father 
of the sun, I ask this much. 
     
The Lord’s Prayer  
Our Father, who art in heaven, Hallowed be thy Name. Thy Kingdom 
come. Thy will be done in earth, As it is in heaven. Give us this day 
our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses, As we forgive them 
that trespass against us. And lead us not into temptation, But deliver 
us from evil. For thine is the kingdom, The power, and the glory, 
forever and ever.  Amen. 
 
 
New Testament Reading                             Acts 2:1-21 
                                                                              Tressie Gade, Liturgist 
      When the day of Pentecost had come, they were all together in one 
place. And suddenly from heaven there came a sound like the rush of a 
violent wind, and it filled the entire house where they were sitting. Divided 
tongues, as of fire, appeared among them, and a tongue rested on each of 
them. All of them were filled with the Holy Spirit and began to speak in other 
languages, as the Spirit gave them ability. 
      Now there were devout Jews from every nation under heaven living in 
Jerusalem. And at this sound the crowd gathered and was bewildered, 
because each one heard them speaking in the native language of 
each. Amazed and astonished, they asked, “Are not all these who are 
speaking Galileans? And how is it that we hear, each of us, in our own native 
language? Parthians, Medes, Elamites, and residents of Mesopotamia, Judea 
and Cappadocia, Pontus and Asia, Phrygia and Pamphylia, Egypt and the 
parts of Libya belonging to Cyrene, and visitors from Rome, both Jews and 
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proselytes, Cretans and Arabs—in our own languages we hear them 
speaking about God’s deeds of power.” All were amazed and perplexed, 
saying to one another, “What does this mean?” But others sneered and said, 
“They are filled with new wine.” 
      But Peter, standing with the eleven, raised his voice and addressed 
them, “Men of Judea and all who live in Jerusalem, let this be known to you, 
and listen to what I say. Indeed, these are not drunk, as you suppose, for it 
is only nine o’clock in the morning. No, this is what was spoken through the 
prophet Joel: ‘In the last days it will be, God declares, that I will pour out my 
Spirit upon all flesh, and your sons and your daughters shall prophesy, and 
your young men shall see visions, and your old men shall dream 
dreams. Even upon my slaves, both men and women, in those days I will 
pour out my Spirit; and they shall prophesy. And I will show portents in the 
heaven above and signs on the earth below, blood, and fire, and smoky 
mist. The sun shall be turned to darkness and the moon to blood, before the 
coming of the Lord’s great and glorious day. Then everyone who calls on the 
name of the Lord shall be saved.’ 
 
Praise                                                           Spirit of God (v1,2,4,5) 
                                                                                                 FWS 2117 
Spirit of God, bright wind, breath that beds life begin, blow as you always 
do; create us a new. Give us the breath to sing, lifted on soaring wing, held 
in your hands, born on your wings. 
 
Alleluia! Come, spirit, come! Alleluia! Come, spirit, come! 
 
Spirit of God, bright dove, grant us your peace and love, healing upon your 
wings for all living things. For when we live your peace, captives will find 
release, held in your hands, born on your wings. 
 
Alleluia! Come, spirit, come! Alleluia! Come, spirit, come! 
 
Spirit of God, bright flame, send us in your holy name, the power to heal, to 
share your love everywhere. We cannot fail or fall, or no defeat at all, held in 
your hands, born on your wings. 
 
Alleluia! Come, spirit, come! Alleluia! Come, spirit, come! 
 
Spirit of God in all, we gladly hear your call, the life in our hands that sings, 
the power of your wings. Born of your grace we rise, love shining in our 
eyes, held in your hands, born on your wings. 
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Alleluia! Come, spirit, come! Alleluia! Come, spirit, come!   
 
Sermon                                                            Being on Fire  
                                                                                 Pastor Scott Walters 
 
Praise                                                                                Pass It On 
                                                                                                   UMH 572 
It only takes a spark to get a fire going, and soon all those around can warm 
up and it’s glowing. That’s how it is with God’s love once you’ve experienced 
it in; you spread his love to everyone; you want to pass it on. 
 
What a wondrous time is spring, when all the trees are budding; the birds 
begin to sing, the flowers start blooming. That’s how it is with God’s love 
once you’ve experienced it; you want to sing, it’s fresh like spring, you want 
to pass it on. 
 
I wish for you, my friend, this happiness that I found; you can depend on 
him, it matters not where you are bound. I’ll shout it from the mountain top; 
I want my world to know; the Lord of love has come to me, I want to pass it 
on. 
  
Pastoral Prayer 
 
Benediction 
 


