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Opening Words  
Where can I flee from your presence O God? (Psalm 139:7) 
 
Be still and aware of the presence of the Divine within and all around 
 
Opening Prayer and Thanksgiving 
My Christ, my love, my encircler, 
Each day, each night, 
Each light, each dark, 
Be near me, uphold me, 
My treasure, my truth 
 
FREE PRAYERS OF THANKSGIVING 
 
The Lord’s Prayer 
Our Father in heaven 
Hallowed be your name 
Your kingdom come 
Your will be done 
 on earth as in heaven 
Give us today our daily bread 
Forgive us our sins 
As we forgive those who sin against us 
Lead us not into temptation 
But deliver us from evil 
For the kingdom, the power 
 and the glory are yours 
Now and for ever. Amen. 
 
Scripture – Acts 12:1, 3-12 (CEV) 

At that time King Herod caused terrible suffering for some members of the church.  He put 
Peter in jail and ordered four squads of soldiers to guard him. Herod planned to put him on trial 
in public after the festival. 

While Peter was being kept in jail, the church never stopped praying to God for him. 

The night before Peter was to be put on trial, he was asleep and bound by two chains. A soldier 
was guarding him on each side, and two other soldiers were guarding the entrance to the 



jail. Suddenly an angel from the Lord appeared, and light flashed around in the cell. The angel 
poked Peter in the side and woke him up. Then he said, “Quick! Get up!” 

The chains fell off his hands, and the angel said, “Get dressed and put on your sandals.” Peter 
did what he was told. Then the angel said, “Now put on your coat and follow me.” Peter left 
with the angel, but he thought everything was only a dream. They went past the two groups of 
soldiers, and when they came to the iron gate to the city, it opened by itself. They went out and 
were going along the street, when all at once the angel disappeared. 

Peter now realized what had happened, and he said, “I am certain that the Lord sent his angel 
to rescue me from Herod and from everything the religious leaders planned to do to me.” Then 
Peter went to the house of Mary the mother of John whose other name was Mark. Many of the 
Lord’s followers had come together there and were praying. 

SILENCE 
 
Poem – “Reception” by Joseph Shores-Argüello 

I finally find the witch. She is branch- 
boned, old, with knowing fingers. 
She says nothing. Walks me to a tall tree, 
a gourd hanging from a long line of jute. 
She pulls out a phone, asks me to type 
a note to my family. I do it, but can’t see 
how it can be sent from somewhere 
so deep. She scolds me, says that only 
tourists think the world can be escaped. 
The jungle’s green is the wild mind 
of God. The witch puts the phone into 
the gourd. Hand-over-hand, she raises 
this cradle to the top of the holy canopy. 
	
 
Intercessions 

Safe guard your faithful people 
in the sanctuary of your love O God. 
Shelter them this night 
 in the shelter of the saints. 
God to enfold them 
God to surround them 
God in their watching 
God in their hoping 
God in their sleeping 
God in their ever-living souls. 
 



Personal Intercessions 
 
Closing Prayer 
Grant to me, O Trinity of grace, 
From whom all life freely flows 
That no tie over-strict 
 no tie over-dear 
May be between myself 
 and this world. 
As it was 
As it is 
As it shall be evermore, 
With the ebb 
With the flow 
O Trinity of Grace. 
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