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Opening 
I will sing of your might; I will sing aloud of your steadfast love in the morning. For you have 
been a fortress for me and a refuge in the day of my distress.   Psalm 59:16 
 
Be still and aware of God’s presence within and all around 
 
Prayer 
In the beginning, O God, 
when the firm earth emerged from the waters of life 
you saw that it was good. 
The fertile ground was moist 
the seed was strong 
and earth’s profusion of colour and scent was born. 
Awaken my senses this day 
to the goodness that still stems from Eden. 
Awaken my senses 
to the goodness that can still spring forth 
in me and in all that has life. 
 
Offer Thanksgivings 
 
Scripture – Sirach 43:13-22 
By his command he sends the driving snow 
    and speeds the lightnings of his judgment. 
Therefore the storehouses are opened, 
    and the clouds fly out like birds. 
In his majesty he gives the clouds their strength, 
    and the hailstones are broken in pieces. 
The voice of his thunder rebukes the earth; 
    when he appears, the mountains shake. 
At his will the south wind blows; 
    so do the storm from the north and the whirlwind. 
He scatters the snow like birds flying down, 
    and its descent is like locusts alighting. 
The eye is dazzled by the beauty of its whiteness, 
    and the mind is amazed as it falls. 
He pours frost over the earth like salt, 
    and icicles form like pointed thorns. 
The cold north wind blows, 
    and ice freezes on the water; 



it settles on every pool of water, 
    and the water puts it on like a breastplate. 
He consumes the mountains and burns up the wilderness, 
    and withers the tender grass like fire. 
A mist quickly heals all things; 
    the falling dew gives refreshment from the heat. 
 
Prayers of Thanksgiving and Intercession 
The world is alive with your goodness, O God, 
it grows green from the ground 
and ripens into the roundness of fruit. 
It’s taste and its touch 
enliven my body and stir my soul. 
Generously given 
profusely displayed 
your graces of goodness pour forth from the earth. 
As I have received 
so free me to give. 
As I have been granted 
so may I give. 
 
Pray for the coming day and for the life of the world 
 
Poem – “Old Houses” by Robert Cording 

Year after year after year 
I have come to love slowly 
 
how old houses hold themselves— 
 
before November’s drizzled rain 
or the refreshing light of June— 
 
as if they have all come to agree 
that, in time, the days are no longer 
a matter of suffering or rejoicing. 
 
I have come to love 
how they take on the color of rain or sun 
as they go on keeping their vigil 
 
without need of a sign, awaiting nothing 
 
more than the birds that sing from the eaves, 
the seizing cold that sounds the rafters. 



 
 
Closing Prayer 
I have tasted the fruit of the earth, O God. 
I have seen autumn trees hang heavily with heaven’s gifts. 
I have known people pregnant with your spirit of generosity. 
Let these be guides to me this day. 
And may Mary who knew her womb filled with your goodness 
teach me the wisdom that is born amidst pain. 
May I know that deeper than any fallowness in me 
is the seed planted in the womb of my soul. 
May I know that greater than any barrenness in the world 
is the harvest to be justly shared. 
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