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Opening Words  
Where can I go from your spirit O God? (Psalm 139:7) 
 
Be still and aware of the presence of the Divine within and all around 
 
Opening Prayer and Thanksgiving 
I awake this morning 
in the presence 
 of the holy angels of God. 
May heaven open wide before me 
Above me and around me 
That I may see 
 The Christ of my love 
And his sunlit company 
In all the things of earth this day. 
 
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 – Book of Judith 4:8-15 (NRSV) 

So the Israelites did as they had been ordered by the high priest Joakim and the senate of the 
whole people of Israel, in session at Jerusalem. And every man of Israel cried out to God with 
great fervor, and they humbled themselves with much fasting. They and their wives and their 
children and their cattle and every resident alien and hired laborer and purchased slave—they 



all put sackcloth around their waists. And all the Israelite men, women, and children living at 
Jerusalem prostrated themselves before the temple and put ashes on their heads and spread 
out their sackcloth before the Lord. They even draped the altar with sackcloth and cried out in 
unison, praying fervently to the God of Israel not to allow their infants to be carried off and 
their wives to be taken as booty, and the towns they had inherited to be destroyed, and the 
sanctuary to be profaned and desecrated to the malicious joy of the Gentiles. 

The Lord heard their prayers and had regard for their distress; for the people fasted many days 
throughout Judea and in Jerusalem before the sanctuary of the Lord Almighty. The high priest 
Joakim and all the priests who stood before the Lord and ministered to the Lord, with sackcloth 
around their loins, offered the daily burnt offerings, the votive offerings, and freewill offerings 
of the people. With ashes on their turbans, they cried out to the Lord with all their might to 
look with favor on the whole house of Israel. 

SILENCE 
 
 
Poem – “Flour and Ash” by Chana Bloch 

“Make flour into dough,” she answers, 
“and fire will turn it into food. 
Ash is the final abstraction of matter. 
You can just brush it away.” 
  
She tacks a sheet of paper to the wall, 
dips her hand in a palette of flour and ash, 
applies the fine soft powders with a fingertip, 
highlighting in chalk and graphite, 
blending, blurring with her thumb. 
Today she is working in seven shades of gray. 
  
Outside the door, day lilies 
in the high flush of summer- 
about-to-be-fall. Her garden burns 
red and yellow in the dry August air 
and is not consumed. 
  
Inside, on the studio wall, a heavy 
particulate smoke 
thickens and rises. Footsteps grime the snow. 
The about-to-be-dead line up on the ramp 
with their boxy suitcases, 
ashen shoes. 
  
When I get too close she yanks me back. 



She hovers over her creation 
though she too has a mind 
to brush against that world 
and wipe it out. 

 
Intercessions 
O God of life, of all life, of each life, 
I offer you my prayers 
In the love of Christ 
In the affection of Christ 
In the company of Christ. 
As your own household 
 Desires in heaven 
So may I desire on earth this day. 
 
Personal Intercessions 
 
Closing Prayer 
The love and affection 
 of the angels be with me 
The love and affection 
 of the saints be with me 
The love and affection 
 of heaven be with me 
To lead me and to cherish me 
 this day. 
 
Sources: 
Prayers are from: Celtic Prayers from Iona – J. Philip Newell, New York: Paulist Press, 1997 
Poem: Chana Bloch, "Flour and Ash" from Blood Honey (Autumn House Press, 2009). 
 

	
 
 


