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Opening Words  
O God, you are my God, eagerly I seek you. 
As a new day begins 
breathe your peace into my soul, and 
call out in me again a willingness to love and serve. 
 
Opening Prayer 
O loving Christ who died upon the tree 
Each day and each night 
I remember your love. 
In my lying down and in my rising up 
In life and in death 
You are my health and my peace. 
Each day and each night 
I remember your forgiveness 
Bestowed on me so gently and generously 
Each day and each night may I be fuller in love to you. 
 
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 – Psalm 84 (St. Helena Psalter)  

How dear to me is your dwelling, O God of hosts! * 
My soul has a desire and longing for your courts; 
my heart and my flesh rejoice in the living God. 



The sparrow has found her a house 
and the swallow a nest where she may lay her young, * 

by the side of your altars, O God of hosts, 
my Ruler and my God. 

Happy are they who dwell in your house; * 
they will always be praising you. 

Happy are the people whose strength is in you; * 
whose hearts are set on the pilgrims’ way. 

Those who go through the desolate valley will find it a place of springs, * 
for the early rains have covered it with pools of water. 

They will climb from height to height; * 
the God of gods will be revealed in Zion. 

O God of hosts, hear my prayer; * 
hearken, O God of Jacob. 

Behold our defender, O God, * 
and look upon the face of your Anointed, 

For one day in your courts is better than a thousand in my own room, * 
and to stand at the threshold of the house of my God 
than to dwell in the tents of the wicked; 

For God is both sun and shield * 
and will give grace and glory. 

No good thing will God withhold * 
from those who walk with integrity. 

O God of hosts, * 
happy are they who put their trust in you! 

 
Poem – “What I Did With Your Ashes” by Amy Gerstler 

Shook the box like a maraca. 
  
Stood around like a dope in my punch-colored dress, clutching your box 
to my chest. 
  
Opened your plastic receptacle, the size of a jack-in-the-box. But instead 
of gaudy stripes, your box is sober-suit blue, hymnal blue. 
  
Tasted them. You've gained a statue's flavor, like licking the pyramids, or 
kissing sandstone shoulders. I mean boulders. 
  
Remarked to your box: "REINCARNATION comes from roots meaning 'to 
be made flesh again.'" 
  



Stowed your box under my bed for a week to seed dreams in which you 
advise me. (This didn't work.) 
  
Opened the Babylonian Talmud at random. Read aloud to your gritty, 
gray-white powder: "There are three keys which the Holy One, blessed be 
He, has not entrusted into the hands of any messenger. These are: the key 
of rain, the key of birth, and the key of the resurrection of the dead." 
Worked myself up to watery eyes. Any intensity evaporated the instant I 
stopped reading. 
  
Tried to intuit your format, sift it from tides of void. Does shape play a 
role? My watch ticked in an exaggerated way. Closed my eyes, sent forth 
mental tendrils seeking the nothing of you. They curled back on them- 
selves, weaving around the wing chair, a dog's leg, a lamp stand, eventu- 
ally heading back toward the nothing of me. 

 
Intercessory Prayers 
Life be in my speech 
Truth in what I say. 
The love Christ Jesus gave 
Be filling every heart for me. 
The love Christ Jesus gave 
Be filling me for everyone.  

 
Free Intercessions 
 

 
Closing Prayer 
Bless to me O God 
The earth beneath my feet. 
Bless to me O God 
The path on which I go. 
Bless to me O God 
The people whom I meet. 
O God of all gods 
Bless to me my life. 
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