
Morning Prayer – Tuesday, November 17, 2020 
Celtic Daily Prayer – The Northumbria Community *modifications made for inclusive language. 
 
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. 
 
Psalm 119:18-32 – St. Helena Psalter 

Open my eyes, that I may see * 
the wonders of your law. 

I am a stranger here on earth; * 
do not hide your commandments from me. 

My soul is consumed at all times * 
with longing for your judgments. 

You have rebuked the insolent; * 
cursed are they who stray from your commandments! 

Turn from me shame and rebuke, * 
for I have kept your decrees. 

Even though rulers sit and plot against me, * 
I will meditate on your statutes. 

For your decrees are my delight, * 
and they are my counselors. 

My soul cleaves to the dust; * 
give me life according to your word. 

I have confessed my ways, and you answered me; * 
instruct me in your statutes. 

Make me understand the way of your commandments, * 
that I may meditate on your marvelous works. 

My soul melts away for sorrow; * 
strengthen me according to your word. 

Take from me the way of lying; * 
let me find grace through your law. 

I have chosen the way of faithfulness; * 
I have set your judgments before me. 

I hold fast to your decrees; * 
O God, let me not be put to shame. 



I will run the way of your commandments, * 
for you have set my heart at liberty. 

A moment of silence to reflect on the reading 
 
Canticle 
In peace and in truth I put on Christ this day; 
I will walk with Christ and Christ will walk with me. 
Whatever joys or sorrows the day may bring 
Christ will bear all things with me. 
Whatever joys or sorrows the day may bring 
Christ will guide me through 
 
Ezra 3:8-13 (CEV) 
During the second month of the second year after the people had returned from Babylonia, 
they started rebuilding the LORD’s temple. Zerubbabel son of Shealtiel, Joshua son of Jozadak, 
the priests, the Levites, and everyone else who had returned started working. Every Levite over 
twenty years of age was put in charge of some part of the work. The Levites in charge of the 
whole project were Joshua and his sons and relatives and Kadmiel and his sons from the family 
of Hodaviah. The family of Henadad worked along with them. 

When the builders had finished laying the foundation of the temple, the priests put on their 
robes and blew trumpets in honor of the LORD, while the Levites from the family of Asaph 
praised God with cymbals. All of them followed the instructions given years before by King 
David. They praised the LORD and gave thanks as they took turns singing: 

“The LORD is good! 
His faithful love for Israel 
    will last forever.” 

Everyone started shouting and praising the LORD because work on the foundation of the temple 
had begun. Many of the older priests and Levites and the heads of families cried aloud because 
they remembered seeing the first temple years before. But others were so happy that they 
celebrated with joyful shouts. Their shouting and crying were so noisy that it all sounded alike 
and could be heard a long way off. 

 A moment of silence to reflect on the reading 
 
Poem – “Scrambled Eggs and Whiskey” by Hayden Carruth 

Scrambled eggs and whiskey 
in the false-dawn light. Chicago, 
a sweet town, bleak, God knows, 
but sweet. Sometimes. And 
weren’t we fine tonight? 
When Hank set up that limping 



treble roll behind me 
my horn just growled and I 
thought my heart would burst. 
And Brad M. pressing with the 
soft stick, and Joe-Anne 
singing low. Here we are now 
in the White Tower, leaning 
on one another, too tired 
to go home. But don’t say a word, 
don’t tell a soul, they wouldn’t 
understand, they couldn’t, never 
in a million years, how fine, 
how magnificent we were 
in that old club tonight. 
 

 
PRAYERS FOR OTHERS, THE WORLD, AND ONESELF 
 
Closing Prayer 
We stretch out our hand and throw, 
and many, many seeds we sow. 
In truth we do not know 
where they will go, 
which will take root 
or when the unlikeliest ground 
will return glimpses of gold. 
Sowing at times in tears, 
persisting through the years, 
blessed again and again 
by your harvest of love. 
Let us embody your ready kindness 
this day 
for things will not be 
as they were before. 
But whatever may be 
May we walk in your way of love. 
 
Sources: 
Prayers and Buechner reading are from: Celtic Daily Prayer: Book Two, Farther Up and Farther 
In Northumbria Community, London: William Collins Books, 2015. 
Poem: “Scrambled Eggs and Whiskey” from Scrambled Eggs and Whiskey: Poems, 1991-1995 by 
Hayden Carruth, (Copper Canyon Press, 1996). 
 


