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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. 
 
A Prayer for Gratitude St. Francis of Assisi  
Most High, all powerful, good Lord,  
to you all praise, glory and honor and all blessing;  
to you alone, Most High, they belong  
and no one is worthy of naming you.  
Praised by you, my Lord,  
with all your creatures,  
especially  Brother Sun,  
who brings day, and by whom you enlighten us;  
he is beautiful, he shines with great splendor,  
of you, Most High, he is the symbol.  
Praised be you, my Lord, for sister Moon and the Stars:  
in the heavens you formed them,   
clear, precious and beautiful.  
Praised by you, my Lord, for Brother Wind   
and for the air and for the clouds,   
for the azure calm and for all climes   
by which you give life to your creatures.  
Praised by you, my Lord, for Sister Water,   
who is very useful and humble,   
precious and chaste.  
Praised by you, my Lord, for Brother Fire,   
by whom you enlighten the night:   
he is beautiful and joyous,   
indomitable and strong.  
Praised by you, my Lord,   
for Sister our mother the earth   
who nourishes us and bears us,   
and produces all kinds of fruits,   
with the speckled flowers and the herbs.  
 
A moment of silence for reflection 
 
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 
 
Nahum 1:7-10 (The Message) 
GOD is good, 
    a hiding place in tough times. 
He recognizes and welcomes 
    anyone looking for help, 
No matter how desperate the trouble. 
    But cozy islands of escape 
He wipes right off the map. 
    No one gets away from God. 
Why waste time conniving against GOD? 
     
  
A moment of silence to reflect on the reading 
 
Poem – “The Hermits” by Karen Solie 

Warmth activates the sugars, 
and sugars rally 
in the gorse, in the flowers 
it sees with, the scent 
that is its voice, 
the nontoxic fragrant wood 
good for cutlery, and for burning, 
though it flares out quickly, 
unlike smoldering peat. Are they converting 
 
sugars of their loneliness 
to conviction? Burning 
their sugars on the wicks 
of their frailty, 
one can nearly read by them, 
 
as Fillan in his own cave read 
by the light of  his broken arm, 
one of the horrible miracles 
of the times —  
St. Fillan, the Human Flashlight, 
patron of the mentally ill —  



 
an unenviable between-worlds 
position. 
Whereas marsh orchids, 
fully in this one, 
change their clothes 
out in the open, hard candy 
in their mouths, 
the sugars plump, round, smooth, 
unlike seawater’s jagged molecules, 
which when drunk like anger 
will tear through you. 
Like bitterness, desiccate you. 
 
To survive, suffering burns 
the strength of the afflicted. If, 
left in Fillan’s cave, 
bonds of the stricken 
were loosened by morning, 
his spirit had intervened to convert 
 
the molecules of their madness, 
and still later did smugglers stash there 
some of those little things 
that make life worth living. 
 
The highly edible 
sweet gorse flowers 
produce a coconut-flavored wine 
if one enjoys the luxury of time, 
and a tea prescribed in cases 
of uncertainty, 
for those who appear 
to have lost all hope. 

 
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. 
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