
Morning Prayer – Friday, October 9, 2020 
 
Opening Words  
God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble. Psalm 46:1 
 
Be still and aware of the presence of the Divine within and all around 
 
Invitatory 
O come, let us sing to the Lord, 
let us rejoice in the rock of our salvation. 
 

We sing to you, O God, and bless your name; 
and tell of your salvation from day to day. 
 

We proclaim your glory to the nations, 
your praise to the ends of the earth. 
 

Glory to the Holy and undivided Trinity, one God: 
as it was in the beginning, is now, 
and shall be for ever.   Amen. 
 
Scripture – Isaiah 25:6-9 (CEV) 
On this mountain 
    the LORD All-Powerful 
will prepare 
for all nations 
    a feast of the finest foods. 
Choice wines and the best meats 
    will be served. 
Here the LORD will strip away 
the burial clothes 
    that cover the nations. 
The LORD All-Powerful 
will destroy the power of death 
    and wipe away all tears. 
No longer will his people 
be insulted everywhere. 
    The LORD has spoken! 
At that time, people will say, 
“The LORD has saved us! 
    Let’s celebrate. 
We waited and hoped— 
    now our God is here.” 
The powerful arm of the LORD 
    will protect this mountain. 



 
Prayers 
Make your ways known upon earth, O God, 
your saving power among all peoples. 
 

Renew your Church in holiness, 
and help us to serve you with joy. 
 

Guide the leaders of this and every nation, 
that justice may prevail throughout the world. 
 

Let not the needy, O God, be forgotten, 
nor the hope of the poor be taken away. 
 

Make us instruments of your peace, 
and let your glory be over all the earth. 
 
Personal Thanksgivings and Intercessions  
 
Poem – “The Empty Glass” by Louise Glück 

I asked for much; I received much. 
I asked for much; I received little, I received 
next to nothing. 
 
And between? A few umbrellas opened indoors. 
A pair of shoes by mistake on the kitchen table. 
 
O wrong, wrong—it was my nature. I was 
hard-hearted, remote. I was 
selfish, rigid to the point of tyranny. 
 
But I was always that person, even in early childhood. 
Small, dark-haired, dreaded by the other children. 
I never changed. Inside the glass, the abstract 
tide of fortune turned 
from high to low overnight. 
 
Was it the sea? Responding, maybe, 
to celestial force? To be safe, 
I prayed. I tried to be a better person. 
Soon it seemed to me that what began as terror 
and matured into moral narcissism 
might have become in fact 
actual human growth. Maybe 
this is what my friends meant, taking my hand, 
telling me they understood 



the abuse, the incredible shit I accepted, 
implying (so I once thought) I was a little sick 
to give so much for so little. 
Whereas they meant I was good (clasping my hand intensely)— 
a good friend and person, not a creature of pathos. 
 
I was not pathetic! I was writ large, 
like a queen or a saint. 
 
Well, it all makes for interesting conjecture. 
And it occurs to me that what is crucial is to believe 
in effort, to believe some good will come of simply trying, 
a good completely untainted by the corrupt initiating impulse 
to persuade or seduce— 
 
What are we without this? 
Whirling in the dark universe, 
alone, afraid, unable to influence fate— 
 
What do we have really? 
Sad tricks with ladders and shoes, 
tricks with salt, impurely motivated recurring 
attempts to build character. 
What do we have to appease the great forces? 
 
And I think in the end this was the question 
that destroyed Agamemnon, there on the beach, 
the Greek ships at the ready, the sea 
invisible beyond the serene harbor, the future 
lethal, unstable: he was a fool, thinking 
it could be controlled. He should have said 
I have nothing, I am at your mercy. 

 
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. 
Save us from the time of trial 
and deliver us from evil. 



For the kingdom, the power, and the glory are yours 
now and for ever.    Amen. 

 
Closing Prayer 

Holy and everliving God, 
by your power we are created 
and by your love we are redeemed; 
guide and strengthen us by your Spirit, 
that we may give ourselves to your service 
and live this day in love to one another and to you; 
through Jesus Christ our Saviour.  Amen. 
 
Prayers – A New Zealand Prayer Book, The Anglican Church in Aotearoa, New Zealand and 
Polynesia.  Copyright is held by the Anglican Church in Aotearoa, New Zealand and Polynesia. 
 
Poem – “The Empty Glass” from The Seven Ages (The Ecco Press, 2001). 
	
 
 
 


