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Opening Words  
“Rejoice in the Lord always; again I say, rejoice.”  (Philippians 4:4) 
 
In the midst of sorrow and challenge, loneliness and longing, contentment and ease, may I 
invite gratitude for life into my heart.  May I give thanks for all that I am and all the 
relationships that sustain me.  And may the joy of Jesus be with me, increasing my love for the 
world and for all beings, so that my joy might be complete. 
 

Be still and aware of God’s presence within and all around 
 

Psalm 30 (St. Helena Psalter) 
I will exalt you, O God, 

because you have lifted me up * 
and have not let my enemies triumph over me. 

O my God, I cried out to you, * 
and you restored me to health. 

You brought me up, O God, from the dead; * 
you restored my life as I was going down to the grave. 

May all your servants sing to you, O God, * 
and give thanks for the remembrance of your holiness. 

Weeping may spend the night, * 
but joy comes in the morning. 
While I felt secure, I said, 

“I shall never be disturbed. * 
You, O God, with your favor, made me as strong as the mountains.” 

Then you hid your face, * 
and I was filled with fear. 

I cried to you, O God; * 
I pleaded with you, saying, 

“What profit is there in my blood, if I go down to the Pit? * 
Will the dust praise you or declare your faithfulness? 

Hear and have mercy upon me; * 
O God, be my helper.” 

You have turned my wailing into dancing; * 
you have put off my sack-cloth and clothed me with joy. 

Therefore my heart sings to you without ceasing; * 
O my God, I will give you thanks for ever. 



A moment of silence to reflect on the reading 
 

Canticle 
The songs of prayer lodge in our mouths. 
Let us sing through the snow. 
At the dinner table. 
On the rooftop where we dance. 
May these sounds heal our hearts 
and those distant hearts that hear. 
    Hawksley Workman 

 
Poem – “Snow” by Louis Macneice 

The room was suddenly rich and the great bay-window was 
Spawning snow and pink roses against it 
Soundlessly collateral and incompatible: 
World is suddener than we fancy it. 
 

World is crazier and more of it than we think, 
Incorrigibly plural. I peel and portion 
A tangerine and spit the pips and feel 
The drunkenness of things being various. 
 

And the fire flames with a bubbling sound for world 
Is more spiteful and gay than one supposes—  
On the tongue on the eyes on the ears in the palms of one's hands— 
There is more than glass between the snow and the huge roses.	

 
PRAYERS FOR OTHERS, THE WORLD, AND ONESELF 
 
Closing Prayer 
Lord Jesus, 
Master of both the light and the darkness, 
send Your Holy Spirit upon our preparations for Christmas. 
We who have so much to do seek quiet spaces to hear your voice each day. 
We who are anxious about many things look forward to your coming among us. 
We who are blessed in so many ways long for the complete joy of your kingdom. 
We whose hearts are heavy seek the joy of your presence. 
We are your people, walking in darkness, yet seeking the light. 
To You we say, ‘Come Lord Jesus!’ 

       Joel Mason 
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