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Opening Words  
It was you who formed my inward parts, You knit me together in my mother’s womb 
I praise you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made (Psalm 139:13-14) 
 
Be still and aware of the presence of the Divine within and all around 
 
Opening Prayer and Thanksgiving 
O Sun behind all suns 
I give you greeting this new day. 
Let all Creation praise you 
Let the daylight 
 and the shadows praise you 
Let the fertile earth 
 and the swelling sea praise you 
Let the winds and the rain, 
 The lightning and the thunder 
 praise you 
Let all that breathes, 
 praise you 
And I shall praise you. 
O God of life 
I give you greeting this day. 
 
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 – Job 42:1-17 (Contemporary English Version) 

Job’s Reply to the LORD 

Job said: 

No one can oppose you, 
because you have the power 
    to do what you want. 
You asked why I talk so much 
    when I know so little. 
I have talked about things 
that are far beyond 
    my understanding. 
You told me to listen 
    and answer your questions. 
I heard about you from others; 
now I have seen you 
    with my own eyes. 
That’s why I hate myself 
and sit here in dust and ashes 
    to show my sorrow. 

The LORD said to Eliphaz: 

What my servant Job has said about me is true, but I am angry at you and your two friends for 
not telling the truth. So I want you to go over to Job and offer seven bulls and seven goats on an 
altar as a sacrifice to please me. After this, Job will pray, and I will agree not to punish you for 
your foolishness. 

Eliphaz, Bildad, and Zophar obeyed the LORD, and he answered Job’s prayer. 

After Job had prayed for his three friends, the LORD made Job twice as rich as he had been 
before. Then Job gave a feast for his brothers and sisters and for his old friends. They expressed 
their sorrow for the suffering the LORD had brought on him, and they each gave Job some silver 
and a gold ring. 

The LORD now blessed Job more than ever; he gave him fourteen thousand sheep, six thousand 
camels, a thousand pair of oxen, and a thousand donkeys. 

In addition to seven sons, Job had three daughters, whose names were Jemimah, Keziah, and 
Keren Happuch. They were the most beautiful women in that part of the world, and Job gave 
them shares of his property, along with their brothers. 



Job lived for another one hundred forty years—long enough to see his great-grandchildren have 
children of their own— and when he finally died, he was very old. 

SILENCE 
 
Poem – “Words are Birds” by BY FRANCISCO X.  ALARCÓN 

words 
are birds 
that arrive 
with books 
and spring 
 

they 
love 
clouds 
the wind 
and trees 
 

some words 
are messengers 
that come 
from far away 
from distant lands 
 

for them 
there are 
no borders 
only stars 
moon and sun 
 

some words 
are familiar 
like canaries 
others are exotic 
like the quetzal bird 
 

some can stand 
the cold 
others migrate 
with the sun 
to the south 
 

some words 
die 
caged— 
they're difficult 
to translate 
 



and others 
build nests 
have chicks 
warm them 
feed them 
 

teach them 
how to fly 
and one day 
they go away 
in flocks 
 

the letters 
on this page 
are the prints 
they leave 
by the sea 
	

Intercessions 
 
Closing Prayer 
Bless to me O God 
My soul that comes from on high. 
Bless to me O God 
My body that is of earth. 
Bless to me O God 
Each thing my eye sees. 
Each sound my ear hears. 
Bless to me O God 
Each scent that goes to my nostrils 
Each taste that goes to my lips 
Each ray that guides my way. 
 
Sources: 
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Poems (Lee & Low Books, 1997). 
 


