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Opening Words 
Search me O God and know my heart / Test me and know my thoughts. See if there is any 
wicked way in me and lead me in the way everlasting (Psalm 139:23-24) 
 
Be still and aware of the presence of the Divine within and all around 
 
Opening Prayer and Thanksgiving 
A shade are you in the heat O God 
A shelter are you in the cold. 
Eyes are you to the blind O God 
A staff are you to the weak. 
An island are you at sea O God. 
A rock are you on land. 
O my soul’s healer 
keep me at evening 
keep me at morning 
keep me at noon. 
I am tired, astray and stumbling 
Shield me from sin. 
O my soul’s healer 
Shield me from sin. 
 
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 – Acts 16:22-31 (CEV) 



So Paul stood up in front of the council and said: 

People of Athens, I see that you are very religious. As I was going through your city and looking 
at the things you worship, I found an altar with the words, “To an Unknown God.” You worship 
this God, but you don’t really know him. So I want to tell you about him. This God made the 
world and everything in it. He is Lord of heaven and earth, and he doesn’t live in temples built 
by human hands. He doesn’t need help from anyone. He gives life, breath, and everything else 
to all people. From one person God made all nations who live on earth, and he decided when 
and where every nation would be. 

God has done all this, so that we will look for him and reach out and find him. He isn’t far from 
any of us, and he gives us the power to live, to move, and to be who we are. “We are his 
children,” just as some of your poets have said. 

Since we are God’s children, we must not think that he is like an idol made out of gold or silver 
or stone. He isn’t like anything that humans have thought up and made. In the past, God 
forgave all this because people did not know what they were doing. But now he says that 
everyone everywhere must turn to him. He has set a day when he will judge the world’s people 
with fairness. And he has chosen the man Jesus to do the judging for him. God has given proof 
of this to all of us by raising Jesus from death. 

SILENCE 
 
Poem – “The Blade of Grass from Ponar”  
BY ABRAHAM SUTZKEVER 
TRANSLATED BY MAIA EVRONA 
 

I kept a letter from my hometown in Lithuania, from one 
who still holds a dominion somewhere with her youthful charm. 
In it she placed her sorrow and her affection: 
A blade of grass from Ponar. 
 
This blade of grass with a flickering puff of dying cloud 
ignited, letter by letter, the faces of the letters. 
And over letter-faces in murmuring smolder: 
The blade of grass from Ponar. 
 
This blade of grass is now my world, my miniature home, 
where children play the fiddle in a line on fire. 
They play the fiddle and legendary is their conductor: 
The blade of grass from Ponar. 
 
I will not separate from my hometown’s blade of grass. 
My good, longed-for earth will make room for both. 



And then I will bring a gift to the Lord: 
The blade of grass from Ponar. 
 
 

 Translated from the Yiddish 
Intercessions 
Watch now O Christ 
with those who are weary 
 or wandering 
 or weeping this night. 
Guide them to a house 
 of your peace 
And lead me to be caring 
 for their tears. 
 
Personal Intercessions 
 
Closing Prayer 
Grant to me, O Trinity of grace, 
From whom all life freely flows 
That no tie over-strict 
 no tie over-dear 
May be between myself 
 and this world. 
As it was 
As it is 
As it shall be evermore, 
With the ebb 
With the flow 
O Trinity of Grace. 
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