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Morning. Midday. Evening. 

Three times a day, we invite you to join us in prayer and meditation and reflection. Do not get 
legalistic about it. It does not have to be precisely at dawn. We can promise you it will not be for us. 
It does not have to be precisely at noon. Just some time in the middle of  the day. And evening is as 
you interpret it. Perhaps it is as the sun goes down or maybe make it a part of  your going-to-sleep 
ritual well after dark has fully set in. The point is that we are inviting you to join us in spiritual 
reflection and devotion three times each day for five days. We think it will be powerful to be praying 
and keeping silence together – from afar – as we reflect on the same texts and poems and readings. 

Beginning Tuesday, June 26, we will begin our pilgrimage journey from Edinburgh, Scotland to St. 
Andrews. Sixty-one miles on foot for us, across the Firth of  Forth and along the coastline then 
north to St. Andrews, we will follow the ancient path of  pilgrims making our way along the route 
known as St. Margaret’s Way on the Way of  St. Andrews Pilgrimage. Our walking journey will end 
on June 30. 

The next few pages give some explanation to the notion of  Pilgrimage. In 2009, our family enjoyed 
a three month sabbatical around the theme of  “Pilgrimage.” We tried to instill in our then young 
sons a love of  exploration and adventure set in a spiritual context and framework. We were 
intentional as a family with prayer and song, and what we discovered along the way was that 
Pilgrimage is not so much about the destination as it is the journey. Paying attention. Being open. 
Being present in every moment and looking for the Holy all along the way. We discovered that all 
journey is sacred if  we are intentional about it. Even now that they are grown and mostly gone, we 
still remember that three month sabbatical as one of  the best stretches for us as a family. This time it 
will be just the two of  us. Plus all of  you. As we have reflected on the last year for us, there has been 
much transition: we have moved, our nest has become empty, Amy has moved to full-time 
employment for the first time in 21 years, and the declining health and then recent death of  Amy’s 
mother. This seems like a perfect time for us to spend this intentional time on a spiritual journey. 
Our official pilgrimage will end just in time to perform the wedding of  Liza Veilleux and Joey 
Haynes. What an honor to get to be a part of  that special occasion for our colleague in ministry and 
for one that grew up right before our very eyes.  

In addition to some information about Pilgrimage, we have included a little history about Andrew, 
the disciple, who will be one focus of  our journey. There are many pilgrimage routes to St. Andrews. 
We chose the one called St. Margaret’s Way so we have included a little background about her as 
well. At the end of  this booklet you will find songs that Russ has written specifically for our 
Pilgrimage journeys. We will be singing along the way and in chapels and cathedrals, so feel free to 
join us in song. If  you want to skip all of  the introductory pieces, feel free to go straight to our daily 
entries and pray along with us. We are taking a copy of  our church directory with us. We have 
divided our church family into 15 segments. Somewhere along the way, your name will be called out 
loud so we can promise you that we will be walking with you in our hearts and in our prayers. 

Grace and Peace,                Russ and Amy 



Why Pilgrimage? 
“Why should you consider going on a Pilgrim Journey? What is the essence of 

pilgrimage past and present? Traditionally, people often went on pilgrimage for very specific 
reasons. They had a burden of guilt that could be lifted by visiting a shrine and receiving 
remission for their sins. Or people were afflicted with some form of illness and pain that might 
be relieved by the prayers of the Saint connected with a holy shrine. Or again they wished to 
intercede for someone else, living or dead, whom a particular Saint might aid, physically or 
spiritually. 

Many people also went, sometimes long distances, to enjoy a more general sense of 
occasion at a special feast day or festival. On such days the churches would be beautifully 
decorated, music and worship were awe-inspiring, while touching the Saint’s relics would be a 
high point for which people queued for hours. Often fairs and feasting followed the fasting and 
devotion. This was the famous medieval rhythm of Carnival and Lent, repeated throughout the 
year. 

It is interesting that historically the journeys were demanding and sometimes arduous. So 
wayside shrines and inns flourished and a range of devotions and entertainments developed to 
keep folk going. Hence of course the Canterbury Tales! 

Today, all of these reasons may still apply in different ways and in different regions of the 
world. But in the developed west, pilgrimage may be a more reflective and internalized pastime. 
The journey seems as important as the destination, and people often undertake a pilgrim route as 
a form of ‘time out’ or refreshing, without a specifically religious objective. In a sense, like so 
many aspects of contemporary culture, pilgrimage is what you choose to make of it. People 
travel individually, as couples, families or groups, and shape their own experience within the 
archetypal patterns of journey and place. 

The renaissance of pilgrimage in the west is rooted in this combination of ancient roots 
with contemporary openness. There are still specific shrines and devotions but here also is a way 
to explore spiritual values in the context of landscape, heritage, art and devotion. The departure 
point is unconstrained, the way of arriving undetermined, and the nature of the destination both 
highly personal and deeply resonant. Pilgrimage is recreation and re-creation for all tastes, ages, 
cultures and backgrounds. Enjoy.” (www.scotlandspilgrimjourneys.com) 

The Pilgrim Prayer  
Guardian of my soul,  

guide me on my way this day.  
Keep me safe from harm.  

Deepen my relationship with you,  
your Earth, and all your family.  
Strengthen your love within me  

that I may be a presence of your peace  
in our world.  

Amen. 

-Tom Pfeffer and Joyce Rupp 



From the Spanish Poet Antonio Machado 
“Traveler, there is no path  

paths are made by walking.” 

 
“The object of Pilgrimage is not rest and recreation – to get away from it all. To set out on a 
pilgrimage is to throw down a challenge to everyday life. Nothing matters now but this 
adventure. Travelers jostle each other to board the train where they crowd together for a journey 
that may last several days. After that there is a stony road to climb on foot – a rough, wild path in 
a landscape where everything is new. The naked glitter of the sacred mountain stirs the 
imagination; the adventure of self-conquest has begun. Specifics may differ, but the substance is 
always the same. Travel brings a special kind of wisdom if one is open to it. At home or abroad, 
things of the world pull us toward them with such gravitational force that, if we are not alert to 
our entire lives, we can be sucked into their outwardness. Attentive travel helps us to see this, 
because the continually changing outward scene helps us to see through the world’s pretentions.” 
(from the Forward written by Huston Smith of The Art of Pilgrimage: The Seekers Guide to 
Making Travel Sacred by Phil Cousineau) 

“We may log impressive miles in our travels but see nothing; we may follow all the advice in the 
travel magazines and still feel little enthusiasm . . . With the roads to the exalted places we all 
want to visit more crowded than ever, we look more and more, but see less and less. But we 
don’t need more gimmicks and gadgets; all we need do is reimagine the way we travel. If we 
truly want to know the secret of soulful travel, we need to believe that there is something sacred 
waiting to be discovered in virtually every journey.” (The Art of Pilgrimage: The Seekers Guide 
to Making Travel Sacred by Phil Cousineau) 

Lao Tzu, 2500 years ago  
The longest journey begins with a single step. 

Jeremiah 6.16  
Yet the Lord pleads with you still: Ask where the good road is,  
the godly paths you used to walk in, in the days of long ago.  

Travel there, and you will find rest for your souls. 

Dag Hammarskjöld  
How long the road is. But, for all the time  

the journey has already taken, how you have needed  
every second of it in order to learn what  

the road passes by. 



Freya Stark  
This is a great moment, when you see,  

however distant, the goal of your wandering.  
The thing which has been living in  

your imagination suddenly becomes a part  
of the tangible world. 

Traditional Irish Farewell 
May the stars light your way  

and may you find the interior road.  
Forward! 



Andrew 
Andrew was a disciple of John the Baptist, who pointed out Jesus as “the lamb of God.” Andrew 
and an unidentified disciple were the first to follow Jesus. Andrew then told his brother, Simon, 
that they had found the Messiah. Andrew is listed in each of the lists of the twelve apostles, and 
his is always among the first four names. 

In the Gospel of John, Andrew appears in other scenes in the company of Philip. At the feeding 
of the 5000, Andrew brings the boy with the fish and the loaves to Jesus. Later he brings the 
Greek pilgrims to Jesus. Indeed, each time Andrew appears in the Gospel of John he brings 
someone to Jesus. 

The Way of St Andrews has been revived as one of the great pilgrimages of the world. St. 
Andrew is the patron saint of Scotland, and the town, where supposedly his relics were once 
kept, on the east coast of Fife overlooking the North Sea, was established as a pilgrimage site 
over 1000 years ago. Thousands of pilgrims made their way there every year until the 
Reformation. Now, St. Andrews is better known as the home of golf and the famous university 
where Prince William met Kate, but the ruins of the huge cathedral complex still dominate this 
spectacular seaside town and former royal burgh. 

!  

!  



St. Margaret 
Between Edinburgh, Dunfermline and St Andrews you experience the riches of Celtic and 
medieval heritage, by sea and land, harbor and village. Margaret’s is a pathway of meditation and 
devotion. At the center of Europe’s royal establishment, she was made a refugee by William the 
Conqueror, but was welcomed by Malcolm Canmore to his seagirt kingdom. Educated at the 
Court of Edward the Confessor in London, Margaret was exceptionally well read and raised in an 
environment of enlightened devotion and charity. 

Margaret was the first of Scotland’s saints to be officially canonized by the Pope in Rome. She is 
also rare among saints in being a wife and mother. Nonetheless throughout her life she balanced 
her charitable and family work with a desire for seclusion and contemplation. Margaret strongly 
supported devotion to the Celtic saints while also connecting Scotland with the Europe wide 
development of monasticism. She was renowned for her devotion and her work in education and 
social care. Her six children are ancestors of most subsequent rulers of Scotland and England. 
Margaret died in Edinburgh Castle in 1093, and was buried at Dunfermline Abbey. 

St. Margaret’s Chapel is in the Edinburgh Castle and is the oldest surviving building in 
Edinburgh. 

!  
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Tuesday, June 26, 2018 - Morning 

Morning Text - John 1:35-42 

The next day John again was standing with two of his disciples, and as he watched Jesus walk 
by, he exclaimed, ‘Look, here is the Lamb of God!’ The two disciples heard him say this, and they 
followed Jesus. When Jesus turned and saw them following, he said to them, ‘What are you 
looking for?’ They said to him, ‘Rabbi’ (which translated means Teacher), ‘where are you 
staying?’ He said to them, ‘Come and see.’ They came and saw where he was staying, and they 
remained with him that day. It was about four o’clock in the afternoon. One of the two who heard 
John speak and followed him was Andrew, Simon Peter’s brother. He first found his brother 
Simon and said to him, ‘We have found the Messiah’ (which is translated Anointed). He brought 
Simon to Jesus, who looked at him and said, ‘You are Simon son of John. You are to be called 
Cephas’ (which is translated Peter).  

Morning Prayer (E. Lee Phillips) 

Creator God, the beauty of the earth surrounds me. The sun has risen to reveal an abundance of 
flowers and trees, insects and animals, in size, shape, proportion, and variety beyond my 
imagination. I look at the green earth, the blue sky, the shadows sunlight casts on hill and valley 
and my heart is quickened to praise. I turn to catch a leaf whose pattern is so intricate that I 
marvel at the individuality and compexity in every corner of the universe. 

My voice rises in gratitude:  
 for sunrise nudging dawn aside; 
 for rainfall landing in a trillion splashes;  
 for symphonies of music from one mockingbird;  
 for red roses in full summertime salute;  
 for grey clouds tossed like pillow on a favorite couch;  
 for all shaking parts of happy puppies;  
 for the glad chores of nectar-laden bumble bees;  
            for the continual enthusiasm of scampering squirrels. 

Were it not for this bounty of earth, my life would be impoverished. I glory all the more, that I 
know The Creator behind creation and ask that as I continue through this day my eyes would be 
opened to new revelations and my heart would find new avenues of praise for these daily 
thanksgivings. Amen.  



Tuesday, June 26, 2018 - Midday 

Midday Poem 

The Journey, by Mary Oliver 

One day you finally knew  
what you had to do, and began,  
though the voices around you  
kept shouting  
their bad advice--  
though the whole house 
began to tremble  
and you felt the old tug  
at your ankles.  
"Mend my life!"  
each voice cried.  
But you didn't stop.  
You knew what you had to do,  
though the wind pried  
with its stiff fingers  
at the very foundations,  
though their melancholy  
was terrible.  
It was already late  
enough, and a wild night,  
and the road full of fallen  
branches and stones.  
But little by little,  
as you left their voices behind,  
the stars began to burn  
through the sheets of clouds,  
and there was a new voice  
which you slowly  
recognized as your own,  
that kept you company  
as you strode deeper and deeper  
into the world,  
determined to do  
the only thing you could do--  
determined to save  
the only life you could save. 



Midday Prayer (Thomas Merton) 

My only desire is to give myself completely 
to the action of this infinite love Who is 
God, Who demands to transform me into 
God’s own self secretly, darkly, in 

simplicity, in a way that has no drama about 
it and is infinitely beyond everything 
spectacular and astonishing, in its 
significance and its power. Amen.  



Tuesday, June 26, 2018 - Evening 

Evening Hymn  
 If You But Trust in God to Guide You   NEUMARK 

If you but trust in God to guide you, with hopeful heart through all your ways,  
You will find strength, with God beside you, to bear the worst of evil days;  
For those who trust God’s changeless love build on the rock that will not move. 

Only be still, and wait God’s pleasure in cheerful hope, with heart content,  
Trusting that grace which knows no measure will by unbounded Love be sent;  
Nor doubt our inmost wants are clear to One who holds us always near. 

Sing, pray, and keep God’s ways unswerving; offer your service faithfully,  
And trust God’s word, though undeserving, there find the truth to set you free;  
God will not fail to guide and bless those who embrace God’s faithfulness. 

Evening Prayer (Teresa of Calcutta) 

Here I am, Lord: body, heart, and soul;  
grant that, with your love,  
I may be big enough to reach the world  
and small enough to be at one with you. Amen. 



Wednesday, June 27, 2018 – Morning  

Morning Text – Mark 1.16-20 

As Jesus passed along the Sea of Galilee, he saw Simon and his brother Andrew casting a net 
into the sea—for they were fishermen. And Jesus said to them, “Follow me and I will make you 
fish for people.” And immediately they left their nets and followed him. As he went a little 
farther, he saw James son of Zebedee and his brother John, who were in their boat mending the 
nets. Immediately he called them; and they left their father Zebedee in the boat with the hired 
men, and followed him.  

Morning Prayer (E. Lee Phillips) 

Holy God, Thou art a Great God and alone art worthy of my confession and obedience. Thou 
hast led me from darkness into light. Grant this day that the words of my mouth, the intent of my 
heart, and the example of my actions might point to Christ, The Light of the World. 

I am reminded of those:  
     who have light and use it,  
     who need light and can’t find it,  
     who avoid light and despise it,  
     who require light and are ignorant of it,  
     who radiate light and share it,  
     who walk in the light and are directed by it. 

Because light is greater than darkness, prevent me from needing darkness to express myself or 
preferring shadows to sunlight. Allow that Thy Light may shine thorugh me unhindered. As Thou 
has led me in the past, lead me in the present and open me to the future, illumined from within, 
directed from without, enlightened from above. Through Christ our Lord, Amen.  



Wednesday, June 27, 2018 - Midday 

Midday Poem 

The Peace of Wild Things by Wendell Berry 

When despair for the world grows in me  
and I wake in the night at the least sound  
in fear of what my life and my children’s lives may be,  
I go and lie down where the wood drake  
rests in his beauty on the water, and the great heron feeds.  
I come into the peace of wild things  
who do not tax their lives with forethought  
of grief. I come into the presence of still water.  
And I feel above me the day-bind stars  
waiting with their light. For a time  
I rest in the grace of the world, and am free. 

Midday Prayer (Albert Schweitzer) 

Here, Lord, is my life. I place it on the altar today. Use it as you will. Amen. 



Wednesday, June 27, 2018 - Evening 

Evening Hymn  
 Be Now My Vision     SLANE 

Be now my vision, O God of my heart;  
nothing surpasses the love you impart -  
You my best thought by day or by night,  
waking or sleeping, your presence my light. 

Be now my wisdom, and be my true word;  
ever within me, my soul is assured;  
Mother and Father, you are both to me,  
now and forever your child I will be. 

Riches I need not, nor life’s empty praise,  
you, my inheritance, now and always:  
You and you only are first in my heart,  
great God, my treasure, may we never part. 

. 

Evening Prayer (J. Philip Newell) 

In the great lights of the night sky  
and its unbounded stretches of space  
I glimpse the shinings of your presence, O God.  
In the universe of my soul  
and its boundless depths  
I look for emanations of your light.  
In the silence of sleep  
and the dreams of the night  
I watch for jewels of infinity.  
In the silence of sleep  
and the dreams of the night  
I watch for the shinings of your presence.  
Amen. 



Thursday, June 28, 2018 – Morning  

Morning Text – John 6.1-14 

After this Jesus went to the other side of the Sea of Galilee, also called the Sea of Tiberias. A 
large crowd kept following him, because they saw the signs that he was doing for the sick. Jesus 
went up the mountain and sat down there with his disciples. Now the Passover, the festival of the 
Jews, was near. When he looked up and saw a large crowd coming towards him, Jesus said to 
Philip, ‘Where are we to buy bread for these people to eat?’ He said this to test him, for he 
himself knew what he was going to do. Philip answered him, ‘Six months’ wages would not buy 
enough bread for each of them to get a little.’ One of his disciples, Andrew, Simon Peter’s 
brother, said to him, ‘There is a boy here who has five barley loaves and two fish. But what are 
they among so many people?’ Jesus said, ‘Make the people sit down.’ Now there was a great deal 
of grass in the place; so they sat down, about five thousand in all. Then Jesus took the loaves, 
and when he had given thanks, he distributed them to those who were seated; so also the fish, as 
much as they wanted. When they were satisfied, he told his disciples, ‘Gather up the fragments 
left over, so that nothing may be lost.’ So they gathered them up, and from the fragments of the 
five barley loaves, left by those who had eaten, they filled twelve baskets. When the people saw 
the sign that he had done, they began to say, ‘This is indeed the prophet who is to come into the 
world.’  

Morning Prayer (Katherine Hawker) 

We come believing in our emptiness,  
believing that we will never have enough,  
believing that what we have is unworthy.  

We come fearful of sharing,  
fearful of losing our tenuous grip on security,  
fearful of touching and knowing the pain of others.    

We come overwhelmed by the hunger,  
overwhelmed by the suffering of children near and far,  
overwhelmed by the endless tales of senseless violence, greed, and death.    

We come aching from the weight of the responsibility,  
aching from the chilling challenge of knowing our abundance,  
aching from the gnawing awareness that we have much to share.    

We come clinging to our meager lunches;  
bless them, and us.  
break them, and us.  
share them, and us. Amen. 



Thursday, June 28, 2018 - Midday 

Midday Poem 

i thank You God by e.e. cummings 

i thank You God for most this amazing  
day: for the leaping greenly spirits of trees  
and a blue true dream of sky; and for everything  
which is natural which is infinite which is yes 

(i who have died am alive again today,  
and this is the sun's birthday; this is the birth  
day of life and of love and wings: and of the gay  
great happening illimitably earth) 

how should tasting touching hearing seeing  
breathing any--lifted from the no  
of all nothing--human merely being  
doubt unimaginable You? 

(now the ears of my ears awake and  
now the eyes of my eyes are opened) 

Midday Prayer (Katherine Hawker) 

A young boy's lunch,  
Two loaves and a few fish,  
Fed the multitude;  
Five thousand and more.  
Each eating their fill,  
Each knowing enough;  
With baskets to share,  
Plenty for all. Insufficiency shared  
Is broken and blessed  
And scarcity is redeemed,  
Now and forever. Amen. 



Thursday, June 28, 2018 - Evening 

Evening Hymn  
 Break Now the Bread of Life     BREAD OF LIFE 

Break now the bread of life, Savior to me,  
as you once broke the loaves beside the sea;  
Beyond the sacred page I seek you, Lord;  
my spirit yearns for you, O Living Word. 

Bless now the truth, dear Christ, to me, to me,  
as you once blessed the bread by Galilee;  
Then shall all bondage cease, all shackles fall,  
and I shall find my peace, my all in all. 

. 

Evening Prayer (Mother Teresa of Calcutta) 

Make us worthy, Lord, to serve those throughout the world  
     who live and die in poverty or hunger.  
Give them, through our hands, this day their daily bread;  
     and by our understanding love, give peace and joy. Amen. 



Friday, June 29, 2018 – Morning 

Morning Text – John 12.20-26 

Now among those who went up to worship at the festival were some Greeks. They came to Philip, 
who was from Bethsaida in Galilee, and said to him, ‘Sir, we wish to see Jesus.’ Philip went and 
told Andrew; then Andrew and Philip went and told Jesus. Jesus answered them, ‘The hour has 
come for the Son of Man to be glorified. Very truly, I tell you, unless a grain of wheat falls into 
the earth and dies, it remains just a single grain; but if it dies, it bears much fruit. Those who 
love their life lose it, and those who hate their life in this world will keep it for eternal life. 
Whoever serves me must follow me, and where I am, there will my servant be also. Whoever 
serves me, the God will honor. 

Morning Prayer (Ignatius of Loyola) 

Teach us, good Lord,  
     to serve you as you deserve;  
to give and not to count the cost;  
     to fight and not to heed the wounds;  
     to toil and not to seek for rest;  
     to labor and not to ask for any reward,  
          except that of knowing that we do your will;  
through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 



Friday, June 29, 2018 - Midday 

Midday Poem 

Manifesto: The Mad Farmer Liberation 
Front by Wendell Berry 

Love the quick profit, the annual raise,  
vacation with pay. Want more  
of everything ready-made. Be afraid  
to know your neighbors and to die.  
And you will have a window in your head.  
Not even your future will be a mystery  
any more. Your mind will be punched in a 
card and shut away in a little drawer.  
When they want you to buy something  
they will call you. When they want you  
to die for profit they will let you know. 
So, friends, every day do something  
that won’t compute. Love the Lord.  
Love the world. Work for nothing.  
Take all that you have and be poor.  
Love someone who does not deserve it.  
Denounce the government and embrace  
the flag. Hope to live in that free  
republic for which it stands.  
Give your approval to all you cannot  
understand. Praise ignorance, for what man  
has not encountered he has not destroyed. 
Ask the questions that have no answers.  
Invest in the millennium. Plant sequoias.  
Say that your main crop is the forest  
that you did not plant,  
that you will not live to harvest.  
Say that the leaves are harvested  
when they have rotted into the mold.  
Call that profit. Prophesy such returns. 
Put your faith in the two inches of humus  
that will build under the trees  
every thousand years.  
Listen to carrion – put your ear  
close, and hear the faint chattering  
of the songs that are to come.  
Expect the end of the world. Laugh.  
Laughter is immeasurable. Be joyful  

though you have considered all the facts.  
So long as women do not go cheap  
for power, please women more than men.  
Ask yourself: Will this satisfy  
a woman satisfied to bear a child?  
Will this disturb the sleep  
of a woman near to giving birth? 
Go with your love to the fields.  
Lie down in the shade. Rest your head  
in her lap. Swear allegiance  
to what is nighest your thoughts.  
As soon as the generals and the politicos  
can predict the motions of your mind,  
lose it. Leave it as a sign  
to mark the false trail, the way  
you didn’t go. Be like the fox  
who makes more tracks than necessary,  
some in the wrong direction.  
Practice resurrection. 

Midday Prayer (Kahlil Gibran) 

“You give but little when you give of your 
possesssions. 
It is when you give of yourself that you truly 
give.” 

Gracious God, give us the courage and the 
will to give ourselves away. Amen. 





Friday, June 29, 2018 - Evening 
Evening Hymn  
 Won’t You Let Me Be Your Servant     SERVANT SONG 

Won’t you let me be your servant, let me be as Christ to you?  
Pray that I may have the grace to let you be my servant too. 

We are pilgrims on a journey, we are travelers on the road;  
We are here to help each other walk the mile and bear the load. 

I will hold the Christ-light for you in the shadow of your fear;  
I will hold my hand out to you, speak the peace you long to hear. 

I will weep when you are weeping; when you laugh, I’ll laugh with you,  
I will share your joy and sorrow till we’ve seen this journey through. 

. 

Evening Prayer (Ruth C. Duck) 

Holy God,  
we thank you that you receive us  
not according to our failing goodness,  
but accoring to your overflowing grace.  
You receive us as we are.  
You show us what we can be.  
You have come to us in Jesus Christ 
to share our common lot and reconcile us to yourself.  
Sweep over us with your Spirit,  
change us by your love,  
that we may sing with joy before you,  
and live to your glory in the world. Amen. 

 



Saturday, June 30, 2018 – Morning 
Morning Text – Romans 12.1-18 (This text does not include anything about the disciple, 
Andrew. But as we reach our Pilgrimage destination today and our thoughts begin to shift to a 
wedding in a few days, we often recommend this passage to couples beginning a life together. 
It’s an appropriate word for our world these days as we try to, like Andrew, follow Jesus.)  

     I appeal to you therefore, brothers and sisters, by the mercies of God, to present your bodies 
as a living sacrifice, holy and acceptable to God, which is your spiritual worship. Do not be 
conformed to this world, but be transformed by the renewing of your minds, so that you may 
discern what is the will of God—what is good and acceptable and perfect.  
     For by the grace given to me I say to everyone among you not to think of yourself more highly 
than you ought to think, but to think with sober judgement, each according to the measure of 
faith that God has assigned. For as in one body we have many members, and not all the members 
have the same function, so we, who are many, are one body in Christ, and individually we are 
members one of another. We have gifts that differ according to the grace given to us: prophecy, in 
proportion to faith; ministry, in ministering; the teacher, in teaching; the exhorter, in 
exhortation; the giver, in generosity; the leader, in diligence; the compassionate, in cheerfulness.  
     Let love be genuine; hate what is evil, hold fast to what is good; love one another with mutual 
affection; outdo one another in showing honour. Do not lag in zeal, be ardent in spirit, serve the 
Lord. Rejoice in hope, be patient in suffering, persevere in prayer. Contribute to the needs of the 
saints; extend hospitality to strangers.  
     Bless those who persecute you; bless and do not curse them. Rejoice with those who rejoice, 
weep with those who weep. Live in harmony with one another; do not be haughty, but associate 
with the lowly; do not claim to be wiser than you are. Do not repay anyone evil for evil, but take 
thought for what is noble in the sight of all. If it is possible, so far as it depends on you, live 
peaceably with all. 

Morning Prayer (J. Philip Newell)  
In the morning light, O God,  
may I glimpse again your image deep within me  
the threads of eternal glory  
woven into the fabric of every man and woman.  
Again may I catch sight of the mystery of the human soul  
fashioned in your likeness  
deeper than knowing  
more enduring than time.  
And in glimpsing these threads of light  
amidst the weakness and distortions of my life  
let me be recalled  
to the strength and beauty deep in my soul.  
Let me be recalled  
to the strength and beauty of your image in every living soul. Amen. 



Saturday, June 30, 2018 - Midday 
Midday Poem 

Song of the Builders by Mary Oliver 

On a summer morning  
I sat down  
on a hillside 
to think about God – 

a worthy pastime.  
Near me, I saw  
a single cricket;  
it was moving the grains of the hillside 

this way and that way.  
How great was its energy,  
how humble its effort.  
Let us hope 

it will always be like this,  
each of us going on  
in our inexplicable ways  
building the universe. 

Midday Prayer (E. Lee Phillips) 

Lord, allow me to live  
Amid the heartbreak and strife  
Of this complex world,  
With resolute hope and brave faith.  
And grant that when my journey is over  
I will have given more than I received,  
Forgiven more than was forgiven me,  
And hoped more than I ever thought possible,  
Through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen. 



Saturday, June 30, 2018 - Evening 

Evening Hymn  
      Come, O Fount of Every Blessing    NETTLETON 

Come, O Fount of every blessing, tune my heart to sing your grace;  
streams of mercy, never ceasing, call for songs of endless praise.  
Teach me some melodious sonnet, sung by flaming tongues above.  
Praise the mount; I’m fixed upon it, mount of God’s unfailing love. 

Hear I pause in my sojourning, giving thanks for having come,  
come to trust, at every turning, God will guide me safely home.  
Jesus sought me when a stranger, wandering from the fold of God,  
Came to rescue me from danger, blessed body, precious blood. 

O to grace how great a debtor daily I am drawn anew!  
Let that grace now, like a fetter, bind my wandering heart to you.  
Prone to wander, I can feel it, wander from the love I’ve known:  
Here’s my heart, O take and seal it, seal it for your very own. 

. 

Evening Prayer (John L. Bell) 

Gracious God,  
Make me the who,  
and you the why,  
your way the how,  
and now the when. Amen. 

 


