My Body, My Temple
My body, my temple, my palace
My body, my vessel, my chalice

Birth and death are only doors
through which we pass.

I thank you for being
My home away from home
For giving me a chance to be on earth.
O spirit, my wisdom, my wellspring
My question, my answer, my knowing
With open arms and bended knees
I call you to my breast
Where you will find a holy place to rest.
© Jan Phillips 2008

Our prayer is characterized by silence ~
Be still and know that I am God!
In that silence we listen for a new word.
God is present in all our lives.
God cares for us, and
our life experiences are a source
of deepening knowledge of God and self.
Prayer Leader:

Inspired by God’s Word in the silence
we share from our hearts.
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To Ponder: Thich Nhat Hanh – No Death, No Fear
The day my mother died I wrote in my journal, "A serious
misfortune of my life has arrived." I suffered for more than
one year after the passing away of my mother. But one
night, in the highlands of Vietnam, I was sleeping in the hut
in my hermitage. I dreamed of my mother. I saw myself
sitting with her, and we were having a wonderful talk. She
looked young and beautiful, her hair flowing down. It was
so pleasant to sit there and talk to her as if she had never
died. When I woke up it was about two in the morning,
and I felt very strongly that I had never lost my mother. The
impression that my mother was still with me was very clear.
I understood then that the idea of having lost my mother was
just an idea. It was obvious in that moment that my mother
is always alive in me.
I opened the door and went outside. The entire hillside was
bathed in moonlight. It was a hill covered with tea plants,
and my hut was set behind the temple halfway up. Walking
slowly in the moonlight through the rows of tea plants,
I noticed my mother was still with me. She was the
moonlight caressing me as she had done so often, very
tender, very sweet... wonderful! Each time my feet touched
the earth I knew my mother was there with me. I knew this
body was not mine but a living continuation of my mother
and my father and my grandparents and great-grandparents.
Of all my ancestors. Those feet that I saw as "my" feet were
actually "our" feet. Together my mother and I were leaving
footprints in the damp soil.
From that moment on, the idea that I had lost my mother no
longer existed. All I had to do was look at the palm of my
hand, feel the breeze on my face or the earth under my feet
to remember that my mother is always with me, available at
any time.”

Reading: Contemplation on No Coming, No Going
This body is not me.
I am not limited by this body.
I am life without boundaries.
I have never been born,
and I have never died.
Look at the ocean and the sky filled with stars,
manifestations from my wondrous true mind.
Since before time, I have been free.
Birth and death are only doors through which we pass,
sacred thresholds on our journey.
Birth and death are a game of hide-and-seek.
So laugh with me,
hold my hand,
let us say good-bye,
say good-bye,
to meet again soon.
We meet today.
We will meet again tomorrow.
We will meet at the source every moment.
We meet each other in all forms of life.
–— Thich Nhat Hanh

Sharing…
a word…
a phrase…
a reflection…

