
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.  
 

Inspired by God’s Word in the silence  
we share from our hearts. 
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Let it Be 
 

When I find myself in times of 

trouble 

Mother Mary comes to me 

Speaking words of wisdom,  

Let it be 

And in my hour of darkness 

She is standing right in front of me 

Speaking words of wisdom, 

Let it be 
 

Let it be, let it be 

Let it be, let it be 

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be 
 

And when the broken hearted  

people 

Living in the world agree 

There will be an answer, let it be 

For though they may be parted 

There is still a chance 

That they will see 

There will be an answer, let it be 
 

Let it be, let it be 

Let it be, let it be 

Yeah there will be an answer, 

Let it be 
 

Let it be, let it be 

Let it be, let it be 

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be 

By The Beatles 

 
Let it be, let it be 

Ah let it be,  yeah let it be 

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be 

 

And when the night is cloudy 

There is still a light that shines on 

me 

Shine on until tomorrow, let it be 

I wake up to the sound of music 

Mother Mary comes to me 

Speaking words of wisdom, 

Let it be 

 

Yeah let it be, let it be 

Let it be, yeah let it be 

Oh there will be an answer, 

Let it be 

 

Let it be, let it be 

Let it be, yeah let it be 

Oh there will be an answer, 

Let it be 

 

Let it be, let it be 

Ah let it be,  yeah let it be 

Whisper words of wisdom, let it be 

 

 

Let us start by letting 

things be themselves 



To Ponder 
 

The Circular Path 
 

By Jane Hirshfield from A God in the House 

 

Inaction and pure experience are not much valued in contemporary 

American culture. The more usual attitude is to want to be engaged 

and purposeful, to change things, to prove or transmit some belief 

system or to attain measurable achievement, to support, to serve. And 

these things will be needed if we want to avoid destroying ourselves 

and much of the planet with us, even though of course it is action — 

not no-action — that created the problems to begin with. 

 

But it seems to me that too often an untempered desire to change 

things means changing them for the worse. The war in Iraq is an 

example of a devastating consequence when people believe they 

know, with certainty, how to change something for the better. 

 

But it you can start by letting things be themselves, and feel yourself 

part of things as they are, then perhaps, like some 80-year-old man, 

with an 80-year-old bonsai tree, you can look around and say, 

“Maybe if I trim this particular set of small needles, the bonsai tree 

and I will be more completely both ourselves and in harmony with 

the true nature of everything else.”  

 

Does this change everything or nothing, such a subtle action? We 

can’t know. But the bonsai master trims the tree knowing that it will 

outlive him, shaping it toward its next 80 or 800 years. 

 

It’s worth recalling that non-doing is part of every spiritual tradition. 

It doesn’t mean that you don’t give a hungry person food. It doesn’t 

mean that you don’t register to vote or, if it’s your nature to do so, 

enter the halls of power. It means, though, that you are not trying to 

change things for reasons of ego or personal power .Rather, it is so 

you and the tree can live completely. 

Reading 
 

It was like this: You were happy 
 

By Jane Hirshfield from A God in the House 

 

It was like this: You were happy, then you were sad, 

Then happy again, then not. 

It went on. You were innocent or you were guilty. 

Actions were taken, or not. 

 

At times you spoke, at other times you were silent. 

Mostly, it seems you were silent — what could you say? 

Now it’s almost over. 

Like a Lover, your life bends down and kisses your life. 

 

It doesn’t matter what they will make of you 

Or your days; they will be wrong 

They will miss the wrong woman, miss the wrong man, 

All the stories they tell will be tales of their own invention. 

 

Your story was this: you were happy, then you were sad 

You slept, you awakened 

Sometimes you ate roasted chestnuts, sometimes persimmons. 

 
 Sharing… 

 

       a word… 

 

            a phrase… 

 

                 a reflection… 
 


