
A Service of Contempla  on and Prayer
for the Peace of Syria

GATHERING IN SORROW AND HOPE

Time of Silence

Welcoming the Light

Call to Prayer

And then all that has divided us will merge
And then compassion will be wedded to power
And then so  ness will come to a world that is harsh and unkind
And then both men and women will be gentle
And then both women and men will be strong
And then no person will be subject to another’s will
And then all will be rich and free and varied
And then the greed of some will give way to the needs of many
And then all will share equally in the Earth’s abundance
And then all will care for the sick and the weak and the old
And then all will nourish the young
And then all will cherish life’s creatures
And then all will live in harmony with each other and the Earth
And then everywhere will be called Eden once again

      - Judy Chicago

Song   Ubi Caritas/Live in Charity              Taize 

Prayer of Confession  (unison)

My Lord God,  I have no idea where I am going.  I do not see the road ahead 
of me.  I cannot know for certain where it will end.  Nor do I really know 
myself, and that fact that I think I am doing your will does not mean that I 
am actually doing so.  But I believe that the desire to please you does in fact 
please you.

 And I hope I have that desire in all that I am doing.

 I hope that I will never do anything apart from that desire. 
 And I know that if I do this you will lead me by the right road though I may 
know nothing about it.  Therefore I will trust you always, though I may seem 
to be lost and in the shadow of death.  I will not fear, for you are ever with 
me, and you will never leave me to face my perils alone.        

SENDING:  WE GO OUT AS PRACTITIONERS OF PEACE

Hymn  This is My Song, O God of All the Na  ons

Closing Prayer

God of peace, strengthen us, your people, to raise our voices in concern: to 
call for restraint, to plead for diplomacy, to urge the use of interna  onal law, 
to engage in peacemaking, to halt the endless, downward spiral of violence.
What do you call us to do, as Chris  ans?
Who do you call us to be, following Christ?
How can voices of faith speak your word of peace and be heard?
Strengthen us, your people, to raise our voices.  Amen.

Blessing One Another with Peace

    

Resources Used in this Service

“And then…”  Judy Chicago, quoted in Life Prayers, p 17.
 Ed. Elizabeth Roberts and Elias Amidon 

“O Lord, I do not know…”  Thoughts in Solitude by Thomas Merton

“Ubi Caritas” and “In the Lord I’ll Be Ever Thankful” 
 Songs from Taize

“This is My Song, O God of All the Na  ons”   Tune: Finlandia
 text by Lloyd Stone, from New Century Hymnal, UCC, #591

“O God of Life….”   from Gates of Prayer, the Reform Prayerbook

“Our father who is in heaven, between gulls and warplanes,” 
                  from Gi  s of Many Cultures, Tirabassi and Eddy, p. 49.   

“God of peace…” prayer by the Rev. Andrea Castner Wya  , UCC

Service wri  en by the Rev. Dr. Laurie A Kraus,
Coordinator, Presbyterian Disaster Assistance
Compassion, Peace and Jus  ce
The Presbyterian Mission Agency



Assurance of God’s Love — singing together to #363

I want Jesus to walk with me
I want Jesus to walk with me
All along my pilgrim journey, Lord, I want Jesus to walk with me.

In my trials, Lord, walk with me…
In my trials, Lord, walk with me…
When my heart is almost breaking, Lord, I want Jesus to walk with me

LISTENING WITH OPEN HEARTS

Psalm  (in one voice)    Psalm 46:1-7

God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble.
Therefore we will not fear, though the earth should change, 
Though the mountains shake in the heart of the sea;
Though its waters roar and foam,
Though the mountains tremble with its tumult
God is in the midst of us, we shall not be moved;
God will help us when the morning dawns.
The na  ons are in an uproar, the kingdoms to  er;
God u  ers, the earth melts.
The Lord of hosts is with us; the God of Jacob is our refuge. 

S  llness  

Prayer Medita  on

O God of life, amid the ceaseless  des of change which sweep away the gen-
era  ons, Your living spirit remains to comfort us and give us hope. Around us 
is life and death, decay and renewal; the fl owing rhythm that all things obey.

Our life is a dance to a song we cannot hear.  Its melody courses through us 
for a li  le while, then seems to cease.  Whence the melody, and whither 
does it go?  In darkness as in light, we turn to You, Lord, the Source of life, 
the Answer to all its mysteries.

Can it be that we, Your children, are given over to destruc  on, when our 
few days on earth are done?  Or do we live in ways we cannot know?  Only 
this have we been taught, and in this we put our trust:  from You comes the 
spirit, and to You it must return.  You are our dwelling place in life and in 
death.

More we cannot say, for all else is hidden from our sight by an impenetrable 
veil.  We thank you, then, for the life we have, and for the gi  s that daily are 
our por  on:  for health and healing, for labor and repose, for the ever-re-
newed beauty of earth and sky, for thoughts of truth and jus  ce that move 
us to acts of goodness, and for the contempla  on of Your eternal Presence, 
which fi lls us with the hope that what is good and lovely will not perish.

Lord, what are we?  A Breath, a passing shadow.  Yet you have made us li  le 
less than divine.

       (from Gates of Prayer)

Song     In the Lord I’ll be Ever Thankful    Taize

Intercessions

For the people of Syria
For the United Na  ons, 
our own na  on, and the fellowship of na  ons
For refugees, and those in harm’s way
For  peacemakers, relief workers, and policy makers
For the voices of peoples of faith, that we may have courage,
 grace, integrity and the strength to listen and to speak.

Silent Prayer

The Lord’s Prayer  (alterna  ve version)

“Our father who is in heaven, between gulls and warplanes, we want you 
to return before you forget how to get to this earth, so you can dance in a 
ring, not play hide-and-seek.  Our mother, who is in the fi elds, help us when 
we carry water and we can’t go on.  Mother of so many orphans, of beggars 
for food and shelter, of us who work when we should be playing and com-
ing home from school as so many others do.  Our father who watches street 
children grow by the thousands in my city, see how we play on the street 
corners and ask for money so our parents won’t beat us.  Our mother, who 
is in the cold night, it seems you hardly ever remember my kids, hear our 
prayer mixed with crying.  May your kingdom simply come, your Kingdom 
where I dream freely and receive love, where I have friends and we learn to 
live, this Kingdom you said was for the li  le ones, the humble and the boys, 
the girls….”    

(Hugo Venegas, Ecuador)


