The following poems and Scripture readings may offer some support for your personal reflections.

Lord, you have been our refuge

from one generation to another.

Before the mountains were brought forth,

or the land and the earth were born,

from age to age you are God.

For a thousand years in your sight

are like yesterday when it is past

and like a watch in the night.

You sweep us away like a dream;

we fade away suddenly like the grass.

In the morning it is green and flourishes;

in the evening it is dried up and withered.

The span of our lives is seventy years,

perhaps in strength even eighty;

yet the sum of them is but labour and sorrow,

for they pass away quickly and we are gone.

So teach us to number our days

that we may apply our hearts to wisdom.

Satisfy us by your loving-kindness in the morning;

so shall we rejoice and be glad all the days of our life.

Make us glad by the measure of the days

that you afflicted us

and the years in which we suffered adversity.

Show your servants your works

and your splendour to their children.

May the graciousness of the Lord our God be upon us;

prosper the work of our hands;

prosper our handiwork.

Psalm 90: 1, 2, 4 – 6, 10, 12, 14 - 17

‘How dull it is to pause, to make an end,

To rust unburnished, not to shine in use.

As tho’ to breathe were life!

‘Tis not too late to seek a newer world.

To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield.’

· From “Ulysses” By Alfred, Lord Tennyson

‘Would get up at night,

go to the mirror and ask:

Who’s there?

Would turn, sink to his knees

and stare at snow falling blameless

in the night air.

Would cry:

Heaven, look down!

See? No one is here.

Would take off his clothes and say:

My flesh is a grave with nothing inside.

Would lean to the mirror:

You there, you, wake me,

Tell me none of what I’ve said is true’.

· Mark Strand: “About a Man” From: The Late Hour

‘While we sleep here, we are awake elsewhere

and …in this way every man is two men’.

· Jorge Luis Borges

