
Psalm 23 

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. He 

makes me lie down in green pastures; he leads 

me beside still waters; he restores my soul. He 

leads me in right paths for his name’s sake. Even 

though I walk through the darkest valley, I fear 

no evil; for you are with me; your rod and your 

staff—they comfort me. You prepare a table 

before me in the presence of my enemies; you 

anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all 

the days of my life, and I shall dwell in the house 

of the Lord my whole life long. 

Philippians 2:1-2 

If then there is any encouragement in Christ, 

any consolation from love, any sharing in the 

Spirit, any compassion and sympathy, make my 

joy complete: be of the same mind, having the 

same love, being in full accord and of one 

mind.  



Who Calls Us Home – A Poem  By Walter Brueggemann 

We are your people, mostly privileged, competent, entitled. 

Your people who make futures for ourselves, seize opportunities, get 

the job done and move on. 

In our self-confidence, we expect little beyond our productivity; we 

wait little for that which lies beyond us, and then settle with 

ourselves at the center. 

And you, you in the midst of our privilege, our competence, our 

entitlement. 

You utter large, deep oaths beyond our imagined futures. 

You say— fear not, I am with you. 

You say— nothing shall separate us. 

You say— something of new heaven and new earth. 

You say— you are mine; I have called you by name. 

You say— my faithfulness will show concretely and will abide. 

And we find our privilege eroded by your purpose, our competence 

shaken by your future, our entitlement unsettled by your other 

children. 

Give us grace to hear your promises. 

Give us freedom to trust your promises. 

Give us patience to wait and humility to yield our dreamed future to 

your large purpose. 

We pray in the name of Jesus who is your deep yes over our lives. 


