
O grant us God, a little space  

from daily tasks set free. 

We meet within this holy place 

to rest awhile with Thee.  

Yet this is not the only place  

your presence may be found.  

On daily work you shed your grace,  

and blessings all around.  
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Gathering                    O, Grant Us God, a Little Space         Elena Escudero 
 

 
 

 
 

Work shall be prayer, 

if all be wrought 

as you would have it done, 

and prayer, by you, inspired and taught, 

Shall then with work be one.   
 

Words:  John Ellerton, 1879; alt  

Music: AZMON – Carl G. Glaser, 1828; adapted in Lowell Mason’s Modern Psalmody, 1839  

Jazz Interpretation:  Elena Escudero 

 

Greeting and Scripture              Elena Escudero 
 

Be joyful in hope, patient in affliction, faithful in prayer. 

-Romans:12:12  



Reading    I Happened To Be Standing         Mary Oliver 

                 (1935-2019) 
 

I don’t know where prayers go, 

or what they do. 

Do cats pray, while they sleep 

half-asleep in the sun? 

Does the opossum pray as it 

crosses the street? 

The sunflowers? The old black oak 

growing older every year? 

I know I can walk through the world, 

along the shore or under the trees, 

with my mind filled with things 

of little importance, in full 

self-attendance. A condition I can’t really 

call being alive. 

Is a prayer a gift, or a petition, 

or does it matter? 

The sunflowers blaze, maybe that’s their way. 

Maybe the cats are sound asleep. Maybe not. 

 

While I was thinking this I happened to be standing 

just outside my door, with my notebook open, 

which is the way I begin every morning. 

Then a wren in the privet began to sing. 

He was positively drenched in enthusiasm, 

I don’t know why.  And yet, why not. 

I wouldn’t persuade you from whatever you believe 

or whatever you don’t. That’s your business. 

But I thought, of the wren’s singing, what could this be 

if it isn’t a prayer? 

So I just listened, my pen in the air. 



In solitude, in solitude, 

I call to God in prayer. 

In silence and simplicity, 

my spirit blossoms there. 

 

When e’re the world is troubling me 

and stress is all around, 

I seek the presence of my God, 

and healing light is found.  

In seasons of perplexity, 

in times of deep despair, 

I light a candle in the night 

and turn to  God in prayer. 

 

And when my heart is burden’d down 

with cares for those I love, 

too deep for words, with groans and sighs, 

descends the holy dove.  

 

Jazz Meditation                            In Solitude                            LAND OF REST 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
With psalms and hymns and songs of praise, 

before my God I’ll come. 

till death itself is past and gone, 

and I arrive at home. 
 

Words: Ruth Duck, 1963     Tune: Traditional United States Melody 

Jazz Interpretation: Elena Escudero 

 
Dismissal                                   Linda Abe 

 
Closing Sung Prayer   The Lord’s Prayer                Elena Escudero 
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