
ON SEEDS BECOMING A LIVING TREE

 
Standing Like A Tree 
Standing like a tree with my roots set down 
My branches wide and open.  
Down comes the rain, down comes the sun 
Down comes the word to a heart 
That is longing to be standing like a tree

Blessing the Seed (by Jan Richardson)

I should tell you 
at the outset: 
this blessing will require you 
to do some work. 
 
First you must simply 
let this blessing fall 
from your hand, 
as if it were a small thing 
you could easily let slip 
through your fingers, 
as if it were not 
most precious to you, 
as if your life did not 
depend on it. 
 
Next you must trust 
that this blessing knows 
where it is going, 
that it understands 
the ways of the dark, 
that it is wise 
to seasons 
and to times. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Then— 
and I know this blessing 
has already asked much 
of you— 
it is to be hoped that 
you will rest 
and learn 
that something is at work 
when all seems still, 
seems dormant, 
seems dead. 
 
I promise you 
this blessing 
is on its way back 
to you.  
I promise you— 
when you are least 
expecting it, 
when you have given up 
your last hope— 
this blessing will rise 
green 
and whole 
and new. 

 

HOPE IS DEEPER THAN DESPAIR (by David Poole) 

Hope is deeper than despair, wait for the rising sun. 

Hope is deeper, wait for the light. 

WHY WE PRUNE 
“Anytime you’re gonna grow, you’re gonna lose something. You’re losing  

what you’re hanging onto to keep you safe. You’re losing habits that you’re 

comfortable with. You’re losing familiarity.” – James Hillman 

Our Tears Falling Down Like Rain (by Paul Vasile; Psalm 126:6) 
Our tears, falling down  

like rain to the ground 

will water seeds of change 

 

Let it be, let it be,  

let it be, let it be 

Let it be, O let it be 

 

Let it be, let it be,  

let it be, let it be 

Let it be, O let it be 



look for another song for here!!!! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PRAYER OF FRANCIS OF ASSISI 
Make me an instrument of your peace.  
Where there is hatred, let me sow love.  
Where there is injury, pardon.  
Where there is doubt, faith.  
Where there is despair, hope.  
Where there is darkness, light.  
Where there is sadness, joy.  

Grant that I may not so much seek to be  
To be understood as to understand.  
To be loved as to love.  
For it is in giving that we receive.  
It is in pardoning that we are padrone 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HONOR THE DARK (by Lea Morris)  

Honor the dark / As you do the light  

Receive the gifts that come to us  by day and by night  

I choose to honor the dark / Uncertainty and change  

Deliver us from fear until  only love remains  
 

As the butterfly slips free from her dark cocoon  

As the evening sky reveals the light of the moon 

Sometimes, fear surrounds us, Sometimes, there will be pain  

Let the darkness heal you until only love remains …Honor 

 

As the seed emerges from under the dark earth 

As a mother push’s the dark womb to give birth  

Sometimes, fear surrounds us, Sometimes, there will be pain 

Let the darkness heal you until only love remains …Honor 

 

Grant that I may not so much seek to be consoled  
      as to console.  
To be understood as to understand.  
To be loved as to love.  
For it is in giving that we receive.  
It is in pardoning that we are pardoned. AMEN. 

 

Earth Prayer (by Black Elk) 

Hey! Learn to hear my feeble voice. 

At the center of the sacred hoop 

You have said that I should make the tree to bloom. 

With tears running, O Great Spirit, my Grandfather, 

With running eyes I must say 

The tree has never bloomed. 

Here I stand, and the tree is withered. 

Again, I recall the great vision you gave me. 

It may be that some little root of the sacred tree still lives. 

Nourish it then - that it may leaf 

 

and bloom and fill with 

singing birds! 

Hear me, that the 

people may once again 

Find the good road and 

the shielding tree. 

 

IN THIS CIRCLE (by Joan McMullen) 
In this circle, no fear 

In this circle, safety 

In this circle, greatest love of all 

In this circle, deep peace 

 

 

 
 

We Shall Not Be Moved 
                  (by Alfred H. and B. D. Ackley) 

We shall not be, we shall not be moved 

We shall not be, we shall not be moved 

Just like a tree that’s planted by the waters 

We shall not be moved 

 

• Planting seeds of healing… 

• Pruning off our burdens… 

• Rooted in our faith… 

• Growing in the darkness… 

• Seeking the light 

Every Part of Me (by Lea Morris & Elisa S. Keeler) 
My heart is opening, my roots are anchoring 

My breath is travelling, to every part of me. 


