A Survivor's Vesper'

Fast
Power of the Air;
I am grateful for the cool breath of wind
which sustains my body;
for the eénergies ol air
that fan myv hope;
for the raging storms
that blow away my unceriainty,
For-all your gifis to me today,
Ancient mother’,
I am grateful.
south
Power of fire:
[ am grateful for the flame that burns within me,
for the hot passion of my desires
and the ferce longings that drive me along
leasing me inte living each day,
[ amy in awe of all that grows
and the growth 1 feel at work in me.
in vour strength. | grow stromg:
the condle of hope that bims alone
shall burst into towenng Names.
ancient mother, | am grateful,
wesl
power of the walers:
far the healing stream that s feeding me.
for the warm waves that have cushioned me
and held me afloal when [ was tbo weak to walk,
| am grateful,
For the seas of inner nuriuring,
for the tides of sanity that pull me sale o shore,
for the waterfalls of hopeful spirit
that ripple and dance in me.
Ancient mother, | am grateful,
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north
_ power of Earth:
maker of my bones, desp heurl of my beating one,
planet of my senses,
firt the counige of the sime,
for the destiny of the boulder,
for the clarity of the crystal which i find in me,
I imve thenks.
for the taste of bitter herbs and swest,
for the squelch of the mud between my toes,
for my throbbing, healing connection 1@ you,
I dedicate my sell o survive and serve.
ancient mother, | am grateful.
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