
Compline – Monday, October 19, 2020 
Celtic Prayers from Iona – J. Philip Newell 
 
Opening Words  
You discern my thoughts 
from far away O God 
You search out my path 
and my lying down 
And are acquainted 
with all my ways (Psalm 139:2-3) 
 
Be still and aware of the presence of the Divine within and all around 
 
Opening Prayer and Thanksgiving 
O Christ of the least 
    and the homeless 
O Christ of the lost 
     and betrayed 
Come close to me this night 
That I may come close to you. 
As you watched me with care 
     at my soul’s shaping 
Look on me now with grace. 
As you blessed me with light  
     at the sun’s rising 
Shine on me now with love.     
 
FREE PRAYERS OF THANKSGIVING 
 
The Lord’s Prayer 
Our Father in heaven 
Hallowed be your name 
Your kingdom come 
Your will be done 
    on earth as in heaven 
Give us today our daily bread 
Forgive us our sins 
As we forgive those who sin against us 
Lead us not into temptation 
But deliver us from evil 
For the kingdom, the power 
     and the glory are yours 
Now and for ever.  Amen. 
 



Scripture – 1 John 1:1-4 
The Word that gives life 
    was from the beginning, 
and this is the one 
    our message is about. 
Our ears have heard, 
    our own eyes have seen, 
and our hands touched 
    this Word. 

The one who gives life appeared! We saw it happen, and we are witnesses to what we have 
seen. Now we are telling you about this eternal life that was with the Father and appeared to 
us. We are telling you what we have seen and heard, so that you may share in this life with us. 
And we share in it with the Father and with his Son Jesus Christ. We are writing to tell you these 
things, because this makes us truly happy. 

 
 
FREE PRAYERS OF INTERCESSION 
 
 
Poem – “A Hymn to the Evening” by Phillis Wheatley (1753-1784) 

Soon as the sun forsook the eastern main 
The pealing thunder shook the heav'nly plain; 
Majestic grandeur! From the zephyr's wing, 
Exhales the incense of the blooming spring. 
Soft purl the streams, the birds renew their notes, 
And through the air their mingled music floats. 
Through all the heav'ns what beauteous dies are spread! 
But the west glories in the deepest red: 
So may our breasts with ev'ry virtue glow, 
The living temples of our God below! 
Fill'd with the praise of him who gives the light, 
And draws the sable curtains of the night, 
Let placid slumbers sooth each weary mind, 
At morn to wake more heav'nly, more refin'd; 
So shall the labours of the day begin 
More pure, more guarded from the snares of sin. 
Night's leaden sceptre seals my drowsy eyes, 
Then cease, my song, till fair Aurora rise. 

 
Closing Prayer 
I end this day 
As the Son of Mary would end it. 



The grace of God be on this house 
And on all whom 
     God has given me. 
Who keeps watch 
     Over us this night? 
Who but the Christ of love. 
 
 
Sources: 
Prayers are from: Celtic Prayers from Iona – J. Philip Newell, New York: Paulist Press, 1997 
 
Poem: “A Hymn to the Evening” by Phillis Wheatley, public domain. 
 
Scripture: Contemporary English Version, American Bible Society, 1995. 


