
Compline – Tuesday, September 15, 2020  
St. George’s Anglican Church, Cadboro Bay / www.stgeorgecadborobay.ca 
From: Celtic Prayers from Iona – J. Philip Newell 
 
Opening Words  
You are behind me and before me O God. You lay your hand Upon me (Psalm 139:5) 
 
Be still and aware of the presence of the Divine within and all around 
 
Opening Prayer and Thanksgiving 
As I utter these prayers 
 from my mouth O God 
In my soul may I feel your presence. 
The knee that is stiff 
 O healer make pliant 
The heart that is hard, 
Make warm beneath your wing 
The wound that is giving me pain, 
O best of healers, make whole 
And may my hopes and my fears 
Find a listening place with you. 
 
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 – Acts 16:6-15 (Contemporary English Version) 

Paul and his friends went through Phrygia and Galatia, but the Holy Spirit would not let them 
preach in Asia. After they arrived in Mysia, they tried to go into Bithynia, but the Spirit of Jesus 
would not let them. So they went on through Mysia until they came to Troas. 



During the night, Paul had a vision of someone from Macedonia who was standing there and 
begging him, “Come over to Macedonia and help us!” After Paul had seen the vision, we began 
looking for a way to go to Macedonia. We were sure that God had called us to preach the good 
news there. 

We sailed straight from Troas to Samothrace, and the next day we arrived in Neapolis. From 
there we went to Philippi, which is a Roman colony in the first district of Macedonia. 

We spent several days in Philippi. Then on the Sabbath we went outside the city gate to a place 
by the river, where we thought there would be a Jewish meeting place for prayer. We sat down 
and talked with the women who came. One of them was Lydia, who was from the city of 
Thyatira and sold expensive purple cloth. She was a worshiper of the Lord God, and he made 
her willing to accept what Paul was saying. Then after she and her family were baptized, she 
kept on begging us, “If you think I really do have faith in the Lord, come stay in my home.” 
Finally, we accepted her invitation. 

 
SILENCE 
 
Poem – “Look to the Crocus” by Marion McCready 

Eyelids are the final petals closing on this life. 
When I die, place crocuses on my eyes—they will guide me. 
 
I kneel down next to the crocuses, touch them gingerly as if they were puppies 
with pin teeth jumping excitedly in the firth breeze. 
 
At last the snow has left us, cleaned the earth for crocuses 
luxurious as silky hair or oiled skin. 
 
Don’t be fooled—crocuses are as wild as a fairground wheel 
spinning out of control. The crocuses were coughed up out of the ground; 
 
they are scattered around tree trunks like residue from a terrible accident. 
They are purple tears hand-sewn to the earth. 
 
We are all survivors in this life, but none more so than the crocus 
embedded in the grass like a microchip gathering the history of the world. 
 
Crocuses are submarines moving silently through green waves. 
The crocuses seem to be melting among snowdrops like ice cream 
 
with the wet look of a frog; their orange tongue-pistils barely visible. 
Crocuses are satellites in the grass watching us, they know us 
 



better than we know ourselves. Look to the crocus. 
Do not stand on the purple crocus, it will remember your footprint; 
 
like elephants—they never forget. The crocus beckons like homemade liqueur— 
each one a glassful of sunlight. The crocus is a soft word in my ear; 
 
the crocus is my best self. I carry them around in my head like a song. 
I want to crawl inside of their purple armor—dwell in the honeyed saffron 
 
filaments at their center. Thank God when the final curtain falls 
it is made of crocuses. 
 

Intercessions 
 
O God of the stars 
 And the night skies 
May your light be coming through 
 thick clouds this night 
On me and on everyone 
 coming through dark tears 
On each one in need 
 And in suffering. 
 
Closing Prayer 
Christ stands before me 
 and brings me peace 
Sleep, O sleep 
 in the calm of all calm 
Sleep, O sleep 
 In the love of all loves 
Sleep I this night 
 In the God of all life. 
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