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From: Celtic Benediction: Morning and Night Prayer by John Philip Newell 
 
Opening  
For you alone, O God, my soul waits in silence, from you comes my salvation. (Psalm 62:1) 
 
Be still and aware of God’s presence within and all around 
 
Prayer  
O God of the high mountains 
O Christ of the fertile valleys 
O Spirit of the earth 
from whose dark soils burst forth fresh life 
and from which my own body and soul are born 
be to me this night  
the bestower of grace. 
Be to my body and soul this night  
the generous giver of love. 
 
Offer Thanksgivings 
 
Scripture  - John 8:23-27 
And when he got into the boat, his disciples followed him. A windstorm arose on the sea, so 
great that the boat was being swamped by the waves; but he was asleep. And they went and 
woke him up, saying, “Lord, save us! We are perishing!” And he said to them, “Why are you 
afraid, you of little faith?” Then he got up and rebuked the winds and the sea; and there was a 
dead calm. They were amazed, saying, “What sort of man is this, that even the winds and the 
sea obey him?” 
 
Prayers of Thanksgiving and Intercession 
For the earth’s cycles and seasons 
for the rising of spring and the growing summer 
for autumn’s fullness and the hidden depths of winter 
thanks be to you, O Christ. 
For the life force in seeds buried in the ground 
that shoot green and bear fruit and fall to the earth 
thanks be to you. 
Let me learn from earth’s cycles of birthing  
the times and seasons of dying. 
Let me learn of you in the soil of my soul, O Christ, 
and your journey through death to birth. 
Let me learn of you in my soul this night 
and the journey of letting go. 



 
Recall the events of the day and pray for the life of the world 
 
Poem – “Of the Shining Underlife”  by Carl Phillips 

Above me, the branches toss toward and away from each other 
the way privacy does with what ends up 
showing, despite ourselves, of 
who we are, inside. 
 
 
                                Then they’re branches again—hickory, I think. 
 
 
 
      —It’s not too late, then. 
 

*The title of this poem is from a line in Toi Derricotte’s “The Minks.” 
	

 
Closing Prayer 

Glory be to you O Holy Seed of all that has been born 
for earth, sea and sky in vibrancy of colour. 
Glory be you O light of Life 
for your liberation of earth’s bound treasures. 
Glory be to you O River of delight 
surging through the heart of creation. 
Renew me this night in the depths of sleep, 
set free my dreams of the unknown. 
Safeguard this time of resting, O God, 
enfold me in the darkness of the night. 
 

Sources:  
Celtic Benediction: Morning and Night Prayer by J Philip Newell © 2000 by the Canterbury 
Press.  
 
Poem –  “Of the Shining Underlife”  by Carl Phillips, Poetry (July/August 2020) 
 


