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From: Celtic Benediction: Morning and Night Prayer by John Philip Newell 
 
Opening 
As a deer longs for flowing streams, so my soul longs for you, O God. My soul thirsts for God, 
for the living God. (Psalm 42:1-2) 
 
Be still and aware of God’s presence within and all around 
 
Prayer 
In the darkness of the evening 
the eyes of my heart are awake to you. 
In the quiet of the night 
I long to hear again intimations of your love. 
In the sufferings of the world 
and the struggles of life 
I see your graces of healing. 
At the heart of the brokenness around me 
and in the hidden depths of my own soul 
I seek your touch of healing, O God, for there you reside. 
In the hidden depths of life, O God, there you reside. 
 
Offerings of Thanksgiving 
 
Scripture – Romans 5:1-5 
By faith we have been made acceptable to God. And now, because of our Lord Jesus Christ, we 
live at peace with God. Christ has also introduced us to God’s undeserved kindness on which we 
take our stand. So we are happy, as we look forward to sharing in the glory of God. But that’s 
not all! We gladly suffer, because we know that suffering helps us to endure. And endurance 
builds character, which gives us a hope that will never disappoint us. All of this happens 
because God has given us the Holy Spirit, who fills our hearts with his love. 
 
Prayers of Thanksgiving and Intercession 
When it seemed there was no hope 
I have seen your light in the eyes of a child. 
When it seemed there was no joy 
I have heard your delight in the voice of a friend. 
When it seemed that life was stale 
I have smelled the freshness of sunlight on my skin. 
When all seemed emptiness 
I have touched your presence in the hand of a stranger. 
When the future seemed barren 
I have tasted life’s moisture on the lips of another. 



Thanks be to you, O God, 
for your embodied love. 
Open my sense to your presence 
that I may love you and care for you in all things. 
 
Recall the events of the day and pray for the life of the world 
 
Poem – “Steady, Steady” by Jennifer Michael Hecht 

I believe you can build a boat. 
I believe you can get to water. 
I do not believe you can get the boat on water. 
 
How do other people bear 
what you are still afraid of? The answer 
is that when big things happen 
you do go through the looking glass, 
but it is still you who goes through, 
the inner text is all still right to left, 
so you just keep reading. 
 
Because there is no boat and there is no water. 
I stare at my tiny baby's face 
but he so wriggles he can't quite be seen. 
He grows steadier, more the blur 
is gone; joins us in the myth of the stable. 
 
Of the quakiness of infancy and old age  
we shimmer and shimmy into being  
and out again. In the mean- 
time, we're horses in the stable of the myth. 
 
A quick check of the ocean, or any fire,  
is a reminder of how things seem;  
I can't seem to see them. 
 
You’re on the beach and you find out the secretary 
of defense thinks calico cats are agents of the devil. 
Your friend asks if they get 10 percent. 
She was funny, your friend. 
The water in this metaphor 
is unreal because of the way time passes,  
so you can't quite get the boat on water,  
but you can build the boat, 
 



and a boat is good for a lot of things  
not just on water. 
 
Will we, without the boat on water,  
always feel that we are missing  
something basic to the picture? 
 
No. That is what I'm trying to say.  
It is important to let sense quiver;  
even in this stable of the myth of stable,  
even living aboard a boat mired  
in mud in view of the sea. 
 
Who wants yet another world?  
It's enough already. 

 
Closing Prayer 
You have given me eyes to see with, O God, 
and ears to hear life’s sounds and sorrows 
and yet my seeing and hearing 
like my tasting and touching 
are wounded and weakened by failures. 
As rest can heal the sores of the body 
and sleep restore its strength 
so may your angels of grace visit me in the night 
that the senses of my soul may be born afresh. 
Visit my dreams with messengers of grace, O God, 
that the senses of my soul may be born again. 
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