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From: Praying with the Earth: A Prayerbook for Peace by John Philip Newell 
 
Opening  
Blessed are the peacemakers, for they are born of God (Matthew 5.9) 
 
Prayer of Awareness 
The peace of the morning’s stillness 
the peace of new beginnings 
the peace of heaven’s kiss 
to welcome us this day 
to free us for this day 
that we may grow with the greening earth 
that we may grow with the ground of glory 
that we may grow in grateful wonder of You 
Gracious Giver of this day 
Great Giver of this day. 
 
Be still and aware of God’s presence within and all around 
 
Scripture and Meditation 
Love and faithfulness will meet. Righteousness and peace will kiss (Psalm 85:10) 
 
Love your neighbour as you love yourself (Matthew 22.39) 
 
God invites you to the Home of Peace 

(Quran – Jonah 10.25) 
 
Prayers of Thanksgiving and Intercession 
To the home of peace 
to the field of love 
to the land where forgiveness and right relationship meet 
we look, O God, 
with longing for earth’s children 
with compassion for the creatures 
with hearts breaking for the nations and people we love. 
Open us to visions we have never known 
strengthen us for self-givings we have never made 
delight us with a oneness we could have never imagined 
that we may truly be born of You 
makers of peace 
 
Intercessions and Thanksgivings 



Sources: Praying with the Earth: A Prayerbook for Peace by John Philip Newell (Eerdmans, 2011). 
Poem copyright © 2010 by Richard Levine, from his most recent book of poetry, That Country’s Soul, Finishing Line 
Press, 2010. 
 
 

Poem – “Believe This” by Richard Levine 
All morning, doing the hard, root-wrestling 
work of turning a yard from the wild 
to a gardener’s will, I heard a bird singing 
from a hidden, though not distant, perch; 
a song of swift, syncopated syllables sounding 
like, Can you believe this, believe this, believe? 
Can you believe this, believe this, believe? 
And all morning, I did believe. All morning, 
between break-even bouts with the unwanted, 
I wanted to see that bird, and looked up so 
I might later recognize it in a guide, and know 
and call its name, but even more, I wanted 
to join its church. For all morning, and many 
a time in my life, I have wondered who, beyond 
this plot I work, has called the order of being, 
that givers of food are deemed lesser 
than are the receivers. All morning, 
muscling my will against that of the wild, 
to claim a place in the bounty of earth, 
seed, root, sun and rain, I offered my labor 
as a kind of grace, and gave thanks even 
for the aching in my body, which reached 
beyond this work and this gift of struggle. 
 

 
Closing Prayer 
My the love of life fill our hearts. 
May the love of earth bring joy to heaven. 
May the love of self deepen our souls. 
May the love of neighbour heal our world. 
As nations, as peoples, as families this day 
May the love of life heal our world. 


