
Morning Prayer – Monday, November 16, 2020 
Celtic Daily Prayer – The Northumbria Community *modifications made for inclusive language. 
 
Opening Words  
O God, you are my God, eagerly I seek you. 
As a new day begins 
breathe your peace into my soul, and 
call out in me again a willingness to love and serve. 
 
Psalm 1 – St. Helena Psalter 

Happy are they who have not walked in the counsel of the wicked, * 
nor lingered in the way of sinners, 
nor sat in the seats of the scornful! 

Their delight is in the law of the Holy One, * 
and they meditate on that law day and night. 
They are like trees planted by streams of water, 

bearing fruit in due season, with leaves that do not wither; * 
everything they do shall prosper. 

It is not so with the wicked; * 
they are like chaff which the wind blows away. 

Therefore the wicked shall not stand upright when judgment comes, * 
nor the sinner in the council of the righteous; 

For the Holy One knows the way of the righteous, * 
but the way of the wicked is doomed. 

 
A moment of silence to reflect on the reading 
 
Canticle 
In peace and in truth I put on Christ this day; 
I will walk with Christ and Christ will walk with me. 
Whatever joys or sorrows the day may bring 
Christ will bear all things with me. 
Whatever joys or sorrows the day may bring 
Christ will guide me through 
 
Ezekiel 37:1-14 (CEV) 

Some time later, I felt the LORD’s power take control of me, and his Spirit carried me to a valley 
full of bones. The LORD showed me all around, and everywhere I looked I saw bones that were 
dried out. He said, “Ezekiel, son of man, can these bones come back to life?” 

I replied, “LORD God, only you can answer that.” 



He then told me to say: 

Dry bones, listen to what the LORD is saying to you, “I, the LORD God, will put breath in you, and 
once again you will live. I will wrap you with muscles and skin and breathe life into you. Then 
you will know that I am the LORD.” 

I did what the LORD said, but before I finished speaking, I heard a rattling noise. The bones were 
coming together! I saw muscles and skin cover the bones, but they had no life in them. 

The LORD said: 

Ezekiel, now say to the wind, “The LORD God commands you to blow from every direction and 
to breathe life into these dead bodies, so they can live again.” 

As soon as I said this, the wind blew among the bodies, and they came back to life! They all 
stood up, and there were enough to make a large army. 

The LORD said: 

Ezekiel, the people of Israel are like dead bones. They complain that they are dried up and that 
they have no hope for the future. So tell them, “I, the LORD God, promise to open your graves 
and set you free. I will bring you back to Israel, and when that happens, you will realize that I 
am the LORD. My Spirit will give you breath, and you will live again. I will bring you home, and 
you will know that I have kept my promise. I, the LORD, have spoken.” 

 
A moment of silence to reflect on the reading 
 
Poem – “All You Do is Perceive” by Joy Katz 
I was given a city, with coffee and sunlight. “The coin-purse smell of the subway,” I wrote. In 
the mornings policemen would stand, lightstruck and pleasured, over trays of danish. Mornings 
I wrote and workmen raised up their nets. Hallelujah the brick, the debris! I was given a city. 
The city got between me and God. 
  
I was given a house. The curtains breathed over wide sills. There was a leaf in the middle of the 
floor, I loved the crispness of the leaf. I loved the privacy of sills. The sills sailed, I fell into the 
sills. The sills got between me and God. 
  
I was given a mud hut. The walls curved to meet the ceiling like a tongue curves to make a 
word. 
  
I was given God, with salt and sweet together. I was given a piece of meat. I loved the flesh. I 
was given bread only. I was given only water. I loved the coolness of the water. The water got 
between me and the feast. 



  
I had an empty plate and there was the color of it. I cannot even describe the color of it. 
  
I was given a cell with a window. There was a certain light at evening. 
  
I was given nothing but the air, and the air dazzled. 
 
PRAYERS FOR OTHERS, THE WORLD, AND ONESELF 
 
Closing Prayer 
We stretch out our hand and throw, 
and many, many seeds we sow. 
In truth we do not know 
where they will go, 
which will take root 
or when the unlikeliest ground 
will return glimpses of gold. 
Sowing at times in tears, 
persisting through the years, 
blessed again and again 
by your harvest of love. 
Let us embody your ready kindness 
this day 
for things will not be 
as they were before. 
But whatever may be 
May we walk in your way of love. 
 
Sources: 
Prayers and Buechner reading are from: Celtic Daily Prayer: Book Two, Farther Up and Farther 
In Northumbria Community, London: William Collins Books, 2015. 
Poem: Joy Katz, "All You Do Is Perceive" from All You Do Is Perceive 
(Four Way Books, 2013). 
 


