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Opening Words  
O God of all Creation, 
Whatever this day may bring, and wherever I must go 
May I seek to follow you in all I say and do. 
 
 
A moment of silence for reflection 
 
Psalm 107:33-43 (The Message) 
GOD turned rivers into wasteland, 
    springs of water into sunbaked mud; 
Luscious orchards became alkali flats 
    because of the evil of the people who lived there. 
Then he changed wasteland into fresh pools of water, 
    arid earth into springs of water, 
Brought in the hungry and settled them there; 
    they moved in—what a great place to live! 
They sowed the fields, they planted vineyards, 
    they reaped a bountiful harvest. 
He blessed them and they prospered greatly; 
    their herds of cattle never decreased. 
But abuse and evil and trouble declined 
    as he heaped scorn on princes and sent them away. 
He gave the poor a safe place to live, 
    treated their clans like well-cared-for sheep. 
Good people see this and are glad; 
    bad people are speechless, stopped in their tracks. 
If you are really wise, you’ll think this over— 
    it’s time you appreciated GOD’s deep love. 
 
 
A moment of silence to reflect on the reading 
 
Poem – “Miracle on St. David’s Day” by Gillian Clarke 
*All you need to know about this poem is that it is a true story. It happened in the ’70s, and it 
took me years to find a way to write the poem. 
 
‘They flash upon that inward eye 
which is the bliss of solitude’ 
                                          from ‘The Daffodils’ by William Wordsworth 
 



An afternoon yellow and open-mouthed 
with daffodils. The sun treads the path 
among cedars and enormous oaks. 
It might be a country house, guests strolling, 
the rumps of gardeners between nursery shrubs. 
 

I am reading poetry to the insane. 
An old woman, interrupting, offers 
as many buckets of coal as I need. 
A beautiful chestnut-haired boy listens 
entirely absorbed. A schizophrenic 
 

on a good day, they tell me later. 
In a cage of first March sun a woman 
sits not listening, not feeling. 
In her neat clothes the woman is absent. 
A big, mild man is tenderly led 
 

to his chair. He has never spoken. 
His labourer’s hands on his knees, he rocks 
gently to the rhythms of the poems. 
I read to their presences, absences, 
to the big, dumb labouring man as he rocks. 
 

He is suddenly standing, silently, 
huge and mild, but I feel afraid. Like slow 
movement of spring water or the first bird 
of the year in the breaking darkness, 
the labourer’s voice recites ‘The Daffodils’. 
 

The nurses are frozen, alert; the patients 
seem to listen. He is hoarse but word-perfect. 
Outside the daffodils are still as wax, 
a thousand, ten thousand, their syllables 
unspoken, their creams and yellows still. 
 

Forty years ago, in a Valleys school, 
the class recited poetry by rote. 
Since the dumbness of misery fell 
he has remembered there was a music 
of speech and that once he had something to say. 
 

When he’s done, before the applause, we observe 
the flowers’ silence. A thrush sings 
and the daffodils are flame. 
 
PRAYERS FOR OTHERS, THE WORLD, AND ONESELF 
 



Closing Prayer 
In Your love is my  
complete security, 
close to Your heart 
is my true home. 
 
And, as a plant 
soaks up the moisture 
from well-watered ground, 
reaching up  
and knowing the smile 
of the sun 
 
so let Your tender mercies 
come to me, 
that I may deepen,  
love and grow  
strong in Your love. 
 
Sources 
Celtic Daily Prayer: Book Two, Farther Up and Farther In, Northumbria Community, London: 
William Collins Books, 2015. 
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