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A Sense of Direction 

 

The wind scuds across the river surface, 

ripples seeming to flow upstream, 

yet, as I sit on the bank, 

I watch leaves, other debris, 

sparkles of light on the waves’ crests, 

below the surface, 

journeying in the opposite direction, 

revealing the river’s deeper response 

to the compelling call of the sea. 

 

Does this mirror the flow of life, 

fuelled by consumerism and advertising, 

dragging us in their wake? 

God  calls us in the opposite direction, 

from me to we, 

from getting to giving, 

from injustice to fair play, 

hatred to love. 

 

As the wind drops, the ripples begin to reverse direction, 

seaward call becoming stronger. 

So may it be with our troubled world 

as we journey into eternity. 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Autumn Glory 

 

I watch 

the inexorable call of the earth 

to leaves and pine needles. 

Irresistible. 

In succession, gravity summons them. 

The steady flurry is obedient to the annual call, 

embedding into autumnal rain-sodden earth. 

Decomposing from recognisable identity 

to nutrient-rich humus. 

No longer crisp golden, scarlet and russet flaming, 

becoming now a friable crumble, 

leaf-mould black. 

Waiting to cradle and nurture new seeds into growth, 

wind-blown, rain-washed, sun-warmed. 

Now awaiting frost-hard stillness of winter. 

Then new, irresistible thrusts of spring. 

Atoms recycling in God’s economy, 

infinite succession. 

Autumn glory on the horizon again. 

God, open our eyes to see, to wonder and to worship. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Awesome God 

 

Awesome God, 

we glimpse you in the glory of creation, 

in flashes of insight as science reveals 

more and yet more of wonder 

beyond our comprehension. 

 

Yet what we perceive is an infinitesimal part of all that is. 

We are silenced, for words are so inadequate; 

we are miniscule in the light of your being. 

 

Yet we can know you 

for you reach out to us, 

often as a light in the darkness. 

 

Open the eyes of our inmost heart 

to know and love you, 

foundation of our very being, 

not just in the glory of creation, 

but in our companions on the road. 

 

Enable us to reflect your light to others 

that, together, we may play our part 

in the mud as well as the glory of your kingdom. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

BARA 

 

We  design and prepare, 

choose our materials, 

take our tools, 

use our knowledge, our skills, our dexterity. 

Our creation comes into being. 

When we are satisfied 

that we can do no more, we say, 

‘It is finished’. 

It is complete, unchanging. 

Sometimes we say, 

‘It is good’. 

 

But God’s creating power, 

BARA, 

is different, 

with potential for more evolving. 

God saw creation of all that is, 

awesome, ineffable. 

God said, 

‘It is good. It is very good’. 

God rested but in self-effacing love, 

set creation free, 

free to evolve in wondrous ways, 

some startlingly beautiful, beneficial, 

others apparently damaging, destructive. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

God allows it to continue, 

endowing it with its own life 

through the power of the Spirit, 

not interfering if we choose our own way, 

or imposing a blueprint, 

allowing us to make mistakes, 

strengthening us when there are disastrous consequences  - 

(if we choose to listen). 

 

What a wonderful world could evolve, 

an ongoing creation of the potential, 

if we attuned our inmost selves 

and our activities 

to the way of love we call God – 

Creator, Redeemer, Sustainer. 

 

BARA – Hebrew word for creation used only of God’s creation 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Chaos? 

 

I do not believe in chaos! 

No, rather, innumerable variables, 

interdependent, interacting, interweaving, 

in myriad unravellable intricacies. 

Too complex for statistical calculation. 

Wind speed, air pressure, temperature, humidity, 

mass, weight, density … 

Not just today, 

here, 

but across the globe, 

across the universe. 

 

And so, 

this leaf falls to the ground now; 

that branch sways to that degree … 

this butterfly is swept in that direction, 

but overarching all these variables and consequences, 

with intrinsic resurrection. 

 

Year on year, 

the cycle progresses. 

Autumnal glory and fruitfulness; 

winter hibernation and a long resting; 

spring resurrection in thrusting shoots; 

summer fecundity in exuberance, 

leading to a renewal of autumnal harvest. 

and, unseen, immeasurable, 

under-girding it all, 

not chaos, 

but infinite predictability 

known in its fullness 

only in the mind we call God. 
 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Early Morning Tranquillity 

 

Early morning tranquillity, 

tree-splintered sunshine heralding a new day. 

Human activity muted, but creaturely busyness, 

orderly not frenetic, 

punctuates the stillness. 

 

Innumerable creatures and plants 

inhabit this haven. 

Mostly unseen and unheard, 

co-existing in a peace humans seem unable to achieve. 

 

Senses are heightened; 

bird and insect song in harmony 

and beside me a companionable cat, 

punctiliously engaged with her morning wash. 

Oh, that such harmony might be replicated 

across our struggling world. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Emerging? 

 

Is the institution of the church  

to become a dead chrysalis 

bound for eternity  

in the desiccated husk of the past? 

 

New life always needs a breaking out, 

a cracking of past structures, 

that the butterfly of resurrection 

can emerge into the sunshine. 

 

A repeating process, 

centuries old; 

new growth more beautiful, 

more inspiring, 

with each emergence. 

May we be brave enough  

To let the Spirit go where it will.  

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

God’s Irrigation System 

 

Early on Sunday morning, 

as I pray for those leading worship today 

an image surfaces. 

The local garden centre has a network 

snaking through plants and trees, 

innumerable tiny pipes, 

each linked to the arteries of water supply. 

Someone turns a tap 

and life-giving, refeshing water sprinkles all the plants 

enabling healthy growth. 

 

So with our worship. 

Leaders in communion with God, 

Spirit-filled and energised 

share that inner living water promised by Jesus. 

Water of life, 

dispersed through words, music, silences, bread and wine. 

Worshippers are like thirsty plants refreshed, 

roots of faith digging deeper and stronger, 

courage and strength come into flower, 

inspiring compassion and justice 

But, only if our leaders of worship 

are themselves part of that free-flowing circulation, 

God’s own irrigation system. 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

Harvests 

 

Creator God, 

bountiful provider 

with co-worker humans 

stewarding the earth. 

 

Golden barley harvest, 

breeze-rippled, 

lush with the promise of grain. 

 

Neighbouring harvest of grass seed heads 

flushed purple in ripeness. 

Weeds on the path 

and on the waste ground. 

 

Extravagant provision 

for birds, beasts and humans, 

enough for all. 

Food for today and seeds for the future. 

 

Overwhelming exuberance 

when humans and their maker 

are in collaboration. 

Careful cultivation and wild proliferation. 

 

God who saw that it was good, 

as you had planned, 

help us to cooperate as your stewards on earth. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Let there be light 

 

A beginning of nothingness, 

then an explosion of potential, 

atoms and molecules 

colour, shape, structure and texture, 

light and dark, 

water, gases, matter. 

chaotically mingled 

experimentally ordering 

into an as yet undreamed of reality. 

 

Gradually pattern emerges; 

forms take shape, 

intertwined and interdependent. 

And God saw that it was good. 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

Meditation on Ploughed Earth 

 

Ourselves, creatures of the soil, 

at one with the soil, both once dust within the stars, 

ourselves to return whence we came, earth to earth, 

atoms recycled into soil, to grow again and again, 

soiled and sinful, made new in God’s unwasting creation. 

 

The turned earth, to be broken down by rain and frost. 

Our lives turned over by God, 

breaking through the hard crust, renewing friability. 

Ourselves, a seedbed for Christ the word. 

Rain, nourishment from God’s Spirit. 

In God’s good time, a harvest, thirty-fold, sixty-fold, a hundred-fold, 

unimaginable from one little seed, 

hard-cased yet bursting forth with God’s tremendous energy, 

pulsating with new life, renewing this half-wrecked world. 

 

Each of us a mini-resurrection, 

following the pattern of that mighty bursting forth  

from the mouldering grave, 

breaking the hard crust of human inhumanity. 

God’s weakness mightier than human strength, 

reconciling the world with its maker. 

Ploughed earth, symbol of God in his world 

help us to grow to his glory. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

My Rainbows 

 

Whilst I am praying today 

the morning sun shines through the suspended ‘crystal’ in my window 

scattering rainbow fragments across the room. 

I can see no link between crystal and rainbows 

yet an invisible ‘something’ binds them together. 

A cloud obscures the sunlight and the link is severed. 

Rainbows disappear, only to return when the sun’s rays are no longer 

blocked. 

 

So too is prayer. 

The ‘energy of our concern’ through the sunlight of the Spirit, 

can scatter rainbows in the world. 

We cannot observe the linking mechanism, 

but it is there, as surely as the link between sun and rainbows. 

We know, because we perceive the rainbow effects  

in the lives of others. 

We cannot control the influence of our prayer. 

That, like the sun’s rays, is the work of the Spirit, 

but when the clouds of our inattention, distraction, busyness 

obstruct that Spirit, there will be no rainbows. 

 

Ever-present God, make us channels for the rainbow impact of your 

love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Now 

 

Live now. 

Wonder at ordinary grass sparkling diamonds in the sunshine. 

Relish late Autumn warmth. 

Concentrate on fluting bird song. 

Inhale life-giving freshness after rain. 

 

Lay aside regrets or successes of yesterday. 

Abandon to the future the demands of tomorrows. 

Focus on this God-given moment. 

Live now. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Reflection on Adlestrop 

 

For that minute, a blackbird sang. 

Time stopped. 

The minute exploded into eternity, 

unbounded by time or space, 

echoing and re-echoing, 

notes cascading in rich torrents, 

resonating in harmony, 

stirring the heart strings, 

one vibration interweaving with another, 

indistinguishable as singularities. 

A paean of praise. 

Be still my soul, 

just here for this minute, 

and recognise the presence of your God. 

 
( A response to Edward Thomas’s Adlestrop) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

River Journey 

 

Unrelenting downpour 

saturating thirsty earth 

beyond absorption point; 

overflowing river beds, 

torrenting seawards, 

transporting debris 

ripped from seedbeds, 

hurtling downhill, 

gravity irresistible. 

 

Until - 

immoveable obstruction, 

sturdy bridge piers, 

stemming the flow. 

Momentum lost. 

dead-weight sodden debris 

abandoned at bridge-mouth 

obstructing flow. 

Twigs,  branches, tree trunks, 

seaward flight prevented 

build sieve-like structure 

damming flow, 

hindering headlong flight. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

So our lives. 

Events hindering activity, 

blocking progress, 

impeding Gods will? 

Or 

much-needed slowing. 

Time for reflection. 

Headlong pace unnecessary. 

Initial urge for clean sweep, 

new starts, 

now tempered by realisation. 

Baggage of past life 

can’t just be jettisoned. 

Can serve a purpose, 

enable considered reaction. 

 

Lord. open our eyes to 

parables of nature. 

Enable, compel us to be still, 

long enough to perceive 

as well as to see. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Seek and You Shall Find 

 

And so I seek 

in autumnal evening sunshine 

up in the Lickey Hills woods. 

Alone on the hillside, 

enfolded by the sound of sheer silence, 

sun’s rays golden-shafted among the trees. 

Yet not alone. 

Increasingly aware 

of the pulsating, ever-present heartbeat 

of the God who is creator of all. 

 

You are here, unseen God, 

here in the slumberous energy of the mighty trees, 

at rest now for the approaching Sabbath of the year, 

yet poised in preparation for Spring 

when the energy at the heart of each atom 

will explode in rising sap, 

in a surge of new life, yet to be born 

in burgeoning leaves 

to become a veritable palette of greenery. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Paradoxically though 

this creaturely energy 

is already here, 

here in the myriad creatures, 

invisible, yet swarming in their variety. 

Creatures of earth, air and water, 

miniature wonders, all proclaiming your creativity 

if we are only still enough to notice. 

 

You are here too in the sounds 

punctuating the silence 

reminding me that I share this sacred space. 

Insects, birds, rustling of unseen movements 

lead me to an awareness 

of the interdependence of your creation 

and I feel it again, the heartbeat of God 

at the centre of it all. 

I realise that it is true. 

‘Seek and you shall find’. 
 

 
. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Showers of Prayer 

 

Each little droplet of prayer 

seemingly insignificant in itself 

becomes part of God’s shower of blessing 

contributing to the nourishing and growing 

in his garden of loving care, 

not merely a droplet in the great pool of love, 

human and divine, 

but an essential part of the source of living water for us all. 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Spaces Between 

 

Look out upon the tree 

full-leafed in summer. 

Dense foliage, myriad shapes and shades of green. 

But here, a space, a way through, 

and, glimpsed in the distance, 

another world - 

a house, fields, an unknown life. 

 

Listen to the music, 

one liquid note flowing after another. 

Chords of harmony 

resonating and filling the air. 

Punctuated though by  

a space between the notes. 

Empty of sound. 

Just a crack between the keys. 

 

Slip down the crack, glide between the leaves. 

In a moment of time, 

pass through into another world, 

lofty, still, timeless. 

Experience the spaciousness. 

Drink in the immensity of the silence. 

Immerse yourself in the stillness. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Stay here awhile - renew your true self. 

Untrammelled by sights and sound, 

find room to grow, stretch out. 

Explore new directions, 

a glimpse of eternity between the notes. 

You must return to daily life,  

to its busyness and noise, 

but don’t forget the way into true Life, 

into the spaces between. 

 

 

And so it was for Jesus the Christ. 

No wonder they failed to eradicate him. 

Crucifixion, with all its shame,  

its degradation, its pain, 

was on the surface, 

just in the physical world. 

No earthly cruelty can reach that space between. 

Victorious Lord, enable us to find the spaces between, 

until that day when we pass through for the last time, 

forever to dwell in the dimension of your love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Sunrise 

 

Creator God, we gaze upon the sunrise of your glory, 

flaming out, all-pervading, 

awe-inspiring in its majesty. 

Flung across the bowl of the lake, 

sharply contrasting with the flatness of earthly forms, 

stark black trees and mountains,  

reflecting in the still waters. 

 

Just so is your glory 

reflected in the lake of faithful believers, 

its image less radiant, 

yet mirrored there, 

fragmented by ripples and waves of busyness, 

refocusing in the moments of stillness. 

 

Revealing God, let us remember 

that for many, 

our reflections of your glory 

may be all that they see. 

Help us to be still enough 

to mirror your true glory, 

so radiant and all-pervading 

that they too may turn to you, 

to see for themselves 

the kingdom, the power and the glory 

which are yours, 

now and forever. 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

The Almighty Sea 

 

Watching the sea, 

there comes a sense of God. 

God the creator. 

The immensity of water encircling the earth, 

surgingly powerful, 

pounding the rocks in a torrent of spray, 

gently caressing the fringes of the shore. 

Unseen currents, full of strength and motion. 

Curling waves toppling over. 

Saturating and permeating through and through. 

 

God, you are the sea of the soul, 

infinite and incomprehensible. 

Surgingly powerful in a moment of awe. 

Gently caressing the battered edges of your suffering children, 

your power an unseen current of strength, 

flooding through the soul. 

Sweeping, bearing up those who trust in your presence. 

Saturating and permeating through and through. 

 

Help us to open ourselves to your waters. 

Help us to remember the pounding torrents of your judgement, 

purifying the soul. 

Help us to fling ourselves on your mercy, 

that we may be soaked in your presence, 

and be and do according to your will. 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The Quiet of the Lakeside in Texas 

 

 

Morning freshness dissipated, 

temperature soaring, 

busyness stilled, 

little murmurs dying away, 

shade-seeking creatures 

skulking low in nooks and crannies, 

awaiting the cool of evening. 

Peace. 

 

Then a startling of woodpecker 

splinters the stillness 

but dissolves into echoes. 

Peace is restored. 

 

Trees stand straight and tall, 

inching up to life-giving sunshine. 

Thirsty roots deep underground 

savouring water, 

life-giving water. 

day after day. 

year after year. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We too must reach for life-giving water; 

inch up into the sunshine, 

taste the empowering Spirit. 

Be still my soul. 

Take time in the heat of the day, 

in the busyness of life. 

Time to stand in the gaze of the Spirit. 

Be still, and know the presence of your maker. 

Day after day. 

Year after year. 

 
 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The Waiting of Eternity 

 

Why do we think that constant activity is our mode of being? 

Why are we restless in the waiting times? 

Our God is not a distant god 

far removed from our reality, 

but, written clear in the outpouring of nature 

he waits for us to notice 

that today, on this spring morning, there is a message, 

surprisingly, not a message of growth, of greenery. 

Rather, of waiting. 

 

The waiting of fallen leaves, of twigs, 

of a great tree torn up by its roots, 

pebbles, bones, dead moss. 

All are waiting in their different time spans 

for regeneration. 

All they can do is wait and be, just as they are. 

But a time will come for each in its season. 

Recycled atoms will burgeon into a new phase of being, 

to be followed by more waiting – on into eternity. 

God, teach us the necessity and patience of waiting. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

The Wind of the Spirit 

 

Listen to the wind jostling autumnal leaves, 

rustling a trail of movement across the valley, 

unmistakable in its passing. 

Watch the branches, gently waving in the breeze, 

stillness, trembling, then a dancing dynamic. 

Unseen power inducing movement, 

encountered as a gentle caress on the cheek,  

ruffling hair, 

stirring the air. 

An undoubted existence,  

feather-gentle or raging gusts. 

 

So with God's Spirit, 

a gentle murmuring or a forceful gale, 

unseen, yet tracking through our lives, 

blowing where it will. 

 

Be still. 

Listen for the wind of the Spirit. 

Watch its impact passing through life after life, 

enabling the seemingly impossible. 

Be still and know 

that the Spirit of God has blown this way, 

unmistakable in its journeying 
 

 
 

 

 


