
LENT
AT

LAKESIDE

Walking in Wonder

Devotion for
Wednesday, March 15, 2023

Oasis: In the Morning
J. Timothy Allen

Still . . .
And slowly I move,

careful not to disturb
the mood.

Prelude of prayers,
psalms,

and then hymns as
first one bird solos

and then others join
in antiphonal chorus.

Organ winds cross the pipes of trees
turning quiet into “Meditation on Air,”

calm into chords
for the new day.

Squirrels offer nuts for the collection
in thanks.



With the rising of the Spirit Sun,
silhouettes against the gray expanse of

liminal life
turn into living trees,

lifting limbs high in praise
to the morning.

Pines, oaks, poplars,
together with their children shrubs,

led by the organ swells,
sing to the Light

as it illumines the dark world.
Soon the service will be interrupted

by intruding cars,
jets, and trucks, and their business

in the world;
but until then

the worship will go on,
undaunted by such worries.
Unashamed of their piety,

they know what must be done
at the birth of each day.

from When the Season Is Dry:
A Promise and a Wilderness
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It is good to give thanks to the Lord, to sing praises to your name,
O Most High; to declare your steadfast love in the morning,

and your faithfulness by night,
to the music of the lute and the harp, to the melody of the lyre.

For you, O Lord, have made me glad by your work;
at the works of your hands I sing for joy.

Psalm 92:1-4
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Prayer

Morning has broken like the first morning,
blackbird has spoken like the first bird.

Praise for the singing! Praise for the morning!
Praise for them, springing fresh from the Word!

Sweet the rain’s new fall sunlit from heaven,
like the first dewfall on the first grass.

Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden,
sprung in completeness where God’s feet pass.

Mine is the sunlight! Mine is the morning
born of the one light Eden saw play!

Praise with elation, praise every morning,
God’s recreation of the new day!

Eleanor Farjeon (1931)


