
Lent contemplation (to use at home for 2021)   

I suggest that each week we - individually, or, as home-based couples (or other 
family) – ‘dwell upon’ the one poem and prayer provided for the week.  Do use 
whatever style of slow reading through, or contemplation that suits you. This could 
be repeated every day throughout the allocated week.  

All six poems are works of George Herbert.  In the early 1600’s he became a 
clergyman in the last few years of his life. He ministered to parishioners in the 
mainly poor country parish of Bemerton, near Salisbury.  He had a remarkable 
ability to write poetry, (and some other literary forms) in which he reflects upon his 
faith with much humility.  The language to us is a bit ‘historic’, but even if the 
meaning is immediately not clear, reading the whole poem several times gives us a 
sense of the overall feelings George Herbert is expressing, and his personal honesty.  
Additionally, if we dwell for a while on just one or two verses at a time we may work 
out our own thoughts, and emotions in response.   [Please note that in the poem 
chosen for Holy Week  the old 17th Century word spellings have been kept in, but are 
quite understandable].   

The prayer allocated to each ‘week’ can obviously be said at the beginning, or 
end, of each time of contemplation. The prayers are not necessarily linked to the 
poem for that week, (although they are for Holy Week),  but in any week’s material 
you may find a connection!  In addition, one could include the prayer as something 
to dwell upon quietly each day, perhaps line by line. This could be done at the same 
time each day, when things are quiet.  Dwelling on a prayer can add to the process of 
listening to God deep within us, bringing stillness to mind and body.  

 

Rev Nigel Feaver.  

 [Candlemas 2021].  

************************************ 

 



Week 3 (from Sunday 7th March). 
 

Prayer *                                                               ( *version 1) 
	

Prayer the church's banquet, angels’ age, 
  God's breath in man returning to his birth, 
  The soul in paraphrase, heart in pilgrimage, 

The Christian plummet sounding heav'n and earth 
Engine against th' Almighty, sinner's tow'r, 

  Reversed thunder, Christ-side-piercing spear, 
  The six-days world transposing in an hour, 

A kind of tune, which all things hear and fear; 
Softness, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliss, 

  Exalted manna, gladness of the best, 
  Heaven in ordinary, man well drest, 

The milky way, the bird of Paradise, 
  Church-bells beyond the stars heard, the soul's blood, 
  The land of spices; something understood. 
                                                                                                George  Herbert  

 

This prayer is attributed to St. Brendan. 

Help me to journey beyond the familiar 
and into the unknown. 

 
Give me the faith to leave old ways 
and break fresh ground with You. 

 
Christ of the mysteries, I trust You 

to be stronger than each storm within me. 
 

I will trust in the darkness and know 
that my times, even now, are in Your hand. 

 
Tune my spirit to the music of heaven, 

and somehow, make my obedience count for You. 
                                                                                                                             AMEN. 



Some helpful material. 
 

 With each of the George Herbert Poems I have selected – I am hopeful we are able to use each poem, 
together with the prayer for the same week, as a daily aid for reflection to help our own walk with God.  
However the original meaning or story each poem conveys may not be clear. If you would like some 
clarification here are some guidelines taken from the internet.   N F   
 
 

Prayer (version 1) 
In fourteen intensely felt lines, run as a single sentence with no main verb, the poet 
compressed a lifetime’s experience of man’s communication with God.  It suggests that 
prayer is never finished and cannot be pinned down to the temporal world), building 
towards that final clause comprising just two simple words: ‘something understood’. 
These words, we might say, also neatly encapsulate the meaning of the poem: although a 
prayer is understood, precisely what is understood remains uncertain – just ‘something’, 
a decidedly vague word. Similarly, the poem’s images and references move between the 
grand and awesome (comparing prayer to the Creation or the Crucifixion) and the simple 
and small (‘Softness, and peace, and joy, and love, and bliss’). Something remains 
intangible and inexplicable; something resists straightforward analysis, about the power 
of prayer. 
 


