
 

 

 
 

The Gift of Grass  
The sward lies sparse and sere under the wide, grey winter sky, 
Brown-tipped by the frost, or poached by questing hooves. 
On a frozen day, the smell of rich manure hangs in the air 
As tractors go busily to and fro, 
Drawing their precious loads of fertility, 
Breaking the silence of the fox’s quiet domain. 
The ground below the wheels lies cold, and lifeless seems, 
But a myriad of creatures swarm there, hidden while they work. 
 
As the weeks pass, the strength of the returning sun 
Warms the soil and daylight stretches out, 
Pulling the tender shoots above the ground. 
We walk the fields to test the growing grass 
And the firmness of the ground beneath our feet. 
(They say the farmer’s boot's the best manure!) 
Too wet - the tractor sinks and snags the field; 
Too dry - the roller slides uselessly over the surface, 
Denying us the broad stripes of emerald green, 
Seemingly the finest velvet, 
That delight the eyes of all who look on them. 
 
The herbage grows, the days stretch out still more - 
Will it be 'grass day' this week perhaps? 
When cows, penned winter-long inside, 
Will leap and gambol like a flock of new-born lambs. 
New-born they are, to rain and wind,  
And to the sun on their backs. 
 
Or must the pasture wait  
For the time of cut-and-come-again silage, 
Fast wrapped against the winter’s scarcity? 
We must wait longer for the time of haymaking. 
'Shall we cut today, will there be sun and wind enough for drying?' 
A time of quiet pleasure, seeing the tall grass full of promise, 
A time of anxiety until all is baled and carted, 
Then safely bestowed out of wind or storm. 
The work must go forward, whatever the hour: 
'You can rest when it is raining' the old men say. 
 
This grass gives our beasts life while winter lasts; 
And they in turn give leather, food and wool to us.  
O God, we thank you for this precious gift of grass.     
Noël Lovatt 
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The Lost Cow 
A herd of a hundred cows stretches out on the horizon, 
Coming in for milking, 
Each one unique, each recognised. 
Should one go missing,  
Would the farmer leave the ninety-nine 
To their own devices? 
Would he go to search for the one who's lost, 
While the others continue on their way untended? 
She may be two farms away by now,  
desire being uppermost in her mind. 
God might go, but I cannot. 
I must see the ninety-nine safely bestowed and milked. 
Then I will go, seeking what is lost. 
God’s ways are different! 
Noël Lovatt 
 

I just can’t wait 
I just can't wait for the snow to go, 
I just can't wait  for the flowers to grow, 
Days will lengthen, it will be Spring, 
I just can't wait for the birds to sing. 
 
I just can't wait for the Summer time, 
Valleys of green and springs like wine. 
Days that last from seven to ten, 
With early mists that vanish again. 
 
I just can't wait for the Autumn call,  
A hint of cold and leaves that fall. 
A setting, sun, a mackerel sky, 
Africa calling the birds to fly. 
 
I just can't wait for the winter snow, 
For the lakes to fill and rivers to flow. 
Birds to feed by the water's edge, 
The rugged shore and the rocky ledge. 
 
And now we've turned full circle around, 
I've longed for the changing scenes on the ground, 
I'll live for today, this day will be fine, 
For God only promised one day at a time. 
Wilf Ward (1948- )   
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

A Village School 
 
Children arriving from cottage and farm, 
From nearby hamlet as well. 
A new hymn of praise opens the day 
And the Vicar talks to them of Jesus,  
Once a child like them. 
 
The studious silence of little heads bent over their work 
In the classrooms with bright pictures on the walls - 
Animals and birds and far-off things. 
Then in the playground games and laughter. 
Cheerful chatter as pupils champ their midday meal. 
Later mothers, fathers and grannies wait and talk 
Until the boys and girls emerge. 
 
These, Lord, are some of the sights and sounds of our school, 
Set in the heart of a village 
Victorian gables nudging new neat boxes 
Asphalt meeting grass and space all around. 
 
Lord, let not rural schools become just an empty memory. 
Protect them from the ravages of planners and economists 
For they are part of your precious gift to your rural people.  
Author unknown 
 
 

When Spring unlocks the flowers 
When Spring unlocks the flowers 
To paint the laughing soil, 
When summer's balmy showers  
Refresh the mower's toil; 
When winter binds in frosty chains 
The fallow and the flood 
In God the earth rejoices still 
And owns her maker good. 
 
The flowers of spring may wither 
The hope of summer fade, 
The autumn droop in winter, 
The birds forsake the shade; 
The winds be lulled, the sun and moon 
Forget their old decree, 
But we in nature's latest hour 
Oh Lord, will cling to Thee.  
Bishop Reginald Heber (1783 - 1826)   
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

I would give 
You often say, 'I would give, but only to the deserving'. 
The trees in your orchard say not so, nor the flocks in your pasture. 
They give that they may live, for to withhold is to perish. 
There are those who give and know not pain in giving, 
Nor do they seek joy, nor give with mindfulness of virtue. 
They give as in yonder valley the myrtle breathes its fragrance into space. 
Through the hands of such as these God speaks, 
And from behind their eyes He smiles upon the earth. 
From ‘The Prophet’ by Khalil Gibran (1883-1931)  
 
 

Prayer of Six Directions 
Suitable for a service outdoors  
 
We turn to the East to face the rising sun: 
Let us praise our God for the gift of new life,  
for young creatures and new beginnings. 
 
We turn towards the South, the place of meridian: 
Let us give thanks for those people and those parts of God's creation 
which warm our lives and help us grow in loving. 
 
We turn towards the West, the place of sunset : 
Let us praise God for the times of rest, 
and the completion of tasks earlier begun. 
 
We turn towards the North, the home of winter: 
Let us ask God for help in our times of difficulty 
and in the letting go of people, strength and places. 
 
We bend down to touch mother earth: 
Let us praise the Creator for all that sustains our life 
and the beauty of all that surrounds us. 
 
We gaze into the sky: 
Let us thank God for our hopes and dreams 
and the greatest of these that one day, 
reunited with our loved ones,         
we shall be made one in the fellowship of Christ. 
based on the native American Prayer 
 
 

The interdependence of the human race and the animal creation 
If  I decide to accept and move my people on to a reservation, I will make one condition:  the white man must 
treat the beasts of this land as his brothers.  What is a man without the beasts? If all the beasts were gone, man 
would die from great loneliness of spirit, for whatever happens to the beasts also happens to the man. All 
things are connected. Whatever befalls the earth befalls the children of the earth. 
Chief Seathl (c.1786-1866) of the Duwamish Tribe, Washington Territory speech, 1854. 
  
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

Responses 
Based on Chief Seathl’s speech, adapted for use at an environmental or animal service 
 
Leader or 1:  What is the human race without the beasts? 
Men or 2:    If all the beasts were gone, 
Women or 3: People would die from great loneliness of spirit.  
 
Leader or 1:  All things are connected: 
Men or 2:  Whatever happens to the beasts,  
Women or 3: Also happens to the human race. 
 
Leader or 1:  Whatever befalls the earth,  
Men or 2:  Befalls the sons and daughters of earth, 
Women or 3: And affects the beasts who share the earth. 
  
Leader or 1:  We all belong to the earth.   
Men or 2:  The earth is precious to the Creator  
Women or 3: To harm the earth is to heap contempt upon its Creator.    
 

Reading 
Love all God's creation, the whole of it and every grain of sand. Love the animals, love the plants, love 
everything.  If you love all things, you will perceive the divine mystery in all things.  Once you have perceived it, 
you will begin to comprehend it ceaselessly, more and more each day.  And you will  at last come to love the 
whole world with an abiding universal love.  Love the animals:  God has given them the rudiments of thought 
and untroubled joy.  Do not, therefore, trouble them, torture them, do not deprive them of their joy, do not go 
against God's intent. 
Fyodor Dostoevsky (1821-1881) 
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