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From Poetry to Prayer: A Lenten Journey 

Booklet for the Week of March 29th, 2020 

 

As we journey together in the wilderness, Lent offers us a sacred time  

and space to explore and to discover who we are and to deepen our  

relationship with God. Throughout history, artists have helped us connect  

with the Divine through music, the visual arts, and the written word. 

  

Poetry is at the heart of so many of the sacred writings and texts of the  

major world religions, with its metaphors and rich imagery, inviting us  

to reflect and to respond.  
 

This year, join me in a weekly offering of religious and secular 

 poetry. Let each poem work its way through your heart and your mind,  

awakening new thoughts and provoking new ideas. Each  

poem is accompanied by a reflection and questions as well as a brief  

biographical sketch of the poet. Should you wish to engage in a daily  

exercise, go through the litany of questions offered by John O’Donohue,  

“At the End of the Day: A Mirror of Questions”. Choose all or a few  

questions at the close of day.  If you are so inclined, try keeping a journal of  

your journey and of your reactions and reflections throughout these forty days!   

 

The Reverend Canon Laurette Glasgow 
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Daily Reflection 

  

At the End of the Day: A Mirror of Questions 

John O’Donohue* 

~ 
 

What dreams did I create last night? 

Where did my eyes linger today? 

Where was I blind? 

Where was I hurt without anyone noticing? 

What did I learn today? 

What did I read? 

What new thoughts visited me? 

What differences did I notice in those closest to me? 

Whom did I neglect? 

Where did I neglect myself? 

What did I do today for the poor and the excluded? 

Did I remember the dead today? 

Where could I have exposed myself to the risk of something different? 

Where did I allow myself to receive love? 

With whom today did I feel most myself? 

What reached me today? How deep did it imprint? 

Who saw me today? 

What visitations had I from the past and from the future? 

What did I avoid today? 

From the evidence – why was I given this day? 

 

 
 

*John O’Donohue (1956-2008), Irish poet and philosopher, Celtic spirituality 

writer and speaker, wrote this “blessing” in his collection entitled To Bless the 

Space Between Us, published by Doubleday in 2008, shortly before his sudden 

death in Avignon, France, at age 52.  
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The Fifth Week: Coming Home 

 

The Lake Isle of Innisfree 
 

William Butler Yeats* 

~ 

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made: 

Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee, 

And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 

 

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow, 

Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings; 

There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow, 

And evening full of the linnet’s wings. 

 

I will arise and go now, for always night and day 

I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore; 

While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray, 

I hear it in the deep heart’s core. 

 

There is a yearning in our hearts, our “deep heart’s core”, for something 

simpler yet more profound that our daily lives with its challenges and 

pressures. Is this yearning not one for communion with our creator, our 

redeemer, and our sanctifier? As Easter nears, do we not sense a “presence” 

unlike any other? One that reaches out to us and invites us to “sit and eat”, to 

be “welcome to the table”, to be “pardoned” and redeemed? The yearning is 

transformed into hope. 

 

*William Butler Yeats (1865-1939) was an Irish poet and editor from an Irish 

Protestant family. His life and his writings straddled two centuries and he won 

the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1923. He composed this poem in 1890, 

reminiscent of the countryside of his youth and the healing waters of the Lake 

Isle of Innisfree. 


