
Peace and Quiet in Troubled Times 
Welcome to this opportunity to give yourself time and space away from the daily tasks, worries 

and fears which put our minds in turmoil. You are invited to focus on the music, words and 

pictures and to keep silences in between, to enter an oasis of calm, to engage in ‘mindfulness’. 

Each month we explore a different theme, relevant to our common experiences of life and the 

world around us. We follow the pattern of the seasons of the Church year. 

Please click on the underlined text beneath the images to hear the music via YouTube.  

On some videos adverts will appear, please do skip over them! 

September is the Creation season of the Church year. 

Is the Earth 

A Home For All?  

 

The Earth is the Lord’s and all who dwell in it.  

                              Psalm 24 

 

     
 

https://youtu.be/Rn9_C6X4UXM                                    https://youtu.be/IyFpZ5MZ7kk 

Beethoven Symphony number 6                                    

4th and 5th Movements 
Saint-Saens The Carnival of 

the Animals - Aquarium 
 

https://youtu.be/Rn9_C6X4UXM
https://www.youtube.com/embed/IyFpZ5MZ7kk?feature=oembed
https://www.youtube.com/embed/Rn9_C6X4UXM?feature=oembed


 

The Creation Window – Chester Cathedral 

Artist – Rosalind Grimshaw 

The six upper lights of the window each represent one of the six days of 

creation as recounted in Genesis chapter 1. The lower panels portray the 

continuation, development and possible future of the subjects and images in the 

upper lights - many of them have a scientific connection. Arching above the four 

centre lights is the dove - the Holy Spirit - and reaching over the whole work is 

the hand of God, outlined in white. 

Day One shows darkness and light and the Spirit of God as an eagle. The linked 

lower panel is from an image of skyscrapers photographed at night on a long 

time exposure so that car headlights became coloured lines. 



Day Two shows a river estuary as water reaches the sea and dry land appears. 

The lower panel depicts the oceans of the earth as seen from the Hubble 

satellite telescope. 

Day Three shows grasses, fruits and their seeds while below is a magnification 

of a butterfly egg on plant tendrils and pollen being taken from a flower; the 

ability of plants to feed the world. 

Day Four pictures the planets and universe of ‘outer space’. Below is an 

intended deliberate similarity to ‘inner space’ which is a copy of a PET scan of 

the artist’s Parkinsonian brain.  

Day Five has fish, fowls and sea monsters. Linked to this is a picture showing 

the hope of water for all - with a water pump taking water from the depths of 

the earth. 

Day Six depicts humans, man and woman, cattle and creeping things with an 

African origin, the cradle of civilisation. The lower panel has an image of a 

foetal ultra-sound scan, the double helix of DNA and the entwined snake symbol 

of medicine. 

‘I am on a beach. It is a glorious summer’s day. The smooth sand 

glimmers, golden ridges shaded with the wave shadows of the 

retreating tide. And I am running along the water’s edge, 

splashing drops of sea water, pearls of it on my legs, jewels of it 

glittering in front of my eyes…and I am 

running…running…running.’ -  Rosalind’s dream 

Genesis One 

Break into our darkness, 

formless God, 

with the light of your presence. 

 

Split the cosmic silence 

and speak in the void 

of our shapeless lives. 

 

Plant seeds of love 

in barren hearts; 

nourish us with your  

life-bringing Spirit. 

Mould us, so we become  

the image of yourself, 

and every facet 

of our universe 

displays the stamp 

of your creative love. 

 

Then help us rest  

in you and see  

that life is good. 
 

Carol Dixon from Bare Feet and Buttercups 



                                           

 

https://youtu.be/CvFH_6DNRCY 

Claude Debussy – Clair de Lune 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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

 

In the beginning 

I’ve watched a spider at first light 

Building his web of gold; 

I’ve seen an otter swim and play – 

But why did God make toads? 
 

I like to hear the tawny owl 

Or watch a swallow’s shows; 

I look for cuckoos, jays and wrens 

But must we have the crows? 
 

Still, I suppose if all of us 

Got rid of our pet hates, 

There’d soon be not a creature left, 

(Nor us and all our mates). 

 

For some it’s mice, while some loathe 

snakes, 

And some hate wriggling worms; 

And some hate rats and other frogs, 

And some each thing that squirms. 

 

So maybe we should see that God 

Made each thing great and small, 

And loves each one just as it is- 

As much as he loves us all. 

Kenneth Steven 
 

https://youtu.be/CvFH_6DNRCY
https://www.youtube.com/embed/CvFH_6DNRCY?feature=oembed


If the Land Could Speak 

 

If the land could speak, 

It would speak for us. 

It would say, like us, that the years 

Have forged the bond of life that ties us together. 

It was our labour that made her the land she is 

It was her yielding that gave us life. 

We and the land are one! 

                              Kalinga 

                              Philippines  

 

 

Weeds are flowers too once you get to know them 

                                                          A.A Milne 

 

 

Flowers 

 

I have never learnt the names of flowers. 

From beginning, my world has been a place 

Of pot-holed streets where thick, sluggish gutters race 

In slow time, away from garbage heaps and sewers 

Past blanched old houses around which cowers 

Stagnant earth. There, scarce green thing grew to chase 



The dull-grey squalor of sick dust; no trace 

Of plant save few sparse weeds; just these, no flowers. 

 

One day they cleared a space and made a park 

There in the city’s slums; and suddenly 

Came stark glory like lightning in the dark, 

While perfume and bright petals thundered slowly. 

I learnt no names, but hue, shape and scent mark 

My mind, even now, with symbols holy. 

                                                    Dennis Craig 

                                                     Jamaica  

 

 

https://youtu.be/GSi1EHFypr4 

Milos - Here comes the Sun 

 

The river’s tale 

The river in spring 

Starts young and strong 

All blue and shiny. 

 

But the river in summer 

Goes quiet and dry 

Is tired and lazy. 

 

The river in autumn 

Is as wild as a horse 

Riding the rocks in a galloping frenzy. 

 

The river in winter 

Is all crisp and glassy 

With ice in its eddies. 

 

https://youtu.be/GSi1EHFypr4
https://www.youtube.com/embed/GSi1EHFypr4?feature=oembed


The river at night 

Whispers and smiles  

On its run to the sea. 

                                                               Kenneth Steven 

The Sea 

 

‘What’s the sea like?’ Susie asked. 

Her grandfather was hammering a shelf 

Onto the living room wall – 

He’d been a fisherman all his life. 

 

‘The sea’s rough and the sea’s cold, 

The sea’s grey and it’s never calm.’ 

Susie’s grandfather looked at her sternly, 

And it wasn’t at all what she’d hoped. 

 

‘What’s the sea like?’ Susie asked 

Her auntie one evening at tea. 

Aunt Fiona had run a little shop 

On the sea front all her life. 

 

‘The sea’s dirty and the sea’s busy, 

The sea’s boring and it’s always noisy.’ 

Susie’s auntie looked at her sternly, 

And it wasn’t at all what she’d hoped. 

 

‘What’s the sea like? Susie asked 

Her friend Sonya who came from Jamaica. 

Sonya smiled and her whole face 

Was filled with beautiful light. 

 

‘The sea is blue and the sea is shining, 

The sea is alive and always changing.’ 

Susie looked at her friend and nodded 

For that was all she had hoped. 

                                     Kenneth Steven 

 

 

 

 



 
https://youtu.be/cB_CwY9dhrA 

Sounds of the sea 

 

O Lord, how manifold are your works! 

In wisdom you have made them all; 

the earth is full of your creatures. 

There is the sea, great and wide, 

creeping things innumerable are there, 

living things both small and great. 

There go the ships and Leviathan that you formed 

to sport in it.                

                                                                 Psalm 104:24-26 

 

 
https://youtu.be/WabT1L-nN-E 

Whale song  

 

 

 

 

 

https://youtu.be/cB_CwY9dhrA
https://youtu.be/WabT1L-nN-E
https://www.youtube.com/embed/cB_CwY9dhrA?feature=oembed
https://www.youtube.com/embed/WabT1L-nN-E?feature=oembed


"The ocean’s power of regeneration is remarkable - if we just offer it the 

chance, we are in reach of a whole new relationship with the ocean, a wiser, 

more sustainable relationship. The choice lies with us."                                      

 
                                                                                Sir David Attenborough 

 

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

 

Throwing a Stone in a Calm Lake 

 

A stone is thrown  

into a calm lake 

and the stone makes waves 

spreading, reaching to the far end. 

 

Let us throw stones 

into a deadly calm lake 

from all edges of the lake 

no matter how small is the stone 

no matter how small is the wave. 

 

The lake is like the world 

The lake is like people’s mind 

The lake is like sisterhood 

The lake is like human bondage 

The lake is like chains of oppression. 

 

The stone brings awakening 

The wave is a movement 

And the movement spreads 

when all of us 

standing together on all sides 

around the lake 

keep throwing our little stones 

The wave will never cease. 

 

 

 

Till the whole lake  

starts bubbling with life 

Till the whole lake 

makes its own spring 

to keep its own life going. 

          Anonymous Korean Woman 
 



 
https://youtu.be/Qt2mbGP6vFI 

Phil Collins – Another Day in Paradise 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
https://youtu.be/Cb04PK_oTlM 

Paul Simon and Ladysmith Black Mambazo – Homeless 

Asylum seekers 

They live under the shadow of 

A two-edged sword: in a place of safety 

And a state of fear. The rules 

Ensure we are kept safe; our fear 

Defines our hospitality, 

Keeps them on the edge. 

Compassion is constrained  

By prudent care. 
 

Could we, instead of seeing problems, 

Begin to recognise the gifts they bring? 

And be enriched by their humanity? 

                         Ann Lewin 

Refugees 

 

They stream across our screens 

Balancing impossible burdens; 

The remnants of their lives 

Tied up in bundles. 

Yet what we see is nothing 

To the burden they carry 

in their hearts: 

Loss, pain and fear. 

                                Ann Lewin 

 

https://youtu.be/Qt2mbGP6vFI
https://youtu.be/Cb04PK_oTlM
https://www.youtube.com/embed/Qt2mbGP6vFI?feature=oembed
https://www.youtube.com/embed/Cb04PK_oTlM?feature=oembed


 

 

You and Me 

 

You saw the sun rising from the sea 

I saw the sun rising from the mountains 

We argued for a long time, 

Until you visited me and I visited you. 

We saw the different facts. 

You say it’s summer 

I say it’s winter 

We argued for a long time. 

Then you visited me in the South. 

and I visited you in the North. 

We saw the different facts. 

You say, ‘white is beauty’ 

I say ‘black is beauty’ 

We argued for a long time. 

Then you saw the black forest in my country 

And I saw the eternal snow on your mountain peaks. 

We agreed that the beauty of white is in its clear brightness 

and the beauty of black is in its mysterious darkness. 

Sharing-face to face – friends we shall become 

You and me. 

                                                                          C.M Kao 

                                                                        Taiwan 

 



 
https://youtu.be/SLuW-GBaJ8k 

Richard Strauss – Sunrise  

 

 

https://youtu.be/SLuW-GBaJ8k
https://www.youtube.com/embed/SLuW-GBaJ8k?feature=oembed

