
Readings for Sunday, May 8, 2022 

 
 

“Praying”  
a poem by Mary Oliver from her book Thirst 

It doesn’t have to be 
the blue iris, it could be 
weeds in a vacant lot, or a few 
small stones; just 
pay attention, then patch 
a few words together and don’t try 
to make them elaborate, this isn’t 
a contest but the doorway 
into thanks, and a silence in which 
another voice may speak. 
 
 
Psalm 23 
from the New Revised Standard Version 

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. 
     He makes me lie down in green pastures; 
he leads me beside still waters;  
     he restores my soul.  
He leads me in right paths 
    for his name’s sake. 

Even though I walk through the darkest valley, 
    I fear no evil; 
for you are with me; 
    your rod and your staff— 
    they comfort me. 
You prepare a table before me 
    in the presence of my enemies; 
you anoint my head with oil; 
    my cup overflows. 

Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me 
    all the days of my life, 
and I shall dwell in the house of the Lord 
    my whole life long. 
 


