
27th April 2022 
 

Verdant 
 

“Where streams of living water flow my ransomed soul He leadeth, 
And where the verdant pastures grow with food celestial feedeth.” 

Henry Baker, The King of Love 
 

The King of Love is a much-loved paraphrase of the twenty-third Psalm, 

“The Lord is my Shepherd”. The words above were my prayer yesterday 

when I was reflecting on “streams” as a metaphor of life’s journey. For all 

the twists and turns of our streams, especially the difficult and turbulent 

parts, it is good, and important, to ponder this fact: our streams of “living 

water” have flowed “where verdant pastures grow”. So today, I invite you 

to pause and give thanks for all that has fed and nurtured your stream.  

Henry Baker, a 19th century English vicar, is remembered chiefly as 

the promoter and editor of Hymns Ancient and Modern, first published in 

1861. On his deathbed, his final words were some more lines from The 

King of Love, now his best-known hymn:  
 

Perverse and foolish oft I strayed; 

But yet in love He sought me, 

And on His shoulder gently laid, 

And home, rejoicing, brought me. 
 

It’s been said that in Presbyterian worship confessional prayers are 

always longer than prayers of thanksgiving. If so, my plea today is for a 

redressing of that balance. Too often as a minister I’ve been faced with the 

agonies of those who approached their death consumed by their failures. 

“Perverse” and “foolish” were the least of it. “Weighed down by the 

burdens of sin”, we could say, so that, with so much to confess, gratitude 

and thanksgiving were often hard to acknowledge and express.  

So let’s give more time and thought, in worship and private prayer, 

to our “verdant pastures”. Let’s create a climate of gratitude and not be 

overwhelmed by our “perverse and foolish” times. In our confessions, let 

us know that we are already loved. And then let us give thanks for what is 

good, what has fed us, nurtured us, given us pleasure, provided us with 

“food celestial”. After all, is it not the very stream that flows through our 

verdant pastures that will ultimately carry us safely home? 
 

A prayer for today 

“And so through all the length of days Thy goodness faileth never; 

Good Shepherd may I sing Thy praise within Thy house forever.” 
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