
 
 
 
In the beginning there is a pale seam 
of light Though night still covers the 
earth 
 
Light is born, in weakness. 
She clings to the hem of night’s cloak. 
 
“Father Sun, come to my aid”. 
 
She must wait, she rests on the 
horizon, 
She lifts her gaze to heaven, in 
expectation. 
 
There is a faint breeze, a gentle 
stirring. 
“Arise! Come. The day is at hand” 
 
Light blushes, pale pink, 
As the Spirit of Dawn beckons. 
 
She will give herself to him freely, 
joyfully. 
Apart from him she can accomplish 
nothing. 
 
    
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
He clothes her in a garment of pure 
gold. 
 
For an instant she is resplendent in 
beauty. 
 
“My soul exults in the Lord” 
 
Suddenly, a cloud covers her in 
shadow. 
She is engulfed in the threat of 
extinction. 
 
“Father, Sun, into your hands” 
 
Lady Light and the Spirit of the Dawn 
Keep vigil in hope, they are powerless 
 
They must wait to be transfigured 
In the visit from on high 
 
Which is the greater glory of the 
 
RISING SUN 
 
(This poem was written by Mairi Clunas, a 
St John’s parishioner, and a Consecrated 
Virgin for over thirty years)  
 
  

A LITURGY OF LIGHT 


