
Tuesday 5 May, Prayer for the day, Variations on a theme part 2 
 
Last Tuesday we were reminded of the beauty of Psalm 23 – The Lord is my 
Shepherd – and how it had been put to music by many different composers and 
with variations on the words. There was also a new version, written by Japanese 
poet Toki Miyashina, A Psalm for busy people. 
 
Today we have another version, one that some of you may know well, but first 
some explanation. 
 
Anyone who has sailed on the Crouch will know that the mood of the river can 
change almost instantly, you really do need to keep your weather eye open. As 
a teenage and relatively new crew, in the middle of a Burnham Week race, I was 
obediently doing exactly as instructed when the note in the helm’s voice 
changed – and the temperature dropped sharply. Within seconds we were in 
the middle of a squall, with boats going over all around us. The very 
experienced helm calmly took us across the river, round the next buoy, and we 
headed for the finishing line. All during the race he’d been aware not only of 
tide and current, opposition and position, but had seen the bad weather on the 
way down from Fambridge and, expecting it, had a strategy. All I had to do was 
trust my helm and do as I was told!   
 
Talking to a Thames River Pilot many years later I thought how often our lives 
are in the hands of other people and how much we rely on their skill and 
understanding, their experience and ability to make fast decisions. We have to 
trust them enough to hand over responsibility to them – and do as we are told.  
 
These recent weeks have shown us how much we depend on those who govern 
us to be able to make informed decisions, to weigh up the pros and cons and 
plot a course for us all.  
They are responsible for keeping a weather eye open, knowing where to seek 
the best advice, and understanding how to tell the crew what to do. In fact, the 
best skippers are those who have a real understanding of the psyche of the 
crew – who get the best out of them.  The way that lockdown has worked is a 
triumph of understanding how we, as a nation, like to know what’s going on and 



how we can help – I’m sure that relaxing lockdown needs  to be the same, 
letting people know what they are doing and why, so that we can feel part of 
the solution, not a herd.  
 
I also recall from my sailing days that good skippers were not universally liked – 
especially if they invariable won. And in the bar afterwards there would be 
many a debate about the way the race was sailed, and the choices made by the 
different helms.   
 
Many times, since then I’ve watched the weather coming down the Crouch, the 
clouds eating the hills behind Fambridge, and sneaking along to gobble up 
Bridgemarsh Island and the marina at Althorne, heading inexorably towards 
Burnham. And when I think of the likely cloudburst or storm that’s coming, I 
remember that day on the Crouch, knowing that the fleet was scattered and 
capsizing as we headed for home and just doing as I was told.   Then I think of 
this Sailor’s Paraphrase of the 23rd Psalm 
 

Sailor's Paraphrase of the 23rd Psalm 
The Lord is my pilot, I shall not drift. 
He lighteth me across the dark waters. 
He steereth me in the deep channels. 
He keepeth my log. 
He guideth me beneath stars of his holiness for his name's sake. 
Yea, though I sail 'mid the thunders and tempest of life, 
I shall dread no danger, for thou art with me; 
Thy love and thy care, they shelter me. 
Thou preparest a harbour for me in the homeland of eternity. 
Thou anointest the waves with oil 
My ship rideth calmly. 
Surely sunlight and starlight shall favour me on the voyage I take, 
And I will rest in the port of God forever. 

 
God will lead us home. 


