
 
 

Hymns Into Prose: A Spiritual Exercise, Example One Continued 
 
 
The second verse of the hymn goes:  
 
Where streams of living waters flow my ransomed path he leadeth, and where the verdant 
pastures grow, with food celestial feedeth. Notice that the hymnodist has inverted the order 
of the psalm, which speaks first of green pastures and then of living waters. And poetically it 
works. Going along with that inversion, but reverting otherwise to prose, it comes out 
maybe like: 
    
He leads my rescued soul where streams of living waters flow; and he feeds me with 
heavenly food where the green fields grow. 
    
There are four more verses, and I hope the reader might find it interesting to see the text of 
each verse followed by the prose rendering: 
    
Perverse and foolish oft I strayed, but yet in love he sought me, 
and on his shoulder gently laid, and home, rejoicing, brought me.    
  
He still sought me when I foolishly and perversely turned away from him; and rejoicing 
with me gently draped over his shoulders, he brought me home. 
  
In death's dark vale I fear no ill with thee, dear Lord, beside me;  
Thy rod and staff my comfort still, thy cross before to guide me. 
    
With you beside me, my dearest Lord, I fear nothing in the dark valley of death; your rod 
and your staff keep me comforted, and your cross, always going before me, guides me.  

  
Thou spreads't a table in my sight: thy unction grace bestoweth: and oh, what transport of 
delight from thy pure chalice floweth. 
  
You spread a bounteous feast on a table right in front of me; and your grace is healing 
balm to me. And pure spiritual joy flows from the pure chalice of your love.   
  
And so, through all the length of days thy goodness faileth never:  
Good Shepherd, may I sing thy praise within thy house forever. 
  
Your goodness to me will never fail for all of time; Good Shepherd, let me sing your praise 
in your house for ever and ever. 
 


