[Item 22. Twelve unnumbered pages of an essay. They were scanned in the order
they were found in the collection, but they obviously do not follow one another in that
order, and there are several drafts which appear to be here. The page labeled p04
appears to be completely superfluous and is not transcribed. Starting at the top of
page 05:]
When Dr. Leslie asked me to speak to the young people of the church
some weeks ago, the task was such an unusual one for me that I was
tempted at the outset to say no, for like Moses of old, I am not an eloquent
man, but slow of tongue. When I had taken a second thought, however, I
realized that I couldn’t refuse the request of my pastor, after all of his
kindnesses to me, and, too, it seemed to me that however inadequate a talk
I might give you on the subject which he assigned me, it would not look well
for a man who has been a member of St. Mark’s for more than a quarter of
a century to refuse to speak to you younger people something of the faith
that is in him. I have been given the topic “God in Nature”. That is a large
subject, and I know that I can touch on the edges of it in the time that I
have. So I have written out some thoughts that have come to me that I
might embody as much as possible in a short talk.
Ever since man began to live on the earth he has recognized in the
phenomena of Nature powers so far beyond him that he has thought of
them as manifestations of some supreme being who had the power to direct
them for the good or ill of humanity. John Fiske tells us that it is inherent
in the heart of man to worship, and no race of men has ever been found so
low in the scale of civilization that it has not had a belief in a supreme being
which it has worshipped. This power was revealed to them through
Nature, especially in its more violent forms, such as thunder and lightening,
earthquakes and floods, and these primitive peoples sought by gifts and
acts of devotion to propitiate this being which seemed to have the ability to
prosper or punish them as they did good or ill. [Now continues on page 6.]
As men became more civilized they clothed their deities with the various
powers of Nature. The Persians worshipped the Sun God and Fire, which
they regarded as the purest element in Nature. The Egyptians worshipped
many gods which were represented by the river Nile, by birds, beetles and
animals. Zeus, the chief god of the Greeks, was the Thunderer; Neptune
was the god of the sea, who had the power over the winds and waves; Apollo
was the Sun God, who carried the sun through his daily round of the
heavens; and all of the forces of Nature were deified, and given the name of
some greater of lesser god.
When we come to the Hebrews we find that all of these attributes have
been vested in the one God of the Universe. He is the creator of everything,
and the director and sustainer of all its forces. Our Bible is full of
expressions of God’s control over Nature. “The earth is the Lord’s”, “the
Sea is his and he made it”, the heavens declare the glory of God, and the
firmament showeth his handiwork”, he maketh the winds to blow, “He

causeth the rain to fall.” Throughout the Book we find evidences of their
belief in God as in control of all of nature’s forces. [Now onto page 7:]
The Russian poet expresses this view in this way:
Oh thou eternal One! whose presence bright
All space doth occupy , all motion guide.
Thou from primeval nothingness didst call
First chaos, then existence; Lord, on thee
Eternity had had its foundation; all sprung
Sprung forth from thee – of light, joy, harmony.
Sole origin, all life, all beauty, thine.
Thy word created all, and doth create;
Thy splendor fills all space with rays divine;
Thou art, and wert, and shall be! Glorious
Light-giving, life-sustaining, Potentate.
A million torches, lighted by thy hand
Wander unwearied through the blue abyss,
They own thy power, accomplish thy command.
[Now to the bottom part of page 01:]
If I were to take one thought that impresses me most as God’s revelation
in Nature it would be expressed in the orderliness of all nature. The most
common of the wonders that we see, the rise of the sun, the most
magnificent spectacle of Nature, having in it the grandeur of the mighty
rhythm of the Universe [continuing on page 02] and suggestive of the
presence of Him who created and planned it all. Rutledge says that the
sunrise is to him a splendid pledge that God pardons him, and gives him
another radiant chance at least three hundred and sixty five times a year.
As the small boy said it is never late, but comes up above the horizon, as we
express it, at the appointed time every morning, and has been doing so ever
since the Stone Age, and aeons before that. We can look in the almanac
and find the time that the sun will appear any day of the year, and it will
never disappoint us, but at the time appointed will come above the horizon.
So with all the myriad of orbs which revolve about this central light.
Scientists may estimate just when they are to appear, and, though the
times between their appearances be years apart, they will always appear at
the appointed hour, shine for their time, and disappear along their orbit.
How can we explain this except that there is a divine force behind all of this
guiding this pageant of the heavens.
Two years ago there was a total eclipse of the sun visible here in this part
of the country. The exact time of the appearance of the shadow over the
disc of the sun had been known for years, as well as the time it would take
for the shadow to pass. Tens of thousands of cars came down to Cape Cod
to see the phenomenon. No one questioned that it would appear, and only
prayed that the heavens might be clear, so that they might behold it. So
many people came down that they had to shut off the lower part of the Cape
in the afternoon, for all of the roads were blocked with Cars. I was at the

beach during the time that the sun was totally obscured, and, like all
others, I think, was filled with awe at the spectacle. It was an awesome
sight. The birds [now near the bottom of page 09] went to roost, the gulls out
on the bar stopped their quarreling, and all Nature was stilled for a while as
the shadow passed over the sun. Then the light rim reappeared, the birds
began chirping, the gulls resumed their cries, and life went on as usual.
[now onto page 10] I wondered what that crowd on the beach was thinking,
and how the thousands of people who has stopped their work to see the
eclipse were impressed. Probably man felt that it was merely a somewhat
unusual manifestation of Nature, but to me it was another evidence of that
great guiding power that I call God.
But the procession of the myriad bodies in our firmament, wonderful as
they are, and so far beyond my comprehension, are no more impressive to
me than the common things of Nature that meet us on every hand. Some
one said that Nature is the art of God, and to enter this stupendous gallery
of living masterpieces all one needs is a willing and sensitive heart. Oliver
Wendell Holmes says that “those who are really awake to the sights and
sounds which the procession of the months offers find endless
entertainment and inspiration.” Yet there are multitudes who are present
at as many as three score and ten performances, without ever looking at the
scenery, or listening to the music, or observing the chief actors. At this
season of the year, when, as Tennyson says, “The Heavenly power is making
all things new” I love to watch the stirrings of Nature, and follow the
pageant that is going by around us. They have a divine orderliness, juest
as the celestial bodies. I know that the skunk cabbages are sticking their
heads up through the mud in the marsh, and the hylas have been piping
for some time in the marshes below the old house on the Cape. The
children are hunting for mayflowers the first wild flowers that come out
down home. Following them will come the bluets, the windflowers, the
ladies’ slippers and the saxifrage, each in its turn. And so on through the
spring and summer there will be the pageant of Nature unfolding in the
[onto page 11] fields and woods at the appointed time. I have often
wondered at their orderliness. Why I may find these spring flowers at just
this time. Why the arethusa will bloom in the swamps during early June
to be followed in July by the colopogon and adders mouth on the bogs, and
later the sabbatia and a host of other flowers in their turn. I know that
cardinal flower and the rose mallow will not open down on the meadow
until the middle August, and among the latest flowers the open and closed
gentians. All of these are a source of perennial inspiration to me. They
very rarely disappoint me, and I come home from some of my tramps during
my summer vacation, with a feeling that I have been to church and heard a
wonderful message.
I like the poem by Van Dyke, God of the Open Air, and I goimg to read
just one verse:
But One, but One, – ah, Son most dear,

And perfect image of the love unseen, –
Walked every day in pastures green,
And all his life the quiet waters by,
Reading their beauty with a tranquil eye.
To him the desert was a place prepared
For weary hearts to rest;
The hillside was a temple blest;
The grassy vale a banquet room
Where he could feed and comfort many a guest.
With him the lily shared
The vital joy that breathes itself in bloom;
And every bird that sang beside the nest
Told of the love that broods o’er every living thing.
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