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FPHILOSOPHICAL




METAFHYSICS

dt. Paul and the Atom

And two milleniume of dust covered yeses

Are suddenly blown into & distinot negation.
Flato's chalr begins to make unflattering remarka,
And 8t. Paul, Plato's prize pupil,

Comes in hils creaking body with owl-like aeyes

Out of the laboratory

Croaking, "Now you see 1t; mow you don't.

Aha, Ahs, I told you so.”




ON THE MODERNS, WITH PREJUDICE

Baock to my Erowning, suddling through,
Away from these moderns merely muddling,
out of this morass of fepcy despalr,

Olear of thla intricate befuddling.

Glve me my Tennyson in doubt
But peering through to a speck of star,
But save me, do, froz this certain doom

Charting tomorrowe by thlngs that are.

8ing again, Bnelley, of new springe coming,
And chant, Johp Eeats, that beauty 18 true,
And preach, John Milton, of sight in darknesse,

Lest we be cvercome by this ory and hue.

Better the chirp of & frost-chilled cricket,
Energizing her night-long hope
Then the meaningless moaninge of clrelling propheta

With mipd-ecast blindness and 1life-long grope.

Better than turning one!s back to the sunrise,
Than eonfirmation from scum surmlse

Is the singlng Joy of a bulldlpg sparrow

Or the foolish faith in a baby's eyes.
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THE CONVERT TO REASCH

come, let's admit it, we are blind,
And faith is a farce, and humankind
Are doped with religlon to bellave

The lmposslble trus. That we percelve

If we glve but & moment to ratlional thought,
If we axercise loglc - end surely we ought.
We muet see, surely we must recognlze

That hopes are dupes and truaits ars lies.

The optimist 1s & purblind fool
Refusing to glance at the iron rule
That power relgns lo our unlverae.

The times are cominous. The future is worae.

And what are morals but foollsh fences,
Ascstioc-conatructed to maim the senses?

The world staggers on with & madman’'e lurch
While hollow shibboleths echo im church.
Ah, thank thee, uninhibited gaviors,

For clarifying the world's behavlors,

For making it plain where all may Bee

That decadence and death are man's destiny.

(go op to pext page)
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THE CONVERT (cont'd)

It makes me laugh when I think what fools
Wa were to oonstruct cathedrals and schoola.
How clownlsh we were thus to pretend,

Like fanciful chilldren, that a man's end

And purpose 1ipn living were something higher
Than the fulfilment of body desire.
How 1ittle wa knew! How much we learn

From the great intellecte of the day who dlacern

The signa of the times apd know for certaln
what 1ies bayond the future's curtaln.

That stuff of & God was imagination.

Good riddance! He might have delayed degradation!
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IN OJHURCH

Wall, now we have blown God all to pleass,
Shazefully dlscovering the naked Heurlatie Fleotlon;
We have dissected and analyzed the cosmos
Down to cella, genes, molecules, atoms, alectrilcal

charges end mathematical equations.

Friend, lead ua in chanting the Creed >f Indeterainacy;

Then let the congregatian jolin in repeatling the
multiplication tablaa;

I ghall read the day's laesson from the text aon
differentlal calculue

After which we willl mgain unite in prayer to the

UKENOWN QUANTITY =

e —
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THIS GREAT ADVENTURE: LIFE WITH GOD
Tonight I cannot work;
My thankfulness runs over into tears
That blot the paga
Which made me thank, and think

How truly inm the hand of God we are.

He pointed me as chlld to Aunsats,

Lowing herda, the flight of birds.

And when I was a lad he made ne

wWild as wind

And wild to be the wind.

He led me into happiness of play at boleterous gamas;
And etill he bade me cozme apart to a quiet place

And taught me truth for lesson.

Tnen love becase my passion and =y play;
I esat &t rime sand poured my little gyllables

of sdoration into any form I kpew.

Then sald the Master, "Preachl”

T heard but would mot hear.

He gave me music, made me seer,

Made the pulse pound and the breath come close
At hearing lyrie voiges, feeling lyrie strings;

How could he ask me thia?

(go on to next pAge )




THIS GREAT ADVENTURE (econt'd)

I balked, I doubted. God 18 good, I amid,
He oould pot ask me lose t

The fancy and the flippancy of topgue

In trumpeted thunderinge of right and wrong,
In parish paths and proeale pulpitry,

And yet I went, then truly learmed to sea.
I felt the welght of others' hearts,

The sorrow of thelr tears;

I prayed the angulsh of thelr prayeras;

I shered their playtime, laughter, Joya

For golden, golden yeara.

S0 in that work I loet myeelf
ind found myselfl anew.
And etill I wae uncertaln

Yhaet God meant for me to do.

But ever zore he added 1ife to life

In child apd wifa,

I Telt the little flngere round my finger,
Heart beaide oy heart.

I learped to love & place where God
Brought on togethar two to four.

Love waa no longer fancy, but much more
Than the smoke of a boy's pipe-dream.
It was & vibrant, undergirding,
All-surrounding, earthy truth

That made the boy a man.

{go on to pext page)
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THIB OGREAT ADVENTURE (cont'd)}

And mow this almost thirtieth year has oome.

The wonder armd the aystery remain,

But falith apd love and trust

FPaps on from half-believed-perceived abstractlon
Into fruited fact.

To live to me 18 Chriet.

Today he feeds wy scul on srt's philosophilss,
And what tosorrow? What care I?

By waters deep, perhape,

Or up the craggy eteep

To mountain susmit's fuller view

Of 1ife that stretches on the plaln bensath,
Or in the shedow. ... Even then he bears me up
¥hen I no longer bear oyself.

It is enough.

The future

Ie & book unopened, pleture yet unseen,

Or rhapespdy stlll a-borning 1o the braln

Of God, who dreapeth all things well.

I follow on. Find thou my hand, O Lard, osutstretched.
Laad me into a broad, good place;

It 18 snough.

0m, on I'1l go

From dawn to dusk

And hear thee, syes closed,

Evan 1n the dusk.

0 grasious God, thou doent all things well.
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THREE GATEWAYS TO GOD

I looked upon & e=illng field,

On mountalnFsunamltes capped with anow,
I watehed & Tolllmg river flow.

The mind within oy being reeled

And echoed, "Mighty God."

fhe reluctant atom ylelded his power,

A surgeon gave release from painm,

The sunny fileld waved gold with grain.
My heart laughed ln thls welcome hour

And sghouted, "Graclous God."

Bersavemant cama and in lte wake

Cama anguiehed tears and gnawlng grief.
But whisperlog peace apd sweet relief,
A Volee called, "I will not forsake."

I erled through teara, "My God!"
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DEEF UNTO DEEFP

More than a forest flre reaches
Ite yearning arme to the pines,
Mors than growlng grass struggles
Ta cover the paked ground,

More than & sopgblrd endeavors
To utter the rapture it feala,

Evary nerve of oy belng

Inclines unto thee, O God,.
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ON THE MATURE OF GOD'S8 BEING

God 18 & mountaln

flad im the miaty blue of midmlght,
Baraly perceptibls,

Hardly bellevabls,

Definitely eoclld,

Tapglbly thera.




TC

THIS IS YOUR CHURCH HOME

You may have watched 1t rise from lte fourndatloms years ago.

On tiny ohlldren's feet you mey have pattered up ite ateps
to enter Bunday School.

Here, At 1ts altar, year by year you made your groat decleior

Here esald your vowe to God and Church, or brida.

As child or zan you may have come, carrying or carried, for

tha #the rite of dedloation.

The sweet aurrender of your heart te Ged,

The way the esun shone through ite windowe on a day,

The quletneszs of the Lard'a Supper:

All theese have pade thelr marklpgs in your heart,

The mellow carolling of the organ and the ocongregatlonal
hynn, “"Fraise God"™, have helped you oclimb & atalrway
3; to God.

Over the sound of the slpging cholr in gentle "Amen"

after prayer

You may have heard Him speaking to your heart.

Here doors and hesrts are always ewinglng wide,
Here paver fall to coma;
For this 1z the house of God for all people.

Surely it is the gate of hesaven.
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PRAYER OF THARESGLVING

I do not thank thee, Lomd, for things
8o much as for Joy of a esoul that elpgs
At hearing the artlees somg of & thrush

Improviaing at noonday hush.

I thank thee, Lord, not so much for goods
Aa for treea that tesch 1lp autusn wooda
And one matchlesa glft that thou dost esend,

The upderstandlng heart of a friend.

And with this petitlion I sloss =y prayer:
¥ot more of thy weelth - but to ba Aware,

Ta be resinded, to understand

That everything good is alresdy at hand.




Thou art
Thou art
Thou art

To reach

Thou art
Thou art

Thout RFt

FRAYER OF A RECEPTIVE HEART

the cardle in oy soul:
the star in =y life's sky:
the urge which drives me on

my life-star burning high.

the health withip oy velna:
the hope within my heart:

the way beneath my faet;

All-permeating good Thou art.

da heaer zs whaen I pausa to prary,

And flood sy 1ife with infinite powWar

To bear me on from day to day,

To make me fit from hour to hour,
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I BAW THE EASTER DAWN

I saw the Esater dawn

And now

I know thee better, Christ.
Not long ago the darkness

Fut blind eyea upon the warld,
Then from the tozb aof night
Sun's rays began to shoot
Acrosd the eastern aky,

And mlsts began to rise and dlsappear.

The happy little birds

Bagan to elng their joy:

The roostera op a nearby farm
Gave reuccus notlce that the sun

Was leaping into view;

A peacock shrilled 1ts shattering welocoms;

And the brilliance of the sun
Becaze too stropg for human eyes.
The lovellest thing I ever saw,
The truest, Lomd,

Was Easter dawn

This Easter dawn.

For an hour from the towsr
8f the chapel oo the hill
Had radlated graclous wordas

{go on to next
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TC
I BAW THE EASTER (oont'd)

To heaven-born musio:

"I knowl I know! T know! it Bsang,

"I know that wy Redeemer liveal®

Now I have sesn the Faster dawn:
The sun hae risen

And the darkness dlsappeared,
And pow I know,

Yes, I too, know

That My Hedeener lives.

0, "Alleluila" sings the choir,
And cherub song, the birde,
And in my heart resounds &N anthem

Sirging far too deep for words,

Wrltten after sunriae service, 6:00 A.M,,
April 21, 1945 at Prost Memorial Chapel,
The Berry Schoole, Gaorgie




ICHABOD

Hoppy come hoppln with & high long howl,

"They's comin sgin cause I seen 'em in the holler,
Fur aes natchul eye could foller.

And they ralsed a oloud of dusti --

See that red plowd of duast,

That red ... olowd ... of dust?”

THE CLOUD SHALL G0 BEFOHE THEE

The fire red ocloud,

That aloud of dust,

Ichabod, Ichabod, time you's a-bawnin,

¥o grampappy'e blind and Terul's low moanin,
THE GLORY 18 DEPARTED,

THE QLORY IS5 LDEFPARTED.

Then that "sivous Phinny and that horemongln Hoppy

Went a-lookin for the ark,

The ark of the Lawd - thet's the thipg to turn the triok!
But Isrul was sick.

That "1l surely turn the trieck

For Iesrul mo aiok,
THE GLOAY I8 DEFARTED

The Phnilistinea are comin and they pass right by
That 1ittle ol ark and it don't bat a eye,
They finlsh ol Phinny and it don't bat a eye,

(g2 on to mext pags)
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ICHABOD (ocont'd)

K11l the Hebrew chillun and it don't bat a eye,
8lay that sorry slandous Hoppy and

It don'"t bat a eye.

Ichabod, Ichabod,
Granpappy's slck to death,

And Iarul's low moanin.

Now let that be a lesson to you: don't go roun droolin
Bout de Lawd God Almighty when you's been foolln;
If it sint sho nuff dat yo heart les rlght,

You better atay out of Jehovah's sight.

THE GLORY IS5 DEPARTED
THE GLORY IZ DEPARTED
Tchabod, Ichabod, time you's & bawnin,

Yo granpeppy’'s dead,

And Iesrul'e low moanin.
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THE CORD3 OF MAN

I feel his reina along my heart,
Light as a shade, but firm.

I feel po force, I have my head

Until I wayward, turn

To a profitlesas path, and then I feel
One steadying hint.

No saecond comen, no sawlng setraln,

But I relent.
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THERE I8 NO DEATH

The old rock agea, whitena, orumbles.
Round ite beas bloom mountain laurel:
Fhododendron atrong and graceful

Fead upon ita 1ife.

The old stump rotas and mossee sarthward.
Clumped around in stately circle

Lithe, tall saplinge etand,

Decomlng what and more than wase

The parent poplar tree.

The old man dies and leaves & vacant
Lonasoxe place agalnet the sky.

The youth he sired, now atrong amd supple,
Hourlehed by hila 1ife and apirit,

Stands and mceta tha eye,

The same old sturdy manhood strongly

Tosses tempestas by.

S0 fear not in the yellow leaf,
Lilfe gepnerates and nourishes
In frult and leaf, the food you shed,

Take courage, dying tree,

The little sapling whom you fed
And ahaded from the too-strong aun
Is resdy now to stend alone.

The eun may dance and flash upon his head

For he has atrength enocugh.




TC THERE ISNO DEATH - cont'd

Warrior, others grasp your epear,

Take up your chant and dream your dream,
And dare the helghte you escaled.

Aegret not that you leave because

The end does pot arrive in you.

Ten thousand wolcesa stay %o trumpet
Bounding over hlll end hollow

2learly blowlng "Follow, Follow."

The epoken truth will never die.
Songs will elog oo in other hearta.

And alnce you fought and stood end sang

You will mot dle,




