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A soft breeze gently played with the dead leaves. Far away, in the darkness of night, a 

dog howled sadly, the rustling leaves answering him with a sad call of death. 

Under this dark, murky sky and within this realm of death, were people, you and I. Where 

were we that night as nature was sadly sinking into the white death of winter? The theaters were 

crowded with teenagers, the living rooms of our homes were occupied by parents who discussed 

the possibility of a new house, and grade school children sat around television sets, entranced by 

the developing plot of a murder. Everywhere that night, we were clinging to things we could 

touch, see, and feel. This particular Sunday night we again sought to put meaning in our lives by 

discussing and searching for those things which had become so important in our lives, the 

tangible. Ironically, it was Sunday, God's day. We had given Him His three hours of worship in 

our church services and declared to Him. that we had worshiped. Indeed, we had worshiped but 

what was the object of our worship and why did we worship? Perhaps we were just thankful for 

our $25,000 houses, for that avocado Mustang parked in the parking lot outside of the church, 

and for that wardrobe back home. 

Had we forgotten our young people in Vietnam who lay screaming in agony from 

gunshot wounds? We no longer even turn our eyes to the death in nature and to the silent, sad 

night to whisper, “Dear God, thank-you for life.” 

Every week we allow our lives to slip back into the mold we have created for ourselves. 

We go about our jobs, earning and saving money. Constantly we push our souls into those things 

which rust and decay and soon all we have left is a self-centered person of unconcern and apathy. 

When, at the end of this day, the silent night falls over the dying earth, when the animal’s 

howl is the only sound breaking the deathly silence, will we again fall asleep planning for the 

tomorrow that may never come? Or will we be able to turn and walk into the night alone and 

with tear-stained faces say, “O death, where is thy sting? Thanks be to God who giveth the 

victory!” Will the world be able to see us in that night as a light on a hilltop? Will we be able to 

turn again to life with spiritual life? 

The world stands over against you and I. It stands before us as a reality, challenging us to 

find reality in an apparently unrealistic God. Gradually we are losing our souls to “our” 

possessions. Who will or even can answer the cry, “God is dead”? Perhaps we must first enter 

the night where all of nature is slowly dying, where we are challenged to evaluate in the presence 

of death our lives and our conception of God. For, ultimately, God is our only and final reality. 

Even though the leaves fall from their branches and slowly decay in the earth, even though the 

whole creation reminds us of the awful reality of death, and even though our wealth seeks to 

destroy our souls, we, turning to God alone under the skies, will NOT be a dying people. 
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