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How Loudly, our God speaks to us in the works of His hands in the midst of which we live! 

Most of us do not hear Him, for the sound is drowned in the roar of the wind
 
that rushes past our car 

windows as we hurtle down highways and byways, impelled by the hurry and speed which is so 

characteristically American. 

We all bemoan this rush and hurry but it seems we cannot escape. A quiet stroll in fields 

and woods in this season of snow and cold can refresh the spirit and as God’s children we can hear 

Him speaking in all we see about us. But we chorus, “We haven’t the time—too busy”! 

Let us nevertheless take time then to at least take this stroll in fancy and see what the 

Creator reveals of Himself and also what spiritual truths are shown. What marvelous lessons our 

Saviour drew from soil and water, sky and plants! May God illumine our minds as we go forth 

then, centuries later, to look at these same things and to listen to the sermons that they preach! 

As we go forth we look up at the sky which arches overhead and which upon this particular 

December afternoon is cloudless and of on intense blue color. The blue sky tells us of the covenant 

faithfulness of our God, for we know that sometime as we look upward we see only dark clouds 

and no blue sky at all, yet it is there behind the darkness of storm and wind. It gives us a glow of 

inner peace as we muse on the fact that our Father’s love is constant even as the storms of life rage 

about us. And even as in nature the blue is always behind the black, so spiritually the light is 

eternally behind the darkness, if we are His child. 

As we make our way over the snow covered fields towards the grey words beyond, we 

notice that a bank of heavy cloud has overrun the sun and suddenly there is a swirl of snowflakes. 

We catch a few on our sleeve and study them. ‘What marvelous design’. Gossamer—six pointed 

stars—no two exactly alike. They join the millions that cover the fields with purest white. To 

God’s child they are the picture of the sin-blackened soul which has been cleansed by Christ’s 

blood and now stands revealed surpassing in whiteness and purity the snowy field before us. 

Just before we arrive at the patch of woods beyond the field, we come upon an isolated elm 

that immediately draws our attention, because of a deep-ugly gash that runs from near the top, the 

full length of the trunk, to the ground. Fire from the heaven has ripped the trunk apart and has 

caused the death of this majestic tree that had weathered some sixty years. As we see the shredded 

fibers we think of the fearful force necessary to produce this havoc. Lightning, thunder and stormy 

wind?—picture of God’s wrath against all wickedness and sin. The lightning bolts of God’s anger 

were absorbed by Him Who hung upon the cross, shielding us to whom they were due. Amazing 

love! Near the edge of the wood we come upon a shrub, that has some objects dangling from the 

otherwise nuked twigs. Examining them more closely we see that they are cocoons of one of the 

group of silk spinning moths, the pupa of which winter-over in these snug silken homes. Each 

cocoon has the leaf of the bush as an outer wrapper. A despised green worm prepared this 

winter-shelter last fall and one of the first steps was to place several wrappings of silk about the 

base of the leaf where it joins the branch. This keeps it securely anchored to the branch so that even 

the wildest winter gales cannot dislodge it. Next it drew the two edges of the leaf together to form 

a sort of tube in which it built its silken cage with an air space of loosely woven silk between the 

outer and inner walls—a perfect insulation job, for it must, weather sub-zero temperatures. This 

lowly green worm had never done this before, yet all the steps in the preparation of this swinging 

cocoon were exactly right to preserve the pupa inside so that when the warmth of Spring arrives it 



emerges a winged creature of marvelous beauty and design. “How marvelous is Thy wisdom, Oh 

Lord”. As we gaze at this it suggests a tomb which at the right moment bursts to release its object 

greatly glorified from when it entered. It speaks of that great resurrection morning when we shall 

arise incorruptible and undefiled, to glorify our God as we never can while our spirits are shackled 

to these earthly temples. 

How quiet it is as we enter the woods. There is no sound save the rustling leaves of the oaks 

which for the most part cling tenaciously to the tree until forced off by the swelling buds next 

Spring. All is cold and still and white, a picture of death. Just as we are a- part from God’s grace. 

We are cold to the things of the spirit, nor do the things of the spirit strike any response within us, 

except hatred. Let the warm sunshine of Spring begin to permeate these trees and plants and soil 

and this very silent woods springs to life in leaf and flower and song. So also God’s grace brings 

life out of death, song out of silence and peace to our souls. And in this newness of life we say, 

“Yea Lord, we will truly seek first the things of Thy Kingdom”. But how soon the cares and 

anxieties of life crowd in and the sight of a half-dozen birds busily eating the seeds of a half 

covered weed, stopping now and then to chirp cheerfully, makes us realize that here again the Lord 

is speaking. If these tiny feathered creatures could speak they would say in effect, “we have the 

same heavenly Father as you do and He provides our daily needs—then why do you worry and fret 

so about the needs of your bodies?” We say to ourselves, “Yes, Lord, if Thou dost so carefully 

provide for these Thy lowly creatures, how much more for us Thy children for whom Thy Son 

died?” Shame on us for our lack of faith and trust. 

But the day is waning and we must turn homeward. As we retrace our steps and turn to the 

west we see the clouds beginning to glow in tones of yellow, red and orange. In a few moments the 

entire horizon is lit with these rosy tints that impart their color even to the snowy expanse before 

us. What a fitting finale! As we come to the close of this winter stroll in which the Lord has spoken 

to us by means of His creatures and creation the words of a Psalter number come to mind. “The 

west in evening glories bright, Proclaim that Thou art near.” 

Quickly the colors fade and as we conclude our walk, the evening star hangs like a glowing 

lamp in the southwestern sky. It draws our thoughts back thru the centuries to the time when a 

glowing star guided the wise men to the manager of Bethlehem to worship before God in the flesh 

without Whose coming the fields and woods would be silent and would not have proclaimed this 

hope and joy which we heard today. 
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