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What are the gifts we seek from nature? One is health.
Hal Borland brightened the editorial page of the Nsw Tock Tm
weekly reports of life on his Connecticut farm. His Titvtle
nestled alongside weighty commentaries on the international si
bird's nest beside a city wall. In one collection of these es
scribed the healing experience that came to him one March whe:
home after a near fatal illness.* :

....To see buds open into new leaves was to see, suddenly, & WArvel-
ous facet of that big miracle which each Spring ! s
all things thereon. 4o SRR

I saw and felt, and it was like feeling my 6M§“535!‘§ig:§::1ai:;?a
sensing my own growing strength. I was part of some un
nificence, as I had not been for a long time. o,

i jence in nature. When God told
Many of us have found that healing exper B it ot ouly

Adam that He gave him every green thing for food, I t A
nourishment for the body, but medicine for the soul. ;ﬁhe?e_ia ;n azézlgg
power in the open air, the green hills, the deep‘f°r§5ts' P . to
heal. Nature is hale. She is brim full of life. She is forever making all
things new. There is power to mend the broken heart, to give peace to
jangled nerves, to send the breath of 1ife coursing through the jaded spirit,
Nature is the soul's best sanitorium. :

Or the gift may come in the form of wisdom. It is tye wisdom of retreat,
not retreat in the sense of a cowardly backtracking, but in the sense of a
creative withdrawal. When an artist works, he stands close to his canvas,
too close to see it whole. Therefore, every SO often he stands back and
looks. He relaxes and sees. That is what can happen when we exchange the
haunts of men for those of our fellow creatures. We stand aside and try to
see the human picture whole.

Here too is the wisdom of humility. Nature is big; nature is manifold.
When we live only in the midst of human activities, humanity monopolizes our
attention. Our universe becomes human-centered. So does our religion. Out
in the wilds we learn that there is more than one creature with the breath
of life moving about this planet. We shed that conceit which sees the whole
world, even God Himself, in orbit about our human concerns.

Here is the wisdom of Nature's own order and plan. We observe hers e
learn lessons in life and death, in patience and endurance, in beauty an@
creativity, above all perhaps, in simplicity. As Wordsworth said, there 18
more wisdom in a linnet's song than all the books.** Vhen Thoreau took 10
the woods, not only he, but the whole book-reading world grew wiser.

But nature's richest gift is communion with God. That is not to s&Y £
that God is absent from human society. God speaks through man most elomwns
ly. Indeed His Word became man. God's voice is heard along the city Stfee ,
inside the factories and the shops. God is with man in the midst of P&7 e
distinctive concerns. Yet, there are in man obstructions to God's speakiné
Man himself is a great talker, and sometimes it is hard for God to get 2

5 S
word in edgewise. Thus, like th to the wilder™
for inspiration. ’ e prophets before us, we g°

* This Hill, This Valley. Simon and Schuster, New York, 1957, P xid

** "The Tables Turned".
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How does God speak throngh‘nnture1 To some Go _'_’
kind of gigantic inference. - p g

mainly as a
When they s ho
be a builder. So when they A ¥ see a house, they conclude there must

ook at the world around them, they conclude
that there must be a Creator. That thought is present to’thé ieverent mind
even though it may not afford rational demonstration. L

But :
nature than an absentee architect. He is a present reality?OdH:sa;;::r:onot
just as an inference but as the Creative Spirit speaking through the "lang-
uage of the sense." * Nature is sacramental, - the outward expression of
spiritual power. Just as a musical

communion with our Maker. Call this mysticism, if you will. Call it pan-
theism. Names cannot destroy reality. That the Spirit of God is present

in His world is an experienced fact for millions. As such it can neither be
substantiated nor refuted. It can only be enjoyed.

Now if we would receive these s
communion, it is important that we a
she gives only to those who are rece

piritual gifts of health, wisdom and
pproach Nature in the right way. For
ptive and appreciative.

It is important first of all that we go to Nature adoring her for her
own sake. Most of our dealings with Nature are utilitarian. We come to use
her. VWe come to plant, to reap, to fish, to observe, to kill. These activ-
ities are well enough in their way. There is much to be gained by working
with Nature. Our modern civilization rests upon that premise. But if we
would receive Nature's deepest gifts, we should come to her without ulterior
motivss. VWhy is it that when we enter the woods we must always take with
us a gun, a fishing rod, a camera, a magnifying glass, an axe. Could we not
be content for once with just bringing ourselves? Nature grants her most

precious favors to those who love her for herself. That is the principle of
all true love.

Secondly, we need to let nature speak for herself. Let us take her un-
domesticated. When I came to the Midwest, I was disappointed to find so
little country. Things were too cultivated. I have seen more unadult?rated
wildlife in a Brooklyn alley than on an Iowa farm. (Duluth is not typically
Midwestern. It has more in common with the Northwest Territories.) Domes-
ticated Nature has something to offer too. Yet in such a form she §peaks
more plainly of the artificial than any purely human creation. Mowing a
lawn is like docking a dog's tail; it is intrinsically in bad taste. To be
sure, we must tame nature where we live. We cannot allow brambles to.groy
four feet high in the Wack yard, nor can we welcome the lynx to our fireside.
But if we would discover those gifts that only the wilderness offers, then
we must learn to take nature straight.

Thirdl when we go to Nature, let us cast aside all prejudices. Let
us nothspgai’of dirt aid weeds. They are human conventions. Let us tal? of
80il and flowers. When I lived in Sacramento I used to have a portion ; my
Yard roto-tilled every year partly for purposes of a garden, partlth: fz;zt
down the tall grass which became a fire hazard in the dry season. ut .
I would allow this wild grass to flower. There were six or eight Xarlz 5
I would collect samples of each in a vase and bring them into th; ozgt,house
Their beauty was both more exquisite and more rugged than that of a
orchid.

* Wordsworth, "Tintern Abbey"







