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The Book of Nature 
 
INTRO to SCRIPTURE 
 
From the time of the Middle Ages 
theologians have spoken of the two 
books of God - scripture and nature.  
Scripture is considered special revelation 
- experiences of specific people in 
particular times and their experiences of 
God’s presence.  Nature is general 
revelation - available to all peoples in all 
times and places.   
 
Today’s reading - a creation psalm - 
comes to us from the book of scripture 
but it describes the book of nature, giving 
thanks and praise for the wonder of 
creation.     
 
SERMON 
 
Summer in Maine is glorious!  It is so 
glorious that some people not only use 
the noun summer to name the season, 
but also transform the word into a verb, 
as in “We summer in Maine.”   
 
We delight in sitting on the back porch, 
kayaking on the lake, fishing from the 
dock, hiking back woods trails, walking  
the beach, bird watching, gardening, 
golfing, summer book reading, and naps.  
For many of us it is a slower, more 
humane season. For many of us it is the 
season when we spend more time 
outdoors - engaging the book of nature - 
delighting in the awesomeness of this 
wondrous creation.  Our hearts swell with 
gratitude. 
 

 
In these days,  
our senses are stimulated by 
     the songs of the birds, 
     the fragrance of the peonies, 
     the soft grass underfoot, 
     the sweet taste of fresh picked    
        strawberries, 
     all the shades of green. 
 
When our children were young we lived in 
Phoenix, Arizona.  When we used to 
come to visit family in Maine in the 
summer they would always say, “It’s so 
green.”  Growing up here I had never 
noticed.  It was only after I lived in the 
desert that I became aware of all the 
different shades of green that are our 
world here in Maine.  It’s stunning.   
 
It’s interesting the things you take for 
granted just because they have been so 
much a part of your experience.  I was 
reminded of this one day in Phoenix, 
when our youngest was about four.  We 
were in the pool when she asked, 
“Mommy, what are those things in the 
sky?”  Not noticing anything, I  said, 
“What do you mean?”  She replied, 
“Those white puffy things.”  
 
It was a revelatory moment for me.  I had 
physically seen the clouds.  Yet, since I 
expect to see clouds in the sky - I grew 
up in Maine - I treated them as 
background.  She, on the other hand, 
was growing up in Phoenix, where weeks 
and weeks pass with no clouds.  It had 
been months since the last clouds had  



 

 

appeared in the sky and she was so 
young she didn’t remember them.  That 
day we were both amazed by the wonder 
of clouds.  I find that now, living back in 
Maine, I tend to notice when there are no 
clouds in the sky.   
 
Is there anything more lovely on a warm 
summer day than lying on your back 
watching the clouds float by?   
 
Clouds spark our poetic imagination.  
They are also an amazingly creative 
method of carrying water from large 
bodies of water to then disperse it over 
the land.  Over the millennia humans 
have watched the clouds to follow the 
weather.  In these days, the changing 
patterns of clouds alert us to the 
changing patterns of climate.  For 
example, California is not having enough 
clouds, finding itself in significant, 
ongoing drought conditions.  Texas, on 
the other hand, this spring was inundated 
with clouds and floods of water. Today, 
we are mindful of the people in China 
impacted by an enormous typhoon.  
 
We are living in the midst of such 
profound environmental changes and 
challenges that sometimes we get stuck - 
stuck in our guilt about the damage we 
have already done and stuck in own fear 
about what is to come. The changes we 
need to make to live in a more integrated 
manner with the rest of creation are 
difficult.  They are difficult physically, 
politically and personally.  There is much 
we are called to do to live in a new way.  I 
am grateful to Pope Francis for lifting 
these concerns up as a moral matter. 
 
Yet, in the midst of our work to make 
necessary changes, it is important not to 
lose sight of the glories of creation.  Part 
of being whole-istic and holy-istic is to 

delight in the book of nature, allowing it to 
nurture our souls and heal our bodies.  In 
so doing we touch the mystery of God.   
 
Our communing with nature and God is 
very real, but is so often hard to put in 
words, maybe because it touches us so 
deeply.  Poets, such as the psalmist, are 
the ones who put into words for us that 
mysterious communion with nature and 
God.   
 
Poet Edna St. Vincent Millay, who was 
born in Rockland and also lived in 
Camden, describes this experience in her 
famous poem, Renascence. It is a long 
poem so I will share just some of the 
beginning and the end.  The setting for 
the beginning of the poem is the top of 
Mt. Battie in Camden Hills State Park.  If 
you have been there you will recognize 
her description.  She talks about what is 
around her and then opens her vision to 
the sky above and her soul to the 
presence of the Ground of all Being.  
    
All I saw from where I stood  
was three long mountains and a wood.   
I turned and looked the other way  
and saw three islands in a bay.  
So with my eyes I traced the line 
Of the horizon, thin and fine, 
straight around till I was come 
back to where I’d started from; 
And all I saw from where I stood  
was three long mountains and a wood. 
Over these things I could not see: 
These were the things that bounded me; 
and I could touch them with my hand, 
almost, I thought, from where I stand. 
And all at once things seemed so small 
my breath came short, and scarce at all. 
But sure, the sky is big, I said; 
miles and miles above my head; 
So here upon my back I’ll lie 
and look my fill into the sky. 



 

 

And so I looked, and, after all, 
the sky was not so very tall. 
The sky, I said, must somewhere stop, 
And -sure enough! - I see the top! 
The sky, I thought, is not so grand; 
I ‘most could touch it with my hand! 
I screamed to feel it touch the sky. 
I screamed, and - lo! - Infinity 
came down and settled over me;  
 
Like the Psalmist, Edna St. Vincent Millay 
was moved by the world around her to 
contemplate the presence of God.  She is 
overcome by the awesome and immense 
nature of all she sees. Yet the holy feels 
so close to her – as close as her every 
breath.  As the poem goes on, she 
describes her connection with not only 
the beauty of the world, but the suffering 
of others and she is filled with 
compassion.  She describes an 
experience of death and resurrection.   
Then near the end of the poem she 
exclaims how everything she is 
experiencing draws her to God. 
 
Sent instant tears into my eyes; 
O God, I cried, no dark disguise 
Can e’er hereafter hide from me 
Thy radiant identity! 
Thou canst not move across the grass 
But my quick eyes will see Thee pass, 
Nor speak, however silently, 
but my hushed voice will answer Thee, 
I know the path that tells Thy way 
Through the cool eve of every day; 
God, I can push the grass apart 
And lay my finger on Thy heart! 
 
Few of us will find such words to describe 
the wondrous experiences we all share.  
We give thanks for the gifts of the poets 
who give voice to the reality that the 
wonders of heaven and earth give us 
hope and healing and courage. 
 


