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I fled Hi■, down the nights and down the days; 

I fled Him, down the arches of the years; 

I fled Him, down the lab,rinthine ••JS 

Of my own mind; and in the mist of tears 

I hid fro■ Him, and under running laughter. 

Up vistaed hopes, I sped; 

And shot, precipitated, 

Adon Titania glooms ot ohasmed fears, 

Prom those strong Peet that followed, followed after. 

But with 11Dhurrying chase, 

And unperturbed paoe, 

Deliberate speed, ma tio instano7, 

!hey beat--and a Voioe beat 

Kore instant than the leet--

"All things betray thee, who betray-est Me." 

I pleaded, out law-wiae, 

B7 aan7 a hearted oaaeaent, curt ined red, 

trellised with intert 1n1ng oharitiea 

(for, though I mew Bia love ho followed, 

Yet was I sore adread 

Le■t, having Him, I must have naught beside); 

But, if one little oasement parted wide, 

!he gust of Bia approach would olaah it to. 

1•ar wiat not to evade aa Lover wiat to pvne. 
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Across the margent of the world I fled, 

And troubled the gold gateways of the stars, 

Smiting for shelter on their olanged bars; 

lPretted to dulcet jars 

And silvern ohatter the pale ports o' the moon. 

I said to dawn: Be sudden; to eve: Be soon-­

With th7 young ak197 blossoms heap me over 

1rom this tremendous Lover! 

Ploat th7 vague veil about me, lest Be see! 

Still with UDhurrying chase, 

And unperturbed pace. 

Deliberate speed, majestic instanoy, 

Came on the tollowing Feet . 

And a Voice above their beat--

"laught shelters thee. who wilt not shelter •e." 

I sought no more that after whioh I strayed 

In face of man or maid; 

But still within the little children's eyes 

Seema something. something that replies, 

fhe7 at least pe for ■e, surely tor me! 

I turned me to them ver7 wiatfull7; 

But juat as their 70ung eyes grew sudden fair 

1th daning answers there, 

i'beir angel plucked them fro• me b7 the hair. 
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Come then, ye other children, 

lature•a--ahare 

With ae" (aaid I) "7our delicate 

fellowship; 

I in their delicate fellowship was one-­

Drew the bolt of Batu.re's secrecies. 

I triumphed and I saddened with all weather, 

Heaven and I wept together, 

And its sweet tears were salt with mortal mine; 

Against the red throb of its sunset-heart 

I laid my 01dl to beat, 

And ahare oommingli~ heat; 

But not by that, by that , as eased my human smart. 

In vain my tears were wet o Heaven's grey cheek. 

For ah! we know not what each other says, 

These things and I; in sound I speak--

!heir sound is but their stir, they speak b7 silences. 

1ature, poor atepdame, cannot slake by drouth; 

ligh and nigh draws the chase, 

1th unperturbed pace, 

Deliberate speed, majestic 1nstanc7, 

And past those noiael Jeet 

A Voioe oomes yet more fleet--

"LO! naqht oontenta thee, who oontent•st 

not••·" 
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laked I wait !117 love's uplifted stroke! 

K7 harness piece b7 piece Thou 

hast hewn fro■ me; 

And smitten me to m7 kDee; 

I m defenoelesa utterl7. 

In the rash lustihead of my 70ung powers, 

I shook the pillaring hours 

And pulled my life upon me; grimed with smears, 

I stand amid the duet o' the mounded yeare--

K7 ■angled youth lies dead beneath the heap. 

K7 daJB have crackled and gone up in smoke, 

Have puffed and burst as sUD-ata~te on a stream • 

Yea, faileth now even am 

fhe dreamer, and the lute the 1 tanist; 

Ah! is 1'h7 love indeed 

A weed, albeit an amaranthine weed, 

Suffering no flowers exoept its own to mount? 

.lhI muat--

Designer infiniteI--

Ahl must 1'hou char the wood ere Thou canst 

limn with itT 

With glooming robes purpureal, 07Preas-crowned; 

Bis naae I know, and what hie trU11pet saith. 

ether man•a heart or life it be whioh J1el4a 
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!bee harvest, must 1'h7 harvest fields 

Be dunged with rotten death? 

lo of that long pursuit 

Comes on at hand the bruit; 

1'hat Voice is round me like a bursting sea; 

"And is thy earth so marred, 

-Shattered in shard on shard? 

Lo, an things fly thee, for thou fliest ••I 

Strange, piteous, futile thing, 

Jherefore should any set thee love apart? 

Seeing none but I makes much of naught" (He said), 

"And human love needs human meriting: 

Bow hast thou rited--

Of all man's clotted clay the dingiest clot? 

Alack, thou knowest not· 

Bow little worth7 of any love thou art! 

'hom wilt thou find to love ignoble thee, 

save Me, save onl7KeT 

All which I took from thee I did but take, 

lot for thy harms, 
. 

But 1ust that thou might'at seek it in 7 arms. 

All which th7 child's mistake 

~ancies as lost, I have stored for thee at home: 

Biae, clasp •7 hand, and oome." 
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Balta b7 me that footfall: 

Ia my gloom, after all, 

Shade of Hie hand, outstretched caressingly? 

"Ah, fondest, blindest, weakest, 

I am Be Whom thou seekest! 

1'hou dravest love from thee, who draveet •e." 

Great poetr7, my friends, is the noblest 

vehicle of great ideas. A great thought is an elemental 

thought, and quite naturally seeks the rhythm and the 

musical beat, which are elemental things, as elemental as 

the beat of the heart or the throb of the blood, as elemental 

as the innate harmony of our organs, or of nature itself. 

low, the noblest ideas of man are those which 

revolve around God, for God is the ultimate reality which 

gives meaning to everything in human life; and when a man 

has such thoughts concerning God, and experiences contact 

with 41vin1t7 vividly and keenly and overpoweringly, he will 

express himself in song. Kan sometimes reasons about God 

and sometimes dogmatizea about God, nd such religious 

ph1loaoph7 and religious theolo17 will not give rise to 

poetry, but when man experienoea God, be will sing. en 

man reaeona about God, he produces philosophy, and when man 

dogmatisea about God, he produces theoloa, but when man 

experiences God, he produce■ poetr7. The resl religious 

aood is to be found not in a philosophic tract, nor even 1D 

an eth1oal traot, but 1D the hJIIID and the paala and the 
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prayer. 

Thia morning I lsh to speak about a 

religious experience ae it finds voloe in three hJllllla--two 

ancient and one modern: Psalmn 63, Psalm 139, and"lhe Hound 

of Heaven," by francia Thompson, part of which I have just 

read. You read these three hJIDlls. and you are etruok b7 

one fact--their remarkable eimilarity, their identity in 

thought, ill subject matter - even in figures of speech, in 

phraseolou. It you follow closely the reading of the 

two psalms and the selections from ''The Hound of Heaven," 

JOU will perhaps have oaught such phrases as these: "fleeing 

froa God"; "hiding from God"; taking the wings of the 

morning to eaoape Him"; such phrases as "the hand of God'; 

"the shade of God's band";"the shadow of His wings." 

low, the common ee ot these images and 

phrases is not an accidental one; nor for that matter a 

deliberate one. I mean consoious or unconaoious imitation. 

!hese phrases and these words are the word-pictures, the 

ideograms, the technical key words and s1111bola of religious 
• experience of all races and of all peoples. hese words are 

the closest approximation of the inadequate human sphere 

to certain profound, overwhelming religious experiences, 

which man struggles to express and oan only express in the 

moat primitive and elementar7 imapry--that of pictures: the 

hand of God, the shadow of Go4; seeking God; fleeing from 

Go4. There la a spiritual experience there, somewhere, 

Yer7 real and intenae. whioh o nnot be •xpressed otherwise 
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than in these inadequate but suggestive phrases. 

!he Psalms and "The Hound of Heaven" were 

written twenty-five hundred years apart. The Psalms were 

written somewhere in the hills of Judea, perhaps; "The Hound 

of Heaven" was written amidst the fog and the misery of 

London. i'he Psalms were written by some pious Israelites; 

"The Hound of Heaven" was written b7 a devout Catholic. 

And yet the difference of place and time and race seems to 

make no effect at all upon the essential oneness and 

identity in content and spirit of these two literary 

creations. And that is an observation •~rth7 of note. 

I may just as well have selected a Hindu 

bJmn, or a Chinese hJmD, or ah~ frcm the religious 

poetry of any people or any race, and you will have found 

that same similarity and that same basic identity. hy? 

Simply because when it comes to religious experiences all 

religions are one. Outwardly religioaa differ; and these 

differences are not unimportant o= insignificant; they have 

iaportanoe and they have significance. All religions differ 

as to creed, as to doctrine, as to ritual, as to symbol, 

even as to ethioa; but 1nwardl7 as these religions touch the 

aainsprings of human life and human longing and human needs; 

in ardl7 as these religions try to bridge the gulf between 

man and God, between the finite and the infinite, between 

what we are and what we aspire to be, these religions are 

one, for their source is one and their goal is one. 

------:---- ~-----=I~ o~~•ll t.hla addr.eu the Quest ot Go4. i:na. I 

-a-



• 

• 

• 

sa7 that these three hJ'lllDB or psalms are expressive of man•a 

quest of God. And what do I meaa b7 the quest of God? 

hat does man seek when he seeks God? And when does he seek 

God! h7, the quest of God, friends, is simply the quest 

of the ultimate reality. Here is the universe open to 0111' 

five aenaea. 

are imperfeot. 

1'he universe is imperfect; our tive senses 

?he universe seems to be torn and racked b7 

a remorseless prooeee of growth and deoa7, growth and deoa7, 

life and death. Everything changes, and man moat of all. 

low, surely~ in the midst of this sea of 

endless change, this flux and transitoriness, there must be 

something abiding, something which partakes of the quality 

of the permanent and the enduring and the eteraal. Here 

is lite. human lite. We experieaoe life Which is the high­

est fora of lite upon the earth c use it is linked with 

intelligenoe. We experience that life in us, and yet that 

life brings with it pain and suffering and sorrow and 

disillusionment and discord. low, surely, in this discord 

which pervades the whole world of man, and apparently the 

whole world of nature, there must be somewhere a baeio theme 

with hioh this apparent discord is in oonaonance; sural7, 

there muet be some ultimate beneticenoe towards which thia 

pain and sorrow and depriwation guides the human taoe; 

surel7, somewhere there must be a perfection, a cmplateneaa, 

Ylsible only to the iDYi■ible eye ot the soul; aural7, 

aoaewhere beneath, within, there must be a wisdom and a 

one••••• a aharit7 and a gooclDe■•. which, fashioned out of 
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spiritual qualities, are made mown and revealed onl7 to one 

who seeks in spirit. 

low, one who finds this inner harmony, this 

organizing and sustaining purpose and p~an--I mean one who 

senses it, for no one aan apprehend it perfeotl7--that man 

has found God. And not everyone finds Bim, and, having 

found Him, not ever7one holds Him. ror the realization of 

God o~mes like a flash, like a sudden, brilliant illumination; 

it is swift and passing, like an eostae7. 

God ever anew in his life to haveHim. 

One must realize 

low, this is what the pious man calls 

the quest of God. The writer ot Psalm 63 had had some 

time in hie life just such a revelation. Be had in a moment 

of spiritual insight and exaltation caught a glimpse of thia l 

underl7ing beauty and harmon7. this W'lifying theme of the 

llJliverae. and from that day on his lite was filled with a 

glow and a warmth. Hie hunger was stilled, he says. ")(y 

soul_ ia satisfied as with marrow and fatness." He had 

found something in life whioh was sweeter than lite. "!h7 

loving kindneaa," he aa19, "is oetter than lite." Because 

a lite without an overpowering love and a great oonfidenoe 

is, after all, a very sorr7 affair, indeed. 

ne anollJllous poet and singer from the hills 

ot Judea who gave voice to Psalm 63 knew that he was no 

longer alone in the world; that he waa not a plaything of a 

blind, cruel, hee4lea■• mechanical aoheae of thinga; he 

Jmew that he••• not adrift on an •1•1••• aweep of tloteam -------+----
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and letsam ot a racked world, dritt1ag upon a moving sea of 

ohange; he knew that might7 and invisible wings were 

sheltering the universe . 

of thy wings do I rejoice. 

right hand holdeth me up." 

nd so he said. "In the shelter 

Thou hast been my help; thy 
, 

In the midst ot his doubts and 

hie confusions and the uncertainties of ..mortal life, he bad 

discovered the real etrength--the right hand of God which 

holds him up at all timea; the mighty kinsman, the great 

friend who walks by his side singing in his ears. He had 

found the supreme confidence which comes with supreme faith. 

And t.he memory of that sudden revelation ot 

his ccxnes back to him during those slow days and nights when 

a man wanders ithout vision, beo use we cannot always live 

on that high pitch of religious ex ltation; we sink down to 

the level, the monotony, the dullness, and the uninspired 

ways of lite. e seem to find ourselves as the Psalmist 

did--in a dry and wearied land; and in that dr7 and wearied 

land he seeks for another glimpse of that land of beatitude, 

he· thirsts for it. "O God, thou art my God; amr arneetly 

will I seek thee; my soul thirateth for thee, and my flesh 

longeth tor thee in a dry and weary land, land where no 

water is." 

low, the author of Paala 139 never had suoh 

a revelation, and therefore hie psalm lacks that ring of 

oontidenoe,that lift of the mueio ot an exquisite melod7 

that Psalm 63 has. Be alao sought God. this aeoond poet, 

but he sought Hi■ as moat mu seek Him--b7 try1ng to eaoape 
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Bia. ·11hat, too, is a way ot finding God--by fleeing from 

Him; just ·as a man who rows a boat has his back to the shore, 

but every stroke ot his brings him nearer to the shore; so 

many a man with his back to God seeking to escape God is, 

nevertheless, approaching Him,nearer and nearer. 

He wanted to flee God, this writer. And why? 

Because he thought that, having God, he must have naught 

else; because he thought that having discovered the ideal 

beauty, he will have to surrender the baser and lowlier 

beauty; because he realized that God is an asking God, that 

God does not tolerate a divided allegiance; he was afraid that 

he will have to surrender all the intimate pastimes of the 

average man, the things that mean pleasure and joy to us; 

that he will have to lead a life of asceticism and depriva-

tion, a lite ot gloom and emptin ea. And so he sought to 

flee from God, but he found, as most men find, strange 

enough, that one cannot escape Bim. You cannot flee from 

God. Por even as you flee from Him you are running towards 

Him. Your path may seem to take you away from Him to the 

utmost ends of the earth, but by devious and tortuous ways, 

that same wrong and sinful path will bring you back as su.re 

as destin7, back to the focal point and the redound center-­

God. 

You may set forth arrogantl7 and proudly in a 

thousand enterprises, denying God, but you will be brought 

oruehed am kneeling ultimately at the feet of God. nd so 

the pealmist aaya, "Whither shall I go fro■ th7 spirit? or 
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• whither shall I flee from th7 preeenoeT If I ascend into 

heaven, thou art there; if I make my bed in the nether orld, 

behold, thou art there. If I take the wings of the morning 

and roll them to the uttermost parts of the sea, even there 

would th7 hand lead me, and thy right hand would hold me. 

If I say, Surely the darkness shall envelope me; even the 

darkness is naught too dark for thee." 

And the psalmist. too. seems to be irritated 

at the thought that God is not only around him everywhere, 

but that Be has, somehow, placed a guardian at the very gates 

and portals of his lite. e aall it conecience--the 

guardian of the Almighty standing at the very door of our 

life, watching ever7 one of our actione--na7, more--watching 

everyone of our thoughts, of our llipulsee, measuring ua, 

searching .us. You cannot escape God because you cannot 
. 

esoape this. And so he comes, broken and h'mnble, to this 

conclusion: "0 Lord, thou hast aearohel me and known me; 

thou knowest ■7 down-sitting and m7 uprising; thou under­

etandeth me that tar off; thou meaaureth me going about and 

■7 lJing down, and are acquainted with all m7 •ye; tor there 

is not a word in m7 tongue but lo, Lord. thou knoweat it 

altogether. And so thou hast hemmed me." 

He feels himself h811111ed. The author of 

Paala 68 felt himself upheld by the hand of God. fhis author 

simply feels the overorowdini, overwhelllling presence of God. 

"1'hou hast hemmed me behind and before, and laid th7 band 

upon me to hold me." Thia man oannot and does not reach to 
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that pla)'ing of sunshine and of peace, the supreme beatitude 

which that author of Psalm 63 reached . He knows that God 
• 

is about him, but he does not know God . 

low, the Bound of Heaven is Psalm 139 in the 

twentieth century version. 1'he author of the Hound of 

Heaven likewise eought God by fleeing from him, and attar a 

long and turbulent and tempestuous career, he, however, 

catches a glimpse of that land of sunshine and peace whioh,m 

Ill its resplendent glory, opened before the eyes of the 

psalmist of Psalm· 63. Prancis Thompson belonged to those 
• 

most·wretobed men whom Shelley said "are cradled in poetry 

by wrong, and who learn in suffering what they teach in 

song." 

His life was a tragedy. In his earlier life 
1
• 

he quarrelled with his father and left home. ,or five years 

he wandered around, ·a beggar and a tramp on the streets of 

London, sleeping under the arches of bridges; he hung around , 

theaters to call cabs and sold matches to earn tenpenoe 

so that he could bu7 bread and opium. By the time he was 

discovered he at once attempted suicide, without success, .1 

and he was in the last stages of a disease which was tearing 

and raok1Dg him. He died in 1901. comparatively a young 

man, and thia underlying tragedy of hie life fed the flames 

of his geniua. He was a poet b7 divine right • 

ftle Hound of Beaven, then, is the aaoendeno7, 

the going up--the aacendeno7 of the human soul, the pilgrim­

human soul to the dwelling place ot light and of 
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Go4. He fled God, he said. "I fled Hi■, down the 

night■ and down the daya; I fled Him, down the arches of 

the years; I fled Hi■, down the labyrinthine ways of my 

own mind." He would not acknowledge God in his mind; he 

would not acknowledge God in his experience■, in his hopes. 

in his sorrow■, 1a hie i1ars, in hie laughter; he •s going 

to bu.1:J.4. , :. •~rlcl whioll-: : ·Godlesa, which had no room tor 

God. Buth~ soon to,md how utterl7 1Jlpoasible, and utterl7, 

utterl7 aad a task that •s . . He thought at first that he 

could eaoape God by sinking himself into the pleasures 

and ,he lusts and the loTes. the o&rnal loves of the world. 

"I pleaded, out law-w·se, b7 many a hearted casement, 

ourt_ained red, trellised with inter-twining charities." Be 

thought ti.the could find the .meani~ and the satisfaction 

of life in the oarnal pleasures of~life, but soon he found 

that naught shelters one who does not shelter God. 

·These plea■uree le~Te ashes behind them--cold 

ashee; disillusiomnent and degradation of body and soul. 

And then he thought perhaps he could find the meaning of 

life and the complete fulfillment of life in innooenoe. in 

the eyee of little ohildren, but he soon finds that the 

angel plucks thea fro• h1a before they oould anawer hla. 

lot having God in hie life, he oannot und rstand them; the7 

oannot understand bi■. Tb.ere is an iapaaalble gulf between 

thea. And so he turns to nature--nature•a children. He 

■eeta fellowship, ooapanionehip in nature; he aeek■ fulfill­

■ent of life in an eathetia appreo1at1oa of nature; he 
----
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reepon4s to all the moods of nature; he tries to be one with 

nature; he tries to understand nature, to read his life into 

nature. nd so he built up his wcrl4. But he finds, alas, 

that nature cannot aae the smart and the aohe of his soul; 

because he cannot underat n4 nature. heir speech is differ­

ent; man speaka ia aou.nd, nature spa ks in silences, and as 

long au man does not possess a oonsaiouneaa of God, who 

dwells in nature, ·of that a me God who dwells in man, there 

has not been established that · link between man and nature 

whioh enables man to understand nature. Only God gives man 

the key by which he can read and underst&nd nature. The 

materialist, even it he has a sense of beaut7, can find onl7 

a surface beauty; he oannot pluck or suck divinity from the 

flower, beoauae he oannot go eneath the surface of things 

and seek the soul of the worl. 

And so the po.et finds, as we all sooner or 

later tind, that we oarry _all the wonders whiah we seek 1D 

the world within ue. If we haven't these wonders, these 

ecatasiea, these enthuaiaa■a within us, we shall never 

discover them in thing■ without ua. And after his long 

~ourney the poet finds himself naked, beaten, thirsted, 

alone; and even hie dreaaa are beginning to leave him. 1 nd 

then on the brink am margin of his world, truth begins to 

ooae to hia; he begine to eatoh a glimpse of so•• eternal 

truth■, and the tiret ot these trutha wbioh he begins to 

senae ia thia: tha~ God first ahara the wood before Be oan 

use 1,, that the oll~• auat first be crushed before it 
~---~c-+-~ 
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7ielda the oil for the lighting; that in proaperit7 man do• 

not ■eek God; in hie pride of place and power and position 

man feels that he does not need God; and so God must first 

break his epirit--char and mar and wound and pain--before 

aan will open the door to the iDYisible hand whioh moaka 

upon it. !hen he begins to realize, this suffering man, 

beaau&e of his suffering, that the veey glooa of his life 

is only the shade of the hand of God. 

Kost of us begin to first sense the presence 

of God when we come into the shadows, when we have lost 

emeone, when we atand before an open grave, when we begin 

to ache for the touch of a vanished hand or the sound of a 

voice· that is stilled; when we haYe entered the shadows, then 

we begin to hear the beating of the winga of God. 

That ie the tiret truth that canes to the 

poet. God does not mock the Godless man. God chars hi■, 

so that he ••7 be then limned with the more glorioua 

pioture of the soul's transfiguration. 

n4 then comes the second truth; a profound 

truth dawns upon hill: there is no loYe like the loYe of 

God. Buman lov~omshuan meriting. A man baa to pa7 for 

the love ot his fellowaen. Ken are flokle, aeq are thought-

lea■, men forget, men foraake; and when one sin■ one quiokl7 

loaea the affeotion, the love of God, the esteem of hie 

fello•en. lone are ao ready to hurl the first atone, 

oflentlaea, than one's own friends. onl7 God lo~ea the 

-noa •111 thou t1n4 to lo•• lpobl• th••• aaye 



• 

• 

• 

me, save only me?" 

hen men forget us and torsako us, when we 

are outc~ete from the affection and the love ot those whom 

we love, there ie but one bosom to whom we oan come for 

shelter, tor love, for comfort and solace, and that is the 

very one whom e, in our posperity and in our strength and 

power, think last of. 

And then there comes to him the third truth, 

namely, that God's deprivations are not deprivations at all. 

God does not deprive us of an~~hing. "All which I took 

from thee I did but take, not for thy harms, but juat that 

thou might'et seek it in y arms. All which thy child's 

mistake fancies as lost, I have stored tor thee at home: 

o have God is not to be 

compelled to surrender all thi ; to have God in one's lite 

is not to be compelled to live a lite of dullness and 

monotony &nd asceticism and self-denials. God dooe not 

deprive us of our ple eures; God only transfigures them, 

God only translates them, God only takes the dross and the 

b&ser metQl of our life tnd turns them into pure gold. God 

brings fulness lilld richness nd abundance into the lite of 

man; and those that seek Him, as the Paalmiat says, are more 

satisfied than if they had partaken ot the ver7 marrow and 

fatness of this world. 

And laetl7. the poet oomea to the moat pro-

foul truth. "Ah. fondest, blindest. nateat, I am Be 

Who■ thou aeeteat." You 11&7 think 7011 are eaoaped from Hi■; 
------
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JOU may think that because you sin, and bee use you 

blaspheme, and because you drag your soul through the mire 

and filth and corruption, you flee from Him. Ah, no . 

"Blindl7. weakly, confueedl7, you are ~eally seeking Me. 

1th your groping, feeling hands and torn feet you are 

groping, groping, lost in the labyrinths of this world, 

groping to find Ke. Jay, more; when you le et honor Me 

I am most with thee. You are not only seeking e, . but I 

am seeking thee. I am following thee; I am following thee." 

With unhurrying chase and unperturbed pace, 

deliberate speed, majestic instanoy, they follow, follow 

after, and a Voice which beats louder than the feet of 

those that follow tells you, "laught shelters thee who 

wilt not shelter Ke." 

--o--




