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One of the most thou~ht-provokin bits of symbolism from that 
of 

other wise man i.-eHt the ast, , .. T ., is that poem which tells of the 

would-be ascetic who set out to find God: (Read poem) "The r,ardener-at 

midni ht'J 

The poet, in a few bold strokes, here paints one of the saddest 

phases of human life. It is sad enou~h to stumble over the burnin, sands 

of a desert followin~ some glistenin , mirav,e. It is sad enou~~h to pursue 

in despair some will-o-the-wisp of hope. And human life is full of such 

futile quests and heart- . reaking pursuits. ~ut how infinltely sad · er it 

ls to ehol1 mt!!n forsakin~ ~ar en lands for the sake of distant mira~es, 

heat-~ivin~, li•ht-yieldin~ fires for ttXH~tft elusive will-o-the-~isps. 

nd yet how many are the men an the women who waste t e ~lorious oppor-

tunities which life has laid at th tr door l·ecause their eyes are forever 

scannin~ the distant horizon. How may are the men and the women who f~il 

to hear the soft, s011-satisfyin~ nusic of everyday life because their 

ears are attuned to the wild ravishin~ on'! of some unseen Pan which calls 

them irresistAbly to those far-off sun-kis ed fields of deli~ht which 

prove to be but howlin~ wildernesses and marshes of despondency. How many 

are the men and women who like the ascetic of the poem, seek od while in 

truth they are forsakin::; Him! 

That oth r reat mystic of the a~e, Maeterlinck, has also em

bodied this wistfulness and pathos of life in his play, "The blue bird". 

The eternal ~uest for. hapniness in the reat Beyond - how tra~ic that is! 
yet life even like these 

nd~in the ~reat drama o~ t6KKXttKMXIC)(~U are we not a11/\fond children, 

seckinr the blue-bird in the far and distant lands, in realms beyond, in 

worlds oth r than our every ay one. And how few are tho e who retur.n 

from the quest to learn that the hlue hird is after all to be found in 

our own home, in our own little worl , in th near and pres nt thin, • 
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The human race is not in want of the motive force, of the propelli 

impulses, of the drivin amt itions. God blessed man with the ift of 

restive lon~tng. ~n do strive! ~ut it is after thin~s he ond their 

ken! They lift up their eves to the mountains thinkin• that there is the 

a ode of help anci happiness. "'hey lftave the valle: whib i~ ricl in pro

mi es and opportunities, and clim~ with leedin~ feet the arren mountain1 

hei~hts, and when the top is r ached, they find neither h Ip not happi

ness, hut wide stretches of emptiness. 'T'he 1 cannot even return to the 

valley! For from the top of the mountain th valley an<l its homes and 

its people leek appear so small XMXXkM~ and aimless and insi~nificant to 

them, So that bhey are lost in the ~rey sadne s of life, and their days 

are spent in sorrow and contemplation of the thins that mi~ht have been. 

I knew such a man. en called him a success. \lhich he was - a 

tremendous business success! But a it~antic human failure! He, too, had 

sacrificed all for the ,reat beyond! For the ultimate oal! For the final 

,reat Success! ( oo) 

Look about you and see the many lives that have een wrecked, 

the many souls that have been crushed by this same fatal obsession or de

lu ion - this thou~ht that happiness i bound up with the ulti11ate things, 

that it is to found in th •oal only and not on the road, that it is 

there and not here, then and not now. How many are the men who have 

polled thier lives, driven all KIOft'f hea11 ty, all sweetness, all nobility, 

all expansive contentm nt from it cause of their har, furl us drive 

after om istant succes which to them was synonymous with happiness. 

ow many women have rou•ht bitterness, envy, hat~red, unhappiness into 

their lives by for~akin~ the infinite opportunities for real contentment 

which their life, their home, their surroundin~s afforded them and setting 

out in desperate pursuit of social reco ni ion, social position, and 
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such flummery. And the youn• p ople who find their homes too humble. 

le are all seelin• our ~ods away drom home. ·, e are all sacrificin the 

pr sent for the future. 

r 
An intensely human prayer is that praye~ of the Talmudist -

"Teach us to number our days". To number our 

days! o co11nt them as one would count a strin of pearls! One y one! 

Each one sufficient unto its elf and all lendin~ into a perfect unity. 

To numhe-c our da To live each day fully, intensely, richly! ot to 

sacrifice it for another day but to live it! To fill it with ~lory and 

the splendor of achieve ent. The son which should forever he upon our 
I" 

lips t ~ "This is the day which the 

l.or:I hath ma<le - let us fin-i our joy and haopinesc; in it". 

And rich fn s iritual inti-nations i:; ~ at Pihlical e~end of 

Jacoh fleein~ from his home. (Pead of Ja o : "Uerily, ~od is in this 

place and I did not know it'. Uacoh's de~cendants also received a simi

lar revelation. (nead) 

(mss. ends here) 




