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In the physical universe there 
are continual expressions of God’s 
love. He is seen in the sunlight 
and the moon, in the trees and 
the flowers, and in the wind and 
the rain. These have become 
everyday expressions, for one sees 
them very often. However, each 
season has a particular expression 
of its own. In winter, for instance, 
God’s love, power, and omni­
potence are expressed in the snow.

One Monday morning I awoke 
unusually early. It had rained 
the night before, and as I left 
the room, I dreaded the slushy 
walk down the hill. Upon open­
ing the dormitory door and de­
scending the steps, I realized that 
the weather was nothing like I 
had expected. The rain-soaked 
ground had frozen, and one could 
imagine that the Ice Age had just 
returned to Mars Hill! But this 
was only the prelude.

Eight o’clock brought huge 
flakes of snow. For three or four
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girls who served as mascots and 
held up the procession down field 
by dropping their batons and get­
ting out of step.

After an ROTC group had 
performed in silent unity, and the 
majestic crowning of the Home­
coming Queen had taken place, 
the battle-worn warriors returned 
for the second half of the action. 
A determined scoring bid fell 
short in the final seconds, and the 
gun went off, sending innumerable 
partisan fans away disappointed.

Now a chilling late-afternoon 
breeze blows hot dog wrappers 
onto the deserted field, and sev­
eral small boys linger to gather 
up forgotten scorecards, as the sun 
sets blood-red behind the western 
bleachers.
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hours snow fell without ceasing; 
and, as the wind blew it into 
drifts, the whole landscape took 
on the appearance of a midwestern 
plain. I am sure no place on 
earth was more beautiful. The 
grass was completely hidden, and 
the trees were massive towers in 
their blankets of white. Wherever 

ray of sunlight touched, the
glow was equal to the beauty of 
a newly discovered diamond. The 
whole world was glorious. All 
men surely had to take time for a 
moment of meditation.

Perhaps a writer should not 
even attempt to describe such 
beauty. Truly neither tongue nor 
pen can muster the words neces­
sary for adequate description. But 
there is one thing that all men can 
do if they desire to feel the spirit 
of power and love within their 
souls. It is simple: observe the 
Master’s handiwork, “Be still, 
and know that I am God.”

Two fingers touched— 
and lingered 

and cried to part— 
for returning 
was not to be— 
at least
not for a time.
Two eyes met
and lingered—
and understood the tear—
for the parting
was deep enough—
And after the tears had fallen 
and the fingers 
felt no more.
An anguished cry 
left the lips 
of the returning—
And the parting 
wept alone untouched 
but remembering— 
knowing of the joy 
of the returning.
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