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Experiencing the Presence of God          
Chapter 8: His Highest Presence 

September 2, 1930.  - The Beauty of Immense Need -  

Tip and I and God were together tonight on 
Signal Hill. Oh God, let me put on paper the glory that 
was there. The sunset was not more beautiful than at other 
times, but God said more in it. I suppose it was because I 
was trying to make this first day of my forty-sixth year 
high. And that I suppose is why all of us have some high 
days and some low ones. God is always awaiting the 
chance to give us high days. We so seldom are in deep 
earnest about giving Him His chance. 

But the effort to say this colossal thing throws me 
into despair. It cannot be said, can it even be hinted at? 
There were black clouds which swiftly turned crimson and 
pale yellow. Now those black clouds are shooting out their 
fiery tongues through the darkness. Far off in the middle 
of the lake a long perfect waterspout stood like a colossal 
pillar from the clouds to the splashing water. It was the 
first perfect waterspout that I have seen from sea to sky. 
Above my head those black, angry clouds turned into 
glorious gold, from the hidden sun. But it was not this that 
made the evening wonderful. God was speaking. 

I patted Tip's head as he nestled up under my arm, 
and told him: "We are two tiny insects in the midst of this 
terrifying universe. I know a little more than you do, you 
nice, black dog, but not much more.  Compared with that 
gigantic being who wheels these awful spheres of fire 
through the sky I am as near nothing as you are. I know as 
little about God as you know about me, perhaps ten 
thousand times less. And perhaps you are wiser than I, for 
you are contented to be patted on the head and to hunt for 
fleas, while I am impatient to break loose into the universe.  


