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Rev XXI “And I saw a new heaven and a new earth”  

I confess that when I look at the more pretentious claims of science, I am filled with impatience at 

the inadequate evidence by which they are supported. So long as the advocates of the claims of 

science confine themselves to a recital of its wonderful discoveries in its own field – to the great 

achievements of the geologist, for instance, in tracing back through the long ages the marvellous 

procession of living forms from the lowest coral to the highest mammal, or to the equally great 

achievements of the biologist who has laboriously traced in the individual living form the mysterious 

transformation of its growth – so long as the advocate of the claims of science calls our attention to 

these achievements we are ready with him to pay our homage at the altar of science and to join in 

admiring and praising that labour and genius which have made the complicated ways of nature plain 

for us and have withdrawn the curtain of ignorance which lay between us and her for so many ages. 

To know is to command, and the more we can command nature the ampler should be our 

opportunities to live lives worthy of the divinity that is within us. The advance of knowledge must 

always claim the approval and support of the Christian who believes that all knowledge comes of 

God, and that it is one of the paths along which man attains to his maker. 

And further, we readily bring our tribute to science, the great breaker of false idols, the destroyer of 

superstition. In his days of ignorance man made many gods; in his days of fear he forges many chains 

for his own bondage. It made a Satan like to the beasts of the field, the father of all evil and 

unrighteousness; and he made a home wherein this arch-enemy dwelt. Round these superstitions 

rose the frame-work of a theology, not devoid in some of its details of a severe and hard grandeur, 

but deficient in that all-forgiving, all-comprehending love upon which the purer and deeper religious 

conviction draws life and nourishment. The past ages with their ineffectual searchings to find out 

God, stood round us like high bounding walls. We had to walk through them, riven by fear and 

trembling lest our strength might fail, into a broader and more genial light of day. Between the past 

and the present; between the rigidities of youth and the freedom of our later years, lies a time of 

transition, a time of increasing spiritual strength yet of increasing humility, a time of clearing vision 

and yet of growing mysteriousness, and throughout that time science was our guide and our 

comforter. The thought of the wonderful works of nature was sufficient for the day. We lay down in 

the flood light of evolution saying and feeling that at last the key of the universe, with is life, its 

loves, its aspirations had been discovered.   

The days were brief. You will find them written in the days to come of a brief though important 

chapter in the history of religious belief of the Nineteenth Century. They are the days of the triumph 

of materialist ideas. They were necessary because the life flame of the Christian religion had sunk 

and sunk until it flickered in the socket and there was scarcely a hand to tend it. I would fain hope 

that the flame is no longer neglected, that many who stood by content to mumble creeds and attend 

to formalisms now see that more important duties as professing Christians where then neglected; 

aye, even that many who some time ago strove to blow out the flame now stand to protect it. The 

reason of my belief is that men are beginning to see that when the attack was made on Christianity, 

the Christian spirit was untouched. Theories of original sin, damnation and claims of clerical 

pretentious clericalism went down, but the growth of ethical and religious thought which we find in 

the Old Testament and the life and example of him from him sprung the New, were not injured to 

any extent; but rather on the other hand the humane materialist found more and more frequently in 

his active life of service he had to practice both an in that in his thoughtful moments he had to use 



explanations and reasons that practically committed him to Christian thought of the purer kind. For 

instance, when they think of man’s life they still find it surrounded by a closely woven set of 

circumstances, expressed by laws of nature. These he must obey if he is to prosper. Further, in 

obeying these laws man finds that he has to undergo a struggle with what seems to be two natures 

within himself and which makes him cry “Take away all iniquity and bring the good.” And so it seems 

as though that moral law which the materialist insists we must obey although in us, is not of us. We 

dimly understand it, and yet we do it though to do it is a great sacrifice. it carries us outside and 

beyond ourselves. It cannot be blind; it cannot be accidental. And so we return and say to our soul: 

“The Sun, the moon, the stars, the seas the hills and the plains –                                                                                  

Are not these, O Soul, the vision of Him who reigns. 

And his voice, is it not the soul’s whisperings to the body. It matters not in what words you clothe 

these thoughts. They are a return to the Christian spirit of servitude to the Father. 

To this return to a worship which is not superstitious and a faith which is not dogmatic, nothing has 

contributed more than an attempt to live a life of human usefulness. Materialist and Christian alike 

have zealously set themselves to discover how such a life can be lived. Sometimes they have agreed, 

sometimes they have differed, but that there is yet no common opinion is quite evident from a 

common acquaintance with men. From the extreme of selfish indulgence to that ascetic crucifixion 

there are many gradations and compromises. What do men live by? Is it the pleasures of the day? 

Very largely. We must not put too great a strain upon the virtues of humanity. Go down to the 

ordinary average man with your high ideals of any kind whatsoever; try and awake an enthusiasm in 

him; hold up to him a vision of his high calling; appeal to him to enlist himself in some new crusade 

in the name of God and man. Tell him that in his conduct – especially in his pleasures – he must 

discriminate between good and evil; ask him to remember in these matters his general influence on 

society; invite him to paths beaten through territories ruled by moral laws. You may get his heart, 

but the chances are very much against your getting his will. You may get him to stop for a moment, 

but you will hardly get him to turn. It must often be an experience of the sojourner in cities or on the 

plains to go where nature lies in all her majestic beauty, where the sun during the day colours hills 

and dales with a triumphant harmony of light and in the evening sinks to rest in a gorgeous glory of 

cloud and sky – it must be the holiday makers’ experience to find the dwellers in these parts go and 

come, wake and sleep, and never seem to be aware that nature is lavishing herself around them on 

every hand and at every hour of the varying day. So with those who would preach a moral crusade – 

the young preachers who call ‘onward’ to the sleeping peoples. A hard experience makes them 

confess that only the minority rule their lives with care, put themselves to the trouble to think, offer 

that resistance to the insidious suggestions of smiling evil, start with a purpose and strive for its 

attainment. 

And yet, let us look in our biographies and particularly our histories at this deep, placid, slow current 

of humanity; dark and undistinguished by generous or heroic achievement. The records that will 

never die, the men who are to live forever, the glowing pages of history, the martyrs, all the light 

and hope we have inherited from the past rise up clear and apart from this sluggish current which 

flows for its day and for which every morrow enters a new cloud – and yet which in its blindness 

imagines that every morrow is an eternity. Against it moreover the very nature of Christian life is at 

war. He who works out his salvation in fear and trembling, he who strives to attain unto the fullness 

of Jesus; he who has inherited the sword of the spirit is not in that sluggish current. The loife of tye 

good man is a striving to raise a ripple of protest, a wave of resistance, upon the surface of the 

stream – to make these portentous questions “Whence comest thou?” “What dost thou here?” 

“Whither art thou going?” pass through it with disturbing force. And their reward is written 



frequently and tragically. Many and many a great and divine heart has cried in its agony of rejection: 

“O Jerusalem! Jerusalem! That killest the prophet and stonest them that are sent to thee; how often 

have I wished to gather together thy children, as a hen gathereth her chickens under her wings, and 

ye would not! Behold! Your house is left unto you desolate.” And as it has been, so will it be. Our 

moral sense of historical experience both stamp the signs of excellence upon these men. Their faces 

hang on our walls, their lives and works lie on our bookshelves, their examples and precepts are 

lamps lit to guide our paths. From what fountain of everlasting energy did they drink? That is the 

great problem which every faith has to solve; and it has been in the solving of it that two great 

schools of religious opposition, the school with ‘science’ over its portals and that with ‘faith’ over its 

portals, have recently come into a sympathetic contact ennobling to both.    

Have these men lived for selfish ends?  The very thought is adverse to their lives. Have they been 

sustained by the cold formalism of duty to their neighbours? That too is a barren explanation. For if 

your neighbour reviles you and lifts his hand against you, your duty to him, strictly speaking, ends 

with his opposition. Over and above your sense of neighbourly duty is a conception of yours that 

certain things should be and should be done. In the light of this you regard your neighbours. That 

gives you your sense of duty persistence and staying power, because as a matter of fact it does not 

concern itself so much with your neighbour as through him with some principle of justice and 

righteousness in which you believe. 

In the poem from which I have already quoted the poet asks:                                                                                            

“Is not the vision he? Though he be not that which he seems?                                                                            

Dreams are true while they last, and do we not live in dreams?     

Do we not live in dreams? Not the wild dreams of an unbridled imagination but the holy hopes of a 

loving faith. We are all set out for our Caanaan’s. We all have our Red Sea crossings, our bitter 

waters of Marah, our unworthy spies or Korah rebellions and most of us sit in the twilight of June on 

the summits of some Mount Pisgah viewing the Promised Land from afar. The great fact in the 

Christian life is that there is a Mount Pisgah for each of us, and that there is a Joshua in the camp 

whom the lord has chosen to carry on and accomplish our work. Everyone who has seen ‘The Vision’ 

has drawn from it eternal energy. Everyone who has been guided by God sees with the exile on 

Patmos a “New Heaven and a New Earth” and from that day his real life begins. The humane 

materialist and the faithful Christian alike moulds his life according to that vision. We use an 

inadequate language and call it selfishness or altruism when we speak of the source of energy within 

us. Selfishness in a sense it is, because a man fulfils his real self by opening up his soul to the 

influences of his vision. In a sense it is enlightened selfishness to follow the higher laws of our 

nature. Altruism also in a sense it is, because the vision is one of mankind and not of an individual 

man, because it links us in organic unity with our fellows and because it means the sacrifice of much 

of what the world approves and the surrender of what the world calls precious. But the vision itself 

is not the creation of our selfish instincts nor yet of the neighbourly sympathies engendered by 

rubbing shoulders with our fellow beings. It is the reflection of a light from within. It guides 

selfishness and divides the good from the evil selfishness. It sustains altruism and makes self-

sacrifice and social effort quite independent of personal experience. It enables us to say of those 

Jerusalems which we would aid but which reject us: “Though they slay me, yet will I trust in them.” – 

that from this chaos of opinion and conduct, it is fixed by the inexorable law of nature, that 

goodness, beauty and purity will in time emerge. It is the consciousness of the need of a belief in this 

Higher Power whose will is the law of the universe, that is drawing sincere men of all philosophies 

and creeds together in a common work and is inducing them to brush aside as of little moment the 

trivial differences of opinion which has hitherto divided them and to find a deeper and firmly 



established union in the conviction that the laws of nature are fundamentally moral laws. The fate of 

the race is assured against this conviction, borne in upon us from every stratum of rock preserving 

the record of life’s evolution and from every page of history narrating the events of man’s progress, 

pessimist forecasts of disaster are of no avail. And what of the individual you say? My friends, when 

our parts have been played in this mysterious journey, and in this strange conquest, may we not 

with glad brave hearts go into the depths from whence we came?  

And if there be no meeting past the grave,                                                                                                                                  

If all is darkness, silence, yet ‘tis rest.                                                                                                                                          

Be not afraid, ye waiting hearts that weep,                                                                                                                  

For God still ‘giveth His beloved sleep,’                                                                                                                       

And if an endless sleep He wills – so best.’          



   



 









 













 



 


