Pittsfield, }Mass, December 5,1909,
Subject,is you~ God Dead 7

In your life an&_in mine, in the life of every individusl
as well as in society as a whole there is being waged constoant-
ly the irrepressable conflict between what has been and what
shall be, Or perhaps it would be more true to say that the dy-~

namic of whag has been is forever trying to establish what xk

shall be. wigp unspeakable toil we have been working hereto-

fore until now to accomplish , and to establish what is at this

moment. But even before that which is has been attained s the

voice of that which shalil be is crying out to us from the mxi
un~-explored seas of futurity. This is the very essense of us
and of life, The child shail lead us here. From his spontaneous
wonder working little l1ife, as naturally as the spking gushes

to the surface Rrm driven from beneath by the unseen powers,
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| come those questions from the mind of the child. Not contented

with being what he is, is mind ever wonders to futurity, dream
ing , specualting, imagining on that which shall be, The child
iongs to be the big boy; the big boy longs to be the youth;

the youth longs to be the young man; and the young man longs
Lo become the men, Thus do we build LRXxauxsRINKR more stately
mansions for our souls as the swift seasons rolk. It is the ®
+aw of life, the law of growth, the law of progress, the great
fundamental impulse of all that has been o of 211 that is, and
of all that shall be.

Behind it all is the inplicit faith that child-hbod

shall attain to boy~hood, and boy-hood, and boy-hood to man-

man~hood. That which shall be already is in the untainted mind

of the healthy robust child., You ask if the child is religious

and the upwelling impuise to life that threobs in every parti-
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cie of his being Lurns your Luestion to cinders ere it leaves
your lips. Does he not have faith that which eh dreams of

shall be ? Is not the hero that he worships the drawing that

he is making of things as he sees them for the God of things
asithey are ? Each day that he lives , is he not making his
God that shall be his, and that Bhali lead him through the
slipery paths of youth that bring him up to men §

But day by day the child learng as 211 must learn, that
we do not leap from childhood to manhood, but that we build the
ladder by which we ciim8 ., The mere dreaming is not the attain-
ment, the prayer that flows from our being , exXpressing the
vision of things that shall be, is not nkkExpdxhy answered by
some charitablie God, but is at:iained by us through toil and =
effort, The faith of the child and our faith consists in this

that as we keep our minds intent on that which shall be, and

vall xsxmimtrxyximwaxd fearlessly in the unexplored seas of
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futirity, the idecal that we have drawn for the God

as they are shall lead us unto truth, and life.
These are the great principles and the gre
of 1ifef I want to take them up to eppliy them to o
and the conditions that we live in. TFor after all
done we_are but children, grown large, and society
multiplication of us, With these simple principles
and these plain facts before us I want to ask this
Is our God dead ? .re we living for the thing thet
or?88 we, grown to the age when we shoulid be doing

things of life, stiil playing and fondling over th
childhood, caressing the things that have been, bu

whose lifeless forms all vitality has passed ? Tha

|
%quvstion » Which is being asked of us .and of our @

of things

at lessons

ur-seives
is daid and
is but the
in mind,
Question,
shall be
the real

e toys of
t from

t is the

ge, as it

|has been asked of all men and all ages, each day that the sun
lrises to shel its warming light upon a growing uHrI¥mrxz® world.




- B
Is your God dead ? you ask. But what is your God %7 Ilave you ev-
er seen him 7 RehpIdxkhsxxhaked Does he yet live 7 The Whole
great panoramic field of history is covered with the decaying
rehians of dead Gods. Age after age man has made his gods,
has gome forth to the the world, proclaiming his mature and &
character, and declaring his his rule and dominion shall hold
over all men and through ail ages. But the onsweeping rush of
time has ruthlessly killed them, and amid tears of bitter dis-

appointment their foldowers have laid them, as the child some-

times reluctantly lays aside his toys. The God of Abraham, and
the God of Isans , and the God Of Jacob is dead. .re you sure

that your God also is not dead ? iAre you sure that you are not
wasting your time pouring the precious ointment of humen 1ife
over the 1ifeless body of a dead God ¢

Listen . Vhat 1s your God ? Is he that pile of sand,made

in the image of men, that you in childlike Joy have meoulded

e At
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is that your God %°-
upon the shoré of timg¢ ? But what is there lasting in that ¢

Will not the incomigg tide of humen life wash it away, and
there will remain of it only the vague picture in your kind
of hwat you once conceived your God to be, Or is your God the
pleture that someone has told you that some one made ages ago?
But 1s he not also dead ? Is your God the the God that the
Church hes told you about ? /Ask the church where it got its
God, and it will lead you to some remote shore of the past,
and point to the spot where at some time , so the legend says,
God spoke unto men, But ages and ages ago the flood tide of
humen life had swept away the last vistage of anything that is
iivagg, and that God, the god of the chureh, the god of tradit-
ion,is unto mén to~dgy as the toy of childhood is to the full
grown man, working in the heat end steess of human life. Is

not that the trouble with churches to~day? They have no God.
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Have we a God.?

What is your God ? Your God is the image of our own inner
life and convictionsEasx cast upon the blackness of an HREXX
unexplored futurity. llan have made , men are making, 2nd men
will efiways make gods becuase it is of their very nature to do
so, Like the child they have faith that the thing which they
dream, shalil become, and that all the universe will work to-
gether with them for its attainment. They have faith that if
by chance they have dreamed a foolish dream, or uttered a fool-
ish prayer, that the same unfolding 1ife will show them the
true dream and the true prayer., The child in his simplicity
believes that the world in which eh lives is a worid in which

may
he miiit grow to manhood , S50 also does the man believe that &£
the universe in which he lives » @nd in which the great hopes

and spirations of his 1ife have come to being, is a universe

in which those hopes may be realized, and mkigk shall have

N



E . o

but that all the great flux of 1life has conspiredtiogether with
him to bring them into being in his personality, and that all
the great flux of 1life will conspire to make them » through
iabor and toil, the living reality ., All through the ages

the word God how been used to express his faith in the univer-
sal life as a 1life that works together wi%ﬁ?for the attainmen
pf things that shallbe. I have a great vision of things that
shall be , of the human 1life that shall be attained, I look
pbout me , and view with despalr the wide contrast betwean
rhet is and wijat I have dared to hope shall be. Behold, I 1ift
P mine eyes unto the hills, and I 8sk, "hence Cometh My help?
fhen it dawns upon my mind,that the very forces that are at

yYork there, have been at work in me . It is the voice of deep

ailing unto decp. lly hope, my aspiration, my vision is in part
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the product of that which has been, and gives a faint hint of
that which shall be.Lo, I have made my God, Xm The image that
i hhve nhde fo-ces that are working with me, that is my God,

ardxkxwx That becomes to me the symbol of my faith ¥X#%¥ muzhk
' in

Rrsuxy 1D this idea. achneiving capeity of ihe Universei
which I live and move and have my being. HEven as the chiid, I
have drawn the things as I see them for the God of things as
they are,

What is your God 7 Your god is your image of your irue and
secret agpiration for the things that shall be, for the human
1ife that shall be attained, You have made him to help you do
the work, whose very stupendousness staggers you/, and yet the
work in which you be .ieve, as the child believes in manhood.

Now for the _ uestion, Is your God dead ? The question
is answered in your own inner life, whose secrests no one can

penetrate. What are your purposes ? /ims deminate your condudt?

=
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what considerations control your choices in Lhe momentous is~
sues of l1ife, when you are cailed upon to cast the wieght of
your personality into the scales.? Do you still féndly cherish
the toys of childhood, while the handles of the working tools
of mature life, wait for the warmth of your hand ? .re you s%
still coddling those dreams of years ago, without ever making
an effort to realize them, without knowing‘that all creation
is at your command to assist you ? Do you ®til ponder over the
gods that otherp have made, wondering wheéher they are true
or not ? Then your God is dead , You cannot worship or serve
the God that another has made, He must be your own, bone of
your bone, fiber of your nature,bearing the images of your

wn secrel purposes, not the picture of yourself, but the image
of yourself, stamped upon the universé, your own hopes and

aspirations translated into the great universal 1i fe.
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Is there no great end and aim into whose realization you are
casting yourself, and whose welfare depamds, you feel sure,
upon what you may do for it.? Take the thing that interests us
together in this church ? Does this church stand for any great
working force, any great aim that must be attained, upon the
success ggﬁ failure of mhmikch the good of humon 1ife depends ¢
If it does not, if it is merely a conventional thing, which
yous support simply because it is the thing to do it, simply
many ;
because maB% people do interest themselves in some church, xie
then we have no God, Cur God is dead, and we arc XREXRXREIEIR
coddling toys xkm% while the working tools of maturd 1ife 2-
wait the grip of our hand. But on the other hand, if you have
seen the vision of human life, whieh shall have been freed Rx
from the xzasthimgxzkakms stiffling »mk load of tradition, and

meaningless formality, that chocks the very soul aspiration

et 3
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for true simple natural life, if you heve seen the vision of a
humanity that dares to throw off the bondage of authority, and

dares to submit itslef to the 1ife under Treedom , if you hawe

by

seen the vision of a humenity that shall believe in itself,
and in the natural beauty and sancetity of humon life in all
its relations; if , having seen this yamxzsmaxhzxe we come ke
togethﬁr_to realize that purpose, and to keep clear before us
the vision that we have seen, and to keep constantly sharpened
the working tools that we shall handle in doing our work for
that end ; If having seen that vision,having cought a glimpse,
of what life, may be, ought to be, and through us shall become
end we come here to understand the high values of human life,—
then we have made our own’God, and our God is a living vital
thing, working for us and with us in the realization of the
great aims that are before us. The guestién of J/theism or zhs

Theism, is not a question of & philosophy, but of fact,




' but in that he has faith in its reality,

7e may make gods from now until the end of time, but we do né

change the ultimate reality . The atheist, the mon who has no
God is not he who says that the gods are dead, but he who pours
the precious ointment of human life upon the remains of some
dead God in whom we find the embodiment of men of long ago.

The true theist is the person who has an ideal, who is work-
ing for the thigns that shoill be, and has faith that the umkws
universe is with him, He has made his own God, has drawn the
the thing as he sees it for the God of thinds as they are, I

care not by what name he may call his Sm# ideal and his hope,

-

and gives Xk® himself
1 o i
to its attainment, he has made, and has a living God, “°We oI

you have seen this week the great play,-The Servant in the
House. The real /Atheist in the play was the Bishop, and the
XREXXXRARXNASXRXEXBSRXRaXtuwar and the man of faith was the

drainman, who touched by the power of an ideal, was finding
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his work in the world, and 1ifting men up. The childlike ganm

daughter was true to humna 1life when she saw in her father
the real and abiding qualities of humanity, and the realiza-
tion of of her ideal of a2 man , brave, beautiful and good.
Is your god Dead ? Yes, if you aré facing the past, and cling
ing 1ike a parasite to the empty shells in which there was
once life. Is jour God dead ? Yes, if you fear ito face the
future and stake your all upon the whrealized vision of a2 mm
world that shall be, and @ human life that is ¥ital and pul~
sating. Is your God dead ? Yes if you are still lacking the
childlike faith, that the boy may become the man, or that out
of the imperfections of 1ife to day a human 1ife noble, brave
and true , may arise,

Our God is not dead, e have féith in the substantial

integrity of human life, and we have faith in the substantial
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integrity and trustworthiness of the world in which we life,
Every where comes the stiffling groans of men and women who
are being smothered beneath the burden of poverty, ignorance
oppression, and above all else beneath the poisonous mass of
dead Gods, thrust upon them by a godless and god ridden
ecclesiasticism, As Robert in the servant in the house says,
" I mean as I have found my plaee™ I see what must be done,
and I know that it ean be be done, and I know that I can do
it. Do you see that ? Do you see that the world needs to know
itslef, needs to have faith in itself, needs to appreciate tle
the true values of human life, needé the work that you can do,
Do you come here to this chureh because you see that, and be-
cause you want to do your part and more, while you hear high
in the dome the hammerings of the comrides as have climbed
aloft. Do you not see in ali thés the great work of the ages

SR
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someti- es going forward in ddep darkness, sometimes beneath

the burden of unutterable anguish,'sometimes to the tune of _
a2 great laughter and heroie shoutings like the cfy of thunder,
When we.find our place and see the outline of the world that
shall be, and the vision of that which is not, becomes to us
as the real world in which we 1ife, then our God lives, and

1life is real and life is true.
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