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There is a poem I come back to every spring. It was written by a Jesuit priest named Gerard 

Manley Hopkins in the late 1800s. The poem is called God’s Grandeur. It is not long, but it 

carries a good deal of weight for its size. 

Hopkins began with the often-quoted line: “The world is charged with the grandeur of God.” 

Charged is a curious word. It sounds almost electrical. Like the air before a thunderstorm or the 

spark in a fence wire you learn not to grab twice. Hopkins meant that the glory of God runs 

through creation like a current. You may not always see it, but it is there nonetheless. 

Now Hopkins was no sentimentalist. He looked around at the world and saw what people had 

done to it. Smoke, soot, factories, tired fields, and human busyness piled on top of everything. 

He wrote that people had “seared” and “bleared” the earth with their work. It was his polite 

nineteenth-century way of saying that we humans have a talent for wearing things out. 

Still, Hopkins noticed something remarkable. The world keeps bouncing back. 

He writes, “And for all this, nature is never spent; there lives the dearest freshness deep down 

things.” That line feels especially true this time of year. 

Winter has a way of convincing a person that the world has shut down for good. The trees look 

dead. The ground is hard. Everything seems quiet and tired. Then one morning the birds start 

making noise again. A stubborn patch of green shows up in the grass. Before long the trees begin 

to bud like they were just waiting for the signal. 

Life returns whether we asked for it or not. 

Hopkins believed that quiet renewal pointed to something deeper. Beneath all the noise and wear 

of human life, God is still at work. 

Scripture says something similar in John 1:5: “The light shines in the darkness, and the 

darkness has not overcome it.” Darkness may make a loud entrance, but it never manages to 

close the show. 

That truth sits at the heart of Easter. The story of Jesus moves through suffering and death and a 

sealed tomb. And then morning arrives. The stone is rolled away. Life stands where death had 

been. 

Spring and Easter seem to understand each other. 

Hopkins ends his poem by imagining God’s Spirit hovering over the world with care and 

warmth, like a bird protecting its young.  The same Spirit that breathed life into the world in the 

beginning has not wandered off. 



So, when the trees begin to bud and the earth shakes off the winter cold, it is more than a change 

in the weather. It is a reminder.  A witness.  A testimony. 

The world may get worn from time to time. People certainly do. But deep down, as Hopkins 

said, there is still life in things. And every Easter morning shouts the same good news: life has a 

way of rising again. 

Happy Easter! 

Pastor Jerry Bertelson 
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       CAMPING DEADLINES 

This is a reminder that the early bird deadlines for camping are approaching: April 30th for both 

the Presbyterian and Methodist camps. Please keep Karyn informed!!  Remember, the church 

will help pay 60% of the early bird deadline!!  Camps are available for all age levels and offer a 

huge variety of activities. 



 



 



 









 



 



 


