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N E W C O M E R S 

Robert Christopher, October 16, 1982, to Mr. and Mrs, George (Nancy Fulfer '64) Merz, Beechwood 
Court, F49, Berrien Springs, MI 49103. 
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I walked out to my office to finish this letter and was overwhelmed by the beauty of the night. The 
new chairs tempted me and I sat down to view the silent campus and the lovely full moon just above 
the pine trees. I thought of Psalms 72:7 "In his days shall the righteous flourish: and abundance 
of peace so long as the moon endureth." This poem shares some of my thoughts '. 

WIND IN THE PINE 

Oh, I can hear you, God, above the cry 
Of the tossing trees-­

Rolling your windy tides across the sky,
And spashing your silver seas 

Over the pine 
To the water-line 
Of the moon. 

Oh, I can hear you, God, 
Above the wail of the lonely loon-­
When the pine-tops pitch and nod-­

Chanting your melodies 
Of ghostly wate"rfalls and avalanches, 
Washing your wind among the branches 

To make them pure and white. 

Wash over me, God, with your piney breeze, 
And your moon's wet-silver pool; 

Wash over me, God, with your wind and 
night, 

And leave me clean and cool. 

Lew Sarett. 

So I'll say good night and God's richest blessings upon you. 
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