
John Muir’s Religion of Beauty

from My First Summer in the Sierra (1911)

“No synonym for God is so perfect as Beauty.”  ~John Muir (Journal, June 26, 1875)

“How fine the weather is!  Nothing more celestial can I conceive.  How gently the winds blow!  Scarce 
can these tranquil air-currents be called winds.  They seem the very breath of Nature, whispering 
peace to every living thing.” (36)

“Oh, the pity of it, to sleep in the midst of eternal, beautiful motion instead of gazing forever,                          
like the stars.” (90)

“So extravagant is Nature with her choicest treasures, spending plant beauty as she spends 
sunshine, pouring it forth into land and sea, garden and desert.” (95)

“All the Merced streams are wonderful singers, and Yosemite is the centre where the main tributaries 
meet.  From a point about a half a mile from our camp we can see into the lower end of the famous 
valley, with its wonderful cliffs and groves, a grand page of mountain manuscript that I would gladly 
give my life to be able to read. . . .  Some of the external beauty is always in sight, enough to keep 
every fibre of us tingling. . .” (102)

“And when [the tourists] are fairly within the mighty walls of the temple and hear the psalms of the 
falls, they will forget themselves and become devout.  Blessed, indeed, should be every pilgrim in 
these holy mountains!” (104)

“From form to form, beauty to beauty, ever changing, never resting, all [the raindrops] are speeding 
on with love’s enthusiasm, singing with the stars the eternal song of creation.” (128)

“These blessed mountains are so compactly filled with God’s beauty, no petty personal hope or 
experience has room to be.  Drinking this champagne water is pure pleasure, so is breathing the 
living air. . .while the whole body seems to feel beauty. . .” (131)

“A fine sermon the little fellow danced for me on the Dome, a likely place to look for sermons in 
stones, but not for grasshopper sermons.  A large and imposing pulpit for so small a preacher.  No 
danger of weakness in the knees of the world while Nature can spring such a rattle as this.” (141)

“[Deer add] beauty to every landscape, a truly admirable creature and great credit to Nature.” (143)

“A few minutes ago every tree was excited, bowing to the roaring storm, waving, swirling, tossing 
their branches in glorious enthusiasm like worship. . . No wonder the hills and groves were God’s 
first temples. . .in the rays of God’s beauty.” (146)

“. . .a glory day of admission into a new realm of wonders as if Nature had wooingly whispered, 
‘Come higher.’  What questions I asked, and how little I know of all the vast show, and how eagerly, 
tremulously hopeful of some day knowing more, learning the meaning of these divine symbols 
crowded together on this wondrous page.” (149)

“The radiance in some places is so great as to be fairly dazzling. . .joining the plants in their fine, 
brave beauty-work—every crystal, every flower a window opening into heaven, a mirror reflecting 
the Creator.” (153)



“In the midst of such beauty, pierced with its rays, one’s body is all one tingling palate.  Who 
wouldn’t be a mountaineer!” (153)

“Everything is perfectly clean and pure and full of divine lessons.  This quick, inevitable interest 
attaching to everything seems marvelous until the hand of God becomes visible. . .When we try to 
pick out anything by itself, we find it hitched to everything else in the universe.” (157)

“This seems the one well-defined marvel of my life of the kind called supernatural; for, absorbed in 
glad Nature, spirit-rappings, second sight, ghost stories, etc, have never interested me since 
boyhood, seeming comparatively useless and infinitely less wonderful than Nature’s open, 
harmonious, songful, sunny, everyday beauty.” (180)

“Calling Carlo [the dog], I scrambled home through the Indian Canon gate, rejoicing, pitying the 
poor Professor and General, bound by clocks, almanacs, orders, duties, etc, and compelled to dwell 
with lowland care and dust and din, where Nature is covered and her voice smothered, while the 
poor, insignificant wanderer enjoys the freedom and glory of God’s wilderness.” (186)

“To play [by sport fishing] in the Yosemite temple. . .while God himself is preaching his sublimest 
water and stone sermons!” (190)

“The natural and common is more truly marvelous and mysterious than the so-called supernatural.  
Indeed most of the miracles we hear of are infinitely less wonderful than the commonest of natural 
phenomena, when fairly seen.” (191)

“The forests, too, seem kindly familiar, and the lakes and meadows and glad singing streams.  I 
should like to dwell with them forever. . .Bathed in such beauty [watching and listening]. . .would be 
endless pleasure. . .” (212)

“Reading these grand mountain manuscripts. . .we see that everything in Nature called destruction 
must be creation—a change from beauty to beauty.” (229)

“This day just like yesterday.  A few clouds motionless and apparently with no work to do beyond 
looking beautiful. . .How lavish is Nature building, pulling down, creating, destroying, chasing every 
material particle from form to form, ever changing, ever beautiful.” (238)

“How interesting everything is!  Every rock, mountain, stream, plant, lake, lawn, forest, garden, bird, 
beast, insect seems to call and invite us to come and learn something of its history and 
relationship. . . .  I’ll surely be back. . .No other place has ever so overwhelmingly attracted me as 
this hospitable, Godful wilderness.” (241)

“One is constantly reminded of the infinite lavishness and fertility of Nature—inexhaustible 
abundance amid what seems enormous waste.  And yet when we look into any of her operations that 
lie within reach of our minds, we learn that no particle of her material is wasted or worn out.  It is 
eternally flowing from use to use, beauty to yet higher beauty.” (242)

“More and more, in a place like this, we feel ourselves part of wild Nature, kin to everything.” (243)

“This I may say is the first time I have been at church in California. . .In our best times everything 
turns into religion, all the world seems a church and the mountains altars.” (250)

“The features of the wildest landscape. . .radiate spiritual beauty. . .” (254)


