
Not fear but admiration and gratitude created gods. 

Cicero 

 

I, just like you, am a citizen of the planet Earth. Some may say I was born by chance, that I dwell and at 

the end I die. What’s in the middle of it all, in the never-ending dwelling? We were given reason, as a 

blessing or as a curse, to occupy our minds with all there ever was, is or could possibly be. We have 

named everything in existence to the point of not knowing whether we named what already existed or if 

we named it into existence. Thunder and lightning are truly dreadful phenomena, but once we found a 

word for each, it shed light on them and liberated us from some of our fear. What we don’t understand – 

we fear and by giving it a name, we enslave a part of it. A simple word may or may not be enough to 

trap a threat. Therefore, we attribute the event to something that is above us. We give it a higher 

meaning and we widen its context. Is that the point in the story where God comes in to play? Not quite, 

or not entirely.  We are prone to personification – we give everything a face and manner. What is above 

us and unreachable makes a deity which we worship and please. The Sun, the Moon and the stars are all 

things that make our world go round, and the weather is what we depend on. Will the rain fall, making 

the river flood which will then fertilize the soil? Tragically, none of it is in our hands, but our lives 

depend on the outcome, so we do the only thing we can – give sacrifice and pray.  

A lot of time has passed since we last worshipped celestial bodies, the Earth has suffered many natural 

disasters and many gods have come and gone. We managed to catch on quite a lot of things happening 

around, below and above us, we acquired a deeper understanding of the world and its phenomena. It is 

safe to say, none of us still think of the weather as a form of punishment or reward from the gods.  We 

think we have come so far from our caveman ancestors, don’t we, but has anything really changed?! The 

knowledge we gained over time certainly gave us power over the less able and knowledgeable species, 

but will it give us power over nature, in pursuit of which we search for it? What’s with all the things we 

don’t know? We developed machines and technologies to defeat the Nature and outwit its laws, yet we 

are constantly reminded of its unstoppable force. The world is burning and flooding and not much can 

be done about it. Surely, we are to blame, but to what extent? The lack of Nature’s predictability is 

something that still scares us. We do everything in our power to predict the unpredictable and to defeat 

the undefeatable and at the end it is always us that get defeated. We have given ourselves a great deal of 

power, which brings consequences we are unable and unfit to deal with. One must wonder, have the 

gods descended to Earth, or have humans elevated themselves to play gods? If it is the latter, I’m afraid 

the play ends tragically. It won’t be too long before we truly suffer Nature’s vengeance for the disorder 

we have caused. It won’t be too long, either, before we realise that we are the audience and not the 



playwright. And there is a certain beauty in the irony of defeat, too. Hurricanes and tsunamis sing the 

song of chaos and dance to it. As we stand little before something so great and mighty, we are given a 

choice – either to despair or to admire. 

Nothing is ever black or white, but the pallette of shades in between. We curse the Nature when it 

destroys our homes and takes our lives, but we never can stay angry with it, not with all the beauty it 

grants us. I dare say that despite the mistakes we keep making, our mind has evolved. We are closer to 

The Creator, not in what we do, but in what we feel. What is it that we feel? Dare I say, again, it is 

admiration towards nature, for its winds carry us and its fire sparks creativity in the soul of a poet. We 

are thankful for the storm and for the drive it brings us.  

In the beginning was the word, definitely. The power of the word is a fragile one, as it is always prone to 

change in the hands of its creator and as it can always be misinterpreted in the perception of its 

audience. Whose word that was, we cannot know for sure, at least not yet. All we know is that it was 

neitheir mine nor yours. What I do know is that, no matter how good at mathematics, there are things 

you and I can never calculate, there are synchronicities in Nature we never could have arranged. I 

refuse, however, to think of myself as little compared to the Nature, for all its storms are contained 

inside of me. So, no, I don’t believe in chance. Disasters are merely manifestations of our states of being 

and that of the Nature. In conclusion, we came into life, arguably, not by chance, we are carried by 

storms inside and outside of us and then we cease to exist. Before ceasing to exist, one must stop to 

applaud the Creator for the marvelous show one has seen and lived. After all, every work of art is open 

for interpretation. 


