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This morning I would like for us to consider how nature can care for us in a very
real sense, as one powerful revelation to us of the mystery of God. We live in a high
speed, hurry up world and from many sectors of our society we are increasingly
hearing new and determined cries of "Stop the world, I want to get off," - if even
only temporarily. More and more people feel committed to "getting in touch with"
their spiritual selves through developing prayerful meditation practices, or
beginning earnest new spiritual questings. The Bible admonishes us to stop in life,
"to wait patiently for the Lord", reminding us that, "Those who sit and wait also serve
the Lord." Yet the whrrrr of the wheels of business, the acceleration of scientific
technology ride heavy over the importance and place of wonder for the human soul
today.

Sartre, the existentialist philosopher, has quite a vogue. One cannot pursue
contemporary philosophy and not encounter him. But listen to what he says. "There
is no universt other than a human universe, the universe of human subjectivity.
God is dead. He spoke to us and now is silent." This thought is so culturally pervasive,
so sadly unquestioned today that I would like to offer another orientation. Perhaps
Loren Bsely, the naturalist, author of, The Immense Tourney, can help introduce an
alternative approach. Hsely writes:

I once received an unexpected lesson from a spider. It happened far
away on a rainy morning in the west. I had come up a long gulch
looking for fossils and there, just at eye level, lurked a huge yellow and
black orbed spider whose web was moored to the tall spears of buffalo
grass at the edge of an arroyo. It was her universe and her senses did
not extend beyond the lines and spokes of the field she inhabited. Her
extended claws could feel every vibration throughout that delicate
structure. She knew the tug of wind, the fall of a raindrop, the flutter of
a trapped moth's wing. Down on one spoke of the web ran a stout ribbon
of gossamer on which she would hurry out to investigate her prey.

Curious, I took a pencil from my pocket and touched a strand of the web.
Immediately there was a response. The web plucked by its menacing
occupant, began to vibrate until it was a blur. Anything that had
brushed claw or wing against that amazing snare would be thoroughly
entrapped. As the vibration slowed, I could see the owner fingering her
guidelines for signs of struggle. The pencil point was an intrusion into
this universe for which no precedent existed. The spider was
circumscribed by spider ideas. It's universe was spider universe. All
outside was irrational, extraneous,... As I proceeded on my way along the
gully, like a vast impossible shadow, I realized that in the world of spider
I did not exist.

How easy it is for those of us in the twilight of the twentieth century to be like
Hsley's spider! We sense a touch, a pull, or a yearning within ourselves from
somewhere deep or beyond, but when we check to see whether it can be identified
within the wholly scientific constructs and guidelines of our technological world
view.we don't see anything, so we assume it cannot be real. We take two aspirin and








