Principle Blossoms Into Program



The size and step of the dark furred animal was cat-like but the slight hump in the back said fisher. We watched it saunter up the driveway in the early light of day before it broke into a gait and scampered into the underbrush. What a joy to see the animal here in our yard. Perhaps he was marking a scent trail with that tarry substance secreted from his hind feet inviting a mate to seek him out. Maybe she was on the look-out for a tall tree to claim as her nursery. No matter which one, wildness was here.

Deer tracks often appear on the slope next to the concrete steps that lead down to the road from the old kindergarten classroom. The distinctive two toes mark a path that goes through the front hedge and into the open field across the way. Coyote scat lies along the trails, and if you are very lucky once every year or two you spy the red tailed fox loping along. 

The funny thing is that the traffic on this country road increases yearly. At one end a wooded section has been cleared for a mini trailer park to house the office of a construction company. Two houses and a campground have been demolished and huge amounts of land pushed and heaved. in preparation for another shopping plaza. At the other end of the road just up the main street, jersey barriers and flashing barrels are stacked as one more Lowe’s comes to the area.

The most amazing thing is that, as commercial enterprises increase, the wild ones come into our suburban backyards. While we need a traffic light to exit onto the state highway, we can lie in bed at night and hear Coyote howl. Through three hundred years our cultural patterns and practices and even language has changed while the wild ones continue to communicate in a clear and consistent voice. We have begun to listen. The fisher’s search for a nesting tree speaks volumes. She is here after a long absence from the state of Massachusetts. Forests that were cut for colonial farms and grazing lands are recovering woodlands. This fisher can now climb fifty feet or more into the hollow of an oak or a pine to nest. Her instinctual survival intelligence requires such height.

Six decades ago young women came here to enter a novitiate. Novitiate training required a withdrawal from the world. If anyone had explained that custom as a departure from participation in or sensitivity to unfolding Creation we would not have understood or agreed with such thinking. Yet, we did withdraw into a system of spiritual and intellectual pursuits and developed our talents and skills to serve the human community. Our ears were tuned to the needs of the poor, excluded, oppressed. In recent years, through contemporary science and environmental studies, along with dire facts presented in the mainline media, we have begun to listen to the most ancient and the most excluded voices. We now realize that our withdrawal from the world could never be a disconnect from Earth. While we sought the spiritual life, the most marvelous expression of spirit life on the continent was withering away.

The twentieth century, in its industrial and corporate mode, caused a greater diminishment of the life systems of our home Planet than any other human civilization in four million years. 

Many voices are no longer present, some a weak gasp. Almost too late we comprehend that the voices of soils and air, rivers and oceans, insects and fish, plants and animals cry out to us not just about their survival but about the deeper Mysteries of the life of the Spirit. These ancient ones are our forebearers.  They shaped the eco-systems from which we emerged. While environmental devastation has been a minor concern in our personal choices, preaching and teaching, we have begun to listen to the voices we had been ignoring at great risk. The continuation of our human presence upon the Earth is dependent upon our connecting with the Spirit of Ancient Wisdom in its multivalent forms.  We make our way forward with people of goodwill where marvelous insights inspire a transformation in our cultural participation in this  21st century. Three brochures on the table in our entryway reveal our shift in our conscious involvement.

Heirloom Harvest CSA organically stewards 10 acres of land behind St. Luke’s cemetery in Westboro. Local farming eliminates environmental damage, creates an incentive for agricultural land protection, and supports first generation farmers.  Most of all, when the bushel boxes arrive here June to November we cherish the vibrancy of fifty different veggies thriving in our locale.

Next there is the SKIL pamphlet – Simply Keep It Local.  These are the folks who meet monthly to advocate the 100 mile diet, explore what the foodshed provides, discover and practice the forgotten art of canning, drying, root cellaring, etc. A great homecoming!


A third brochure announces that the single greatest service that religious orders could make to the destinies of the human and the earth community is the recovery of our human intimacy with the natural world. The Religious Lands Conservancy Project, in its efforts to bring congregations into a new relationship with their lands, seeks to guide Religious Orders into their ecological age. It is not simply about saving land.  At the heart of the work is recovery of soul as we seek our place among the commons. 
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In Wildness We Find Our Way
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You cannot save the land apart for the people or the people apart from the land  -  Wendell Berry
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