Principle Blossoms Into Program



The winter storms weighed heavy. Ice dams pulled the gutters and fascia board off the old stone structure. Even a few granite slates cracked and slid off the roof. Last week a skilled and caring workman repaired the damaged drains and bolted them back in place. “I’ll have to go to another site where I know they have some old slates stored for situations like this,” he said.  “So do we,” was the reply. “They’re stored in the back basement.” Todd commended us for good care of resources. 

Most days one doesn’t “see” the stone building with its beautiful slate roof. One has to remember to look. That day a craftsman’s skill bid me notice. More than any other structure on the grounds, the oratory reveals the culture and geology of place. Most of the stones are about the same size unlike the mix-match of large and small rocks that shape the stone walls through the woods. You can only guess that over a hundred years ago workmen hauled lots of rocks out of the field and piled them according to size. There was definitely a decision-making process involved, perhaps some chiseling, too, by those who knew the art of striking the rock to fit in place. Even the mortar has endured the test of time with its ability to expand and contract in accord with the seasons.

The slate roof reveals the awesome power of Nature that formed it and the expertise of the craftsmen who shaped it. When you pick up the broken piece of roofing, you hold in your hand the story of our planet ~ a few billion years ago hot lava superheating clay and ash to form layers of shale rock that would one day be quarried. We may never know where our slate was mined, but the gray color and the travel distance make Vermont a first guess. 

A simple jaunt from the house up through the meadow to the wood’s edge is a reminder that our landscape makes clear we are situated in the low hills before they give way to the coastal lowlands further east and south. A month or so ago two local farmers came by to advise us on future planning. They immediately noted the gradation, indicating why the home dwellers here in the past chose planting orchards over vegetable gardening. The winds coming from the southwest can blow down the hill while the winds from the north/northeast gust upward. The north facing slopes and cool bottomland allow the aeration that fruit trees need. Plus, the air currents carry the insects about, natural “pest management.” Geology of place indicates economy of place.

Why does our modern mind jump to the conclusion that the world began with us, with our techno skills and consummate information? While we speed read reports and hearsay from every corner of the globe, we barely know the first thing about ‘reading’ our surroundings. Rather than subjects to be engaged, we view the living world as objects to be used. Our twenty-five years of living in place requires that we look again and rethink our purpose.

While the issues and intent that brought us here continue to be a reckoning force to carry forth in the world, there is an overarching fact that calls all peoples to reconsider our manner of presence on this planet. From childhood we’ve experienced delight or disappointment when weather determined our innocent pleasures, from picnics to ball games to wedding parties. Even extended droughts or destructive floods seemed limited to one season of devastation and loss. We have made our human adjustment at that level of disturbance. Global climate change is beyond our present scope of understanding. If we are to maintain any sense of meaning in our lives, we cannot continue the present disconnection between economy and ecology of place. Our human household must be situated and maintained within the household of Nature. 
We are preparing to celebrate the Summer Solstice. Beginnings and endings of the cycles of seasons can guide us to the beginning and endings of world cycles. From the reports of the ‘economics of money markets’ we observe we are living in a world that is in the process of dying. From all the creative human efforts that stir in distant villages and local towns we sense we are in the midst of a world that is renewing itself. Because we hover on the edge of a global civilization, this death and renewal is difficult to comprehend. An old Solstice custom required people to jump over the ritual fire to burn away their weaknesses and woes. The leap required today is the transformation of human consciousness from exploitative economics to engagement with the living systems of home place, the rocky soils, hilly landscape, bubbling spring.

For the first thirty-six issues of this newsletter a simple statement on the mailer page read…
Crystal Spring is particularly the work of the Kentucky Dominican Sisters. Like many Orders of Sisters, because our membership decreased, we have clustered with six other Congregations and become a new foundation, the Dominican Sisters of Peace. Perhaps the name itself will awaken us to live fully into “a cosmology of peace.”* The Universe, Earth, life itself and even human consciousness are all born of violent process. Creativity erupts and evolves from the core of activity that can sustain the greatest amount of stress and tension. It is in those places of “holy chaos” that the diminishment and loss of what best be gone dies back. We can no longer seek our way forward from the narrow perspective of peace or conflict. We must live our lives fully within the enormous tensions that afflict our planet. The primary place where that radical engagement has the capacity to sustain our efforts is the place we call home. For it is in redefining our human presence within that habitat that the Sacred Web of all Life will be restored.   
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