
falling in love 
 … with everything 



As we gather in this place …



We honor the original Chumash peoples of this 
land, and the lives they lived here for thousands 
of years.



We pause to appreciate 
their wisdom and their 
culture, and their 
presence among us 
today as the honored 
host people of this land.



We lament the injustice done to the original 
inhabitants by Spanish and American 
colonizers, and we lament all injustice that 
humans have done on and to this land in the 
centuries since, to this very day.



We seek to learn, lament, and cherish the 
unique story of this place - in war and peace, 
in disaster and resilience, in struggle and 
celebration, in sorrow and joy.

We honor the struggle of all people seeking 
justice and peace, and we seek the courage 
and wisdom to heal the wounds of the past 
and build a better future story, in deep 
solidarity, together.



We are grateful for 
the beauty of this 
land … 
from the Santa 
Ynez mountains  
to the Pacific 
Ocean …



… for the vegetated marshes, mudflats, 
beaches, and underwater habitats, for the 
streams and arroyos that connect land and sea 
…



… for all the beautiful creatures that inhabit 
them.



Oh Creator, we lament how many 
species in our region have been 
pushed toward extinction - and 
we pledge to protect all of your 
precious creatures, each known 
and loved by you … from the 
yellow-billed cuckoo to the 
beach layia, from the arroyo toad 
to the California tiger 
salamander …



from leatherback sea turtle to the 
sea otter, from the San Joaquin 
kit fox to the California condor 
and El Segundo blue butterfly. 



We accept our 
responsibility to 
care for this 
beautiful land, 
and we resolve 
to join you in 
loving this land 
and protecting it 
from human 
greed and 
ignorance.



And so we pray as Jesus taught us … 
May God’s harmony way, God’s ecosystem, 
and God’s beloved community come here 
and now in this land we share, 
And may God’s dreams come true here and 
now on earth, as in heaven. 
Amen.





falling in love 
 … with everything 

1. Seeing



what you focus on 
determines what you miss



rediscovering a theology of 
the wild



Most theology in recent centuries, especially white Christian 
theology, has been the work of avid indoorsmen, scholars who 
typically work in square boxes called offices or classrooms or 
sanctuaries, surrounded by square books and, more recently, 
square screens, under square roofs in square buildings 
surrounded by other square buildings, laid out in square city 
blocks that stretch as far as the eye can see. If practitioners of 
this civilized indoor theology look out at the world, it is through 
square windows or in brief moments between the time they exit 
one square door and enter another. But those outdoor times are 
generally brief, so these days, this square theology exists almost 
exclusively in heated and air-conditioned spaces that maintain a 
pleasant and consistent seventy-two degrees, whatever the 
season or latitude. 



For a long time, this civilized indoor theology was created 
and promoted almost exclusively by privileged male human 
beings of European descent, with at least the appearance of 
heterosexual orientation and physical and mental abilities 
deemed “normal.” Thankfully, more and more people are 
taking part in civilized indoor theology these days, women, 
people of color, LGBTQ persons, people of diverse abilities, 
and others without traditional markers of privilege. But even 
so, apart from the apocryphal donkeys, sheep, and oxen of 
the Christmas story, or lambs and bulls being slaughtered in 
the temple, or the “creeping things” of the first creation 
account, you’d never know, or hardly need to know, that 
animals exist, not to mention nonfood plants, flowing rivers, 
vast oceans, or swirling galaxies. 



There is nothing inherently wrong about civilized, indoor 
theology. Except this: theology that arises in human-made, 
human-controlled architecture—of walls and mirrors, of doors 
and locks, of ninety-degree angles and monochrome painted 
surfaces, of thermostats and plumbing, of politics and prisons, 
of wars, racism, greed, and fear—will surely reflect the 
prejudices and limited imaginations of its makers. 

It will differ markedly from theology that arises in conversation 
with the wild world that flourishes beyond our walls and outside 
our windows and cities. Yes, indoor, civilized theology offers 
many unique insights from its civilized point of view. But it will 
miss much and distort much. 



So, more and more of us are imagining a wild theology that 
arises under the stars and planets, along a thundering river or 
meandering stream, admiring a flock of pelicans or weaver 
finches, watching a lion stalk a wildebeest, gazing at a spider 
spinning her web, observing a single tree bud form, swell, burst, 
and bloom. We imagine a wild theology that doesn’t limit itself 
to Plato and Aquinas but also consults the wisdom of rainbow 
trout and sea turtles, seasons and tides. We imagine a wild 
theology whose horizons are measured not by thousands of 
years and miles but by billions of light years. We imagine a wild 
theology that is articulated in books, yes, but also in stories and 
songs, in foods and feasts, in dances and lamentations and 
pilgrimages that resonate with the turning seasons and rhythmic 
tides of the natural world. 



In all likelihood, it was wild theology that inspired the tribal 
people to tell the primal stories that were eventually written 
in the texts that are studied today in heated libraries and 
interpreted in air-conditioned classrooms. 

In all likelihood, wild theology is the mother of civilized 
theology. And in all likelihood, civilized theology is in the 
process of killing its mother and acting as if she never 
existed.



I am a civilized man. I normally live in glass and cement, 
work among screens and buttons, travel on wheels and 
immoveable metal wings, breathe air-conditioned air and 
drink chemically treated water as I move from box to box 
and square to square.

But from my childhood, I have also loved the outdoors. 
Hiking, camping, kayaking, fishing, birding, gardening, 
and stargazing are among my greatest joys in life, and 
these passions have given me a vantage point from which 
to view indoor, civilized theology with some suspicion. 



All the more because of the historical and political situation in 
which I find myself. Like many, I have been heartsick at what’s 
been happening in the so-called civilized world in recent years: 
environmental insanity and climate-change denial; a resurgence in 
white supremacy, religious supremacy, and hate crimes; a growing 
chasm between the majority of us and a tiny minority of super-rich, 
super-powerful super-elites, along with a redistribution of wealth 
and power in their direction; all while the arms industry distributes 
increasingly destructive weapons to more and more fearful and 
resentful people in unstable nations governed by kleptocrats. 
(Enough said.) 

… [We need] to be re-situated in the wild, unboxed, outdoor world 
of creation. 









Chapter 12. Herpetheology

Today I’ve been thinking about something my companions and I 
experienced at Urbina Bay on Isabela. We experienced it again a 
few days later on Santa Cruz at the Charles Darwin Research 
Center and at Rancho Manzanillo, and then again the next day, 
at the Giant Tortoise Breeding Center near Puerto Villamil. 

At each place we experienced sustained moments of shared, 
focused attention, so shared and so focused that we forgot 
ourselves. For significant periods of time, we were drawn out of 
ourselves into the observation of another, as in another species.

We were thoroughly engrossed by tortoises.
Tortoises standing, walking, mating, eating, sleeping, 

stretching, yawning, climbing, pooping. 



We spoke in hushed tones, overcome by natural 
reverence.

And I also remember that for a few moments in 
each place, I detached my attention from observing 
the tortoises with my companions so that I could 
observe my companions observing the tortoises. The 
oddness of it struck me. Tortoises? Really? Tortoises? 
Gray as a rock and only slightly faster; what could be 
more boring than this? How can this many people 
remain this enchanted for this long by tortoises?



And yet, there they were—there we were. Intrigued. 
Drawn in. Enchanted. For minutes, even hours at a 
time. Whether in the wild or in a breeding center, we 
surrendered ourselves to them, to their habits, their 
pace, their well-being, to seeing the world in light of 
their needs and interests. 

We had given our hearts to these unique creatures 
that are unique features of this unique world. 

The great novelist Marilynne Robinson was once 
asked by an interviewer, “What single thing would 
make the world in general a better place?” 

She replied, “Loving it more.”



And then the revelation comes: in loving these unique 
creatures that are unique features of this unique world, we 
were making the world better. 

I do not doubt this in even one neural synapse of my brain. 

I do doubt whether selling another hamburger or computer 
makes the world better. I do doubt whether erecting another 
strip mall or website makes the world better. At times, truth be 
told, I wonder whether giving another lecture or writing 
another book makes the world better. 

But this simple gaze of love from one unique creature to 
another, I do not doubt the value of this. Dear Charles Darwin 
himself said that “the most noble attribute of man” is the “love 
for all living creatures.”





what you focus on 
determines what you miss 

you see what you are



an experiment …

in seeing with love
non-dual seeing

contemplative vision

using pottery by poet-
potter M. C. Richards





you observing the pot:
like/dislike
bored/interested
approve/disapprove
familiar/unfamiliar
get it/don’t get it

distraction, return



you observing the pot:
noticing
awareness
analysis
critique & appreciation
interest
envy
desire
antipathy & love
scheming
enjoyment
disgust
understanding
curiosity

head
heart
gut



you observing the pot:

starting with love …





you



you observing yourself 
like/dislike
bored/interested
approve/disapprove
familiar/unfamiliar
get it/don’t get it

distraction, return



you observing yourself 
observing the pot

starting with love 



you



you observing yourself 
observing the pot
noticing
awareness
analysis
critique & appreciation
interest
envy
desire
antipathy & love
scheming
enjoyment
disgust
understanding
curiosity



us



you observing us 
like/dislike
bored/interested
approve/disapprove
familiar/unfamiliar
get it/don’t get it



you observing us 
observing the pot

starting with love



us



you observing us 
observing the pot
noticing
awareness
analysis
critique & appreciation
interest
envy
desire
antipathy & love
scheming
enjoyment
disgust
understanding
curiosity



God



God observing us 
observing the pot

unconditional
nondiscriminatory

love



the pot

you observing the pot

you observing you observing the pot

you observing us observing the pot



the pot

you observing the pot

you observing you observing the pot

you observing us observing the pot

God observing us observing the pot



the pot

you observing the pot

you observing you observing the pot

you observing us observing the pot

You joining God observing us observing the pot



observations?
reflections?

insights?



every
this

you engaging with any this

you observing you engaging with any this

you observing us engaging with any this

You joining God observing us engaging with any this



Contemplative, non-dual, or centered awareness

Joining God with non-dual, non-judgmental, non-
utilitarian, non-discriminatory  awareness, 

attention, observing, knowing … love

Maintaining frame flexibility

Within the frame - both/and
Beyond the frame - the bigger picture 
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falling in love 
 … with everything 

2. breakthrough







In an outdoor theology …
In a theology of the wild …

vs. 

In an indoor theology …
In a civilized theology …



Change is fundamental to the universe.

vs

Stasis is fundamental. God is unchanging and against 
change.



Hebrew good (dynamic/fertile)

vs

Greek perfect (static/sterile)
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Where do we go from here? 

3 main options:



theo-capitalism
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old paradigm

new paradigm

1



RETURN TO 
AUTHORITARIANISM

theo-capitalism

theo-patriarchy
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collapse 

- recovery? 
- regression? 

- catastrophic extinction? 
- rebirth/resurrection?

3



Which future? 

Collapse? 
Doubling down on old system? 
Breakthrough to new paradigm? 

How can we be protagonists in our 
own story?



Charles Darwin 
1809-1882 

Origin of the Species 
1859



Karl Marx 
1818-1883 

Communist Manifesto 
1848





I’ve been back from the Galápagos for over about a month now, and I 
can’t stop pondering the persistent, seemingly bottomless sadness of 
Charles Darwin’s later years. His sadness could have been clinical 
depression, written into his genes. It could have been the secondary 
consequence of some chronic medical condition, the symptoms of which 
included severe headaches, nausea, vomiting, and flatulence, which made 
it highly embarrassing for the proper Victorian gentleman to go out in 
public.  

His sadness could have been a father’s grief after the death of some of 
his ten children, especially his beloved Annie, who died at the age of ten. 
It could have been the psychosocial drain of thinking differently from 
nearly everyone around him, of seeing things that they didn’t see—and 
probably didn’t want to see. It could have been the stress of knowing that 
his writings would earn him hatred and scorn from those who were piously 
prone to misunderstanding and misjudgment.  



It could have been all of the above, and more. 
And the more could include this: Charles may have foreseen—and feared—

where his radical new ideas might lead.  
He had reason to fear. During the course of his lifetime, a form of exploitive 

international capitalism known as imperialism was conquering the world, with 
European empires struggling like bull elephants to dominate markets, rapaciously 
extracting global resources and exploiting global labor. The result? War, genocide, 
slavery, oppression, piracy, and environmental plunder across the colonized world, 
and especially across what we now call the Global South. The colonization 
process perfectly epitomized the African proverb, “When the elephants fight, it is 
the grass that suffers the most.”  

Meanwhile, about twenty miles from Darwin’s comfortable manor in Kent, 
Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels watched from London with moral horror as 
imperial capitalism concentrated more and more wealth, power, and weapons in 
the hands of small European super-elites. They knew that such a system of gross 
injustice and growing inequity could not stand. With the proletariat masses 
struggling for necessities while the elite upper classes hoarded luxuries, the fall of 
the house of imperial capitalism would be ugly when its time came. In The 
Communist Manifesto (1848), they sought to describe the mechanisms by which 
the upper classes struggled to maintain their regime of advantage and the 
exploited masses struggled to topple it. 



In this way, the struggle for survival and the survival of 
the fittest framed both capitalism and communism, and 
defined both the twentieth century and the century that is 
taking shape in its aftermath: struggle, competition, kill or 
be killed—that’s the way of nature, red in tooth and claw, 
and there is no alternative. 

That phrase, “nature, red in tooth and claw,” became an 
unofficial motto of Darwinian thought, even though it was 
published nine years before The Origin of the Species and 
was written not by a scientist but by the poet Alfred, Lord 
Tennyson. His artful and agonized poem In Memoriam 
seethed with both personal grief and the aggrieved spirit of 
the times. 



The truth is, Darwin’s key phrase was neither the struggle 
for survival nor the survival of the fittest. Darwin’s interest was 
descent, or transmutation, or evolution by natural selection.  

Natural selection was Darwin’s big idea.  
That key phrase only changed when Darwin’s younger 

counterpart, Alfred Russel Wallace, wrote to Darwin and said 
he felt it overly personified nature, as if nature were actively 
choosing or selecting winners and losers. Wallace 
recommended an alternative phrase used by Herbert Spencer in 
his writings on economics, survival of the fittest, and Darwin, 
ever humble and open to new data, agreed that it was a better 
term and began using it (eventually adding it in the subtitle to 
On the Origin of the Species.) 

Unfortunately, if natural selection was open to 
misunderstanding, so was survival of the fittest, but in a more 
dangerous way. Darwin and Wallace thought of fitness like a 
puzzle piece: something is fit when it fits in with the local 
environment. The fittest are those who fit into their local 
environment most harmoniously, naturally, and fully. The 
subtitle could have been survival of the most harmonious. 



But in the hands of both capitalists and Marxists, fit came to 
be understood as athletic, strong, fast, tough, aggressive, 
powerful, dominating. So the toughest CEO survives. The most 
ruthless corporation survives. The most vicious and competitive 
politician wins the election and rules the nation. The most 
aggressive movement, army, party, ideology, or dictator kills off 
its competition and survives. A contemporary global strongman 
perfectly articulated this view in a recent tweet: 

The weak crumble, are slaughtered and are erased from 
history while the strong, for good or for ill, survive. The 
strong are respected, and alliances are made with the strong, 
and in the end peace is made with the strong. 
But again, we must realize this obsession with superior 

strength wasn’t what Charles (or Alfred) meant by survival of the 
fittest. Not even close. Just as capitalistic interpreters read the 
Bible through capitalistic lenses, so they read Darwin. They see 
what they want to see. They see the only thing their economics 
and politics allow them to see: a carte blanche for greed, 
rapaciousness, unbridled self-interest, and unrestrained 
competition and pursuit of power. 

Medieval Christianity certainly had totalitarian tendencies, 
but nothing like the totalitarianism of modern capitalism and 
communism. 



It’s true, inter- and intra-species competition does 
play a role in natural selection. But ruthless kill-or-
be-killed competition is neither the only nor the most 
important component of the process. Instead of 
survival of the most ruthless, we would be truer to 
Darwin, Wallace, and the biological revolution they 
unleashed to say survival of the best adapted. The 
individuals and species that are best adapted to their 
environment, the individuals and species that can 
live most harmoniously in their environment, they 
are the ones that live long enough to reproduce, thus 
ensuring the survival of their kind. 



I can’t help but wonder: could our economic 
systems—whether leaning toward Marx and 
Engels on the left or Smith and Keynes on the 
right—have programmed us to reduce Darwin’s 
rich theory to slogans like the struggle for 
survival, the survival of the fittest, and nature, red 
in tooth and claw for their own benefit? Could it 
be that these systems need us to frame life in 
those desperate terms of perpetual scarcity, so that 
we will produce, produce, produce? Isn’t that 
what all contemporary economic systems need us 
to do most—like anxious drones, to produce, 
consume, produce, consume, until we exhaust 
ourselves and die? 



Survival of the Best Adapted (those that fit best)



1. Survival of the Best Adapted 
2. Survival of the Most Adaptable
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1. Survival of the Best Adapted 
2. Survival of the Most Adaptable 
3. Survival of the Most Attractive 
4. Survival of the Most Diverse 
5. Survival of the Best Organized 
6. Survival of the Most Cooperative

What would happen if we rediscovered these “wild 
values” in our personal, spiritual, and political lives? 

What if repentance meant a return to bio-mimicry?



old paradigm

1

1. Survival of the Best Adapted
2. Survival of the Most Adaptable
3. Survival of the Most Attractive
4. Survival of the Most Diverse
5. Survival of the Best Organized
6. Survival of the Most Cooperative













Over lunch: 
“Right now, you live in a remarkable place, a place with a 

remarkable story. Outside your window, just down the street, 
just outside of town, amazing creatures wait to astound you 
right now. Believe me, the local song sparrow, mockingbird, 
American robin, and house wren that you’ve been hurrying 

past your whole life have songs that will make your heart sing, 
if you pause to really listen.” 

What are some of the amazements in your local area?
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falling in love 
 … with everything 

3. participation



When I am among the trees, 
especially the willows and the honey locust, 
equally the beech, the oaks, and the pines, 
they give off such hints of gladness. 

I would almost say they save me, and daily. 
I am so distant from the hope of myself, 
in which I have goodness, and discernment, 
and never hurry through the world 
but walk slowly, and bow often. 
Around me the trees stir in their leaves 
and call out, “Stay awhile.”



The light flows from their branches 
And they call again, “It’s simple,” 
they say, “and you, too, have come 
into the world to do this, to go easy, 
to be filled with light, and to shine.” 

— mary oliver 





The Mangroves, by Mary Oliver 

As I said before, I am living now 
in a warm place, surrounded by 
mangroves. Mostly I walk beside 
them, they discourage entrance. 
The black oaks and the pines 
of my northern home are in my heart, 
even as I hear them whisper, "Listen, 
we are trees too." Okay, I'm trying. They 
certainly put on an endless performance 
of leaves. Admiring is easy, but affinity, 
that does take some time.



                                                So many 
and so leggy and all of them rising as if 
attempting to escape this world which, don't 
they know it, can't be done. "Are you 
trying to fly or what?" I ask, and they 
answer back, "We are what we are, you 
are what you are, love us if you can." 



                 "We are what we are, you 

are what you are, love us if you can."



Evolutionary theory now has a bridge to ecological theory, 
and ecological theory brings us full circle to realize (finally) 
that human economies are activities that take place in an 
environment. Any organism that does not fit harmoniously in 
its environment will end up as a fossil, as dust blowing across 
a desert—including the people who submit their brains and 
chain their lives to inflexible ideologies like contemporary 
Marxism and capitalism. 

Both systems, after all, arose in the industrial era, an era that 
produced short-term wealth measured only in money, first by 
plundering the long-term and multifaceted wealth of the earth, 
and second by exploiting the labor of vulnerable people. Even 
though the two systems differed in their plans for distributing 
that wealth, they shared more assumptions than they realized, 
assumptions that may not be adaptable to the postindustrial, 
ecological civilization that we humans must create if we are to 
survive.



To fashion that civilization, we must pay increasing 
attention to long-term environmental health measured in 
well-being, not just short-term wealth measured in money, 
and we must learn to cooperate with our fellow humans, 
our fellow species, and the physical systems of the earth 
itself for the common good. We can call this new 
cooperative economy anything we want to: ecological 
capitalism, reformed capitalism, organic capitalism, 
organic Marxism. Whatever we call it, if we don’t develop 
an economy and a civilization that fit our environment, we 
simply won’t survive. 



Conventional View Emerging View

The Human
Situation: What
is the story that
we find
ourselves in?

God created the world as perfect,
but because our primal
ancestors, Adam and Eve, did
not maintain the absolute
perfection demanded by God,
God has irrevocably determined
that the entire universe and all it
contains will be destroyed, and
the souls of all human beings –
except for those specifically
exempted – will be forever
punished for their imperfection
in hell.1

God created the world as good, but
human beings – as individuals, and as
groups – have rebelled against God and
filled the world with evil and injustice
like a terrible disease. God wants to save
humanity and heal it from its sickness,
but humanity is hopelessly lost and
confused, like sheep without a shepherd,
wandering farther and farther into
lostness and danger. Left to themselves,
human beings will spiral downward in
sickness and evil.

Basic
Questions: What
questions did
Jesus come to
answer?

Since everyone is doomed to
hell, Jesus seeks to answer these
questions: how can individuals
be saved from eternal
punishment in hell and instead
go to heaven after they die? How
can God help individuals be
happy and successful until then?

Since the human race is in such desperate
trouble, Jesus seeks to answer this
question: what must be done about the
mess we’re in? The mess refers both to
the general human condition and its
specific outworking among his
contemporaries: living under domination
by the Roman empire, and divided into
various competing sects.

Jesus’ message:
How did Jesus
respond to the
crisis?

Jesus says, in essence, “If you
want to be among those
specifically qualified to escape
being forever punished for your
sins in hell, you must repent of
your individual sins and believe
that my Father punished me on
the cross so He won’t have to
punish you in hell. Only if you
believe this will you go to
heaven when everyone else is
banished to hell.”2 This is the
good news.

Jesus says, in essence, “Other people and
groups – including your own religious
leaders - are leading you farther and
farther astray. I have been sent by God
with this good news – that God loves
humanity, even in its lostness and sin.
God graciously invites everyone and
anyone to question and reject what they
have been told and instead follow a new
path. Trust me and become my disciple,
and you will be transformed, and you will
participate in the transformation of the
world, which is possible, beginning right
now.”3 This is the good news.

                                                
1 Of course, there are many modern western non-religious ontologies and framing stories too,
plus Eastern ontologies and framing stories – both religious and irreligious.
2 This reflects a Calvinistic Evangelical protestant version of the message. The popular Roman
Catholic version might say, “You must believe in the teachings of the church and follow its
instructions, especially those regarding sacraments.” The popular mainline or liberal Protestant
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Equity Security
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Framing Story

planet
poverty
peace
politics/religion



Ivan Illich (Austrian 
former priest, 

philosopher, social 
critic, 1926-2002)



Neither revolution nor reformation 
can ultimately change a society, 
rather you must tell a new powerful 
tale, one so persuasive that it sweeps 
away the old myths and becomes the 
preferred story …



… one so inclusive that it gathers all the 
bits of our past and our present into a 
coherent whole, one that even shines 
some light into the future so that we can 
take the next step…. If you want to 
change a society, then you have to tell an 
alternative story.

- attributed to Ivan Illich (Austrian former priest, 
philosopher, social critic, 1926-2002)
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Resources
Waste

What story are we living by? What 
story frames our lives and our 

civilization?
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Domination: Us over them. 

Revolution: Us overthrowing them. 

Purification: Us versus some of us. 

Victimization: Us in spite of them.

Isolation: Us apart from them

Accumulation: Us competing with them.



Six stories rule the world…
Domination: Us over them. 

Revolution: Us overthrowing them. 

Purification: Us versus some of us. 

Victimization: Us in spite of them.

Isolation: Us away from them

Accumulation: Us competing with them.

In search of a seventh story …

Liberation/Reconciliation/Restoration/Revolutionary Love: Some 
of us for all of us.
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What new story could help us 
transform into an ecological 

civilization?

theo-capitalism

theo-patriarchy
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The Ecosystem

Heat

Solar Energy



Perhaps I’m stretching things, but I have to allow Jesus to 
get a word in edgewise here. I can’t help but hear him say of 
the dominant and anxious economic empires of our day:  

Therefore I tell you, do not worry about your life, what you 
will eat or what you will drink, or about your body, what 
you will wear, or about the GDP, whether it is heading up or 
down. Is not life more than food, and the body more than 
clothing, and well-being more than the value of your stock 
portfolios? Look at the marine iguanas on the black 
volcanic rocks; they neither sow nor reap nor gather into 
barns, and yet the Creator, working through the harmonious 
and bountiful ecosystem of creation, feeds them. Are you 
not of more value than they? And can any of you by 
worrying add a single hour to your span of life? And why 
do you worry about clothing?



Consider the guineafowl pufferfish of the reef, 
how she grows; she neither invests in growth funds 
nor runs her economy on fossil fuels, yet I tell you, 
even the sexiest movie star, the wealthiest athlete, 
and the most powerful politician, in all their self-
congratulatory glory, aren’t as beautiful as she. 
Look, if God makes beautiful the fish on the reef, 
which are alive today and may die in the next El 
Niño event, will God not much more take care of 
you—you micro-faiths? So listen: stop worrying, 
saying, “What will we eat?” or “What will we 
drink?” or “What is the GDP forecast?” For the 
economic exploiters and environmental plunderers 
strive for all these things. But the Creator, through 
the amazing evolutionary processes that surround 
you, gave you life and knows what you need.  



You need a higher, deeper, and wiser 
ambition than the competitive drive 
trumpeted by this suicidal economy. Seek first 
and foremost to fit harmoniously within the 
just and bountiful ecosystem of God, and 
everything you need will be given to you as 
well. 

Really. I mean it. Don’t let anxiety drive 
you into a life of ruthless competition in the 
tooth-and-claw struggle for survival of the 
most aggressive. That game is over. Learn to 
live in the real world, the world of marine 
iguanas, Galápagos finches, and guineafowl 
pufferfish. That’s the way to live, today and 
always.







But really, the destination is far less important than the 
loving attention, the mindful openness, and the playful pace 
you bring with you next time you walk out your own front door 
right where you live.  

Right now, you live in a remarkable place, a place with a 
remarkable story. Outside your window, just down the street, 
just outside of town, amazing creatures wait to astound you 
right now. Believe me, the local song sparrow, mockingbird, 
American robin, and house wren that you’ve been hurrying 
past your whole life have songs that will make your heart sing, 
if you pause to really listen. Believe me, honeybees and 
lightning bugs and spring peepers and common newts live not 
far from you, and they will amaze you, really amaze you, if you 
take time to notice. And believe me, the place where you live is 
as full of stories as any tourist destination. It just takes a bit of 
curiosity to learn what those stories may be. 



Right now, all around you, historic dramas continue to unfold, 
with plunderers plundering, resisters resisting, and saviors saving 
the ecosystem around you. That ecosystem was once as pristine 
as the Galápagos Islands before humans arrived. With less than 
twenty minutes of internet work, you could find out what species 
of animals or plants are going extinct in your neighborhood right 
now. You could learn which local streams and forests that took 
uncountable thousands of years to develop are in danger of being 
bulldozed in an afternoon by so-called developers. You could 
join or help form your local version of the Charles Darwin 
Research Center, and you could become one of the heroes who 
steps in to help save what is threatened right now with extinction, 
right where you are. 

And at the very least, you could appreciate what remains. You 
could make this wounded world better by loving what’s left. 



Tonight, if you look up, you’ll see the moon, maybe Venus, maybe Orion, 
reminding you that you’re riding the wave that began with the big bang 
13.7 billion years ago. If you make it your habit to slow down for just a 
half a minute between your front door and your car or between your 
office and the subway, so you look up and take a few deep breaths and 
see with those amazing eyes that you have, who knows what wisdom 
might dawn upon you during that intentional mini-vacation of twenty-
seven seconds? 

You are in the midst of an amazing saga of evolution.  

You are part of the unfolding, the awakening, the infinite adventure. 

Beauty abounds, answering your questions. 

Your journey has begun, and you are embarked. 

You have eyes to see and a part to play. 





AIMLESS LOVE 
Billy Collins 

This morning as I walked along the lakeshore, 
I fell in love with a wren 
and later in the day with a mouse 
the cat had dropped under the dining room table. 

In the shadows of an autumn evening, 
I fell for a seamstress 
still at her machine in the tailor’s window, 
and later for a bowl of broth, 
steam rising like smoke from a naval battle. 



This is the best kind of love, I thought, 
without recompense, without gifts, 
or unkind words, without suspicion, 
or silence on the telephone. 

The love of the chestnut, 
the jazz cap and one hand on the wheel. 

No lust, no slam of the door – 
the love of the miniature orange tree, 
the clean white shirt, the hot evening shower, 
the highway that cuts across Florida. 



No waiting, no huffiness, or rancor – 
just a twinge every now and then 

for the wren who had built her nest 
on a low branch overhanging the water 
and for the dead mouse, 
still dressed in its light brown suit. 

But my heart is always propped up 
in a field on its tripod, 
ready for the next arrow. 



After I carried the mouse by the tail 
to a pile of leaves in the woods, 
I found myself standing at the bathroom sink 
gazing down affectionately at the soap, 

so patient and soluble, 
so at home in its pale green soap dish. 
I could feel myself falling again 
as I felt its turning in my wet hands 
and caught the scent of lavender and stone. 



falling in love 
 … with everything 

seeing, breakthrough, participation




