
 
 
 
 
 

The Inner Life of the Child in Nature: 
Presence and Practice 

 
2014-2016 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

Edited by 
Peggy Whalen-Levitt 

 
 
 

 
 

Copyright 2016 
The Center for Education, Imagination and the Natural World 

Greensboro, NC 



Table of Contents 
 
 

 
Foreword . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . i                       
 
Jennifer Armocida:  A Gentle, Creative Adventure: Using the Senses as Portals to Presence . . . . . . . 1 
 
Molly Brown:  An Introspection . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .4 
 
Nicolette Cagle:  Epoche and the Ecozoic . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .5  
 
Claudia Chambers:  I am the Earth . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 13 
 
Mary Jo Clancy:  Imagination at the Edge of the Sea . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 15 
 
Laura Domingo:  Take Pause . . . . . . .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .19 
  
Eileen Flocca:  The Trees are Speaking: Are We Listening . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .20 
 
Rachel Hagen:  Centering . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 25 
 
Tracy Hildebrand: Opening to Intuition . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 27 
 
Maria Hitt:  A Short History of My Evolution to Becoming a More Fully Present Person . . . . . . . . 29 
 
Margery Knott:  Learning to Converse . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 33 
 
Heather Koch:  Mandala . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 36 
 
Heather Koch & Andrea Reed:  Re-Imagining Montessori’s Great Lessons In the Light of 
              Thomas Berry: A Message of Hope . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 37 
 
Katie Kovach:  Planting the Roots of My Practice at Home . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 49 
 
Carol Lenox:  Guides for the Journey . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 52 
 
Eric McDuffie:  Eco-Contemplative Fly Fishing Experiences Within A Watery World . . . . . . . . . . .55 
 
Andrea Reed:  A Day in May at Eno River State Park . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 69 
 
Melissa Scott:  My Practice . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 71 
 
Meghan Shearer:  I Feel the Primordial Wound . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 73 
 
Cyndy Wolfe:  “Life is Short, We Must Move Very Slowly”. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 75 
 
 



 
i 

Foreword 
 

Today, in this crucial moment of history, we are called to recover the inner vision of a society in 
harmony with nature, and the urgency of reciprocity of care between ourselves and our environment. 
 
This newly recognized relationship between us and the surrounding natural world rests on our 
experience of its wonder, beauty, and call to intimacy.  In preserving and augmenting these responses, 
we realize, perhaps never before so vividly, that, as the consciousness of that world, we have an 
indispensable role to play.  More than just protection against pollution and extinction of life forms, 
that role calls us, further, to revere Earth as that community of which we are a part, the source of 
our life and livelihood, and, above all, the primary means of our recognition of and communication 
with the divine. 
 
The Center for Education, Imagination and the Natural World is dedicated to the recovery of the 
inner vision of a society in harmony with nature.  The Center restores a relationship with the natural 
world based, not on a view of other beings as objects to be used, but as subjects to be communed with 
in an integral and sacred society. 

 
Thomas Berry, July 2008 

 
       Gathered here you will find the practices of the sixth class of “The Inner Life of the 
Child in Nature:  Presence and Practice” program – the class that began their work in the 
autumn of 2014 and will celebrate their closing ceremony on June 26, 2016. 
 
       During the first year of the program, members of this class engaged in a practice of 
presence with the natural world in a deeply listening and receptive way.  They held at bay 
their habitual ways of “knowing about” and accumulating information and discovered their 
own inner capacities to open to life in new ways.  They offered beautiful drawings, poems 
and reflections as a new poetics of the earth.  
 
     Midway between the beginning and end of the program, each member of the class was 
invited to find his or her own voice through a personal practice for the second year.  What 
emerged is nothing less than a symphony of life-affirming voices: stories, deep inner work 
and openings to intuition, pedagogical re-imaginings, embodied ecological ethics, portals to 
silence and centering and InterBeing. 
 
       As they met together during the second year of the program in informal gatherings to 
share their practices, the bond of intimacy among the members of this class grew deeper.  
You could feel the profound gift of being present to the depths of each person’s process, 
struggles and creative unfolding.   
 
        I trust that as you read these authentic offerings you will recognize the call, in each and 
every one, to “recover the inner vision of a society in harmony with nature.”   
 
 
Peggy Whalen-Levitt, Editor 
June 1, 2016  
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A Gentle, Creative Adventure: Using the Senses  
as Portals to Presence 

 
by 

 
Jennifer Armocida 

 
 
If you can learn to look at yourself and your life in a gentle, creative and adventurous way, you will be 
eternally surprised at what you find… Each of us needs to learn the unique language of our own soul.  In 
that distinctive language, we will discover a lens of thought to brighten and illuminate our inner world.1   
 
       The foundations of my practice this year were two simple practices to create the time 
and space to listen to the “unique language of my soul,” as poet and philosopher John O’ 
Donohue puts it.  I committed to writing daily in a journal upon waking up, and also to 
spending time being present in nature each day.   
 
       The first practice, journaling, allows me to hear with more clarity the “distinctive 
language” of my soul.  I have kept diaries and journals since I learned how to write, and 
often I don’t truly know what I’m thinking until I’ve written it down.  Throughout this year, 
I maintained my routine of writing in a journal each morning, with a deepening emphasis on 
really listening to my innermost emotions, desires and questions.  Paradoxically, this 
intensified focus and renewed dedication to journaling also required more of a “letting go” 
in my journaling practice.  My writing became more about listening to what was arising for 
me, rather than dictating and transcribing my thoughts from an analytical, intellectual place.  
Whether I have ten minutes or an hour to write in the morning, I try to meet myself where I 
am on any given day.  Many versions of myself appear on my pages – questions, wise 
guidance, plans, worries, half-buried memories, wishes and flights of fancy.  I keep my pen 
moving through it all.   
 
       Another practice I’ve engaged in throughout the year is the act of spending some 
moments outside each day, just being present to the sights, sounds, smells and sensations of 
the passing seasons.  A spot that I return to each day is the creek by my house.  It’s a shallow 
creek lined with rocks on either side, home to a small flock of ducks who have improbably 
made their home in the widest part of the stream.  Now that spring has come, the willow 
trees that line the bank are dripping with long strands of newly green leaves.  When I spend 
time at this spot, often at the end of a long workday, I feel a sense of peace and freshness. 
Through the soles of my shoes, I try to contact the earth with my feet.  Usually my dog is 
with me, and she rolls herself back and forth on the grass, bathing in smells invisible to my 
nose.  
 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1 John O’Donohue.  Anam Cara:  A Book of Celtic Wisdom (New York: HarperCollins, 1997), 
106. 
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Being in the soul, the body makes the senses thresholds of soul.  When your senses open out to the world, the 
first presence they encounter is the presence of your soul...Your senses link you intimately within you and 
around you.2  
 
       I teach sixth grade, and spend my weekdays in a busy classroom of 11-and-12-year-olds.  
My intention for this year was to create space in our days for my students to contact a sense 
of stillness and spaciousness within themselves and their environment.  I used the senses as 
the anchor for our exploration and communication with nature.  I was inspired by John 
O’Donohue’s writings about the senses to view the senses as links both to a greater intimacy 
with the self, as well as the world around us.  For these practices, I would take my students 
outdoors to places on the school campus.  At times we spread out along the flat green lawn 
outside our classroom; while at other times, we went up the hill to a line of trees at the edge 
of the property.   
 
If we could look at the world in a loving way, then the world would rise up before us full of invitation, 
possibility and depth.3     
 
       As we focused on the sense of sight, I invited students to spend time in silence 
outdoors, using their eyes to really see and notice the world around them.  We discussed the 
difference between looking and really seeing something deeply.  At times, I asked them to 
find an object they were drawn to and focus on that exclusively, such as a leaf, stone, patch 
of grass or bit of tree bark.  We also used the “beholding beauty” exercise I learned from 
Sandy Bisdee, Director of the Center’s Children’s Programs, in which students walked 
silently in pairs, pointing out elements of nature to each other as they walked.  Upon 
returning to our circle in the classroom, students shared about their experience. Often what 
arose was a deeper appreciation for the miraculous complexity of a natural element such as a 
leaf or blade of grass.  Students also expressed delight in noticing the tiny and often-
overlooked life teeming just outside our classroom, from birds carrying bits of straw to a 
nest, to insects scurrying across the surface of the soil in the garden.  Seeing in this way 
seemed to allow my students to become at once softer and more observant with their gaze.   
 
 
When you listen with your soul, you come into rhythm and unity with the music of the universe.4  
 
       We practiced listening in much the same way we approached our engagement with 
seeing.  We discussed the difference between hearing and deeply listening.  Students 
ventured outside in silence, with open ears to hear the world around them.  Upon returning 
to the classroom and sharing our experiences, students always marveled at the vast array of 
sounds available when one stops to listen.  From natural sounds like the singing birds and 
the rustle of the breeze, to the motors of the cars that rush past our busy street, tuning in to 
all the sounds of the environment brings the students in direct contact with the present 
moment and all the life that resides there. 
 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
2 John O’Donohue, Anam Cara, 59. 
3 Ibid., 65. 
4 Ibid., 71. 
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Touch is such an immediate sense.  It can bring you in from the false world, the famine world of exile and 
image.  Rediscovering the sense of touch returns you to the hearth of your own spirit5.  
 
       Before venturing outside our classroom, we talked about what it means to have a gentle, 
loving touch.  We are all aware of times when gentle touch is not present, such as when we 
slam a book down on a table, or carelessly bump into a classmate while lost in thought.  
Students ventured outside, in silence, to engage their sense of touch with the elements of the 
natural world.  The smooth, waxy surface of a leaf, the uneven ridges of tree bark, and cold, 
smooth stones all announce themselves through touch.  This direct contact with the textures 
of nature brings students back to direct contact with their own bodies and all the objects and 
people populating their world.   
 
       I continually feel as though I’m just beginning on this path to a more loving, present, 
centered and connected way of being in the world.  I plan to continue to grow and explore, 
both in my personal practice and with my students.  I’m grateful to have shared this journey 
with a group of “fellow travelers” through the Inner Life of the Child in Nature program.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Jennifer Armocida teaches sixth grade at Rainbow Community School in Asheville, 
NC.  She has spent her teaching career in holistic education settings, and loves any 
opportunity to engage with the natural world, both with students and in her free time.    

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
5 John O’Donohue, Anam Cara, 75. 
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An Introspection 
 

by 
 

Molly Brown 
 
 

 
       Through this time of practice I had two intentions: first to balance my work in attention 
to my stress, and second to make intentional time for nature through a periodic creative 
project. 
 
       I’m an over-committer.  I always make great aspirations and find myself staying busy.  I 
have realized that I am drawn to opportunities for learning and growth, and I gain a lot of 
satisfaction from accomplishing new things.  Lately, I have found that this has played out in 
a negative way for me in my professional life, in that I have been working a lot more than is 
healthy for me, in an environment that is fairly stressful. 
 
       I am a creator.  From a young age I have enjoyed arts of many mediums, and have 
found it to be calming or restorative in times of stress.  I also know that lengthy time in 
nature has a similar restorative effect. 
  
       When choosing my practice, all of these elements were revealed pretty easily.  I knew I 
needed to correct my work-life balance, and I felt that I could use a creative tool to foster 
my presence in nature.  I planned to make a series of illustrations based on nature walking 
and observation time. 
 
       Fortunately, I was able to shift positions at work to something that was more in line 
with my personality and passion.  It gave me the chance to have more creative opportunity, 
and decreased a lot of the elements that were causing me stress.  I was not able to make the 
illustrations that I had planned on, in the end.  For the first few weeks, and then for a few 
months, I would feel a tinge of guilt when I realized how delayed I was in starting my 
practice, but I knew if I rushed out into the forest for the sake of this practice, the time 
spent would not serve the purpose it was intended to.  In the end, I came to terms with the 
amount of my practice I have been able to accomplish, realizing that letting go of some of 
my aspirations is a positive change in my life.  Through forming my practice, living through 
it, and thinking on it, I am growing more aware of myself and am thankful for it. 
 
 
 
Molly Brown is a science educator and program manager at the Museum of Life and 
Science in Durham, NC.  She has worked with the Museum for 4 years, and beforehand was 
a preschool teacher at First Environments Early Learning Center, a nature and sustainability-
focused childcare center at the EPA.  She has also worked in free play facilitation with the 
Natural Learning Initiative.  
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Epoche and the Ecozoic 
 

by 
 

Nicolette L. Cagle 
 

 
 

In the Epoche, we set aside our prejudgments, biases, and preconceived ideas 
about things. We “invalidate,” “inhibit,” and “disqualify” all commitments 
with reference to previous knowledge and experience (Schmitt, 1968, p.59). 
The world is placed out of action, while remaining bracketed. However, the 
world in the bracket has been cleared of ordinary thought and is present 
before us as a phenomenon to be gazed upon, to be known naively and 
freshly through a “purified” consciousness.1 
 

          ~ Clark Moustakas 
 
 

 
       I assumed my task was to discern trends while colleagues described the connections 
among their personal history, their relationship with the environment, and the work they do 
as faculty in an environmental science department at a prestigious, research-focused 
university. I was wrong. In fact, the task that lay before me was even more painful than 
creating data by prying into the private recesses of others’ memories. The real task was 
Epoche, seeing the world “naively and freshly,” shedding the weight of my own experience 
and assumptions. 
 
       As a naturalist, I see the natural world naively and freshly. I notice the shimmering, 
sparkling white of the newly emerged bloodroot. I hear the staccato call of chipping 
sparrows at winter’s end. I tune into rapid tap-tap-tap of a black racer’s tail against the dry 
oak leaves. I have approached the natural world with Epoche since childhood, and I never 
relinquished that marvel.  
 
       Applying Epoche to a human social landscape; however, was a different story, and my 
journey began roughly. As I interviewed colleagues, I asked question after question. I poked, 
pried, and prodded the nooks and crannies of their personal history: 
 
 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1	  Clark Moustakas, Phenomenological Research Methods (Thousand Oaks, California: Sage 
 Publications, 1994), 191. 
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• How did you become interested in the environment? 
• What type of connection to nature did you have as a child? What type of connection 

to nature do you have now? Do you have an emotional connection to nature? Do 
you have a spiritual connection to nature? 

• What are some key values that influence your relationship to the environment? 
• What does a typical class session in your classroom look like? How does it feel to 

you? To your students? 
• How does your history, in relation to the environment, influence your teaching? 
• How do your personal values influence your teaching? 
• What vision do you have for how your teaching will affect our culture? Human-

environment relations?  
 
       For a moment after posing a question, I listened openly, deeply. Then, I analyzed, 
dichotomized, and quantified, trying to make each personal story fit into a neat and tidy 
excel spreadsheet in my mind: 
 
 

# Men # 
Women 

Topic 

2 0 Mentioned importance of mentors 
4 1 Mentioned importance of academic 

theory 
 
Like a green sea turtle swimming out into the Sargasso Sea and then into the tempting Gulf 
Stream, I would swim in the open waters of naïve absorption and qualitative experience, and 
then I would be sucked back into the stream of quantification and judgement. Back and 
forth, again and again. 
 
       One day, I gave up. Caught in a rip tide, exhausted from fighting the current, I stopped 
fighting altogether. The current of my old, objectifying, analytical thinking felt like a safe 
haven. 
 

I interview R. today. I understood him. Our experience was worlds apart, but 
our minds were on the same wavelength: Science sans spirituality. 
 
I realize now that I’m deeply uncomfortable. I don’t want to think about 
beliefs and values. I want cold, hard numbers. I want subjects that I will 
never feel embarrassed in front of. I am much more comfortable with mice 
than men, with snakes than students.  
I want to make a spreadsheet, to count, and to divorce myself from my 
colleagues because learning about their inner life feels like holding a fragile 
bowl of hand-blown glass filled with delicate souls in my own heart. If I 
don’t care for and honor that soul-bowl, it will crack, piercing the souls 
within and the heart without. Learning my colleagues’ stories is an enormous 
responsibility, a life-long ward. 
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I’m not learning anything I set out to learn – I’m not learning about teaching 
or spirit or even values. Instead, I’m learning how to be in relationship, how 
to listen, how to open my heart and mind to anyone. And I’m scared and 
surprised by everyone’s stories and capacities and willingness to share. 
 
I thought that everyone’s souls would have dried up in this bureaucratic 
world, and maybe this does happen to some that have not carefully guarded 
their core essence, their soul. But even a raisin-soul is amazing – full of flavor 
from days gone past. And maybe, more often, people’s souls are bruised and 
mashed a bit, but then they sit there and absorb all the flavor of world, like 
wine in oak barrels, and they become rich and aromatic and very fine.  
 
My grape-soul is being mashed by this experience. It’s like young grape juice 
just put in barrique. It’s a soul that will take a very long time still to develop 
its full flavor and complexity. And in the mean time, people are welcomed to 
come by and take a sip, see how the aging process is going; sip and savor. 
 

~ Nicolette Cagle, Journal Entry from 22 February 2016 
 
 

* * * * * 
 
 

       I once went snorkeling with my family off the coast of eastern Australia. Two family 
members took floaties, 5-foot long foam tubes in neon color. The two of us that didn’t take 
floaties teased them mercilessly because, in the end, the reef was so safe and shallow, we 
could easily stand up with our heads above the calm, clear water.  
 
       Numbers and easily interpretable data had become floaties for me in an ocean of open, 
qualitative, transforming experience, and like those two family members, I clung tight to 
those floaties. Yet, with a little time and a little patience, I learned to stand on my own two 
feet in comforting sea of purposeful naivety and experiential insight. 
 
       I changed, and my interviews changed. Before beginning an interview, I took a deep 
cleansing breath and then I proceeded to listen humbly. I began to hear beyond the words. I 
heard insecurities. I heard deep passion. I heard love and reverence for the earth. 
       My interviews ended differently now. Often, I had tears in my eyes as I turned off the 
voice recorder, tears born from another’s’ quiet pain, tears born of gratitude. Always, I was 
thankful to have been allowed to connect deeply with another human being. 
 
       The experience became very quiet. I no longer struggled or judged, instead the 
experience washed over me like a gentle wave. I submerged myself in the Sargasso Sea, far 
from the lure of the Gulf Stream, safe and free. 
 
       In the end, the simple project of interviewing my colleagues taught me not to reject, but 
accept. My experience was not a rejection of objectification or quantification, but a 
strengthening of a pure, experiential part of myself that had atrophied. My experience 
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interviewing with Epoche – that lovely, freeing mode of being – expanded my experience of 
the world and it expanded my soul. Epoche also exposed the Ecozoic. 
 
 

* * * * * 
 
 

A renewal of life in some creative context requires that a new biological 
period come into being, a period when humans would dwell upon the Earth 
in a mutually enhancing manner. This new mode of being of the planet I 
describe as the Ecozoic Era, the fourth in the succession of life eras thus far 
identified as the Paleozoic, the Mesozoic, and the Cenozoic.2  
 

         ~ Thomas Berry 
 

 
       Embodying Epoche revealed that Thomas Berry’s Ecozoic – “when humans would be 
present to the Earth in a mutually enhancing manner” – may be at hand. My colleagues, 
successful, respected, and rational natural and social scientists, largely lived and yearned for a 
deeper connection with the Earth. They were developing powerful relationships with the 
environment, and many mourned a lost link to the Earth and yearned for something more. 
Like Thomas Berry, like me, many of my colleagues had tasted the possibilities of being 
present to the Earth in a profound, evolutionary mutualism. This taste often began in 
childhood, with positive experiences of play and discovery in nature. 
 

“I spent just so much time outside…If it was a nice day, I was outside all the time. 
And there was a little creek that went through my town, so I would go down there 
and poke around it and look for things.” 
 
“I always wanted to know stuff. I wanted to understand stuff. I wanted to know how 
things worked. The environment was a great place to do that. I felt like when I 
learned something about either the geology of a place, or the biology of a place or 
whatever, it was kind of like having x-ray vision. You knew something important. I 
remember even making my own little personal discoveries, that were well known to 
other people at the time, but I discovered them on my own. And ever since-- so it 
was fun.” 
 
“We were jumping over streams. I remember doing stuff like gathering some roots, 
that were spearmint roots, and chewing on them, or pulling honeysuckle apart and 
licking the honeysuckle, or getting leeches out of-- just seeing how leeches were. And 
then of course, I grew up in New England, and so the ocean was a big, huge part of 
my life. So just playing in tide pools and surfing. It was just what I did, what we did.” 
 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
2 Thomas Berry, “The Ecozoic Era” (Great Barrington, MA: 11th Annual E. F. Shumacher 
Lecture, October 1991). 
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“We went to a little Island called Sark and it's off the southern coast of England near 
Jersey and Guernsey, which are the other two islands nearby, and it's a very rocky 
coast with lots of tidal pools, and the tide would go out and it was very clear 
water. In my mind these were a foot deep, and maybe two feet across, circular 
mostly, and filled with all kinds of things I'd never seen before.” 

 
       Sometimes the realities of environmental degradation shocked and inspired my 
colleagues. 
 

“I sort of grew up in this environment where on the one hand I had this appreciation 
of nature through living in a place where I could get outdoors a lot, go out camping, 
hiking, trips with family, community, with scouts. On the other hand, there was this 
nasty side to it. Toledo is also a very industrial city, a satellite of Detroit. My dad was 
a factory worker, so I was also exposed to the pollution problems, my god parents 
lived like two houses down from an oil refinery, so I was exposed to that.” 
 
“There was disgustingly polluted lake water… The water was chest deep in front of 
the house, and your feet sunk into this oozing block that smelled like gas from boat 
motors, so pretty far removed from pristine.” 
 
“I was 13 at the time that Earth Day first happened. As part of my school, I went 
and picked up litter along the side of the road as part of a litter clean up. It was part 
of the whole global Earth Day activities. It was transformational.” 

 
       In many cases, after committing to devote their professional work to the mutual 
enhancement of earth-human relations, the pressures of academic work pulled my colleagues 
away from their deep connection with nature: 
 

“[Going out in nature when beginning intensive study] felt contaminated by knowing 
too much about trees. It was difficult for me to just not think about the things that I 
know or want to know. There was definitely contamination by the science into the 
recreation, absolutely.” 
“Actually, what I discovered was that I preferred to separate those two things 
[analytics and being outside] and that I preferred to do my recreating in natural 
environments.” 

 
       For some, the natural world became a physical refugia. 
 

“I still like being outdoors. My family and I live in [a North Carolina town]. The 
reason why we live in [this North Carolina town] is there’s a lot of greenery there. 
And so from my house, if I go out for a run if the woods are not full of snow as they 
were recently then I’ll run through the woods, run through [the] park, and [the 
town]. I like being to get out in nature in that way.”  
“I'm more water based, and so I fish, I crab, I kayak, paddle board. I go to the 
mountains and camp and hike, go to the Pisgah when I was down here. I'd say 
during that phase, while in North Carolina, that phase, I was the weekend warrior-
type. I worked and then on the weekends I would go someplace.” 
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“I live, being a little bit further west, live pretty close to [local] Forest, so I make use 
of those trails. I do go out a lot. I have two dogs who need it, and so do I.” 

 
       For others, the natural world became a psychological refugia. 
 

“I need it. It's important. I have this where I get my strength. If I don't go to the 
ocean frequently enough, I feel sad. I feel depleted.” 
 
“I moved out of town…and I was like, "Oh man, why didn't I do this before?" It 
was like my whole nervous system calmed down, and it was like, "This is great." So I 
live out in the country, have done since 1989.” 
 
“I think the sheer beauty of it is really inspiring and just time to think, and reflect I 
invariably go out alone, for whatever reason. For me, it’s really nice time to reflect 
myself, and just-- even if I'm not consciously organizing my thoughts. Whenever I 
come back, I always feel like something may have gelled a little bit. Something that I 
may have been worried about, somehow in that process, I realize isn't a priority. 
Things just settled a little bit, not even intentionally, but just by virtue of that. I wish 
I could put a finer point on what I specifically get that causes that, but it's just an 
effect that I notice.” 
 
“[I]t's important to me - observing the change of the seasons. So if I'm real busy and 
I feel like,  "Man, this spring has just flown by and I have hardly perceived it 
happening." I regard that as a big loss. The other thing I really like is the experience 
of being intimately acquainted with the landscape… I have my haunts and I have my 
seasonal path, especially in the spring, where you go here for the blood root and you 
go here for the lady slippers at this time and you go here for the Isopyrum down at 
[the local] bluffs, here for the dutchman's britches at this time. I sort of have 
probably an undue pride in being able to say, "Yeah, this is the weekend," go look 
for that there and finding it.” 

 
       Practicing Epoche, and listening to my colleagues openly and naively, parted the 
curtains. These professors were not the single-minded, diabolical Cartesians bent on 
“kill[ing] the Earth and all its living beings” that I had read about. They were like Thomas 
Berry: multifaceted, concerned, rational, and emotional human beings.  
 
 

* * * * * 
 

 
       Thomas Berry (1991) outlined six tasks for humankind to accelerate the emergence of 
the Ecozoic:3 
 
 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
3 Thomas Berry, “The Ecozoic Era”. 
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Task 1: “understand fully and respond effectively to our own human role in this new 
era” 
Task 2: “recogn[ize] that the Earth is a one-time endowment” 
Task 3: “realiz[ize] that the Earth is primary and humans are derivative” 
Task 4: recognize that “there is a single Earth community. There is no such thing as 
a human community in any manner separate from the Earth community.” 
Task 5: “realiz[e] that the Earth exists, and can survive, only in its integral 
functioning. It cannot survive in fragments any more than any organism can survive 
in fragments.” 
Task 6: “understand that the universe is a communion of subjects, not a collection 
of objects” 

 
       Reviewing the experiences of colleagues – earnest, thoughtful people, most of whom 
have not read Thomas Berry’s work and have not been exposed to his ideas – we see that 
something of the Ecozoic is innate and emerging within them.  
 
       As professors in the environment, we are earnestly working to respond effectively to 
this new era (Task 1). We may not always agree on how to do that, we may not all share a 
deeply spiritual connection to the Earth, but we largely agree about many of Berry’s other 
tenants. There is widespread recognition that the Earth “is a one-time endowment” (Task 2), 
that we are dependent on and deeply integrated with the Earth (Tasks 3 and 4), and that a 
complete, whole Earth is our aim (Task 5). 
 
       Yet while we work to embody an emergent Ecozoic, we struggle and strain to 
understand and agree on some of the terms of these fundamental tasks. What is our new 
role? What is a whole Earth? What is the original capital of this precious one-time 
endowment? What changes can we make? What changes should we make? How do we 
understand the effects that these changes might have on humans and other species and 
ecosystem services and planetary processes? Where do we start? What roles do religion, 
education, and government play? How do we simultaneously demonstrate respect to diverse 
human cultures, animals, plants, and the earth? 
 
       Perhaps, for professors in the environment, housed in the fragmented, specialized space 
of academia, the biggest hurdle is to comprehend and accept the most fundamental task: 
“understand that the universe is a communion of subjects, not a collection of objects.” 
 
       To advance the Ecozoic, we must mindfully reintegrate our curricula and studies, we 
must re-open the gates between heart, soul, body and mind, and we must let these subjects 
speak and play, argue and grieve, and finally come to terms with each other in the same 
room. Thomas Berry said that the Earth “cannot survive in fragments” and neither can we. 
We must struggle and strain together. 
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I am the Earth 
 

by 
 

Claudia Chambers 
 

	  
 
 
I AM aware of so much around me, within me, but am always open to learning. 
I have learned as I look around me, within me: 
I AM eager to please like a dog. 
I AM rocky like a rocking chair. 
I AM stubborn as a rock. 
I AM angry as a weed trying to pop out through the sidewalk. 
I AM flighty like a hummingbird. 
I AM graceful as the wheat grass in a summer field. 
I AM fluid like water. 
I AM flexible like the branches of a willow tree. 
I AM grounded like the roots of the Oak tree I pass by on the way to my studio. 
I AM scared as a deer that sneezes and scares itself. 
I AM lonely like a new horse being introduced to its new herd. 
I AM secure as a wedding band around my finger.  
I AM protective like a mother bear. 
I AM intimidating as a shark. 
I AM headstrong like an elephant. 
I AM beautiful as a flower. 
I AM judgmental as a human. 
I AM carefree as a dandelion seed in the wind. 
I AM warm like the heat that radiates from a fire. 
I AM the wind moving all around never to be caught. 
I AM like the clouds that drift. 
I AM depth like an underwater cave. 
I AM fearless like a hyena. 
I AM amusing like a chimpanzee. 
I AM assertive like the leader of a wolf pack. 
I AM delightful like the sweet smell of lavender. 
I AM reserved in a crowd like an orangutan. 
I AM wild like the wildflowers in the meadow. 
I AM observant like a hawk. 
I AM anxious like a hungry lioness.  
I AM wise as an owl. 
I AM brave like a young child venturing into a dark room. 
I AM weathering as a mountain. 
I AM a chameleon adaptive to my surroundings. 
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I AM the minerals you walk on.  
I AM the elements you breathe. 
 
Our lungs are a reflection of the trees and its leaves. 
Our roots are our parents. Our grandparents. Our ancestors. 
Our blood is the lava that flows in the Earth. 
Our synovial fluid is the oil we pump out of the Earth for our cars. Pump too much out and earthquakes will 
happen. 
We will see the shift of the Earth and within us. 
Our circulatory system is the same as the trees’ transpiration system. 
Our skin is like the bark of a tree. 
Our bones are the rocks of the earth. 
Our bodies are full of water just like the Earth. 
Our fascia is the rich soil that bonds us together 
Our seeds are like tadpoles and eggs that do evolve. 
 
 
I AM THE EARTH, 
The Earth is me. The Earth is You. The Earth is us.  Listen. Feel. Be One. 
 
 
“Our difficulty is that we have become autistic.  We no longer listen to what Earth, its 
landscape, its atmospheric phenomena and all its living forms, its mountains and valleys, the 
rain, the wind, and all the flora and fauna of the planet are telling us.”1  
 
~ Thomas Berry 
 
& Never Forget 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Claudia Chambers, owner of Raleigh NC Yoga, LLC (www.raleighncyoga.com), specializes 
in working with many injuries and health conditions or dis/ease of the mind/body.  She is 
also founder of Earth OmSchool, a wholistic approach to learning inspired by yogic 
philosophies, Native American philosophies and Waldorf InSpired Curricula.  Claudia loves 
spending time with her dear husband Chris and her sweet daughter Victoria. She enjoys 
horseback riding, nature, learning about Native American history and co-existing with 
people who desire to be authentic and true to themselves. 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1 Thomas Berry, http://www.ecobuddhism.org/wisdom/psyche_and_spirit/thomas_berry/. 
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Imagination at the Edge of the Sea 
 

by 
 

Mary Jo Clancy 
	  

	  
 

“…do not depend on the hope of results…you may have to face the fact that your work will be apparently 
worthless and even achieve no result at all; if not perhaps results opposite to what you expect.  As you get used 

to this idea, you start more and more to concentrate not on the results, but on the value, the rightness, the 
truth of the work itself.”1 

 
~ Thomas Merton 

 
“Contemplation is not sitting quietly thinking warm fuzzy feelings about God.   

Contemplation is commitment to being transformed.”2 
 

~ Phileena Heuertz 
 
       Almost two years ago, I entered the Inner Life of the Child in Nature Program with a 
set of preconceived results in my mind.  In reality, I had taken the original invitation to enter 
the work in a soul-centered way and had applied my own intellectual mindset filter on top of 
it — there were scales on my eyes.  Through the course of the program, little by little those 
preconceived results began to dissipate.  The filter was dissolving, and the scales were 
falling.  The reality of what transformation involves began to appear in an unexpected 
way.  This program might have been one of the hardest things my intellectual self has 
faced.  What I had envisioned as an invitation to a comfy, cozy process that would be filled 
with great delight and a real sense of accomplishment turned into my ego self kicking and 
screaming and butting against the transformation which was occurring in my inner self.  I 
invite you to join me below as my imagination took me to the edge of the sea of mystery, 
where the scales fell from my eyes.  
 

~ 
 
       An invitation arrives…an opportunity to spend time exploring and expanding my 
knowledge of a spirituality which centered around the natural world with others who were 
interested in the same…a curriculum to follow…books to read…assignments to 
produce…with careful planning and diligence I would produce a final paper that would be 
quite remarkable(!)…this was my world…I had this…this was another chapter in my 
carefully designed guidebook to my life’s journey…I would reach the destination with a 
smile on my face, and a new practice in my back pocket.   

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1 Thomas Merton, “Letter to a Young Activist,” 
https://soulreport.wordpress.com/2014/08/12/merton-letter-to-a-young-activist/. 
2 Phileena Heuertz, Tweet, August 1, 2015, https://twitter.com/Phileena.	  
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       Ahhhh…life was good…I took in the scenery as we travelled down roads I had not yet 
explored.  Notes and questions filled my journal.  Practices were tested and discarded.  
Papers organized…assignments turned in…I had the guidebook for this journey, and I was 
following it carefully.  Nine months zipped by with amazing speed.  At that point, we had to 
get off of the tour bus and follow our own path. 
 
       Taking stock of my surroundings, I found myself on an island.   There were beautiful 
plants and some crazy looking animals all around me.  I set out doing what I do best — 
exploring and identifying and recording my findings in my journal.  I found that the more 
things I discovered, the more questions I had.  My island seemed to be expanding and just a 
tad bit overwhelming.   I told myself that I needed to focus — yes, that was the answer!   
 
       I set to work on focusing — I began to plan and build a sandcastle on the shore…yes!! 
This I could handle…I can build a sandcastle for my final project…ahhh…relief…too bad I 
didn’t think about the rhythm of the tides…I didn’t consider at the all the storms that would 
come rolling in…and the more I tried to keep my sandcastle intact, the stronger the unseen, 
destructive forces grew.      
 
       I plopped myself onto the sand.  Tears of frustration fell. I couldn’t figure things out.  I 
meditated…I contemplated…I walked in lines…I walked in circles…I sat still…I read…I 
wrote…I researched…and that sandcastle was still only a vision in my mind.  My eyes were 
tired…my body ached…my spirit sagged…and although my soul was restless, there was no 
energy to pay attention to anything anymore. 
 
       As I sat there, my eyes wandered out past the crashing waves to the vast sea beyond.  
Sitting very still, I could hear something I hadn’t noticed before — music…voices singing an 
invitation to come swim in the swirling waters…mysterious…a different form of invitation 
than the one I had already accepted, but an invitation, nevertheless.    
 
       I walked to the edge of the sea and stood there for a while, my feet sinking into the wet 
quicksand along the shore.  I was aware of this edge that I was straddling.  I knew I couldn’t 
stay in the quicksand for long…I would have to choose between the firmness of the solid 
ground which I knew so well, and the unfamiliar currents of the sea.    
 
       Without much thought, I found myself wading into the glittering foam, going deeper 
and deeper into this mysterious realm until I was completely suspended.  I was being 
embraced by unseen arms…I was no longer aware of rational thoughts…only of the joy and 
light which filled my being.  I realized that there was a voice inside of me which now was 
part of an even greater conversation than I had ever even imagined.  Eventually, I knew I 
needed to return to the solid ground.   
 
       I began to realize I had exhausted myself in trying to follow the multitude of 
disconnected perspectives which surrounded me.  I’d given way too much consideration to 
how others would perceive my sand castle.  The guidebook had become more important to 
me than listening to the song of the sea.  Perhaps I had found the answer to my age-old 
question of the missing link between information and transformation — perhaps it had 
something to do with the elements of risk, mystery and experience.   
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       Every morning I returned to the edge of the sea seeking a particular prize.  I was 
consistently stumped by not finding what I sought.  Rather, over and over I was delighted by 
the surprise of hidden gems.  The riches of the present and immediate moment were offered 
again and again as I used all of my senses to perceive them.   My thirst for knowledge was 
diminishing as my yearning to dance and swim with the Divine was increasing.    
 
       It is not about letting go of knowledge — there is still a need to stand on solid ground 
— rather it is about letting new experiences of mystery take root.  The song of the sea has 
led me to wander in stories, myths, and legends…swimming in the enchanted waters without 
touching the solid ground of intellect.  I wonder about the dolphin’s song, with no desire to 
see graphs and proofs of that sound.  I want to swim where the dolphins dance and 
experience the song itself.  My inner ears will hear it, even though my physical ears are 
incapable of being a part of that conversation.   
 
       What is next on this journey where there is no path that I must carve out in front of 
me?   I’ll continue to take delight in the deep water swirling and spiraling around me, letting 
the current carry me where it may.  I have felt myself coming ALIVE through the 
nourishment of indigenous stories…through the communion of saints….through the 
exploration of the rich soulscape of Celtic spirituality which reunites the physical and 
spiritual worlds…and through making the Scriptures come to life in my days.  I will continue 
to go beyond my intellectual upbringing (reciting prayers and attending Mass)…reminding 
myself that books are not enough…that they cannot express my own wonder and awe of the 
world which God has made…a world at once very familiar and very mysterious. 
 
       Most importantly, I will explore ways to share my experiences and reflections in ways 
that may be helpful for someone else who is also living on the edge.  As my vision of the 
perfect sand castle diminishes, I’m finding the buried treasure beneath — a fascinating new 
world to explore.  I’m returning to the imagination of my youthful days with the hopes of 
sharing that realm with my grandchildren and others.  No longer do I feel compelled to 
schedule activities of an educational nature when they visit.  Instead, I’d like to create a space 
for them to discover their own enchanted lands — trusting that something will be 
fulfilled…not according to my wishes, but according to God’s promise…bringing about 
something that is already there. 
 
“Imagination is the creative task of making symbols joining things together in such a way that they throw new 

light on each other and on everything around them.  The imagination is a discovering faculty, a faculty for 
seeing relationships, for seeing meanings that are special and even quite new.  The imagination is something 

which enables us to discover unique present meaning in a given moment of our life.”3   
 

~ Thomas Merton 
 
 

 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
3Thomas Merton, Contemplation in a World of Action, 2nd ed. (Notre Dame, IN:  University of 
Notre Dame Press, 1998). 
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Mary Jo Clancy is a pilgrim on a daily journey of discovery and delight.  She is currently 
using her administrative skills in the Office of the Dean at Duke Divinity School, where she 
seeks to bring balance and harmony to the often chaotic realm of institutional demands.  She 
continues to be transformed by the ebb and flow of tides and seasons, staying rooted in her 
experiences.  Her greatest adventures are in liminal spaces, where what is meets up with what 
is to be.  Her backyard is one such sanctuary, where she shares time with her family and all 
of the living beings who reside there.  The children in her life have been her greatest 
teachers.  She finds her soul being nourished with poetry, stories and music.  She enjoys 
being a co-creator in God’s world, always exploring new ways to express her visual imagery 
using both physical materials as well as words.  
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Take Pause 
 

by 
 

Laura Domingo 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Take pause 

"look" with your soul 

feel the ties that bind 

and you just may discover 

the ordinary 

becomes extraordinary 

bask in that beauty 

that surrounds and engulfs 

the space between us 

 
 
 
 
Laura Domingo is a naturalist at a small Nature Center in a very urban setting. While her 
official position title is “Environmental Educator”, Laura recognizes that the best way to 
truly learn about the natural world is to have an intimate relationship with it.  She has 
recently started a Young Naturalist Club for young adults to serve this intention. 
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The Trees are Speaking: 
Are We Listening 

 
by 

 
Eileen Flocca 

	  
	  
	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  A few years ago, I wrote four lines of poetry that I am including as an introduction to 
my children's book, “An Oak at The Grove”: 
 

If only trees could speak 
Would they divulge the answers we seek 
What secrets would they utter 
What minds would they unclutter 

 
       I felt that if trees could speak, we would learn all kinds of secrets, maybe even the secret 
of life.  After all, some trees, especially Bur Oaks, look like they could hold such wisdom and 
contentment in their gracious bearing.  How wonderful it would be “if trees could speak.” 
 
       Years later, through the “Inner Life” process and the writing of my children's book, I 
have come to a realization that trees have been speaking to me all along, and I've been 
listening to them even though I didn't realize that I was.  The morning after our Inner Life 
Gathering on February 7, 2016, when my mind was more open and reflective, I remembered 
the trees that have been special in my life and also saw their interconnections in a new way. 
 
       There was the lovely Willow tree at my uncle's Wisconsin cottage, whose branches hung 
over the water, in my early childhood.  I felt so sheltered when I walked beneath it.  Then, 
somehow that tree was connected to another huge, old Willow tree next to the house that 
we bought when I got married.  My husband and I chose that house because of that tree and 
the nearby forest preserve, even though the home was a little more run-down than others we 
had looked at.  And that neighborhood was across the street from “The Grove,” with its 
majestic Oak trees, which inspired me to teach children about trees and write this children's 
book about a tree.  Is everything connected like this? 
 
       I remembered sitting in an insurance office, staring out the window at the trees, 
knowing that I had to change jobs and work at “The Grove” nature center.  The trees 
outside the office window were calling me.  And this connection just never ends!  The trees 
also spoke to my daughter, and I know that she listened because she is now an ecologist who 
teaches a forestry class.  She married and also chose her home because it was located within 
walking distance to the Eno River State Forest.  And now my husband and I are lucky 
enough to be living across from my daughter's home, with our backyard right against that 
forest.  Have the trees been guiding us all along? 
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       Now, as I look out of my kitchen window, the enormously tall Loblolly pines are 
telling me to look up and seek new heights, to sway with the breeze.  Not only do trees 
speak, but they're interconnected in some way.  It seems as though there's another 
consciousness out there. 
 
       There's one last tree experience that I would like to share, and it relates to why my 
daughter and I decided to participate in “The Inner Life of the Child in Nature” program.  
About two years ago, before we applied to the Inner Life program, we came to Timberlake 
Earth Sanctuary for the first time.  It was to attend a part of the Thomas Berry series.  As we 
explored the area around the small lake, we stopped at a certain point to quietly observe the 
little things, like moss and lichen, and then continued walking a few more yards.  Upon 
hearing a loud noise, we both turned around abruptly to see a large pine tree fall in the exact 
spot where we had just stopped to observe.  It was a little startling.  I  initially thought that it 
could have fallen on us if we had not walked on.  But actually, it had fallen away from the 
path where we had been standing, so we probably would have been OK anyway.  We walked 
back to look at the fallen tree more closely, and then continued on again.  It had been a wet 
and drizzly day.   I remarked at that time that I thought this was a sign of some sort and that 
maybe it means something. After all, we didn't get injured.  Now, I think that the tree was 
telling us to come back, and we listened even though we didn't realize that we were listening.  
We are drawn back to that spot every time we come for an Inner Life gathering and sit 
together on the fallen tree after carefully observing its changes. 
 
 

~ 
 
 

       The following text for a children’s book, An Oak at the Grove, was created during the 
second year of The Inner Life of the Child in Nature:  Presence and Practice program: 
 
 
 
                                                 If only trees could speak... 

                                                 Would they divulge the answers we seek 

                                                 What secrets would they utter 

                                                 What minds would they unclutter 

 
 

AN OAK AT THE GROVE 
 

 
       I am an oak tree at a magical place in Northeastern Illinois called The Grove, and this is 

my story.  I have seen many things. 

 

        My common name is Bur Oak, but scientifically I am called Quercus macrocarpa. 
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The place where I live is called a savanna, an area of scattered trees among a variety of 

breath-taking flowers and grasses. 

 

       To me, it is the most beautiful and precious place on earth, the place where my roots go 

deep into the rich, black prairie soil.   

 

       I began as a tiny seed or acorn, buried by a forgetful squirrel.  The acorn's cap is fringed 

or fuzzy-looking.  From that seed, I sprouted roots and then a stem, then branches and  

 leaves.  That was 200 years ago.  I am very old. 

 

       When I was just a young sapling in the early 1800's, I watched “Leads-the-Way”, a 

young Potawatomi girl, and her mother, “Silent Dawn”, gather hickory nuts from the many 

Shagbark Hickory trees nearby.   Sometimes their voices would join together in song, and 

afterward, a gentle stillness filled the air. 

 

       Those were the years of many animals.  Elk, wolf, bison, and even black bear lived in 

The Grove then.  I have seen many things.  

  

       In the mid-1800's, a young naturalist, Robert, often sat in the shade beneath my 

spreading branches.  He diligently took notes on the many plants and animals that he 

observed here.  He was especially fond of snakes, and once I saw him very carefully catch a 

shy Massasauga Rattlesnake.         

 

       Sometimes Robert would just sit and listen for a long time, basking in the sweet chorus 

of frogs, insects, and birds from the nearby glacial ponds.   

 

       By the way, these ponds are even older than I am.  They were formed by magnificent 

glaciers or sheets of ice thousands of years ago.  I have seen many things. 

 

       Around the time I reached my l00th birthday in the early 1900's and my branches 

were looking a bit gnarly, I noticed a writer,  Louise,  often walking on the nearby winding 

path.  She would sometimes stop and look very closely at leaves and plants, like the lovely 
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trillium and trout lily of Spring.  Then, with a radiant smile on her face, she would write a 

part of one of her books.  I have seen many things. 

 

       Many years peacefully passed until the year of the big yellow bulldozers.  In the 1970's, 

big yellow bulldozers came to The Grove.  That's when the “Frog and Fern Ladies” stepped 

in and blocked the bulldozers.  They saved The Grove, our precious home.  I have seen 

many things.   

 

       Twenty years later, I remember seeing two young girls, Nicki and Carrie, happily 

exploring The Grove together.  As they explored, they went deep into the woods, and the 

woods went deep into them.  Birds sang to them, and chipmunks danced on their shoes.   I 

have seen many things.  

   

       And as I reached my 200th birthday, I enjoyed watching a teacher, Dave, with groups of 

eager children.  Now, many, many children come and look closely at my thick bark and my 

fuzzy-fringed acorn cap.  They stretch and twist their arms like branches and become a 

tree...a Bur Oak tree at The Grove.    

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	   	   	   	   	   	   	   	  
NOTE:  (for parents and teachers) 
 
       This book is based on a true story.  The Potawatomi Indians lived in the region of The 
Grove, and their portage trail went through it. In 1833, the Potawatomi signed the Treaty of 
Chicago and agreed to leave their Illinois homeland within the next two to three years. 
 
       In 1836, Dr. John Kennicott and his wife, Mary, settled at The Grove and lived in a 
“rambling” log cabin for 20 years before building the Kennicott House in 1856.  They had 
seven children, and their son Robert became Illinois'  first naturalist.  Although he was often 
sick, Robert flourished in the natural prairie setting.  In his short life of 30 years, he founded 
The Chicago Academy of Sciences, explored Alaska, and contributed to the collection of 
The Smithsonian Institution.  He was well liked and respected by his friends and colleagues.   
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       Louise Redfield Peattie, great-granddaughter of Dr. John and Mary Kennicott, grew up 
at The Grove and moved back to The Grove in 1933 with her husband.  They were both 
authors and lived in the house known today as the Redfield Estate, which was built in 1929.   
Surrounded by the quiet natural beauty, Louise was inspired to write her poetic 1936 novel, 
“American Acres,” a fictional story drawing on the experiences of the Kennicott family in 
the setting of an Illinois prairie grove. 
  
       Several years later in 1973, The Grove was almost lost to residential construction and 
development.  That's when a citizens group formed the “Save The Grove” Committee. 
Affectionately known as the Frog and Fern Ladies,” they collected signatures on petitions 
and blocked bulldozers to stop developers from plowing over the precious land.  In 1976, 
The Grove was dedicated as a National Historic Landmark.  
  
       When one of the original “Frog and Fern Ladies,” Gloria Buzard, passed recently, her 
friend (Trudy Whitacre) stated:  “She lives through those mighty oaks at The Grove who 
now pay homage to her.”  (“Rustlings From The Grove,” April 2015) 
 
       The years that followed were happy ones at The Grove.  In the 1990's, two young 
friends, Nicki Flocca and Carrie Seltzer, spent much of their time there-- caring for animals, 
teaching children, re-enacting historic events, slushing through ponds, and exploring almost 
every inch of the prairie grove.  They both grew up to earn doctoral degrees in ecology and 
become passionate environmental educators because of the deep connection and bond with 
nature that was formed.   
 
       And through many years, Dave Bills tirelessly contributed to The Grove in many 
different ways.  He was President of The Grove Heritage Association, chair of the historic 
Buildings and Grounds Commission, a member of The Grove's teaching staff, and a 
gardening volunteer.  Yet, he was particularly at his best when he took out a group of 
little ones to become one with the oaks.        
   
           
 

 
  
 
 
 
 
 
 
Eileen Flocca is originally from the Chicago area.  Although she feels deeply rooted in 
Illinois, the Prairie State, she is enjoying new explorations and nature walks with her family 
in North Carolina.  She completed the Naturalist Certificate Program at the Chicago Botanic 
Garden in 2002, and worked at “The Grove” Nature Center and Historical Landmark in 
Glenview, Illinois for 15 years.  Teaching pre-school and elementary school programs at 
“The Grove” enabled her to “see” the natural world through the eyes of children.  She 
currently volunteers at the Butterfly House at the Museum of Life and Science in Durham, 
North Carolina.  
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Centering 
 

by 
 

Rachel Hagen 
 
 
       Experiencing the miracles of nature and exploring my spirituality have always been 
intertwined.  Beholding nature awakens my connection to every living thing and deepens my 
sense of spirit.  Participating in the Inner Life program has given me a precious gift: the 
opportunity to more deeply explore this connection and nurture its growth within myself.  
 
       The focus of my practice was to create a gentle structure and rhythm for my daily 
centering routine with my class of 1st graders at Rainbow Community School in Asheville.   
Over time, I have developed certain rituals that have become integral components of my 
classroom centering circles such as lighting a candle with a word of intention chosen by a 
child, ringing a chime and taking deep breaths together.  Our daily centerings follow many 
different formats and can be indoors or out, solemn, humorous, reflective and imaginative.  
We include elements of nature, story, movement, music and social interaction on a regular 
basis.  Centering is, most importantly, a time for us to gather together as a class community 
in a way that allows us to connect and create a sense of calm, balance and grounding as we 
start each day. 
 
       I began the 2015-2016 school year with the intention of following a thematic pattern for 
my centerings that would correspond to the 4 days of the week on which I lead the centering 
circle.  The pattern for each week would be: 
 
Day of the week        Centering theme  
Monday Story 
Tuesday Meditation 
Wednesday Nature 
Thursday Cultivating Empathy 

  
       It is important for me to note that, ideally, each centering circle involves elements of 
spirituality, nature connection, reflection and meditation.  However, my goal here was to fine 
tune, highlight or accentuate certain elements on these given days.  
 
       Over the course of the past 8 months, this rhythm and structure have served me very 
well.  It is my sincere hope that my students have also benefited from this intention.  
 
       On Mondays we explore our feelings, passions, dreams, worries and relationships 
through story.  We read treasured books, dramatize favorite tales and create our own 
journeys of the imagination.  We discuss choices that characters make and how these choices 
affect the story or myth.  We create illustrations for our stories on paper, but also with 
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wooden story pieces and elements from the natural world.  We invite stories to live inside us 
and celebrate the feelings they inspire. 
 
       On Tuesdays we explore our inner spirit and sense of reverence through meditation. On 
these days we focus on our breath, stretch our bodies and ground ourselves in the 
knowledge that we are all intertwined spirits.  These days might find us exploring selections 
of poetry, practicing yoga or coloring mandala designs while listening to the Native 
American wind flute. On these days we talk less and listen more. We go deep within 
ourselves, and find new ways to be mindful and present. 
 
       On Wednesdays we celebrate nature.  We are often found taking a silent observation 
walk through our campus, communing with trees or examining artifacts from the natural 
world such as stones, shells and plants. This is a day to celebrate our interconnectedness and 
look for magic around every corner.  On these days we create a space to truly behold nature 
and honor the ways that every aspect of the natural world is also a part of us. 
 
       Cultivating empathy and compassion in a multitude of ways is our good work on 
Thursdays.  We share heartfelt appreciations for one another and practice perspective taking.  
We often have “Thoughtful Thursday Pals” which means each child draws the name of a 
classmate to shower with kindness throughout the day.  Thursdays are also a time when we 
solve problems together and talk through big feelings.  We ask important questions of 
ourselves and others as we explore our social connections.  
 
       I have truly loved following this rhythm over the past school year and will carry this 
practice on with me into the next one.  I am ever so grateful for my time at Timberlake. I am 
thankful for the wisdom of my friends in the program, which provided me with the time, 
space and inspiration I needed to further deepen my classroom practices related to nature 
and spirituality. In addition, I found my spirit renewed to deepen my own practices.   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Rachel Hagen is a first grade teacher at Rainbow Community School in Asheville, NC.  She 
has an undergraduate degree from George Washington University in Psychology and a 
Masters Degree in Early Childhood Education.  Rachel has been a lead teacher for ten years, 
including a year as the founding director of a preschool in D.C. and another year as the 
director of a cooperative preschool in Arlington, VA.  She has also taught Head Start in DC, 
which she feels was one of her biggest challenges as an educational professional.  In her free 
time, Rachel and her children love to spend time with friends and family, cook, fill mason 
jars with flowers and explore the banks of the French Broad with their beloved dog. 
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Opening to Intuition 
 

by 
 

Tracy Hildebrand 
 
 

 
 
       Sitting on my front porch, I hear the rustle of the wind in the fresh new leaves, and 
witness a skink skittering past me on the porch railing. I hear birdsong and squirrel chatter; 
the fragrance of lilacs on the cool breeze scents the air. My eyes feast on the fresh greens of 
spring growth, and the butterflies and bumble bees visiting the spring flowers in their 
various stages of bud or decay. Cherries forming from the flowers on the cherry tree fill me 
with hope and anticipation for their sweet taste when they ripen in early June. I am once 
again reminded that there is always something new to discover, some miracle happening 
around me. I behold these with joy and deep appreciation for the natural world. This is the 
place within where I feel the most at home, where I connect with my deepest intuition. How 
can I nurture and develop the ‘wonderful mutual exchange that takes place between the 
inner and outer worlds’? 
 
       My thoughts over the past two years have led me to recall times when I lived a simpler 
life and my desire to live more connected to the life force I sense around me. I have 
reflected on how easily I have found myself separated from my center. I have strived to 
explore ways to keep that connection, especially in times of stress and busyness. I am still 
learning to create a regular time for myself; I have not made the progress I had planned but I 
have had stretches of regular creative and centering time. Rather than holding myself to a 
particular schedule, I find I am most receptive to the quiet moments that occur throughout 
my day. To witness my kindergarten students closely observe the details of a flower as the 
artist Georgia O’Keefe invited us to do in her flower paintings. To behold the cherries 
changing day by day as they form from the blossoms. To allow the depth of my knowing to 
emerge in each new discovery leads to a discovery about my own inner life. To welcome the 
calling of creativity, imagination and intuition to receive the spiritual guidance that flows 
from artistic creation.  
 
       In my attempts to bring my spiritual practice to my students I recently embarked upon 
the making of dreamcatchers with my sixth grade class. As I planned and pondered this 
project I realized how this could easily turn into a meaningless craft project. My ultimate goal 
was to guide them in creating a tool that enhances intuition and sharpens skills of 
imagination rather than just a decorative item. Through my reading and remembering I 
created a centering for them the morning of our art time together. I began by showing them 
a Navajo rug I wove in college. As an art student I focused on weaving as my primary 
concentration, working mostly on a traditional treadle floor loom. I soon became interested 
in the weaving forms of indigenous peoples. I created an independent study on Navajo 
weaving. We built our looms, made our tools, and learned the traditions and techniques of 
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Navaho weavers. My research led me to deeply appreciate the traditions and legends of the 
Navajo weavers; their intention and opening to the spirit world within and around them. 
  
      To begin our centering, I shared these thoughts and intentions, then read the Lakota 
dreamcatcher legend. I invited them to bring natural objects to construct their dreamcatcher, 
and to be sensitive and attentive to their own intuition as they worked, to think about their 
relationship to the natural world. Being with my students in this way led to a more 
meaningful time together during our art time.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Tracy Hildebrand is an art teacher at Rainbow Community School in Asheville, NC. She 
seeks to bring an intuitive and spiritual approach to her students and their creative work. 
Tracy enjoys, hiking, paddling rivers, yoga, travel, and spending time with her family in the 
mountains of Western North Carolina.  
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A Short History of My Evolution to Becoming a More Fully 
Present Person 

 
OR 

 
 How I Learned to Slow Down - a Little 

 
by 

 
Maria Hitt 

	  

       In preparing to sit down and write this piece for the Inner Life of the Child in Nature 
program about my experience, I revisited a writing I had done one year ago as an assignment 
from the readings.  I essentially wrote then what I was about to write now, about trying to 
slow down and take in nature more, be in the present moment, stop rushing.  I am still 
clearly on that journey.  My practice that I set out for myself last summer is just that- a 
practice.  I think I have gotten better at putting meditative moments into my days, but it is a 
slow process of change. 

 
       I’ve been pondering my life journey and how it fed into this Inner Life of the Child 
program.  In 2007, after a 15-year career as a public health educator, I quit my job after my 
father died and left me a small inheritance.  I took a break to explore new options, new 
directions for my life.  What a lucky opportunity for me to re-invent myself.  

  
       I spent a few months resting, traveling and puttering around my house and garden. I 
made an attempt to write more, not very successfully.  Then my best friend asked me to do a 
small contract project, recruiting Latino families for a new community garden in Carrboro 
geared towards low-resource families with young kids.  I resisted, she persisted, and I finally 
agreed to a 40-hour contract.  Not 40 hours a week, forty hours period. 

 
       My only experience with young children up to that time had been babysitting as a 
teenager, including a very short stint at a childcare center when I was about 17.   Those 
experiences and the problems of the world were enough to convince me I did not want to 
have children of my own and frankly, I didn’t want to spend a lot of time around children 
when I was a young adult. 

 
       Jump forward to 2008, my 50th birthday and my new garden job. I had the opportunity 
to be with children in a garden, outdoors, teaching them where food comes from and their 
parents how to grow it.  Hopefully giving folks a slightly healthier and happier life in the 
process.  As I watched the wonder and joy on the faces of the children as they discovered a 
worm, marveled at a butterfly or chomped down on a juicy tomato, my grandma switch 
flipped. 
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       I am still engaged in the work of growing food and keeping gardens with children and 
their caretakers.  Over the past 8 years I have studied, learned and grown.  I’ve built a new 
skill set related to working with young children, and childcare centers around outdoor 
learning, play, and physical activity. 

 
       I trained in a number of fairly didactic areas, earned my NC Environmental Educators 
certificate, which involved taking lots of classes targeting teachers, and wildlife officers and I 
have a shelf full of curricula I may never use that go along with all that.  But I also met lots 
of people who helped show me the way to work with kids and get them back outside. 

 
       I have become a part of a growing movement in North Carolina sparked by Richard 
Louv, his book Last Child in the Woods and the formation of the Children and Nature 
Network.  I’ve worked closely with and attended numerous trainings offered by The Natural 
Learning Initiative (NLI) at NC State.  They are internationally recognized for their research 
and expertise on outdoor learning and developing natural play areas for children to explore.  
In 2010, BCBSNC put several million dollars into a project called SHAPE NC that 
combines the knowledge, expertise and connections of NLI with the NC Partnership for 
Children, which brings access to the early childhood population and providers across our 
state. 

 
       Nutrition and physical activity got in the mix via UNC Chapel Hill’s Health Promotion 
and Disease Prevention Program and their tool Nutrition and Physical Activity Self-Assessment for 
Child Care (NAPSACC).  This is an excellent assessment that looks at best practices for 
childcare in the realms of nutrition, physical activity, outdoor learning, screen time and infant 
and breastfeeding.   The survey helps child care directors see where they are succeeding and 
helps them think about how to improve to bring all these components to the arena of early 
childhood and help reduce obesity and overweight and increase healthy lifestyles for young 
children. 

 
       At the same time I was getting involved in SHAPE through the Orange County 
Partnership for Young Children- (the same organization that sponsors the community 
gardens) I also earned the Playful Pedagogy certificate from the NC Zoo.  I interned with 
Annie Nashold at Duke Gardens (a graduate of Inner Life), also with Elisha Taylor and 
Nancy Easterling at the NC Botanical Gardens leading children’s programs at both gardens. 

   
       With all of those experiences and mentors behind me I started my own business in 
2014.  I called it Playful Nature Consulting and operated for a couple of years as an 
independent contractor, providing nature education for early childhood classrooms and 
teachers too, designing play spaces and outdoor learning environments and helping teachers 
learn to garden with their kids. 

 
       After hearing and reading about CEINW and Inner Life, I finally decided to enroll.  It 
has been a rich experience, to meet so many on the same quest of bringing children back 
outside, studying the works of Thomas Berry and others, hoping that a sense of the sacred 
will save us from destroying the world.  I’ve been intrigued by the work, projects, practices 
and dedication of others and it has buoyed me along, even when I wasn’t certain why I was 
in the program, thinking sometimes to myself, Inner Life is preaching to the converted.  
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       One of the goals of the practice I set for myself was to fit a walk into every single day.  I 
am fortunate to live in a place where several miles of trails await right outside my back door 
so I may meander through pristine woods and along clear streams any time I want.  And I 
have been fairly successful in this regard, managing to fit a walk in almost daily.  I’ve been 
watching the landscape more carefully over the past year.  I already knew this place 
intimately.  I have watched it grow and change for almost 20 years now. 

 
       These past few weeks have been a steady unfolding of spring, more lush than any I can 
remember in recent years, enough rain and cooler temperatures have allowed things to 
linger, the redbuds seemed to go on forever, nearly a month they were in bloom.  The creeks 
were very high in December, scouring everything with two big floods within just a couple of 
weeks.  The spring wildflowers have been covering the bare earth with their blooms, first the 
hepatica, then trout lilies, now giant chickweed and bluets.  Quaker ladies some call them, 
grow along the edges of the paths and streams, their delicate four-petal blue flowers floating 
in clusters 6 inches above every mound of lush green moss. 

 
       I have changed.  I am beholding more, marveling at the natural world with greater and 
deeper enthusiasm than previously. Even though I’ve always been an extremely enthusiastic 
lover of the outdoors from earliest childhood, playing in the rushing streams and on the 
shores of New England, catching frogs, climbing trees and tomboying around behind my 
three elder brothers.  I’m now at a new level of appreciation. 

 
       Maybe it’s the concern about climate change, crazy politicians, terrorists and all the rest 
in our mixed up and often violent world with so much hate, ignorance and indifference all 
around, it is a challenge at times to dwell in a space of sacred love for the planet, but I think 
Thomas was right.  We have to love it and teach children to love it and maybe just maybe, if 
more people can return to that place of deep love of the universe, that love will emanate out 
and keep us all safe. 

 
       I feel very fortunate that as of last September, on the autumn equinox, I began full-time 
employment with the same group that hired me back in 2008.  In my latest incarnation, I am 
working directly with teachers and childcare centers to improve the outdoor spaces, increase 
the amount of movement in children’s days and add more vegetables and healthy foods to 
their menus.  It is a rewarding space to be in.  We are creating outdoor learning 
environments; adding trees and blueberry bushes, gardens and natural construction areas, 
herbs and flowers to previously flat barren wastelands of sand and mulch, also known as 
playgrounds. 

 
       This past February, I started the Growing Green Garden Network, a once a month 
opportunity for teachers to gather, see a different childcare center play space and garden 
each time, learn basics of gardening and cooking with kids and share ideas and resources for 
outdoor learning.  Fun and important, sometimes I feel like a bit of a revolutionary and I do 
believe that gardening is a radical act. 

 
       I’m more involved than ever in the Community Garden movement too.  I have 
volunteered with the statewide organization, NC Community Garden Partners since its 
inception right around the time I took that 40-hour contract.  I also worked part-time for 
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them organizing garden leadership workshops in rural communities across NC from June 
2014-May 2015 and am now the co-chair of the board of directors of the group. 

   
       Only one of the three family gardens that I helped to start back in 2008 and 2009 is still 
going strong, but it is a vibrant space, now led by the garden families without a paid 
manager, a determined group of women that I’ve been working with to develop skills for 
garden leadership over the past few years. They are now at the helm and 28 families with 
more than 50 children are growing food in a small corner of Carrboro. 

 
       As part of my new job, I worked at two “family fun” events this past month held in 
apartment complexes where the majority of residents are low-resource families, many of 
them immigrants. My booth consisted of a number of natural objects to touch and explore 
and various magnifiers so folks could take a closer look.  Moss, shells, rocks with crystals, 
frog eggs in a plastic critter carrier, butterfly wings, a deer antler and turtle bones.  Kids of all 
ages were very engaged.  Many had never seen such things before, living in their insular, 
protected, electronic game, apartment complex world. 

 
       In addition, I set-up wands for all kinds of bubble making from small to super sized and 
of course this was the hit of the day.  If you’ve never made giant bubbles, you should.  It 
brings the joy and wonder right into focus when you see these giant throbbing orbs float 
through the air, like small planets themselves, they reflect the landscape, glimmering with 
iridescent colors until the bubble pops, leaving a momentary stream of spume that quickly 
vanishes into the air.  Magic.  And you’ll just want to do it again and again. 

   
       And so play is combined with love of nature and another thing I find myself more 
readily doing.  Is it study, recognition, or just getting older that makes me want to stop and 
have some fun in this life?   I’m not sure.  But more often I find myself stopping to behold a 
beautiful flower, feel the breeze on my face, smell the cut grass, listen to the sound of the 
birds singing or the frogs peeping.   I hear the ringing wind chimes in my garden as a call to 
prayer, a signal to stop and take it all in.  I am more ready than ever to stop and pay 
attention, be still and take a closer look.  But also to play, hit a badminton birdie around the 
lawn, blow giant bubbles, put on music and dance while I’m making supper or cleaning the 
house. 

 
       So I guess I have accepted my practice more fully into my life after all.  It just doesn’t 
look exactly like I envisioned it that day in the summer of 2015 when I charted out a 
ridiculously ambitious plan involving a two-hour morning program of waking early, walking, 
mediation and yoga.  I’m doing all those things, but instead of doing them in an organized 
fashion every morning, I’m more realistically incorporating them into my busy days as I am 
able, but with greater frequency, clarity and presence than ever before. 
 
Maria Hitt is a lover of life, a chef, gardener, writer, teacher, health and environmental 
educator.  She resides in her own tiny Eden west of Carrboro, NC with her life partner of 30 
years, David.  Together they tend the earth, grow food and marvel at the wonders that 
surround them.  She is employed by the Orange County Partnership for Young Children as a 
project manager for the Growing Up Healthy program.  In this position she provides 
technical assistance and consultation to childcare center directors and staff to enhance 
outdoor learning, improve nutrition and increase physical activity for young children. 
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 Learning to Converse 
 

by 
 

Margery Knott 
 

 
 
       A year ago, as I moved into the daily practice of Beholding, I wrote these words in my 
journal: 
 
       “During the early months of my practice, I focused on deep, sacred listening to the 
forest and its beings.  Listening is perhaps the most fundamentally receptive — one might 
say, passive — of the senses.  How different it is from our restlessly darting staring searching 
gaze, from our touching grasping busy hands.  Slowly I learned to ‘listen’ with my whole self 
— not only with my ears, but also with my eyes and nose, skin and heart — wanting to hear 
what the natural world would volunteer to say when neither questioned directly nor bullied 
into relinquishing its secrets.  Simply listening alertly, respectfully, lovingly — as at the feet 
of a wise elder — seemed the appropriate place for an adult of our all too often arrogant and 
domineering culture to start. 
 
       I knew, of course, that my animal kin — birds, deer, rabbits, coyote, bear — were also, 
in an overt way, listening and responding to my presence in the woods.  But after a time, I 
became aware of some deeper, more comprehensive reciprocal listening intertwined  with 
my own.  And I began to understand that listening leads to conversation, and conversation is 
interactive.  It is mutual.  I remembered the theologian Nelle Morton’s wonderful phrase 
“hearing one another into speech.”1  I felt that I was asked to appreciate my full role in the 
conversation.  As a participant, I must bring not only my listening heart but also my unique 
voice… 
 
       “Mutual.”  That is what it means to be a member of what Thomas Berry calls “a 
communion of subjects.”  It is unmediated intimacy:  that which I behold also beholds me, 
that which I come to know also knows me; that which I hear also hears me; that which I 
encourage to speak also encourages me to speak.   
 
       How can I refuse such a gentle invitation?” 
 

* * * * * 
 
       What the forest said was “Speak.” 
       But what is the sound of my Voice?  How shall I recognize it?  What shall I say? 
 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1 Nelle Morton, The Journey is Home (Boston: Beacon Press, 1985). 
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       During the months that have followed these musings, I have begun to experiment with 
ways to converse with other-than-human members of the cosmic communion through the 
practices of awareness and co-creation. 
 
       In the morning, I contemplate a small handmade bowl — thanking the potter and her 
teachers, the Earth which has offered the clay and glazes, the fire. 
 
       As I fill the bowl with water, I bring into my heart our local watershed and then move 
out to the whole planet — its seas and clouds, its rivers and springs, its trees breathing 
moisture from soil to air, its flowing currents of warmth and cold — and then out to our 
Sun who sets it all in motion. 
 
       I lift a brush — praying for the tree that gave wood for the handle and for its forest, 
praying for the hands that smoothed and shaped it to fit my hand and for their community, 
praying for the animals whose hairs have been gathered and shaped into a point and for all 
their kin. 
 
       I set out paint:  Natural Gold Ochre and Hematite Burnt Scarlet.  I feel my kinship with 
Earth, from which the colors have come, and with the ancestors whose ochre handprints 
embrace cave walls around the world.  I feel the iron that in one form gives hematite its hue 
and that, in another, carries energy through my blood and the blood of myriad beings. 
 
       I rub my hands across the paper, noting its texture and tooth.  The Buddhist monk 
Thich Nhat Hahn has shown us how to see the whole cosmos in a piece of paper:  sun, 
cloud, rain, tree, the man who cut down the tree, that man’s family…  Once again I let my 
awareness expand until it is enfolded in the great InterBeing. 
 
       At the same time that each constituent is a unique manifestation of its own story, all are 
participants in the one unity of being.  I take time to appreciate and give thanks for both the 
differentiation and the interrelationships and communion. 
 
       Perhaps this is a morning when I am quiet and gentle.  Slowly I bring the tip of the 
brush into contact with the water.  I see the dimple it makes, like a finger pressed against 
skin, not breaking the surface.  Perhaps I decide to respect the water’s resistance and let it 
take control of this morning’s conversation.  I set the brush aside and spend a moment 
listening to what the surface tension of the water has to tell me today. 
 
       Or perhaps this morning I do not use the brush but sweep the pigment across the page 
with a pigeon feather I found in the street.  I feel the blessing of the winged ones and bless 
them in return.  
 
       Or perhaps this is a morning when paint does not join the conversation.  I dip the brush 
in clear water and move my hand in wide free swoops across the paper.  I watch how the 
paper changes — brilliantly shining wet lines gradually dulling as the paper and air take the 
water into themselves.  After a time, I can no longer see the design, but the water has not 
disappeared.  It has been transformed through its intimate communion with paper and air, as 
the paper and air themselves have been changed by its presence.  As I have been changed by 
this movement… 
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       Or perhaps I plunge the brush into the water and watch the bristles expand and move 
away from each other as the water offers itself to their minute scales.  I stroke the wet brush 
across the paint and then across the paper.  The ochre moves in smooth unified lines.  The 
hematite breaks into a thousand tiny granules.  I let a single drop of water fall on a dot of 
hematite and watch as the dark iron particles move further away from each other and radiate 
in a sun-like circle beside the firm ochre.  Another drop of water between the two and the 
pigments send tentative arms out to each other — to mingle or to repel.  Some of the paint 
puddles in the subtle curve of the paper’s edge. 
 
       When I look, I do not see “a painting” — certainly not “my painting.” I did not convene 
the gathering with a specific agenda nor demand that each participant speak only as 
designated by my script.   Instead, we who have conversed — water, paint, paper, brush, and 
I — have responded to each other according to our natures, in a miniature version of the 
Great Conversation that is the emerging Universe.  Looking at the map of this morning’s 
meditation, I can see how each voice has “activated” the others.2 Looking more deeply, I can 
learn something about the individual character and voice of each participant.  In the traces of 
my own movements and choices, I can at last begin to discern my own nature, to recognize 
my own voice. 
 
       The forest asked me, “Will you speak?” 
       What shall I speak? 
 
       My contemplation has led me deep into the tapestry of being whose threads are 
intricately and inextricably intertwined.  Rooted in and spun out of mystery, we all belong. 
       What can I speak but gratitude? 
       What can I sing but praise? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Margery Knott is a teacher, facilitator, lover of language, and fiber arts enthusiast living in 
Greensboro, NC. 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
2	  Tobin Hart, The Four Virtues: Presence, Heart, Wisdom, Creation (New York: Atria Paperback, 
2014), 251. 
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Mandala 
 

by 
 

Heather Koch 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Heather Koch, originally from Madison, Ohio and a graduate of The Ohio State University, 
is a wife and mother of four sons.  She is a seventeen-year teacher at Greenville Montessori 
School in North Carolina where she works with nine to twelve year olds. Her work with the 
Center for Education, Imagination and the Natural World reflects a desire to greater 
understand, observe and share the beauty of the universe with her students.  
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 Re-imagining Montessori’s Great Lessons 
in the Light of Thomas Berry: 

A Message of Hope 
 

by 
 

Heather Koch and Andrea Reed 
 

 
 
       In 2009, after years of fundraising, Greenville Montessori School was relocated from a 
small but much-loved spot inside a housing subdivision in Winterville, NC, to a new campus 
built on five acres of land nestled between farms, fields of cotton and a stand of pine and 
maple trees.  We, the lower- and upper- elementary teachers, envisioned gardening projects 
and nature hikes, as well as enhancing our cultural curriculum by taking key lessons 
outdoors.  As time passed, we contemplated how to more intimately connect with the 
natural world that surrounded us. 
 
       In 2013, we were introduced to the Center for Education, Imagination and the Natural 
World (CEINW) at the South Carolina Montessori Alliance fall conference entitled Back to 
Nature where Sandy Bisdee, Director of Children’s Programs at CEINW, and Colette 
Segalla, member of CEINW’s Educator Council, gave the opening address.  As we listened 
to the sounds of Sandy Bisdee’s Native American flute, we welcomed a refreshing change 
from the pragmatic nature workshops that focused on such worthy endeavors as gardening 
with children, worm composting, and conducting soil experiments.  At last, we were given a 
presentation that addressed the spiritual needs of teachers and children.  Collette Segalla 
spoke of CEINW’s programs at Timberlake Earth Sanctuary, outside of Greensboro and 
only a few hours drive from our school in Winterville, NC.  Guided by the work of Thomas 
Berry, they offer opportunities for the children and adults who participate in their programs 
to explore ways of knowing which tap into our fundamental human capacities for intuition, 
imagination and contemplation, with the aim of awakening rather than educating.  According 
to Thomas Berry, these soul capacities are particularly called for in our time:   
 

Children need to develop within a whole cosmology of the sun, moon, stars; they 
need to experience mystical moments of dawn and sunset.  They need to awaken to 
the world to relate to as a communion of subjects not to use as a collection of 
objects.2  

 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
2Thomas Berry quoted in Carolyn Toben, “A Child Awakens…,” In Only the Sacred:  
Transforming Education in the Twenty-first Century, Edited by Peggy Whalen Levitt (The Center 
for Education, Imagination and the Natural World, 2011), 18. 
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He further suggests that “…children need to see us practice a sympathetic presence to the 
Earth as a means for being in a mutually enhancing relationship to it.”3 
    
       As we learned about eco-contemplative practices, we recognized we were not just 
looking for ways to include simple acts of appreciation for nature, nor to use nature just as a 
resource, nor as a backdrop for scientific experimentation.  By February 2014, we were 
attending CEINW’s new program for educators, “Being, Beholding, Belonging:  Eco-
contemplative Practices for Children and Young Adults.”  Our work in this program began 
the awakening process for us.  We learned how the “Earth Guides” worked with children 
and the natural world at Timberlake Earth Sanctuary through deep noticing, listening, 
belonging and beholding.  As we explored these new ways to engage our students with the 
natural world, we began to embrace a shift from teaching about nature to experiencing it.  
Our initial attempts to connect our own students more intimately with nature’s cycles were 
inspired by the Native American tale, “Earth on Turtle’s Back.”4  The students created a 
turtle calendar for tracking the phases of the moon and then gave each other “full moon” 
gifts through dance, poetry, or song.   
  
       Upper elementary students engaged in beholding work in pairs and responded in nature 
journals, describing moments of intimacy and careful observation.  A nine-year-old wrote:  
“First I saw the leaves were hairy and with purple edges and some of the hairs had dew.  The 
second time, I saw the way the leaves overlapped.”  We witnessed loving attention to the 
natural world in their writing and felt the strength of nature’s potential as the ultimate 
teacher. 
    
       By November, we enrolled in “The Inner Life of the Child in Nature:  Presence and 
Practice,” a two-year program involving an immersion in Thomas Berry’s vision, the 
cultivation of an intimate connection with the natural world through eco-contemplative 
work and culminating in the development of a personal practice.  Center Founder, Carolyn 
Toben, in Recovering a Sense of the Sacred:  Conversations with Thomas Berry, elicits Thomas Berry’s 
thoughts about the natural world profoundly shaping a child’s future experience, activating 
intuitive ways of knowing, and becoming the foundation for their thinking.5  In The Great 
Work, Berry traces back his view of life to a single moment in nature when he was eleven-
years-old that affected him profoundly.  While wandering outside his home, he came upon a 
meadow across a creek:   
 

A magic moment, this experience gave my life something that seems to explain my 
thinking at a more profound level than almost any other experience I can remember.  
It was not only the lilies.  It was the singing of crickets and the woodlands in the 
distance and the clouds in a clear sky…6 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
3 Ibid., 18. 
4 Michael J. Caduto and Joseph Bruchac, Keepers of the Earth:  Native American Stories and 
Environmental Activities for Children (Golden, CO:  Fulcrum, Inc., 1988), 25-26. 
5 Carolyn Toben, Recovering a Sense of the Sacred:  Conversations with Thomas Berry (Whitsett, NC:  
Timberlake Earth Sanctuary Press, 2012), 98. 
6 Thomas Berry, The Great Work:  Our Way into the Future (New York, NY:  Bell Tower, 1999), 
12. 
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       We began to explore ways to provide our students with special moments in nature.  In 
Coyote’s Guide to Connecting with Nature, Jon Young explains routines that have deep roots in 
ancient traditions, such as finding a “sit spot” for practicing intimate presence to nature.7 At 
the beginning of the school year, we read the book Everyone Needs a Rock by Byrd Baylor and 
each student chose a rock for themselves.8  Each of us found a sit spot in our garden and 
held our rocks, to help us stay present in nature.  During a sunny day in December, we 
returned to our sit spots, entering nature with silence as a companion-presence, in the way 
Robert Sardello suggests in his book Silence.9  We heard the crickets chirping in the fields 
around the garden, enjoying the alternating sensations of warm sunlight and cool air.  The 
children settled into silence and suddenly birds came.  They flew fast, swooping and diving 
over our heads, as if we were just another part of the garden.  Afterward, back inside the 
classroom, students shared their observations.  We went around the circle, each student 
describing a sight, sound or feeling with an accompanying gesture.  Some of the students 
mentioned the birds, others the wind, clouds, plants, sky.  One six-year-old student said she 
felt energy flowing up and all around her.  Another said he felt like he was on the moon.  
This reminded us of Sardello’s statement that “space has collapsed into the time experience” 
and we become “Time Beings, not beings in time” when we engage with silence.10  Similarly, 
Sandy Bisdee writes about the children she works with in nature and observes, “A gradual 
shedding of the everyday world begins to occur as they begin to focus their attention on the 
miracle of life that surrounds them.”11  We, too, marveled that a brief time in nature seemed 
to have left such strong impressions.  Through these eco-contemplative practices, we began 
to cultivate within ourselves and our students a stronger sense of awe, wonder and reverence 
through loving attention to and connection with the natural world; and in the process, we 
began to notice ways for ourselves and our students to foster both an authentic sense of self 
as well as an intimate sense of togetherness.  
  
       As we ended the first year of our journey of discovery in partnership with Center 
Director, Peggy Whalen-Levitt, and the Center’s Earth Guides, we did not yet know that we 
would find something greater than any lesson we had conceived of as Montessori teachers.  
We would arrive at a deeper understanding of our Montessori “Great Lessons”, whose 
potential power is emphasized in our Montessori teacher training programs, but can only be 
fully realized as we further develop our own understanding of them.  Maria Montessori 
emphasized the importance of the teacher’s own inner preparation for the work of educating 
children.12  In June, the “Inner Life” participants gathered for a two-day retreat that led to 
the birthing of a practice for our second year in the program.  Through our readings of 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
7 Jon Young, Ellen Haas, Evan McGown, Coyote’s Guide to Connecting with Nature (Shelton, 
WA:  Owlink Media Corporation, 2010), 35-40. 
8 Byrd Baylor, Everyone Needs a Rock (New York, NY:  Aladdin, 1985). 
9 Robert Sardello, Silence:  The Mystery of Wholeness (Berkeley, CA:  North Atlantic Press, 2008), 
7. 
10 Ibid., 38. 
11	  Sandy Bisdee, “Silence,” In Only the Sacred:  Transforming Education in the Twenty-first Century, 
Edited by Peggy Whalen Levitt, (The Center for Education, Imagination and the Natural 
World, 2011), 116.	  
12 Maria Montessori, From Childhood to Adolescence (New York, NY:  Schocken Books, 1976), 
36. 
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Thomas Berry, we came to see an important message of hope that had been missing in our 
own presentations of the Great Lessons.  We planned to revise them by incorporating his 
words and vision of a future in which we come to see the world as a “communion of 
subjects, not a collection of objects.”13  Maria Montessori also called for children to find 
their own purpose and reach their unique potential, and discover that all things are 
connected and have a purpose.  As we immersed ourselves deeper into the work of Thomas 
Berry and CEINW, we heard echoes of Maria Montessori’s cosmic education for elementary 
age children, through which they come to see that all beings have a unique contribution to 
make to the whole of the earth.  Thomas Berry proposed that in order to do this inner work, 
we must connect to the larger context provided by the story of the universe, the story of the 
earth and living beings, and the story of humans.14  Maria Montessori believed the 
elementary child is in a sensitive period for absorbing these stories.  She recognized that 
“…nature has made this a period for the acquisition of culture…,” and that “…at six years 
of age all items of culture are received enthusiastically, and later these seeds will expand and 
grow."15    
 
       These “Great Lessons” remain a vital part of the Montessori cultural curriculum and 
provide children with impressionistic experiences that stimulate imagination and provide 
opportunities for discovering an intimate knowledge of self as well as an understanding of 
one’s place in the world.  Thomas Berry conveyed the urgency of understanding our role in 
nature at this time in human history.  He described our present time as a “groping phase” in 
which we have come to realize our scientific traditions are not the full answer.16 He 
recognized that “the children of the twenty-first century will determine the fate of this 
planet. The twentieth century was a century of death and destruction. The twenty-first must 
be a century of life.”17  Through the retelling of these stories, children are called to find their 
moral compass and take up the task of leading human society into a new era, which Thomas 
Berry called the Ecozoic Age.18  Montessori also understood that hope for humanity lies with 
our children: 
 

An education capable of saving humanity is no small undertaking; it involves the 
spiritual development of man, the enhancement of his value as an individual, and the 
preparation of young people to understand the times in which they live.19  
 

 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
13 Thomas Berry, Evening Thoughts: Reflecting on Earth as Sacred Community (San Francisco: Sierra 
Club, 2006), 17.  See also Peggy Whalen-Levitt, “Thomas Berry’s ‘Communion of Subjects’: 
Awakening the ‘Heart of the Universe’,” The Ecozoic, 2 (2016). 
14Thomas Berry, The Sacred Universe:  Earth, Spirituality, and Religion in the Twenty-first Century 
(New York, NY:  Columbia University Press, 2009), 79.  
15 Maria Montessori, To Educate the Human Potential (Adyar, Madras, India:  Kalakshetra 
Publications, 1961), 3. 
16 Thomas Berry, The Dream of the Earth (San Francisco, CA:  Sierra Club Books, 1988), 47. 
17 Thomas Berry quoted in Peggy Whalen-Levitt, “Dear Reader,” (Chrysalis, Spring 2012), 1. 
18 Thomas Berry, The Great Work, 201. 
19 Maria Montessori, Education and Peace, trans. Helen R. Lane (Chicago, IL:  Henry Regnery 
Company, 1972), 34-35. 
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Inner Life of the Child in Nature Practice 
 
       In the revisions we made to the first great lesson, “The Creation Story,” we introduced 
the students to Thomas Berry’s own words emphasizing the dichotomous nature of the 
universe, as a drama of both creation and destruction, and the view of the human as the 
universe reflecting upon itself.  By the second great lesson, “The Coming of Life on Earth,” 
we discovered the quotation that resonated most with the children:  “Only by dealing with 
the difficulty does the creativity come forth.”20  It became a refrain throughout the story, 
repeated after the telling of the oxygen poison crisis, the giant meteor crash, the mass 
extinctions.   We ended with, “Only a sense of the sacred can save us.”21 
 
       In order to further deepen our students’ connection to the natural world through 
imaginal ways of knowing, we partnered with Dr. Patricia Clark, the director of the Theatre 
for Youth program at East Carolina University.  Along with Theatre for Youth interns 
Alyssa Silva and Jordan Biggers, we prepared our students for a Council of All Beings, which 
unfolded simultaneously with our timeline of life stories.  Guided by John Seed’s Thinking 
Like a Mountain, we met for eight weeks in our new outdoor environment, each time 
expanding on our relationship with beings that do not have a human voice.22  Our work 
culminated in our students donning masks and speaking for such beings as water and rock, 
along with beloved animals either misunderstood or threatened.  From the students’ own 
words we created a “bill of rights” for all beings.  A ten-year-old spoke for Maple Tree:  
“Although I do not talk, I still have a voice, one that you do not understand.  That voice is 
my soul.”  Another advocated for Lizard:  “It doesn’t matter if an animal is big or small, we 
all count.  We are all here for a purpose.”  A six-year-old shared what we humans can learn 
from her being, Water Lily:  “I can grow in harsh places.  I am a symbol of peace.”                                                                                                                                                                   
 
       Within the Great Lessons lies the power to awaken deep convictions necessary for living 
a life in concert with the natural world.  With the revision of the third lesson, “The Coming 
of Humans,” we attempted to convey the power of Thomas Berry’s call to relearn how to 
connect with the Earth and with the universe as a whole in the full wonder of its being, just 
as our early human ancestors once did. He reminds us that if humans hope to guide the 
future of earth effectively we must engage our visionary, intuitive and imaginative ways of 
knowing and listen to what the earth is telling us, rather than using only our 
scientific/rational ways of knowing to determine the future of the earth.23 He invites us to 
reimagine our place in the universe.  “Our best procedure might be to consider that we need 
not a human answer to an earth problem, but an earth answer to an earth problem.”24  In the 
face of such harsh realities as war and environmental devastation, children and adults need 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
20 Brian Swimme and Thomas Berry, The Universe Story: From the Primordial Flaring Forth to the 
Ecozoic Era: A Celebration of the Unfolding of the Cosmos (New York, NY:  HarperCollins 
Publishers LLC, 1992), 56. 
21 Thomas Berry, Foreword in Thomas Merton, When the Trees Say Nothing, edited by 
Kathleen Diegnan (Notre Dame, IN:  Sorin Books, 2003), 18-19. 
22 John Seed, Joanna Macy, Pat Fleming, and Arne Naess, Thinking Like a Mountain:  Towards 
a Council of All Beings (Philadelphia, PA:  New Society Publishers, 1988). 
23 Thomas Berry, Evening Thoughts, 56-57. 
24 Thomas Berry, The Dream of the Earth, 35. 
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to know the solution is within reach.  The first and most important step on this journey is to 
recognize that humans are not the pinnacle of creation, with earth and its beings as resources 
for our use.   
 
       We found further inspiration for our work in I am You, You Are Me, by Colette Segalla, 
in which she explores the relationships between self, spirituality and the natural world in 
children.25 She suggests that both unstructured time in nature as well as experiences with 
adults who model respect for and a spiritual connection to the natural world are crucial to 
the development of the soul capacities of compassion, empathy, gratitude, and a sense of the 
sacred in children. Using the imaginal approach to research, Segalla delves into the search for 
an intimate knowledge of the connection between the human spirit and the natural world.   
She describes “setting the stage” for her work by gathering objects representing the key 
components of the research and then “sending out invitations”.26  This led us to try to do 
the same.  We pulled out a small wooden stool with a tree painted on it, which had served as 
a peace table in the classroom.  On the stool we placed a feather, a clamshell, a piece of 
pottery with a lotus design, lapis lazuli and obsidian.  We thought about our theme for this 
school year, “The Web of Life,” inspired by the work of Richard Louv, in which life is 
described as an intertwining of community, nature, spirit, time, friendship and family.27  We 
came to see connections between the components of the web and the objects we had 
chosen. 
    
       When we gathered the children around the collection we had made, along with our early 
humans timeline, we read, “The universe is a communion of subjects, not a collection of 
objects.”28  We spoke first of the tree as a symbol of communion and read:  “Nothing can be 
itself without everything else. Everything exists in multiple dimensions. A tree is a physical 
being, a living being, an Earth being, and a universe being."29  Next, we held up the clamshell 
as a representation of time and some students spontaneously recalled the role of animals 
using the calcium carbonate that was choking the early oceans to form shells.  Another 
student spoke of the importance of the clamshell to humans in its use as wampum.  We read: 
“Only within the ever renewing processes of nature is there any future for the human 
community.”30  We then offered the obsidian to show the human connection to nature, as it 
was a favorite trade item in prehistoric cultures.  The lapis lazuli represented friendship, 
treasured since antiquity for its intense color.  The feather represented spirit.  We read:  
“Without the soaring birds, the great forests, the sounds and colorations of the insects, the 
free-flowing streams, the flowering fields, the sight of the clouds by day and the stars at 
night, we become impoverished in all that makes us human.”31  A student commented on 
another connection between the feather and the human story that had not occurred to us 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
25 Collette Segalla, I am You, You Are Me (Greensboro, NC:  The Center for Education, 
Imagination and the Natural World, 2015). 
26 Ibid., 131. 
27 Richard Louv, The Web of Life:  Weaving the Values that Sustain Us (Berkeley, CA:  Conari 
Press, 1996), 2. 
28 Thomas Berry, Evening Thoughts, 17.   
29 Thomas Berry, The Sacred Universe, 113. 
30 Thomas Berry, The Dream of the Earth, 74-75. 
31 Thomas Berry, The Great Work, 200. 
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when we chose it—its use a tool for writing. We focused next on the lotus and asked the 
children to think about its connection to family.  We have a peace flag in the classroom with 
a lotus on it.  Some of them immediately pointed to it and thought of the petals as members 
of a family.  We pointed to the end of the timeline representing present day and asked 
students to think about what the greatest human discovery will be in the future.  Thomas 
Berry suggested that it will be the discovery of human friendship with and love for all beings 
that live with us on this planet, whose beauty inspires our paintings and our poetry.32  Our 
stories of the universe, of the coming of life on earth and the coming of humans put us in 
touch with our beginnings and the origin of all life and pave the way to the understanding 
that, “The natural world is the larger sacred community to which we belong.”33 
 
       We ended the lesson by laying out a compass rose on a mat and placing four words at 
each cardinal direction, love with south, reverence with north, wonder with west and 
gratitude with east.  Thomas Berry invites us to recover what our early ancestors had, which 
we have lost…a love of all living things, the wonder of the natural world, reverence for the 
difficulty that brings forth creativity, and gratitude for the earth and the universe, which give 
us life. 
 
 

Conclusion 
 
       In her book, Nurturing the Spirit, Aline Wolf reminds us that if we hope to affect societal 
change through our lessons, we must nurture children’s spiritual development.34  Similarly, in 
Children of the Universe, Michael and D’Neil Duffy invite Montessori educators to probe and 
understand Montessori’s Great Lessons, if we hope to realize their potential as a catalyst for 
peace and environmental change.35  Montessori understood the power of these stories to 
kindle the child’s imagination and sow the seeds for societal change.  "We shall walk together 
on this path of life, for all things are a part of the universe, and are connected with each 
other to form one whole unity.”36  Our cosmic task is to bear witness to and promote unity 
for all beings and the universe itself.  The Duffys remind us that “We are only in the early 
stages of understanding our relationship to the universe.  Perhaps humans may be able to 
affect the universe itself in ways we do not yet understand.”37  They conclude with a call to 
update Montessori’s cosmic curriculum to reflect the contributions of modern science.38  In 
The Hidden Heart of the Cosmos, Brian Swimme agrees that science plays an important role in 
our understanding of the universe, but instead, views cosmology as a wisdom tradition.  He 
proposes that the power of the universe story lies in its ability to awaken deep convictions 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
32 Ibid., 149. 
33 Thomas Berry, The Dream of the Earth, 81. 
34Aline Wolf, Nurturing the Spirit in Non-sectarian Classrooms (Hollidaysburg, PA:  Parent Child 
Press, 1996), 107  
35Michael and D’Neil Duffy, Children of the Universe:  Cosmic Education in the Montessori 
Elementary Classroom (Hollidaysburg, PA:  Parent Child Press, 2002), 133.  
36 Maria Montessori, To Educate the Human Potential, 6. 
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38 Ibid., 138. 
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and inspire us to live in unity with all creation.39   Thomas Berry, too, recognized the 
previous century as important to the development of our scientific tradition but invites us to 
go deeper. 
   
       In May 2015, we decided to move our sixth-grade graduation ceremony to Timberlake 
Earth Sanctuary. In order to meet the needs of each member of our group, Sandy Bisdee 
designed a special day for our students and their parents.  Sandy set the tone for respect, 
deep noticing and reverence for life and for each other.  Then we spoke to the children 
about this special time in their lives and each child completed a necklace of beads 
representing their past, present and future.  The rhythm of the day included empathetic 
listening in pairs, listening “with new ears” to nature in silence, and journaling.  The day 
ended with the children taking a solo walk across the Marsh Bridge guided by the sound of 
Sandy’s Native American flute.  As they walked across the bridge, they thought about what 
they were leaving behind, what they were taking with them and what they were hoping for 
their future. 
 
     This poem was written by Dana Kohtz, a sixth-grader, during the journaling time spent in 
solo sit spots at the earth sanctuary.  It reflects an awakening to a greater universe, to our 
earth community and to each other: 
 

Hope 
 

The rain going down.                                                                                                                                                                           
The sound of love in the air.                                                                                                                                                      
The laughter in the background.                                                                                                                                                      
Alone but not really alone.                                                                                                                                                 
Surrounded by happiness but not really happy.                                                                                                                        
Loved but not really loved.                                                                                                                                                            
Time stops, can’t think.                                                                                                                                                                           
I feel empty but I am not.                                                                                                                                                                     
No hope, then a Rainbow.                                                                                                                                                                          
Love, laughter, not alone, happy and loved.                                                                                                                                
Time starts, can think.                                                                                                                                                             
Filled with love and hope.                                                                                                                                                                 
Hope for a new beginning. 

 
 

     In June, the “Inner Life” participants engaged in the same ceremonial Marsh Bridge 
crossing.  In The Dream of the Earth, Thomas Berry states, “We are like a musician who faintly 
hears a melody deep within the mind, but not clearly enough to play it through.”40  By 
looking back to the beginning of our partnership with the Center, we are able to weave our 
own story with the story of the universe.  We continue to explore ways to strengthen our 
own connection to nature through eco-contemplative activities.  CEINW has provided us 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
39Brian Swimme, The Hidden Heart of the Cosmos:  Humanity and the New Story (Maryknoll, NY:  
Orbis Books, 1999), 31, 101. 
40 Thomas Berry, The Dream of the Earth, 47. 
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with a supportive environment in which to reflect on our educational practices and expand 
them to include often neglected inner capacities, such as gratitude, reverence and wonder, in 
order to enhance our students’ understanding of the mutually beneficial relationship between 
themselves and the natural world.  
  

Coda 
 
Vision Statement of the Center for Education, Imagination and the Natural World: 
 
 “CEINW offers educators a model of a view of educational practice in which intuitive, 
imaginal and contemplative ways of knowing, in all their unifying capacities, are seen as 
central to the development of a mutually enhancing relationship between the human being 
and the natural world. Such a view, if practiced at all levels of learning, can begin to change 
our understanding of the role we play within this life-bearing process we know as 
“nature,”…leading to practical outcomes affecting the child, the natural world, and 
the culture at large.” 41  
 
Montessori’s Vision: 
 
"The secret of good teaching is to regard the child’s intelligence as a fertile field in which 
seeds may be sown, to grow under the heat of flaming imagination.  Our aim therefore is 
not merely to make the child understand, and still less to force him to memorize, but so to 
touch his imagination as to enthuse him to his inmost core."42  
 
"The secret of success is found to lie in the right use of imagination in awakening 
interest, and the stimulation of seeds of interest already sown by attractive literary and 
pictorial material, but all correlated to a central idea, of greatly ennobling inspiration – the 
Cosmic Plan in which all, consciously or unconsciously, serve the Great Purpose of 
Life."43  
 

 

!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!
41 The Center for Education, Imagination and the Natural World, “Our Vision,” 
http://www.beholdnature.org/.
42 Maria Montessori, To Educate the Human Potential, 3. 
43 Ibid., 11.!
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Greenville Montessori Graduation at Timberlake Earth Sanctuary: 
Dana, William, Eleanor, Emma, Nathaniel, Rany and Benjamin 

 
 

We shall all walk together on this path of life, for all things are part of the universe,  
and we are connected with each other to form one whole unity.   

 
~ Maria Montessori 

 
 

 
Heather Koch, originally from Madison, Ohio and a graduate of The Ohio State University, 
is a wife and mother of four sons.  She is a seventeen-year teacher at Greenville Montessori 
School in North Carolina where she works with nine to twelve year olds. Her work with the 
Center for Education, Imagination and the Natural World reflects a desire to greater 
understand, observe and share the beauty of the universe with her students.  
 
Andrea Reed is the lower-elementary teacher at Greenville Montessori School.  She is 
AMS-credentialed (Elementary I and II) and has taught both lower- and upper-elementary 
for over 10 years.  Before teaching in Montessori classrooms, she completed a graduate 
degree at the University of New Mexico with an emphasis in child development and taught 
psychology at the university level.  She and her husband enjoy time in nature, which they 
attribute to childhoods spent roaming the outdoors. 
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Planting the Roots of My Practice at Home 

 
by 

 
Katie Kovach 

 
 
       My time in the Inner Life of the Child in Nature Program has been transformative, not 
just because of the power of this opportunity and the depth of the practices, but also 
because of the moment in my life that I joined into this practice with the sacred in mind and 
in heart. Shortly before this 2 year journey began I found out I was pregnant. I was very 
anxious and excited about this prospect and wasn’t sure I would be able to commit to the 
program. Fortunately Peggy convinced me to give it a try, and I am ever so grateful that I 
did. I gave birth to my son in July 2015, at about the halfway mark of this program. Things 
often seem to happen when they’re truly supposed to happen and I believe that there are 
many reasons and depths that came together in this time for me. My son came to us just as I 
was formulating ideas about what my practice with these intentions would be for the second 
year of this journey. Upon applying to this program I was working full time as a Program 
Manager with a non-profit working with children in the outdoors in Durham, NC. Once the 
Inner Life of the Child program began I had scaled back to part-time, and have presently 
scaled back even further to extremely part-time, more or less as a substitute teacher, so that I 
can focus my time on raising my son. Needless to say this transition completely shifted what 
I had thought I would be doing in this program and how it would be applicable to my life. 
Another life lesson in expectations! What I had viewed as a professional development 
opportunity became what I truly needed it to be, a life development opportunity, an Earth 
development opportunity. A year into this process I decided that I would start my practices 
at home, with myself and my family, to help bring us together in the natural world, and to 
help bring these values home to the core of my life.  
 
       The timing could not have been more fortuitous. Walter came into this world, I was 
filled with more gratitude than I’ve ever experienced in my life, and I felt I was given this 
empty canvas that we could all fill together as a family with the beauty and wonder of this 
world. I wasn’t really sure what that was going to look like though and gifted myself the 
room to allow my practice to change, not be too rigid or well defined, and to not have 
concrete expectations. Simply put, my intention was to spend time every day outside with 
Walter and at least once a week with Ryan, Walter’s dad and my husband. This simple and 
flexible intention was ambitious for me because I am a list maker, get things done, project 
oriented kind of person, and allowing myself to spend time with my family outside, just for 
the sake of spending time together outside, with no agenda, and allowing whatever might 
come up to come up was a little bit anxiety inducing at first. Don’t get me wrong, I love 
being outside more than anywhere else in the world, but without even realizing it, I was 
usually outside “doing” something, rarely just wandering or really being present there. At the 
very least I was often/always on the prowl for plants and trying to see all the interesting 
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plant friends that are out there. This letting go slowed the pace of everything down, and in 
retrospect offered all sorts of lessons on parenting and family and life at the same time. 
 
       I set out with the intention of spending time outside with Walter every day, even if we 
went no further than on our front porch. I also hoped to bring Ryan into the fold on the 
weekends, so we could have some quiet time outdoors together. It is in my nature to take 
notes, probably for fear of forgetting important tidbits, and so I kept a journal throughout 
this process. After our walks or sits outside I would write whatever I was moved to, but I did 
set the rule that writing was to occur after our time outside was done, so I wasn’t frantically 
scribbling things down while we were all spending time together and thereby missing what 
was going on in the present moment. This was a fun exercise in itself and helped me to pay 
better attention, knowing that I’d want to remember later so I could write down the most 
vivid moments. I would often write about what the plants and the animals that I witnessed 
were up to on a given day, sometimes about the weather, frequently about what Walter was 
doing and how I perceived him to be engaging with the world around us.  Over time I found 
myself in possession of a most extraordinary account of the world as we had seen it since 
Walter was born, and I am incredibly grateful for this gift we are giving ourselves and that 
the Center for Education, Imagination, and the Natural World has facilitated. 
 
       Almost daily, we would sit, and still do sit, on our front porch, and soak in everything 
that goes on around us. When Walter arrived in this world the cicadas were singing and 
shouting and making a ruckus in the trees. I swear you could see it on his face that he was 
hearing those tiny friends chattering all around us. And the wind, oh the wind! Every day it 
was a different story and seeing Walter’s response to it and how that has changed from total 
shock and surprise and sometimes tears, to joy, to giggles, has made my heart grow in ways it 
never had before. He’s a joy and being with him outside is a joy. 
  
       After months of spending time outside in this “new” way I found myself with this 
amazing written history of what we’d been experiencing. I had drawings, haikus, plant and 
animal sightings, weather reports, and Walter’s reactions to all of this. I wasn’t sure what to 
do with all of this, or if I even wanted to do anything with all of this beyond what it already 
was. I was flipping through looking over my notes and thinking about all the animals and 
plants and changes we’d seen, and realizing that it had been many months worth of notes 
and I wondered what kinds of trends we were seeing. I thought about how some animals 
were prominent in some months and others were not. The plants were coming alive and 
springing forth buds and flowers and lots of pollen. There had been extremely rainy weeks 
and months, and wind storms, and thunderstorms, and snow. The more I thought about 
everything we’d seen and been with I thought I wanted to write down some of the highlights 
and themes in a way that Walter could share too, sooner than later. And so I thought about 
putting a little book together for him. It isn’t complete and who knows, it may continue to 
grow as Walter grows and never be complete, but I kind of like that prospect. I like that it is 
continuing to change, even as I type this. Walter and I are currently making the illustrations 
together, so for now I will share only the words with you.  
 
       A couple of notes. We often call Walter Walnut, as a nickname. Many of the 
observations used to construct this short tale were made from our porch. Quiet your mind 
and see if you can hear and see these wondrous moments in your own mind. Warm Springy 
wishes to you. 
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The World According to Walnut 
 

July 
When Walnut came the cicadas were singing. The summer din, welcoming him to the world, 

celebrating his arrival. 
If you stop and listen, can you remember the sound? 

August 
And when the cicadas were gone the birds started singing. 

If you stop and listen can you remember their song? 
September 

Mosquitoes were biting and raindrops were falling and falling. 
If you stop and listen can you remember their sounds? 

October 
Walnut’s first camping trip, and in bear country to boot! 

If you stop and listen, can you hear the babbling creek across the meadow? 
November 

The leaves on the trees were changing colors and falling all the way to the ground. 
If you stop and listen can you remember the fluttering sounds? 

December 
The squirrels were gathering and chasing and playing among the old oak trees. 

If you stop and listen can you remember the sounds of their happy scampering? 
January 

The ground grew colder, too cold for your feet, with patches of ice underfoot. 
If you stop and listen can you remember the crunching sounds under my boots? 

February 
The squirrels had little pink babies and moved them from tree to tree. 

If you stop and listen, can you remember the sounds of their mama fussing? 
March 

Big black ants emerged from the ground and were crawling all over the place! 
If you stop and listen, can you hear their tiny feet on the ground? 

April 
Flowers were blooming, leaves were popping out, and pollen was covering the world. 

If you stop and listen, can you hear your mama sneezing? 
 
 
 

Katie Kovach is a mother, wife, sister, child, tree climber, art maker, plant lover, and student of the 
Earth. Professionally she is a certified N.C. Environmental Educator with a M.S. in Forestry from 
Virginia Tech and a B.S. in Botany and a B.S. in Biological Sciences from North Carolina State 
University. She has worked for various organizations as an Ecologist and Botanist, specializing in 
seed ecology, invasive plants and the flora of the Southeastern United States. In the last few years she 
has transitioned to working with children, ages 0 to 100, in the natural world, and has found a real 
passion for informal public education. She has been deepening her relationship to this world through 
nature awareness teachings offered by mother Earth herself and the many friends she keeps, the 
Wilderness Awareness School, Piedmont Wildlife Center, the Natural Mystery School, Chestnut 
School of Herbal Medicine, Kim Calhoun, and now the Center for Education, Imagination and the 
Natural World. Presently, Katie is primarily a stay at home mom, a board member for the Ellerbe 
Creek Watershed Association, and a field trip instructor at Schoolhouse of Wonder in Durham, NC.  
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Guides for the Journey 
 

by 
 

Carol Lenox 
 

 

	  

       I applied to the Inner Life program as I was in the final stage of completing my Masters 
in Practical Theology through Loyola University New Orleans.  My concentration area was 
“Spirituality and Ecology.”  At one point during the program I mentioned my concentration 
area to a family member and they responded, “What does ecology have to do with faith?”  In 
many different ways, this is a common response in my faith community, and throughout the 
program I was trying to answer that question for myself.  It was during this master’s 
program that I was introduced to the writings of Thomas Berry.   

       As an environmental researcher and someone who participates in environmental 
education outreach to students in middle school, I was struck by a quote in The Dream of the 
Earth in which Thomas Berry says, "It is of utmost importance that succeeding generations 
become aware of the larger story…and the numinous, sacred values that have been present 
in an expanding sequence over this entire time of world existence."1 What resonated with me 
was this idea that if we want to connect to God in a deeper way as well as protect the world 
we are living in, we need to develop a sense of the sacred dimension of the natural world and 
of our intimate communion with all things.  Berry says it even better in the introduction to 
the Thomas Merton book When the Trees Say Nothing, where he writes: 

There is a certain futility in the efforts being made - truly sincere, dedicated, and 
intelligent efforts - to remedy our environmental devastation simply by activating 
renewable resources of energy and by reducing the deleterious impact of the 
industrial world.  The difficulty is that the natural world is seen primarily for human 
use, not as a mode of sacred presence primarily to be communed with in wonder and beauty and 
intimacy.  In our present attitude the natural world remains a commodity to be bought 
and sold, not a sacred reality to be venerated.  The deep psychic change needed to 
withdraw us from the fascination of the industrial world, and the deceptive gifts that 
it gives us, is too difficult for simply the avoidance of its difficulties or the attractions 
of its benefits.  Eventually only our sense of the sacred will save us.2 

       It was with these thoughts that I applied to the Inner Life of the Child in Nature, in 
hopes that I could continue to develop my own sense of communion with creation, my own 
sense of the sacred, and to learn how to help others develop that in themselves.  During this 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1	  Thomas Berry, The Dream of the Earth (San Francisco: Sierra Club, 1990), 136. 
2	  Thomas Berry, Foreword, in Thomas Merton, When the Trees Say Nothing, edited by 
Kathleen Diegnan (Notre Dame, IN: Sorin Books, 2003), 12. 
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time I found myself reading anything I could to help me become more present to the natural 
world.  I also picked back up an old hobby of mine that had been laying in rest for a while: 
nature photography.  And it was during a nature photography tour on the Santee River that I 
had a moment of clarity.  The professional photographer leading the tour stopped his small 
boat in front of an island.  At first the island looked like any old small patch of earth sitting 
in the middle of a large lake, but as my eyes adjusted, I began to see one, then two, then 
thirty or more Green Heron sitting in trees, sleeping on reeds, and walking along the edge of 
the water.  There were mothers feeding their babies and juvenile birds learning the art of 
movement.  The island was a nesting ground for these magnificent birds.  We sat there for 
an extended period of time taking in the surroundings.  In the quiet of it all, our guide said, 
“Isn’t it amazing what you see when you stop and stay in one place for a while?” 

       This idea of staying in one place for a while was percolating in my mind when we came 
together in the Inner Life program to develop our practice.  What I found myself really 
wanting to focus on was how I could live inside and experience the sacred story of the 
universe through a practice of lectio divina and through contemplative photography.  What 
if I stayed with a spiritual reading practice with one or more of my “teachers” and made mini 
contemplative photography pilgrimages to special places in my home state of North 
Carolina?  This would be my “one place” to stay for a while. 

       The photography component carried my husband and me to a number of different sites 
within a short driving distance of our home.  These include Sylvan Heights Bird Sanctuary, 
the North Carolina mountains, and our own farm in Chatham County.  But the place that 
has been the most meaningful for me is the Pocosin Lakes Wildlife Refuge in eastern North 
Carolina.  The annual tundra swan migration in that area during the months of November 
through February has become an event that evokes deep connection for me.  There is a 
mystery to it, as I have few words to describe my experiences there, but every time I go to 
the Pungo Lake unit of the reserve I come away with a new sense of the sacred in all that is 
created. 

       For the lectio divina component I began to gather short writings from some of my 
favorite teachers.  Inspired by A Book of Hours, edited by Kathleen Deignan, which gathers 
together some of the writings of Thomas Merton into a book of daily prayers, I pulled 
together my own rich sources of wisdom into a prayer book.  I included teachers such as 
James Finley, Thomas Berry, Thomas Merton, Pope Francis, and Carolyn Toben.  I outlined 
eight weeks of daily prayers centered on the themes found in Carolyn Toben’s book 
Recovering a Sense of the Sacred.  These themes were further outlined in a nine session series, 
titled Evolutionary Pathways, given by Carolyn at Timberlake Earth Sanctuary in 2014-2015.  
Each day of the week in the prayer book is centered on one of the themes:  Cultivating a 
Sense of the Sacred, The Universe Story, Relationships as the Primary Context, Love as an 
Inner Presence to All Things, Recovering the Soul, Presence and Identity, and New 
Beginnings.  Each day has a daily mantra, a psalm, two readings, a visio-divina selected from 
my nature photography, and a closing prayer.  Each time I open the prayer book I am 
brought into an interior awareness of the beauty and sacredness of all of creation and I am 
reminded of the connectedness of every living thing.   

       In closing I will share two selections from my book of gathered wisdom.  The first is the 
psalm for the very first day.  It is taken from The Sacred Universe, by Thomas Berry. 
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What do you see? 

What do you see when you look up at the sky at the blazing stars against the  
     midnight heavens? 

What do you see when the dawn breaks over the eastern horizon? 

What are your thoughts in the fading days of summer as the birds depart on their 
     southward journey, or in the autumn when the leaves turn brown and are blown 
     away? 

What are your thoughts when you look out over the ocean in the evening? 

What do you see?3 

 

       The second is the mantra for the last day of the eight week span of the book.  It was 
given to us by Carolyn Toben during the Evolutionary Pathways program, and for me it 
represents all that I am seeking in my lectio practice, my contemplative photography, and in 
my life. 

 

In this moment I am aware that we must first be in communion with our deeper, 
interior, subjective selves, then with the larger community of life, and then with the 
universal order of things. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Carol Lenox is an environmental scientist studying the intersection of energy use, climate 
change, and air quality.  She also engages in educational outreach, teaching environmental 
science to middle school students in underserved communities.   

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
3	  Thomas Berry, The Sacred Universe (New York: Columbia University Press, 2009), 170. 
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Eco-Contemplative Fly Fishing Experiences 
Within a Watery World 

 
by 
 

Eric McDuffie 
 

“And he saith unto them, Follow me, and I will make you fishers of men.” 
ST. MATTHEW, 4:19 
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Introduction 
 

“The universe is a communion of subjects, not a collection of objects.”1 
 

~ Thomas Berry 
 
       At this moment in time, I am simultaneously developing a Practice and a Product, so 
the natural world is seen more intentionally as one of wonder and awe, beauty and intimacy, 
imagination, gratitude, mindfulness, contemplation and sacred reality.  The sacred art of fly 
fishing has resonated deep within my soul since my grandfather gave me a fly rod on my 3rd 
birthday.  Now as I complete my first academic year as a PhD Candidate at Antioch 
University New England (AUNE) in the field of Environmental Studies, I hear a call within 
my soul to go back to my roots through personal fly fishing experiences in order to impact 
human connections to nature. Here, I intentionally reconnect myself more deeply in nature 
through the everlasting love I share with the multitude of fishes in all forms of water. 
 
       The work I have completed over thirty years in the fields of environmental science, 
environmental education, environmental management, and recently within the 2-year Inner 
Life of the Child in Nature Program at The Center for Education, Imagination, and the Natural 
World, coupled with the future product of my dissertation work at AUNE develops an 
Earth Story through the power of lived fly fishing experiences.  This storybook encompasses 
some of my past fly fishing experiences while growing up as a child with my grandfather, 
into my current adulthood where I experience this loving nature connectedness by myself 
and with my family and friends through continued fly fishing opportunities. My intent is to 
build an Earth Story centered within the sacred realm of fly fishing and collect fishing stories 
experienced from those who have found eco-contemplative meaning from their immersion 
with the fishes inhabiting their watery world.   
 
       Through the unfolding of my life’s purpose and constantly guided by divine 
intervention, I envision a need for global environmental change within the construct of my 
watery world. The circle of my attention within this developing practice sees this human art 
form intentionally mingle with nature through continual fishing experiences I have with all 
people, but with a particular focus on children and their families. Drawing upon some of the 
influential people who have dramatically shaped my own environmental ethics such as my 
Grandfather, Father Thomas Berry, Sir Izaak Walton, Dr. Peggy Whalen-Levitt, Mr. David 
Sobel, Dr. E.O. Wilson, Dr. Tobin Hart and Dr. Douglas Christie, my lifelong goal is to 
eventually develop a contemporary eco-contemplative fly fishing ethic and academy for 
children and families centered on the connectedness of lived fly fishing experiences. 
Through this goal I hope to witness the inter-generational transfer of knowledge pulsate 
within nature’s loving virtues and transform people’s perception of their watery world as 
outlined to us through the universe-encompassing philosophy of Father Thomas Berry. 
  
       Visualizing this practice begin to unfold in the space of the past 10 months, I continue 
forming lasting relationships and experiences purposefully focused on the sacred art of fly 
fishing; forming a central conduit where its artistic expression connects people to nature 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1 Thomas Berry, Evening Thoughts (San Francisco: Sierra Club Books, 2006), 96. 
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experientially within 3 connecting and conscious realms. The first must be deeply rooted 
through experiential place-based learning. The second must come from perceptual ecological 
thought created through sensual practices while experiencing nature in aesthetic creativity. 
And the third must transcend to a place of contemplative thought in order to awaken the 
soul to the connections always present, but rarely experienced. These three realms of 
consciousness will provide current and future generations of people a path to travel within 
natural settings and become the future change agents for a healthier watery world teeming 
with more vibrant fish to help feed the increasing masses. 
 

 
 

       Melting together experiential place-based environmental education, perceptual ecology, 
and mindfulness deepening into contemplative ecology, all generations of people will also 
have the opportunity to begin developing their own fly fishing stories and memories through 
lived fishing experiences. The unfolding of the universe story through mutual enhancement 
and contemplation in the watery world will allow specific fly fishing activities as a 
recreational process within human society to become the fundamental purpose and 
engagement of my practice. The final product created from this practice will serve itself as it 
gives back to all the children and adults of this watery world who have the right to go out 
into nature and connect intimately with her while allowing their own inward eco-
contemplative fly fishing stories to outwardly unfold. 
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Revisiting the Cow Pasture, October 11, 2015 
 
“Much more could be said concerning our relations with the surrounding environment and the need to live 
integrally with the natural world.  But this may be sufficient to suggest a context for thinking about the 
surrounding world within an ecologically sound system of education, an education that would be available to 
everyone from the beginning to the end of life when the Earth that brought us into being draws us back into 
itself to enter into the deepest of all mysteries”2  
 

~Thomas Berry 
 

 
 
       Good morning Granddaddy. It feels wonderful being here with you right now while 
those stiff northern gusts of October wind push us along our favorite spot on Lake Holt. 
You know where I am. Yes, I look across the Cow Pasture where we fly fished together 
every Saturday morning. In my mind’s eye I feel the tug of those big bream on the end of my 
fly rod and smell the musky odor of creation unfolding beneath me in those clear and 
shallow bluegill spawning beds of yesteryear. It seems like it was just a few seconds ago 
when we stumbled upon this sacred and happy patch of water together. All those times we 
drove by this bank where we started our early Saturday morning over there on the other side 
of the lake. You know, isn’t it ironic how our favorite spot where we always started off our 
fly fishing Saturdays together in my childhood days would always begin with you and me at 
the right hand corner of the bank just across the way, within hollering distance from where 
we are right now?  
 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
2 Thomas Berry, The Great Work: Our Way Into the Future (New York:  Bell Tower, 1999), 66. 
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       Don’t worry Granddaddy; you know I will head over there next. I can see those big 
bream right now lurking under those wild thorny rose bushes and purple mountain laurel 
just waiting for their favorite yellow popping bug and black gnat to sink into their strike 
zone. Whoa! I just had a strike! That’s what I get for daydreaming. You know, it’s always the 
same. You take your eye off the popping bug for one second and Murphy’s Law kicks in. 
 
       Well Gramps, we both know why I am here today. It’s all about the bream; those 
colorful strong swimming butterbeans that gave us thousands of hours of pure fly fishing 
pleasure together during my childhood years. I have a burning question I must get answered 
as part of the work I am currently doing in my two fall classes at Antioch University New 
England. The central question I am investigating here for my capstone Ecology Lab Project 
in Beth’s Comparative Ecological Analysis Class asks:  “Is the current population of bream 
in our favorite lake at, below, or above the North American Growth Standard for bluegill 
species?” I suspect they will be either at or above the North American Standard, as we both 
know how big and beautiful all those bream used to be when we caught them here together. 
I do hope the times have not changed. And we also know the bream never got any bigger 
than when they were spawning on those hundreds of bream beds here along the Cow 
Pasture. I wonder if it had something to do with the increased nitrogen levels and cow 
manure in the water. Well, as you also must know, I am beginning to develop my 
dissertation idea by capturing another fly fishing story in my heart of you and me fishing 
together as part of the beginning of my fly fishing story-telling book collection. I will 
certainly be honored by those people who are interested in reading them.  
 
       I have fallen in love with my studies up at Antioch, Granddaddy. I could move up there 
right now! It is so beautiful and peaceful there. And all those lakes and streams; did you 
know they call those lakes ponds? You would definitely agree with me that they look more 
like lakes judging by their size. Every time you look around, a lake is seen. I hope you and 
Grandma are proud of me to keep going on with my studies. You know I am doing this 
work to honor both of you, not to mention all the children I teach and for my beloved fish I 
hope to help regenerate while I am here in this world. You must also know I am completing 
this lifelong work to honor and support Michele, Devin, Aiden, and Mom.  
 
       Finally, I’ve got one! She is much smaller than what I am used to catching here in the 
Cow Pasture, Granddaddy, even though they are not on the spawn right now. Let’s see here 
little girl. Let’s get your length, weight, and a couple of scales behind your operculum. There 
you go. See you again in the spring when you are guarding your eggs right here below me. I 
wonder why the fishing in the Cow Pasture is so slow today! I guess it must be this high 
pressure system blowing those sharp northerly winds and me down the Cow Pasture too 
fast. We both know how stiff wind gusts belly up the fly line and make the presentation not 
nearly as natural as when she is lying down more gently. I also think the big bull bream are 
now lying along the secondary shelf running down the length of the Cow Pasture. Plus, all 
that rain we got last weekend must also be affecting the bite. That’s okay. You know I will 
still find them Granddaddy. You definitely taught me to stay patient and persistent in the 
pursuit of the bluegill until I find them.  
 
       Well, as you already know my goal for this age and growth study is to catch 120 total 
bream, 10 per bank, along 12 banks, 6 on the north side, and 6 on the south side. I would 



! '+!

think that would be an equal enough representative sampling of the total bream population 
currently living in our favorite lake. 
 
 

 
 
 
       I just hope the scales I collect from these beautiful bream end up showing a larger 
average growth rate for this lake’s current population as compared to the North American 
Growth Rate Standard for all bluegill populations. I am so lucky I found that science paper 
written by Jackson, Quist, and Larscheid (2008), Growth Standards for Nine North American Fish 
Species. I knew somebody had to figure it all out the way I was thinking. Now, I just need to 
figure out where those colorful humpback males are.  
 
 

 
 
 
       There he is! Man, he hit that yellow popping bug hard! Come here buddy! I knew you 
would not let me down, beautiful Cow Pasture. You never have before. Thanks again, 
Granddaddy, for all you taught me. I sure do miss you and love you a lot. He sure is 
beautiful Granddaddy, just like it is with you here with me right now. 
 



	   61	  

An Evolution of Environmental Ethics 
 
“The ecological community is not subordinate to the human community. Nor is the ecological imperative 
derivative from human ethics. Rather our human ethics is derivative from the ecological imperative. The basic 
ethical norm is the well-being of the comprehensive community, and the attainment of human well-being within 
this comprehensive community. The Earth is not part of the Human Story; the human story is part of the 
Earth Story.”3 

~ Thomas Berry 
 
       Based upon anthropomorphic ideology in Western societies, where we believe we are 
situated at the center of our own universe, we can only consider ourselves based on the 
human values centered through the environmental ethics we create. The intrinsic values 
placed on biotic and abiotic community components are not valued as highly as our own 
individual welfare. Therefore, environmental, educational and economic values placed on 
these components are disregarded for our own needs. This human-centered ideology takes 
us away from our connection to the land, as we devalue it in comparison to ourselves. An 
ethical change in how we approach our natural world through proper eco-centric values 
must shift in order for it to be preserved. In E.O. Wilson’s classic article published in 1993, 
“Is Humanity Suicidal?” Wilson states that “the ethical issues are so basic as to force a 
reconsideration of our self-image as a species.”4 
 
       As environmental ethics connects us to the natural world, we must always strive to 
make the correct moral decisions and maintain the proper balance of Earth’s natural 
resources for current and future generations. During the birth and expansion of the 
Industrial Revolution, the world’s human population increased exponentially as Earth’s 
natural resources declined exponentially through an increasing loss in biodiversity. As this 
great extinction trend continues, the human race also faces the reality that its own extinction 
may occur at some point in the near future if a paradigmatic shift in humanity’s 
environmental ethic does not occur.  In order to prevent this from happening, humans, the 
true shepherds of the natural world, must learn how to reconnect to nature and maintain a 
homeostatic balance with it through an evolution of correct environmental ethics 
responsibilities passed down to the children. Therefore, as future generations of people 
continue to evolve on Earth, they must always know how to take care of the natural world 
that forever connects, sustains and surrounds them.  
 
       The power of storytelling through the proper transfer of intergenerational knowledge 
creates the conduit needed for humanity to continually construct, preserve, and fine tune this 
evolving environmental ethic needed for future generations to become harmoniously eco-
centric with the natural world while constantly evolving within their own universe story. 
Eco-contemplative thought experienced through the sacred art of fly fishing experiences 
provides one of a multitude of metacognitive channels to pave the way forward in that 
direction for humanity to lovingly experience a mutually enhancing relationship with the 
watery world. 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
3	  Thomas Berry, “Ethics and Ecology”, A paper delivered to the Harvard Seminar on 
Environmental Values, Harvard University, April 9, 1996. 
4	  E.O. Wilson, “Is Humanity Suicidal,” New York Times Magazine (May 30, 1993). 
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First Fishing Trip of the Year with a New Life-Long Friend, March 30, 2016 

 
“The Earth with its layers of land and water and air provides the space within which all living things are 
nurtured and the context within which humans attain their identity. If in the excitement of a secular 
technology reverence for the Earth has diminished in the past, especially in the western world, humans now 
experience a sudden shock at the devastation they have wrought on their own habitation. The ancient human-
Earth relationship must be recovered in a new context, in its mystical as well as in its physical functioning. 
There is need for awareness that the mountains and rivers and all living things, the sky and its sun and moon 
and clouds all constitute a healing, sustaining sacred presence for humans which they need as much for their 
psychic integrity as for their physical nourishment. This presence whether experienced as Allah, as Atman, as 
Sunyata, or as the Buddha-nature or as Bodhisattva; whether as Tao or as the One or as the Divine 
Feminine, is the atmosphere in which humans breathe deepest and without which they eventually suffocate.”5 
 

~ Thomas Berry 
 
       I have worked for the last 16 years as a middle school science teacher instructing well 
over 2500 students. Since beginning my PhD work in Environmental Studies at Antioch 
University New England (AUNE) last summer, I began thinking about a much-needed 
change in my working conditions where I taught over 100 students every day during those 
years. I knew at this point in my life I wanted to work with fewer and older high school aged 
students who might not fit in with typically large classroom settings. For one reason or 
another, I began believing some of these students who were falling through the academic 
cracks might find comfort and possible healing from learning science outdoors in a more 
quiet, peaceful and natural setting with fewer people and less distractions.  However, in a 
public school environment, I did not even believe this kind of academic environment could 
exist for these students. Not only did I wonder if a teaching opportunity like this might ever 
come along for me in my school system, but I also wondered if it did, if this type of teenager 
might be interested in learning the sacred art of fly fishing in a place like this through a 
developed product of Environmental Education. If I ever got the chance to teach in a 
setting with fewer students, I knew I would want to start up a fly fishing club where I could 
begin teaching some of my 47 years of fly fishing knowledge with them as I worked to begin 
building an eco-contemplative fly fishing ethic and academy as part of my dissertation work 
at AUNE.  
 
       Suddenly, my prayers were answered as God’s steady hand touched my heart and soul. 
Last month, a new science teaching position opened up in my school system. On an 
afterschool afternoon in mid-March, a fortuitous conversation between me and an old 
colleague named Mike, who also taught in my school system, took place in our optometrist’s 
office. After catching up with one another, I began talking about my desire to change 
teaching positions. Mike looked at me and smiled. He told about a science teaching job 
opening that had just been posted at his school a week earlier. After learning the details of 
the job, the next day, I immediately put in a request for a transfer and was granted the new 
position. Now I am happily working right beside my friend, Mike, who is the social studies 
teacher. As the new middle and high school science teacher now working for the small 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
5	  Thomas Berry, Evening Thoughts, 135. 
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alternative school in my school system, I feel very honored and privileged to be serving a 
much smaller group of mostly high school students I can impact in so many positive ways 
each day. I know I can reach these kids in ways I have always dreamed of as an educator. 
This new teaching journey has now begun along with the start of a new fly fishing club to 
anyone interested in learning more about the sacred art of fly fishing. 
 
       At the end of March, after working in my new science teaching position for just a week, 
our Spring Break vacation began. Knowing he was an avid fisherman, I invited Mike to go 
fishing with me on one of our days off to my favorite lake where I grew up fly fishing with 
my grandfather. He enthusiastically accepted. He showed up at my house early the next 
Wednesday morning with his fishing rods and tackle. I had the boat and trailer hooked up, 
my rods and tackle packed, and ready to roll. We arrived at Lake Holt a few minutes past 
8:00 AM. We would be fishing for spawning crappie and perhaps a largemouth bass also on 
the spawn. We decided to focus most of the day fishing for crappie by dunking minnows 
with cane poles and bobbers, and tossing crappie jigs with ultralight spinning gear around 
fallen trees and other underwater structure I knew about from the many years of catching 
them on the lake with my grandfather, stepsons and wife.  
 
       Once we launched the boat, I took us straight across the lake to a bank lined with a 
couple of boat docks. The day was a perfect 70 degrees, and sunny with a slight northwest 
breeze to keep us both cool. Using the trolling motor, I quietly positioned us next to the first 
boat dock and dropped anchors.  
 

 
 
       We both set out our live baits close to the dock posts. No action happened at first until 
we moved around the dock on the other side. When we got there, Mike was getting himself 
untangled from a corner dock post when my cork suddenly went under for the first time. I 
let the fish take the cork under far enough to get the bait and hook firmly set into her mouth 
and gently lifted the cane pole as it bent double to my first big crappie of the spring season. 
She fought hard, making three strong surges under the boat. Finally, she gave up and 
surrendered to the landing net. It was a good thing I netted her, because the hook quickly 
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came out of her papery thin mouth about the time the net surrounded her. I call that a 
perfect catch when I did not even need to take the hook out of her mouth. Mike had never 
eaten crappie before, so we decided to keep a few for a meal for him and his family.  Mike 
looked forward to eating a new kind of fish from the southeast. Living most of his life in 
upstate New York fishing mostly for northern pike, smallmouth bass, and walleye, I knew he 
would be in for a real treat that night tasting some battered up mild-tasting boneless crappie 
filets in House Autry seasoning sided with hush puppies and coleslaw. With the first crappie 
slab lying on a cooler of ice, it was time to get Mike unhooked from the dock and settled 
back into our spot. A few minutes later, Mike suddenly had a bite, and came up with a 
medium-sized largemouth bass on the cane pole. He smiled from ear to ear now knowing he 
would not be skunked for the day. He gently let her go back to grow up some more.  
 
       The crappie bite cooled off at the boat dock, so we pulled up our anchors and motored 
down and around the corner to a cove where Michele, Devin, Aiden and I had caught some 
big black crappies a year earlier in the spring. We motored up to two fallen oak trees 
stretched out from their broken stumps along the clay bank, leaning downward into the 
watery depth. We quietly set out the anchors. I told Mike if they were here, it would not take 
long to get a bite. Sure enough, the first pitch I made into a forked tree limb submerged a 
few feet underwater produced a sinking red cork going underwater and out of sight. I gently 
lifted the cane pole and the line went slack. I missed her. I quickly baited another feisty 
minnow on my gold hook and pitched out my line to the same spot. At the same time, Mike 
yelled, “Get the net; I’ve got something really big!” I looked over and saw his cane pole 
pulsating about halfway under the boat. “Holy cow, I said! Play him easy, Mike! That is a 
monster crappie! I just saw her flash in the water!” After a couple of hard-fought minutes, 
Mike slowly lifted his cane pole and eased the silver and black spotted slab into the waiting 
net. Mike’s first caught crappie of his life was now his, weighing about a pound and a half. 
We high-fived each other and I took a picture of him and his prize. Mike gently laid her into 
the ice cooler beside my smaller one pound slab. She flopped in the cooler for a couple of 
minutes until the sound slowly faded away. 
 

 
 
       Over the next several hours, the crappie bite slowed down. We had to work much 
harder, and we caught only two more medium-sized crappie. During that time, I found 
myself silently contemplating how to get my fly fishing club started at my new school. After 
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talking about my new teaching and fly fishing club ideas with Mike, he told me he thought 
my idea to teach science outdoors as much as I could and start a fly fishing club were both 
great teaching approaches to take with the students. He knew they would provide the 
students with therapeutic value, ground them more closely to nature, and give to them a 
much more fun, experiential and engaging way to learn environmental science. I asked if he 
would join me in forming the fly fishing club with the students. He told me he would be 
happy to join in the festivities.  
 
       The rest of the day was a tough test, as a more brisk northwest wind constantly tested 
our patience. We both ended up squirrel fishing much more often during the next few hours 
than crappie fishing as constant 15 to 20 mile per hour gusts kept pushing our 16 foot skiff, 
poles, and baits into bushes and trees along the banks. We could not find much escape out 
of the wind, so we decided to call it a day. On the way back towards the boat landing, a 
nagging thought came over me. I wanted to go back to the boat dock where we started for 
one more try. Since the sun was shining fully up in the sky, I thought we might have a 
chance to catch one or two more crappie for Mike’s frying pan from the school of crappie I 
knew were lurking in the shadows out of the full sun under that dock. We got ourselves 
positioned in the same place on the corner where I caught my first crappie. With only four in 
the cooler I wanted for me and Mike to catch just one more a piece for his family’s supper. I 
put out a fresh minnow a little bit deeper in the water column to see if it would make a 
difference. I then picked up my ultra-light spinning rod and started pitching a mini jig under 
the dock. I turned to look at my cork, but it was gone. Instinct took over. I immediately 
grabbed my cane pole and lifted up. It did not stay up for long as the strongest fish I felt all 
day pulled the rod down into the water. I yelled at Mike to grab the net. After a minute or 
two of finally getting him to the top of the water, Mike reached out and got the net under 
the biggest crappie slab of the day. She was a beautiful fish, weighing about a quarter of a 
pound larger then Mike’s trophy. We both smiled from ear to ear as we cemented our new 
friendship through the beautiful sacrifice of five crappies giving their lives for a great fishing 
story and family fish fry at Mike’s house that night. That was the last fish caught for the day. 
What a divine blessing it was to go on this first fishing trip of the year with a new life-long 
fishing friend to share my favorite lake and its treasures found within its watery world. 
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Deepening Friendships Melt into Spring's Perfection, April 24, 2016 
 
“Every particle of the universe tells the story in its own context. It’s a kind of symphonic process. When we 
exile the scientific telling of the story from the humanities and theology, we do not allow them to be an integral 
expression of the great story.”6 

~ Thomas Berry 
 
       Today was one of those spring days that could not be more perfect. Waking up at dawn 
to the song of a bluebird. Watching her feed her chicks. Preparing in anticipation for 
communing with the fish, those beautiful majestic fish. Mike was running late. I told him no 
worries. Go slow and we would get there. We got there. Lake Holt lay perfectly still as we 
rounded the hill. She lay there waiting for us to explore her depths with fly rod and crappie 
jig. I hoped we were not too late. From reports earlier in the week, I feared we would be a 
day too late. I wanted Mike and his family to taste their sweet taste one more time before 
summer took over. By then, they would be spread out so far from one another; their elusive 
presence would take over until the first signs of fall would show them up again. Please let us 
not be too late, dear God. Share your bounty with us on this perfect morning you have 
prepared for us. I took us to the usual first spot. Eating my own earlier words, I became 
impatient as I could only hope and anxiously anticipate they would take our offerings. 
Suddenly I felt the old familiar tug on the end of my line. I firmly set the hook and there she 
was flopping on the surface, breaking the quiet harmony of the water in front of us. Quickly 
netted, I was off the snide as she lay flopping on cold ice. Quickly, Mike lifted his rod to a 
full bend and in a matter of seconds; he too would not be skunked today. We both smiled 
quietly at each other, knowing this morning was made for him and me in God's watery 
sanctuary. We came for crappie and got everything we asked for and so much more; a 
deepening friendship solidified by his seven and my six would make a feast tonight for his 
family of four. Mission accomplished. 

 

 
 
       Now I sit here under the flickering light of mid-afternoon and hear the birds sing 
joyously to heaven above. The gurgling stream and fluttering butterflies all synchronized by 
eternal movement. The endless movement of sound never ceases to amaze me. Its rhythms 
circulate upon themselves into an utter chaotic symphony. The Earth can never be quiet, nor 
does it ever want to be. As I try to be still, I feel constant movement. My heart's beating 
rhythm sings joyously to the memory of friendship. My soul sighs deeply to the knowing that 
God's gift of love through the fish that swim in fluidity gives their life to Earth in which I 
am thankful I can never be alone. Aloneness is sadness, peace and tranquility, all fluttering 
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and mingling in and out of themselves. It never lasts long as the Earth swallows it up and 
spits it out into fresh newness of another day to come. Those precious, timeless days 
become a spring memorialized by the breath of winds blowing outward, stretching onward, 
touching water, pushing her downward into the life of the fish lurking in the shadows, 
pulsating, waiting for my fly to pass over, inhaling it to my waiting touch. Thank you black 
and silver crappie. Your beauty will never go unnoticed. 
 

Conclusion 
 
       I am very content to know that I am not alone in my own working practices and 
ideologies as it pertains to the human spirit’s connection to the watery world.  I am honored 
to know that I now have a new lifelong friend and working colleague in Mike. I suspect there 
may be many more of us kindred fishing spirits out there wanting to make and share fishing 
stories together. I hope I get to meet them all and hear them before I leave this place. I also 
hope my new teaching position will offer me the opportunity to teach and learn the sacred 
art of fly fishing with my new students.  
 
       I must also pay homage to all those beautiful souls I have shared my life with over the 
last two years in The Inner Life of the Child in Nature Program at Timberlake Earth Sanctuary and 
The Center for Education, Imagination, and the Natural World. My heartfelt thanks goes out 
to Peggy, Sandy, Carolyn, and all my peers as we opened our hearts to one another and tread 
new water in newfound depths of our own soulful journeys. This pilgrimage into ourselves 
will surely speak outwardly to the children of our world in which we will surely influence in 
ways we can only imagine. Thank you friends of Timberlake Earth Sanctuary. Friendships 
have solidified it into a recent memory. 
 
       I must now share a passage that seems very fitting to me as it concerns community, 
education, love and passion for nature and how we all have the power to learn from one 
another within our watery world. It is written:  
 
 
“To speak truly, few adult persons can see nature.  Most persons do not see the sun.  At least they have a 
very superficial seeing.  The sun illuminates only the eye of the man, but shines into the eye and the heart of 
the child.  The lover of nature is he whose inward and outward senses are still truly adjusted to each other; 
who has retained the spirit of infancy even into the era of manhood.  His intercourse with heaven and earth 
becomes part of his daily food.  In the presence of nature, a wild delight runs through the man, in spite of real 
sorrows.7  

~ Ralph Waldo Emerson 
 

 
       In our vast and diverse communities, we can never give up on our children, our future, 
and ourselves as we must continue educating them on how to appreciate and fully connect 
with the natural world. We must also continue to stay lovingly and passionately connected to 
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our watery world as we now understand the need to help regenerate its life in any way we 
can; even through an evolution of environmental education and ethical experiences. In order 
for me to have a positive influence on global environmental change, my regenerative passion 
now evokes a sense of the sacred experienced through the sacred art of fly fishing to be 
lovingly passed on to future generations as the universe story unfolds. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Eric McDuffie, a native of the Tar Heel State of North Carolina, is a PhD student in the 
Environmental Studies Department at Antioch University New England. Eric continues to 
honor his mother’s and grandparents’ wishes to complete his education in order to better 
serve children and the natural world. McDuffie earned an undergraduate degree in biology 
with a secondary science teaching certification at the University of North Carolina at Chapel 
Hill, followed by a master of environmental management degree at Duke University’s 
Leadership Program within the Nicholas School of the Environment. He has worked for 
over a decade teaching middle and high school environmental science to over 2,500 
students. He received several Environmental Educator of the Year honors from the state of 
North Carolina while becoming state certified as an Environmental Educator. His passion 
for fly fishing extends back 47 years. McDuffie’s dream now leads him to build a 
contemporary eco-contemplative fly fishing ethic and academy for children and their parents 
to begin creating their own fishing stories while bonding with the natural world. He hopes 
his dissertation will help to fulfill this mission for combining eco-contemplative fly fishing 
experiences through storytelling and honoring its fisheries through environmental education, 
while also honoring his grandfather, who taught him the sacred art of fly fishing beginning 
on his third birthday.	   
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A Day in May at Eno River State Park 
 

by 
 

Andrea Reed 
 

The pale green light under the forest                                                                                                                                  
draws me in. 

 
I wonder what I will find                                                                                                                                                                   
inside me this time. 

 
As I follow the trail                                                                                                                                                                             
on this day in May. 

  
Circles call to me, 

 
Circles of ripples expanding                                                                                                                                                        
below me 

 
as fish churn the river’s water                                                                                                                                                       
and the wind ruffles its surface, 

 
Circles of white and pink corollas                                                                                                                
of the mountain laurel                                                                                                                                                                     
above me 

 
Blooming and fading                                                                                                                                                                   
in the sunlight. 

 
At the end of the path I stand                                                                                                                                                          
on a circle of stone from an old mill 

 
Long ago abandoned,                                                                                                                  
slowly returning back to the                                                                                                                                                     
earth. 

 
I find gratitude for the circle of                                                                                                                                                                 
life,  

 
Reverence for the living and                                                                                                                                             
dying, 

 
As the forest remakes itself, I know                                                                                                  
within me,                                                                                                                                
I am renewed. 
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Old Mill Stones at Eno River State Park 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Andrea Reed is a lower-elementary teacher at Greenville Montessori School.  She is AMS-
credentialed (Elementary I and II) and has taught both lower- and upper-elementary for over 
10 years.  Before teaching in Montessori classrooms, she completed a graduate degree at The 
University of New Mexico with an emphasis in child development and taught psychology at 
the university level.  She and her husband enjoy time in nature, which they attribute to 
childhoods spent roaming the outdoors.  
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My Practice 
 

by 
 

Melissa Scott 
 
 
 

	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  I am sitting on an old beach towel, legs spread out in the grass in front of me.  The sun 
is warming up the day.  A multitude of birds are weaving together a composition of 
melodies, and I can hear the squirrels as they skitter through the leaves.  My son sits next to 
me on the towel so that he can look at the red dogwood tree that he planted yesterday.   
 
       As I start to think about what to write for my practice essay, my son starts to shift 
around and become restless.  I say to him, “I thought you wanted to sit near your tree so 
that you could look at it?”  His response was, “Mommy, I want to sit near my tree so that I 
can be near it so that it can feel my love” and he got up and gave the baby tree a kiss on its 
bark. 
 
       For my practice for the Inner Life program, I intended to choose a spot in nature to 
return to on a daily basis to just be present and aware.  I wanted to really get to know this 
one place, and I wanted to include my family to have them sit with me in this one spot.  This 
would be a shift for me since I am usually moving, moving, moving when I am outdoors. 
 
       I also wanted to create nature-inspired movement with my students, to help them push 
past literal movement interpretations to try to embody the essence of a tree, or a falcon, or a 
ripple of water. 
 
       As has happened with me before, I develop ideas with strong intentions, and then those 
ideas morph and shift into ideas that can ebb and flow into my life more seamlessly, like 
water both tracing and creating the curves of a canyon.  I did not find one place to return to 
because we ended up buying our first home, and the next months were full of the house 
searching, the moving, and then the construction and readjustment that follows.  I did guide 
my students through some nature-inspired movement, but not to the depth or extent that I 
thought I would. 
 
       What I did do was give my students the space to return to one place in nature over and 
over and to sit with it.  We have spent time this school year sitting with “our tree,” as we call 
it, sometimes just beholding, more often sketching our tree or its seasonal changes; 
sometimes zooming in and sometimes taking in the whole entity.  Some students often feel 
called to write poetry while we are out there, and they record their precious words next to 
their sketches.  I overheard one of my students saying that our tree study is one of her 
favorite things we do at school; she also told me that trees are old, wise, and have many 
stories hidden within their bark. 
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       I have also reflected on the inherent, instinctual connection that binds children and the 
natural world together while trying to ease the emotional climate in my classroom this 
winter.  In the past, I have written about my concerns about the levels of stress and anxiety I 
see in children, and this past winter, I was in deep thought about what I could do to lift the 
spirits of the children in my classroom.  My thoughts led me to wonder how I could bring 
the natural world inside of my class since we were outside less frequently.  I ended up 
arranging for some of my coworkers to drop off their dogs in our classroom for the day, 
thinking that the kids would respond to the dogs’ warmth and love…and of course they did.  
My bright-eyed students would eagerly enter the door on Wednesdays (soon named 
“Wagging Tail Wednesdays”) to search out which dog would be visiting with them, working 
on math problems with them, and snuggling up against them during lunch time. 
 
       So, no.  My practices did not end up as initially intended.  But I have been changed in 
this process.  My lens has shifted and I see things differently than before.  I can feel my tiny 
and immense part in the universe while also knowing that the universe is inside of me.  I can 
respond to things that arise by thinking about our natural world connection.  I have worked 
on just being. 
 
       I told my son that mommy needed to work, so he wandered off into our yard and 
silently took in the grass and the small flowers underneath a nearby tree.  After a little while, 
he walked back to my beach towel and showed me his hand full of tiny flowers, dandelions, 
and an acorn.  He considered, deemed something to be missing, so scurried off to find some 
pine needles to add.  He said these were my presents. 
 
       And this is the gift my experience in this program has given to me.  To not only 
appreciate and see the deep beauty in nature as I always had, but to regain and to honor 
again my intuitive relationship with nature…my own inner life of my inner child. To know 
that even if I did not have a formalized practice of sitting with nature, that it was always 
inside of me and around me at the same time; to learn to sit with myself and outside of 
myself simultaneously. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Melissa Scott holds a B.A. in Environmental Studies and a Master of Arts in Teaching.  She 
currently teaches in Asheville, NC.  
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I Feel the Primordial Wound 
 

by 
 

Meghan Shearer 
 

February 4, 2015 
 
I walk the earth field with no destination in mind but around, about and forward. Beyond 
grows a giant oak tree. I sit a distance from its presence so that I may view her in full. 
 
Sitting, breathing, opening, allowing my mind to settle so that I may be present. 
The wind blows a gentle hello moving energy throughout the landscape. 
The tree is naked of leaves and shows scars of where former lateral branches fell. 
She holds her space as I hold mine. 
 
We appear separate. 
I feel the primordial wound of being born and divided from source. 
 
Grief arises from my core and spreads throughout my body. 
The sky is open and full of color, and so am I. 
I begin to weep. 
Tears roll down my face and drop in my folded hands. 
I pray, may this illusion become unknown. 
 
In reflection to this entry, I realized in this moment, in the plain fields behind my humble 
home, the felt sense of being separate and the pain that follows.  My intellectual 
understanding melted into my heart.  My personal spirituality is built on the understanding 
that we are deeply interconnected within this display of life; yet in this moment I felt the 
wound of being separate, a piece away from the whole, and the experience was of 
tremendous grief.  It’s as if I was crying for the Earth, tears brought forth through anguish 
knowing that many who walk this Earth truly believe they are separate from it; tears arising 
in reaction to the not knowing of this Earth’s true sacredness. 
	  
Soul Reading Entry: “Children of the Twenty-First Century”1 
 
I began weeping at the opening lines of this reading.  My heart carries an over-flow of 
gratitude for Thomas Berry.  A shaman whose vision I crave and pray to help fulfill.  His 
teachings and observations are so simple, so profound.  I meet each word with curiosity and 
openness, and imagine myself with him and Carolyn present together.  What a pleasure to be 
in their presence together.  Yet at times throughout the reading, I become overwhelmed by 
sadness.  The sadness is rooted in fear that for now I can identify coming from three 
sources: 1) Fear that I may never be able to do this work, 2) Fear that I cannot provide my 
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1	  Carolyn Toben, Recovering A Sense of the Sacred:  Conversations with Thomas Berry (Whitsett, NC:  
Timberlake Earth Sanctuary Press, 2012). 
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own children with opportunities to allow them to flourish, and 3) Fear that we as a society 
have lost our way, our story.  Deep breath, fears are just fears, deep breath.  Lines of 
conversation bring inspiration, and sometimes coupled with despair.  There is a great 
challenge ahead, but an even greater opportunity to create new ways of knowing and being.  
I’ve been told before I feel things deeply and hold them deep inside.  This reading, the other 
readings, this course, these experiences, are drilling into the depths of my being and bringing 
out emotion that has been kept inside.  Like Carolyn’s experience of the conversation, I too 
carried away a lot of mixed feelings.  Overall I feel at the end as I did in the beginning, a 
sense of overwhelming gratitude.  It brings me great comfort to know I am connected to this 
community of people dedicated to performing The Great Work.   
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  
 
 
 
Meghan Shearer holds a master's degree in environmental education and has worked in 
various capacities for nonprofits in the field of conservation and environmental 
education.  She help found a nonprofit in Los Angeles, where she lived for 10 years, named 
WYLD (Wilderness Youth Leadership and Diversity): dedicated to providing youth with 
meaningful outdoor experiences and long-term mentoring relationships with US veterans. 
She is a single mother of two dynamic girls and currently lives in Asheville, NC working as a 
mentor at a therapeutic boarding school for girls.	  	  



	   75	  

Life is Short, We Must Move Very Slowly1 
 

by 
 

Cyndy Wolfe 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Spiraling through the chaos of modern life towards center… 

 
 
       My desire to participate in The Inner Life of the Child in Nature program began with 
my own feeling of separation both from nature, and from the modern, human constructed 
world, as well as from a deep desire to eliminate that sense of being isolated, cut-off from 
the Earth, for my own children, and other humans of all ages. I have been filled with longing 
for something that is right here inside of me most of my life.  Looking everywhere but 
within the still moment that I am holding. Rushing to find it ahead—oh there you are, 
chasing rainbows, and mirages, or looking into some other person’s life as if it could fit 
me…. At midlife, and as a parent, I was questioning the approach and end results of so 
many of our cultural institutions. Language, labeling, and the overabundance of statistical 
studies about everything has rendered us alone, adrift, and afraid.  Creating the illusion that we 
humans are somehow in charge of the universe and must not ever admit that we aren’t. 
 
        I was feeling cut off from Nature in Greensboro, after living many years in a much 
smaller community, much closer to the Natural world, in Breckenridge, Colorado and I 
longed for meaningful work and a way to get my children out in nature more often.  

       After beginning to work on the Friendly Naturalist Nature Journal Project with my 
friend Ivy Rutledge, I met Carolyn Toben and was introduced to Timberlake Earth 
Sanctuary and the writings of Thomas Berry. 

       After reading Recovering a Sense of the Sacred2, I began to study Thomas Berry’s work with 
Carolyn. It was a very special and healing opportunity for me. Learning about Thomas and 
his connection to The Center for Education Imagination and the Natural World attracted 
me to the Inner Life program. 
 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
1	  Naomi Shehab Nye, “Life is Short, We Must Move Slowly,” from a talk given at Guilford 
College, Greensboro, NC, April 13, 2016. 
2	  Carolyn Toben, Recovering A Sense of the Sacred: Conversations with Thomas Berry (Whitsett, NC: 
Timberlake Earth Sanctuary Press, 2012). 
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       During the course of this program, and even beforehand, I’d begun to realize how 
much of the way life goes is connected to the state of the mind and spirit.  The opportunity 
to have an extended study of a spiritual nature was exciting, and also a little bit 
uncomfortable.  As we began our program, I was paying attention more and more to how 
my mind could keep me captive, and separate.  How I depended on cultural norms to judge 
my relationships with nature; keeping me “safe” and encased in a tight little box most of the 
time. However, at Timberlake, and other times in Nature, and also in conversations with my 
daughters or friends, I could find myself shifting into the unlimited peacefulness of the 
“inner life”. 
 
 
 

Negative Space 
 

Go when light is green, stop when everyone else does, 
must have more, must be MORE. 
Rushing to catch up at a game that I never really wanted to play… 
lines forgotten for a miscast role 
Money owed for something I don’t want to buy 
The world is heavy on me, I see only how I don’t fit, 
all that I am not: In this world I am OUT. 
At the end of the asphalt of my street, 
through the twisted chain link, 
onto soft needles and packed soil, 
I step out of this world. 
My feet sink down, right through my shoes, connecting to Earth 
breath slows and eyes drop back… 
whole body slows to right now. 
Nothing to do, nothing to remember 
I AM 
Water energy pulsing down into the dirt beneath 
air coursing up and out into the tender fingers of tree 
sisters, 
writing their stories on the sky 
gathered around me 
as Mother holds my roots firm. 
Here I am Solid fluidity 
Whole 
channeling life-force and 
love, 
no edges or beginnings, 
just Now 

 
Cyndy Wolfe 
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Finding my way….. 
 

“In a very fundamental sense, we are what we pay attention to.  Paying heed to beauty, grace 
and everyday miracles promotes a sense of possibility and coherence that runs deeper and 

truer than the often illusory commercial, social “realities” advanced by mainstream 
contemporary culture.”3 

 
~Thomas Lowe Fleischner 

 
       The practice I originally planned to work with for the year was to use a Thomas Berry 
mantra in conjunction with the 13 day long “wavespells” in the Jose Arguelles Natural Time 
Calendar: to focus on a statement while in nature, and then to journal about the practice.  
Over the summer, I found it to be an interesting and healing practice to use statements such 
as “In this moment I am remembering that we are all a communion of subjects, and when 
this is remembered it evokes a sense of mutual presence.”4 In using the mantra for this 
extended amount of time it would sink in and simmer in my consciousness, creating shifts in 
awareness.  I didn’t sustain the practice in the way I originally planned though. As we got 
into the fall, there were more and more days where I remembered, sadly, oh, yes, my 
mantra…oh, yes, again, I missed my time in nature as I was rushing off to work or to shuttle 
a daughter somewhere.  And as the pace of my daily life increased and my stress levels rose, 
I was judging myself for failing at the practice. I did practice occasionally and was able to 
find inner peace.  I was struggling with not being enough.  One day, when the push “to get 
things done” and the pull of Nature were at odds, I took off my shoes, quieted my mind, 
and walked out into my yard - savoring the warm earth under my toes, the crunch of leaves 
and sweet gum balls beneath my feet, breathing in the glorious autumn air and the sounds of 
birds, spending an hour fully engaged with the sensation of my feet on the Earth, alive each 
moment, raking my yard, barefoot with a heart wide open. 
 
 

Fear and the way back into the box…. 
 
       Later that fall, beginning to worry and judge my failings, I decided to shift the practice 
to using meditation, movement practices and time in nature with my own daughters – also 
hoping to spend more time with them… I intended to journal about the experiences we had, 
and their reactions. After the first session, which my older daughter was willing and 
interested in, and my younger daughter was bitterly opposed to, I was able to see that my 
plan for the practice was not simply to create space for my girls to Behold nature - I had 
ulterior motives, which were easily sniffed out by the younger girl. I recognized I had moved 
back into a mental place, where I was the “expert”, and knew how to help them, improve 
them.  I abandoned the plan and shifted back to working with the mantras.  
 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
3Thomas Lowe Fleischner, The Way of Natural History (San Antonio: Trinity University Press, 
2011), 9. 
4 Carolyn Toben, Cultivating a Sense of the Sacred: Practices Inspired by Thomas Berry (Whitsett, NC: 
Timberlake Earth Sanctuary Press, 2016), 65. 
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       By February, I was really struggling.  I felt I just didn’t have the time to devote to the 
practice.  I hadn’t recorded anything that I’d thought of for weeks.  I questioned whether I’d 
simply taken on more than I could do.  Struggles and all, there were days when I continued 
to feel I was shifting, progressing – I could truly feel Nature as an inner presence even when 
not outside, or writing things down about it.  Trusting in the hard, uncomfortable places and 
pausing to let go of my “little self’s” expectations and its thinking that is has the answer for 
me or someone else.  I was noticing my deeply ingrained assumptions, and the mindset I 
learned from our western culture-conditioning I hadn’t even recognized I had – how 
“primary” I am as a human.  I was becoming aware that the birds and other animals in “my” 
neighborhood might have a different perspective on this same geography. 
 

“Outside the box is freedom from the shackles of time, an opportunity to see in a 
radically new and fresh way.  True intelligence – an intelligence that is boundless and 
free, no longer constrained by thought, no longer self-contained – shatters the box.  
When we discover this true intelligence, we discover a universe ripe with the 
possibility of change.  Leaving the box, we realize that we can make a difference, 
because we don’t live in a predetermined, mechanical universe.  The universe is 
limitless.  Things can change despite the past.  Our lives have meaning, and what we 
do with our lives matters.”5 

 
 

Inching along….. 
 

‘WHAT YOU ENCOUNTER, RECOGNIZE OR DISCOVER DEPENDS TO A 
LARGE DEGREE ON THE QUALITY OF YOUR APPROACH.  MANY OF THE 
ANCIENT CULTURES PRACTICED CAREFUL RITUALS OF APPROACH.  AN 

ENCOUNTER OF DEPTH AND SPIRIT WAS PRECEDED BY CAREFUL 
PREPARATION. 

WHEN WE APPROACH WITH REVERENCE, GREAT THINGS DECIDE TO 
APPROACH US.  OUR REAL LIFE COMES TO THE SURFACE AND ITS LIGHT 

AWAKENS THE CONCEALED BEAUTY IN THINGS.  WHEN WE WALK ON THE 
EARTH WITH REVERENCE, BEAUTY WILL DECIDE TO TRUST US.   THE 
RUSHED HEART AND ARROGANT MIND LACK THE GENTLENESS AND 

PATIENCE TO ENTER THAT EMBRACE.”6 
~ John O’Donohue 

 

How might I make my practice small enough so that I might engage it fully? 
 

       In hopes of simplifying my practice, to make it do-able, and at Peggy Whalen-Levitt’s 
suggestion, I began to work with “heartfulness”, the practice of shifting awareness down 
into the physical location of the heart, a practice described by Robert Sardello in his book 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
5  Paul Rezendes, The Wild Within: Adventures in Nature and Animal Teachings (New York: 
Berkley Publishing, 1999), 197. 
6	  John O’Donohue, Beauty: The Invisible Embrace (New York: Harper Collins, 2004), 23. 
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Heartfulness.7  This book is a beautiful exploration of the wisdom and receptivity of the heart.  
Sardello writes: 
 

“Rather than an attempt to find life as holy and whole, heartfulness helps us notice 
that life and world are already Whole.  It is thus closer to the Wisdom tradition than 
to spiritual or religious traditions.”8 

 
It is a beautiful and inspiring guide, but truthfully, even this practice of reading a little bit of 
this book each day has been hard for me to sustain.  I have realized that at this particular 
time in my life, as a single mother, with a daughter getting ready for college and another in 
middle school, my true journey is to simply BE where I am, to accept and celebrate the life I 
have, breathing into it fully, and being present to what each moment brings: 
 

“No simpler “way” or “path” exists.  We are not confronted with the challenge of 
finding heartfulness or developing it, or changing our lives in some radical manner.  
We are asked only to shift our center of attention, moving awareness from head to 
heart, from abstract cognition to being within practical contemplation, as a way of 
creative living.”9 

 
       As I’ve let go of complexity and specific conditions for my practice, my ability to shift 
into a peaceful wide open receptivity has increased.  As well as simplifying my life, I’ve 
found myself letting go of busyness and overcommitment.  For the last several months, 
when on a walk in nature or in conversation with family or friends, I’m more frequently able 
to drop into Silence: 
 

“In ordinary sensing, perceiving and thinking, everything around us exists “outside” 
and “over there”.  We are spectators to ourselves and to the world.  But in Silence 
everything displays its depth, and we find that we are part of everything around 
us…we discover that each of us, in the region of the soul, lives deeply within the 
soul of the world and the crossing point is the centering heart.” 10 

 
“Above all, trust in the long slow work of God”11 

        
       Recently, I heard the poet, Naomi Shehab Nye, speak at Guilford College.  In summing 
up her own philosophy, she shared the phrase that I used for the title of this essay: “Life is 
so short, we must move very slowly” from the Talmud.  It really hit home for me.  By 
slowing down, and in fact doing less, I am actually living more deeply, authentically and 
powerfully.  I have been saying no to “more”, yet feeling increasingly engaged, more “yes” to 
each moment.  I’ve been letting go of overcommitment.  I am learning and feeling into 
awareness that everything each of us does and says has an effect on everything else… 

	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
7 Robert Sardello, Heartfulness (Gainesville, TX: Goldenstone Press, 2015). 
8 Ibid., unpaged. 
9 Ibid, unpaged. 
10 Robert Sardello, Silence (Benson, NC: Goldenstone Press, 2006), 11. 
11 Teilhard de Chardin, “Patient Trust”, http://www.ignatianspirituality.com/8078/prayer-
of-theilhard-de-chardin 
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       I feel that in the end, my real work during the Inner Life program was to really see how 
my mind and conditioning have been holding me prisoner.  Always a lover of nature, I still 
remained separate much of the time, a mere observer, keeping myself apart with my own 
mental chatter.  Before I can heal the rift between other humans and the earth, I must heal 
into and live from my own heart.  Trusting and inhabiting each moment:  a warm sunbeam 
on my back, the sound of a clear mountain stream dancing through river rocks, or equally 
precious, a not so easy conversation with a surly teenager, or waiting out a downpour in a 
leaky tent…So now, finally, after truly slowing down, a regular practice will be able to grow 
forth; already I feel the seeds of love have been sown and roots are forming. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Cynthia (Cyndy) Wolfe is a mother, artist, movement teacher, caregiver, and volunteer 
coordinator at Timberlake Earth Sanctuary.  She lives in Greensboro, North Carolina. 
 


