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Throughout these reflective excerpts from “The Track
Back”, the link is made between spirituality and
Australian fauna and flora. The gospel isn’t meant to
be expressed in merely abstract preaching from a
pulpit, but can be reflected and named in the eyes of
the possum, the movements of the ibis, and in the
testament of a dry creek bed. Creation shrieks the
Paschal Mystery …

BLESSING
Discovering miracles
High up in the misty mountaintops of
the Macpherson Ranges, where the
deep slashing gorges meet each other
in a vertical carpet of luscious green
foliage, I witnessed a miracle.
Realising I was standing on holy
ground, I made sure I was silent
before the spectacle which engrossed
and engulfed me.
Such an overwhelming display of divine creativity suspended time, and I
felt linked to all ages past, both human and non-human. Heaven and
earth embraced in this theophany, which was being poured through
these sacraments of the divine.
Two satin bowerbirds were courting.
A millions-of-years-old ritual was being re-enacted in front of me, and
they displayed their instinctual courtesies oblivious to my presence. I felt
in my hushed awe that I was being taught secrets – wordless intuitive
insights into the enigma of the Creator.

Time was of no relevance. The artificial divisions into days, hours and
milliseconds meant nothing in this sinking into reality. The importance of
achievements, failures, successes and human expectations dissolved and
disappeared down the rushing waters of a nearby chuckling stream.
Moments of witness such as this can touch us in the core of our being,
and can connect us to the essence of what it is to be truly human – and
therefore truly in touch with God. Authentic spirituality is conceived in
the experience of a God who invites us on the adventure of faith.

Creation as trustworthy blessing
Four to five billion years is the tag put upon
the length of time taken for life to have
evolved into this day. Scientists tell us of the
many routes that the earth may have taken
to evolve – yet no matter what the process,
the blue-green jewel hanging in the
blackness of space shouts silently to the
cosmos of its graced existence.
Indeed it is a blessing, and the course which
life on earth has taken through the ages has
known birth, death, evolution, upheaval –
but never self-destruction.
The goanna, ibis and even what we call ‘weeds’ go to prodigious lengths
to co-operate with the life principle. We human beings are alone in
creation in having a god-like choice of life or death over ourselves. To an
extent, we can choose our futures on both on the individual and
collective levels. We may not have the opportunity to choose what will
happen, but we are able often to adopt our stance towards these
events.
Throughout childhood and our teen years, our personalities are
expanding and shaping us into who we are to become. Our choices can
bring wisdom and freedom chosen over and over again throughout the
course of life. They can also bring bitterness, resentment, and the
commencement of an eternal frustration perfected over the practices of
a lifetime.

The space of time in which we human beings have
inhabited the earth is infinitesimal when
compared with the stretch that the rest of nature
has enjoyed. If we condense the five billion years
of creation into twenty-four hours, then humans,
who have walked the world perhaps one million
years, came along a mere seventeen seconds ago.
No theological construct or official pronouncement can change the fact
that we are blessed from the first moment we came into being, when
randomly yet not randomly, spermatozoa met the egg within the
enveloping darkness.
God has trusted with life the python digesting its meal, for God has faith
that the carpet snake will do what it was created to do. To paraphrase a
saying of Jesus: ‘If the Father clothes the jacaranda with royal purple in
October, and then lets the blossoms fall to the ground in December, how
much more does he see you as royal, O you of little faith?’
However when fate forces us to lie low, or when we rake the time to
listen to our hearts, do we not sense sometimes a vague note of unease,
like a piece of music faintly discordant: ‘Can life be trusted?’ ‘Is God
really trustworthy?’ Perhaps it‘s some joke, a giant cosmic hoax, and we
have been duped into believing something
that has never been true.
Perhaps after all, we might fear, we really are only an
accident on some lonely planet twirling in empty
space, an aberration of nature accidently conceived
through random forces falling together. Perhaps our
life passes through the portals of existence as silently
as a fig leaf falls into the silencing sands of Princess
Charlotte Bay on Queensland’s lonely far north coast.
Have the five billion years been a waste? Have our seventeen or seventy
years been a waste? Do we dare to plead to a God ‘out there’
somewhere when we feel lost in all the shuffling and trampling of the
few years that we have before we depart this mortal coil?
Yet the universe has learned how to survive, adapt and continue. The
blackbean tree litters the rainforest floor with its seed pods, and must

trust the pods to crack open for the seeds to be free. It must let go of its
pods.
We humans have the gift and responsibility of
choice, and to choose not to exercise choice is the
surest way to age and spiritually fade. We can
assemble our defences against growth so well and
so effectively that spiritual rigor mortis can set in
long before we have physically breathed our last.
Discovering true humility – which is close to the word ‘humus’ or ‘earth’
– is discovering our relatedness with the earth and dust from which we
sprang, and to which we return. The entire web of creation invites us to
play and be re-created (recreated) through interaction.
When we laugh, we let go of control, and the cosmic sense of humour
welcomes us into joining with it in its celebration of play. Adults need
constantly to rediscover the gift of play and natural humour, for these
are mediums through which we can enter into the rhythms of the
created world. A ‘sabbath space’ is required from childhood through to
old age to help us listen to nature, and to be taught by it.
Creation displays the face of God who is continually birthing a sacrament
of him/herself. The world has taken five billion years to birth us. Our life
is gift, and our life’s invitation is to celebrate that chance – the only
chance we have – by entering into it with gratitude.
Instinct stamped within the animals that God loves so dearly causes
them to run after life. We can choose it if we wish. Life is trustworthy profoundly trustworthy.

SHEDDING

Shedding as recognising defences
The echidna is an animal that can defend itself
well. Slow-moving, yet ever on the alert for
another feed of ants, it can roll itself up in a
ball of prickles to dissuade even the hungriest
dingo to search for another meal.

When the mountain-pigmy possum senses it is time to protect itself
from the ravages of the outside world, it can go into torpor for over a
week, giving the impression it is barely alive. ‘Playing possum’ is a saying
that has found its way into the Australian idiom, and it perfectly
describes the state of being unconscious for all intents and purposes.
We all wish to avoid pain or discomfort – who save the masochist looks
forward to it? Our natural reaction to unpleasantness is to do what our
animal friends do: ignore it, as does the possum in its sleep, keep it out
or at bay, as does the echidna’s quills, or come out fighting, like ‘old man
red’ kangaroo.
Our behaviours are learned over time. Have we developed our spines so
well that even God has difficulty getting through? Are we ‘prickly’ with
others (and therefore with God) because we find them irritating,
annoying, or simply ‘a damn nuisance’?
Are we used to rolling into a ball so tightly that in our desire to return to
a comfortable foetal world, we have by-passed the rest of living? ‘Better
to be sure than sorry’; ‘Always be prepared’; ‘Live to fight another day’.
These mottoes can trip off our tongues so smoothly that they are
eventually accepted as inner gospel, and as reassurances of our
inactivity when it suits us.
We never know when we are entertaining angels, nor do we know at the
start what gold there will be hidden in rocks hurled at us by life’s
circumstances. By rolling up in prickles pretending we are immune to
fear, and letting all hurts bounce off us, we may well be missing
invitations from God: letters unopened, to be left to fade by the sun and
blown into the horizon.
Or we may be like the possum, when we prefer to anaesthetise life’s
pain by remaining unconscious, pretending not to see, hear or feel life as
it ticks by. ‘I’ve been hurt too much. Only fools let themselves be
vulnerable’.
The blue-ringed octopus squirts a thick dark smokescreen, covering its
tracks to flee to safer waters in the midst of confusion. One moment
there; the next – gone.

The kangaroo comes out fighting. With one blow of
the paw, it can render a human being senseless, if
not dead. ‘Hit first before they hit you!’
Defence can also be passive. We can prefer to get
lost in the crowd – after all, ‘who are we to think
we’re different?’ Just watch a colony of bull-ants and
try to spot the individual amongst them!
Keeping busy is also very effective as a defence against God coming
uncomfortably close. Bees in the service of their queen have no time to
play, but they spend their limited earthly time serving the wellbeing of
their leader.
Perhaps a general malaise might start to creep through us, and we begin
to associate with those who reinforce our opinions so they don’t
threaten us too much. Constant contact with like-minds can stop us
seeing clearly any more, much like the effects of glaucoma that is
spreading through the koala population. The vistas of life become
reduced to a narrow hazy field of the immediate surrounds. Perhaps we
may feel it is too late, and the glaucoma of despair cataracts our vision
so much that it seems too much trouble to start afresh.
Finally, we can always put up the fences. There are 9660 kilometres of
dingo fence that strand Australia’s interior, representing a gargantuan
effort to wall out the threat to pastures. Have we neatly walled off
threats to our cherished perceptions and world-views that keep us cosily
warm? Do we catch ourselves saying as a culmination of lifetime
practice: ‘It’s as simple as that’, or ‘If you ask me …’, or ‘In my book …’,
or ‘That’s what I was taught as a youngster …’, or ‘Far be it from me to
gossip / put my own opinion / Put myself forward / rock the boat . … BUT
…

Shedding as letting go
Yet it’s never too late. Look around – the creation shouts another gospel.
For it’s in active letting go that we can re-embrace life’s goodness. The
gospel challenges us to move beyond the habits of the eastern quoll.
When the young quolls grow too large to stay in the pouch, they cannot
let go of the mother, and they cling to her back wherever she goes.

Leaving the pouch of security can be a risky business. ‘One never knows
what might happen!’ Yet if there’s to be no risk of calamity, then there
will be no risk of growth either.
Each October, with the protective cove of the black night, female turtles
inch their way up the sandy beaches of Mon Repos on Queensland’s
central coast. As they have done for countless generations, they lay their
eggs and then turn to retrace their steps before dawn before predators
discover them.
When the time is right, infant flippers begin to
peek through the cracks of the shells, and the
fledglings have to fend for themselves. They
struggle instinctively towards the open sea, to
be welcomed through its waves into an
unknown future. And again, when the time is
right, they can turn to their natal shores to
trust again the process of life.
We too must learn to let go of control. Without it, there can be no
spiritual maturing, and therefore no new life. Where are we being led to
give up control? A guarantee of an emerging maturity in spirituality is
the extent to which we can die to the desire for control over life.
Have we ever left our metaphorical mother’s back, or are we still
clinging, quoll-like, in a desperate attempt to hold onto what is past?
What are the illusions we have put behind us: of self, of the way things
‘should’ be according to our definitions, or of God.
A gift that comes often with the passing of years is that of our being
forced to reckon with loss of control. Even in our thirties, we find we
cannot do the same things with the same energy and vigour in the same
time as what we could do in our twenties.
‘Getting older’ can creep up on us, or it can hit us suddenly as we look in
the mirror and attempt to come to terms with the first sign of wrinkles,
sagging skin, or a little breathlessness. Confrontation with finitude is
forced on us, and we can be jolted by the discovery of arthritis, chalky
bones, or the prospect of spending the remainder of our life in a
wheelchair.

‘Letting go’ is part of creation. Gum trees
have learned this well over the millennia,
for they have found it to be to their
advantage to be able to ‘self-prune’ – to
let go of their limbs as they grow taller.
Such a practice allows more energy to
flow within the trees, as it is not diverted
into trying to maintain what is past.
They can be silent witnesses for us. How
much sap of life-energy goes into our
systems as we try to hold onto what has
outlived its usefulness, and becomes
nothing but a drain on our spirit?
Resentments, hurts, controlling others, persecution complexes,
jealousies, refusal to forgive, self-hatred and a refusal to let the tide go
out – all cost.
Yet it’s never too late to recognise them, and to begin to accept and let
them go. If we do not come to terms with them in this life, the work of
wrestling with them will be waiting for us in the next.

Shedding as conversion
If a wire fence is put against the bark of a young tree, then by the time of
its maturity, the tree would have ‘taken in’ the wire and grown over it,
so much so that the fence has now become part of the tree – barbs and
all. It’s strange how if something is around long enough in our life, we
build around it. Even if we hate it, we can grow comfortable with it, and
it becomes doubly difficult to let it go.
This stage of growth is not opposite to our first stage, but
complementary. We must embrace our inherent goodness as part of the
web of creation in order to undertake the hazardous and painful step
into the night – a step demanded if we are to reach our goal. What
would happen if eucalypts refused to shed their bark? Letting go is the
key to becoming channels of God’s grace. For how can we become
channels if we’re not emptied? We would be like a blocked artery to the
heart, waiting for the inevitable moment to occur.

Without the experience of nothingness, there is no re-creation, or no
grasping of the marrow of life. Both darkness and light are needed for
growth: when a seed falls to the ground, it needs the dark for
germination. Below ground, unseen and unheard miracles then occur.
Having been cracked open, the seed dies to become the nascent plant
striving towards the light.
Seeking to avoid this path of darkness results in transferring the pain of
bearing it onto the outside world, where it can take the shape of the
insensitivity of the neighbours, of the cruelty of the children, of the dog
next door, of the inadequacy of the doctors, or – dare we admit it to
ourselves – of the God who doesn’t know what God’s doing. There
enters the ‘if only’s’ of life circumstance, where if only someone did or
did not do something, things would be a lot better.
Or if it is not projected outwardly, the anger that life is not as it ‘should’
be is turned inwards into self-hatred. Violence towards oneself starts to
take root, just as the strangler fig’s young tap root races down the host
tree’s bough to make contract with the rich soil, to begin its slow but
inevitable strangulation of what is within.
The heart then begins to rot away, so there is no longer any gazing upon
the outside world, and we become a breathing tomb.

Shedding as embracing insecurity
The invitation into shedding is an exploration into regions that are dark,
unsure and uncharted. Yet instinctively we have a trust in some things
dark: we grew in darkness within our own
mother’s womb, and the internal workings
of our body continue to do what they need
to do perfectly well in complete darkness.
Recognising vulnerability makes the
darkness a scary place to be. We can’t move
about so assuredly, and things once
seemingly stable now are not.

The marsupial mole is a miniature bulldozer. Its eyes and ears have
disappeared, and it spends most of its life swimming deep in the sand
below the desert surface, feeding on roots, insects and larvae.
Much of our spiritual travelling is ‘flying blind’, like that of the mole.
Sometimes the only recourse is to feel our way through the unsureness
and shifting sands of our life situations.
A deep wisdom of checks and balances operates within the Australian
ecological psyche. Drought is part of the nature of this land, and not the
freak calamity which the early settlers thought it to be.
Animal numbers are geared to the unpredictable cycles of feast and
famine. Kangaroos breed and flourish only while they find sufficient
nourishment. When food turns scarce, hormonal changes in the males of
the species leave them sterile, and the females become infertile.
Summer has to die to autumn, and winter resurrects to become spring.
In days of plenty, eucalypts push their roots deep into the riverbank to
ensure their survival during hard times. Our inner roots must be able to
descend to the depths of our soul – our core – to make contact with the
deeper wisdom of the underground river which flows throughout the
cosmos, and through the whole of humanity at its deepest levels.

Shedding as exploring the darkness
The bilby has very poor sight, and depends greatly
upon its senses of hearing and smell for survival. When
hunting in mountain streams, the platypus closes its
eyes, ears and nostrils to use electroreceptors on its
bill to locate prey.
When our own eyes start to dim, the invitation comes to develop the
inner eye of the soul, through which we can intuitively ‘see’ what
seemed previously to be only empty darkness.
Members of the bat family can also teach us much. Flying almost blind,
they send out radar signals which bounce off objects as they come
nearer. Soul-sense can also develop in the same way, for it’s in the

experience of darkness that we find our capacity for recognising what
previously we did not recognise in the light.
In the darkness, all kinds of glow-worms and luminous fungi come out to
greet us with an array of light that is not that of the harsh midday sun,
but is a softer, diffused and subdued glow. As the pupils of the soul
dilate, we start to see patterns of grace given us perhaps long ago, but
now in the absence of light we begin to sense their pulsing presence. We
find life is not our own to do with as we please, but a continuing process
of letting go, trusting the nothingness, and embracing death within.
Hollow or burnt-out logs can be home for many animals which shelter in
its protection. How are we supporting life for others, giving them
warmth and encouragement through sharing with them our pain and
presence, and thereby giving birth to compassion?
Listen to the sounds of summer. Hear the cicadas pour forth their rusty
ratchet song into the scrub and suburban backyard. They give evidence
of the gospel’s dependability. Their hollow chrysalis shells, which are left
littered in branches all around, show the evidence of escape hatches
through which the outgrown larvae of the cicada have climbed into the
waiting world.
Such dried-out relics are concrete symbols of testimony to creation’s
trustworthiness. The chasm of ‘death’ between the stages of larva and
cicada must be crossed for life to continue, and the crackly shell is a
silent sentinel pointing the way to the resurrection mystery.
When we take a long loving look at the ‘trees’ of our personal history,
we can become aware of the shells through which we have burst.
Perhaps we cracked through with a release of energetic enthusiasm,
leaving the past behind joyfully, and running into the future with
confidence.
Perhaps we may have endured a painful tearing, a rending of stability, a
leeching of cherished memories, or a dissolving of our little piles of
hope. We may have been pulled through the thin shells kicking and
screaming into a fearful new world of uncertainty.
These insects’ stages are our fate also, and are processes which must be
experienced for successful emergence of new life. This phase of the
journey cannot be ignored, crawled under or flown over. It can only be
waded through on one’s hands and knees in a posture of humility, as we
make our way through the birthing canal into a life offered us in grace.

BIRTHING
Birthing: its timing
When the rains come to Lake Eyre in
thundering pitch-black clouds rolling
around the four corners of the
horizon, the dead heart of Australia
explodes fleetingly. Closed from view
for a while but pulsing beneath the
surface, evidence of life tumbles up
to the surface within hours. After
years hidden in rocks and belowground crevices, frogs suddenly burst forth in a flurry of activity. It’s time
to create new life before it’s too late.
Wildflowers, which until now looked dead to the world, bloom overnight
to reveal by late morning a gigantic multi-coloured mural. Swollen
creeks overflow and fuse with each other to completely swamp the
parched red landscape.
The black swans must make the most of the time. Cygnets are to be born
and must be taught how to fly and fend for themselves before the
plentiful food runs out, and before the water gets too salty as the lake
dries up to endure another drought.
In far north Queensland, the crocodiles know when to lay their eggs: late
enough for the youngsters to feed on plentiful insects, yet early enough
for the nest to be empty before the rising flood waters engulf it in the
Big Wet.
The long periods of waiting, then, are followed by a new rush of creation
for the frogs which must come to the surface, for the swans which must
fly to other feeding grounds, and for the crocodiles which must lay their
eggs successfully. They must all get their timing right, or death will
result. Can we read the ‘signs of the times’ in our own lives: the psyche
signals which ‘go off’ deep within, and the alarm bells which tell us that
it’s time to leave for pastures new?

For the adolescent, the dependencies of childhood must be surrendered
if there’s to be an embrace of emerging adulthood. Like the frogs, the
timing must be right.
After years of external busy-ness, which may have involved study, work
or raising a young family, the time comes when we must stop to take
stock of where we’ve come from, and to where we’re going. We must
learn to listen to the rhythms of the universe within, before our
connections with the inner lake evaporate. Like the swans, the timing
must be right.
The entrance into our senior years also marks a time of great risk.
Whereas in the morning of life we may have found meaning in the things
we did, we now in the afternoon must search for meaning within
ourselves. Like the crocodiles, the timing must be right.
Can we ally ourselves with the black swans that wheel in faithfully from
their flight, the terns that cross mighty oceanic expanses, or the turtles
returning to where they first headed toward the waiting sea? Can we
change direction when necessary, in response to where the need for
spiritual food takes us?
We can call nowhere our ‘home’, for like the animals, we are but
strangers and guests on this planet. For although nowhere is home,
paradoxically everywhere is home if we’re living the truth and reality of
interconnectedness.

The process of shedding involves learning how to travel from the known
to the unknown. As we emerge from the underground trek into the light,
we realise we’ve been taken into a new land. A new creation has taken
place, a creation of beauty that has been born of the pain and insecurity
of darkness. New life has been conceived through the embrace of
shadowland – and the gift of creativity given through this embrace has
its own rhythms and timings.
The peregrine falcon can help give us inspiration to see this rhythm of
give and take, of holding on and letting go, of wrestling and letting be. At
one moment it may use the beat of its powerful pinions to raise itself to
greater heights, by overcoming gravity and the force of currents which
might drag it down. Once in position, when it is harmonious with unseen

yet determining forces of current, the falcon can allow itself to be
supported in a magnificent display of gliding – poetry in motion.
Sometimes through listening and letting be, sometimes through seizing
upon opportunities and taking risks in faith, the call to creativity requires
a variety of responses to the breath of the Spirit. Like the peregrine
falcon, our learning to discern is both effort and grace.

Birthing: healthy tension
When what we now know as the continent of Australia separated from
Gondwanaland over a period of perhaps 80 million years, the make-up
of our flora and fauna evolved and developed to cope with the climatic
changes. Nature, ever creative and inventive, substituted its own unique
offerings in place of those species which could not survive.
Any natural evolution takes place over time. Yet when fate forces us to
shift our tent pegs, are we ready for the move?
The failure of plants and animals to move and adapt to
new conditions spells death. For example, the koala has
specialised itself so much that it can digest only 30 out of
over 500 species of eucalypts. Now that many of the trees
are being cut down and their types are getting rarer, this
symbol of Australia is also being severely threatened,
since the koalas are finding it harder to discover suitable
eucalypts.
We too can “specialise” ourselves too much. To have at the ready an
excuse of ‘This is the way Sister taught me in Grade Four, and I’m
sticking to it’, or ‘Others can say what they like, but if you ask me …’ or
‘This is the way our family has always done it’ – is to restrict ourselves so
much that, like the koala, we won’t be able to adapt when changing
situations demand it. We’ll have no choice but to fold up our lives metaphorically if not physically.
The household spider that has a brain size no
greater than the head of a pin spins overnight a
shimmering web that is breathtaking in beauty
and stunning in architectural design. Whales can

create haunting melodies that travel vast distances through ocean
depths. Orchids display stunning originality as they splash the
countryside with colour and perfume.
Yet our oft-repeated mantra when asked to be creative is ‘Oh, I’m not
artistic’. Yet the rest of Creation has no difficulty being creative. Its
capacity for beauty is prodigious. Of what then, is the human
imagination capable of creating?

RENEWING
Renewing: the prophetic call
A curious thing has been happening in south-east
Queensland over the last few years. In the Conondale
Ranges, two species of frogs – the platypus frog and
the southern day frog – have disappeared. There has
been no obvious reason for their vanishing, and even
a possible explanation of cyclic shrinkage does not
account for the situation, as they have not come back.
Moisture and temperature are two elements that
affect the frog’s reproduction, and the rainfall
patterns have shifted dramatically in this last decade.
Are these frogs telling us something which we do not know or realise?
Perhaps these amphibians are silent prophets of what is in store for us
human beings. We must listen to what their disappearance is saying to
us, and we ignore it at our peril.
These are not biblical-looking prophets, emerging after feeds of locusts
and wild honey. They’re prophets not of the desert but of the damp, and
they’re retreating into oblivion. All the while, they preach by their
absence that we just heed their disappearance if their – and our –
deaths are not to be in vain.
Prophets come in all shapes and sizes. They arise to speak of what is not
being said, and to proclaim what is not being heard. When we emerge

from shadowlands and into a space of rich creativity of soul, we come to
own a sense of our life-giving qualities in sharing God’s creative ability.
After life’s ravages, we may find we’re a little older or greyer perhaps,
but something within has changed, clocked over, come of age, grown
into fullness, or has been owned and accepted graciously. We’re
different because we’ve experienced life and love– named or not named
as “God”.
Those who encounter and struggle with the Spirit of God in their lives
are like Jacob who wrestled with the angel at Peniel (Genesis 32), for
they too have received a metaphysical bruise to the hip socket – a
permanent jogging of the memory of our encounter with that which is
larger than us.
We carry our soul-wounds with us as a constant reminder of this
struggle and wrestling with God. Out of our struggle is born not only a
greater capacity to embrace and celebrate life, but also something more
– a hunger to tell of the compassion and justice for which God yearns for
his people.
In this way, we’re called to become prophets of a totally different and
radical way of living. The prophetic call is given to all of us as our
privilege and responsibility, a consequence of having experienced the
compassion and divine justice flowing within us.
Like the frogs, we become the heralds and troubadours of things as yet
unseen but real. We’re invited – driven perhaps – through our
experiences with the Spirit to call into the night the message that the
frogs know so well: that because life is gift, it is precious, and must be
celebrated in all its richness.

Renewing: opening to the world
For those who break through – or more inclusively, those who may be
pushed through – into the sacred space of transformation, there is the
awareness that boundaries are an illusion. There can be for them no
more carving up into neat divisions of “sacred” and “secular”, and they
realise that others’ sufferings and joys are theirs. The fate of those in
Brisbane, Beirut and Baghdad speaks to the fate of the whole of

humanity and creation, whose face is recognised as that of the suffering
Christ.
The ancient Hebrews saw the earth as being supported by two pillars –
that of justice, and that of holiness – which is justice within. When one
of these pillars cracks, the very foundation of the earth cracks. Perhaps
an outward sign of this faulty pillar is being shown in the very cracking of
the atmosphere. Justice has not been shown to the earth, and the ozone
crack gets larger.
How many stories can each of us relate of justice being overridden,
crushed or ignored in our own lives, or of those we know and love?
When the bottom falls out of our world and when our world falls apart,
it signals the advent of a new beginning, and the necessity to start again
with post-resurrection hope.
Compassion is the key to justice. The break-up of this word: compassion, hints that not only does it mean to ‘suffer with’, to empathise
and feel with those who are breaking, but also to experience a sense of
passion. This involves much more than saying the right-sounding words,
but actually experiencing gut passion to live the authentic life that now
pumps through our veins.
Passion can be a life-giver that tunes us into the rhythm of life, and
therefore interconnects us with the giant web of creation. Passion can
inject us with zest, with an enthusiasm to strive towards the light.
Have we ever stopped to listen to
the sermon preached by the grass
and weeds that grow out of the
cracks in our garden path? If we
tried deliberately to plant
something there, it would never
grow. But the growth tells us that
there is a healthy expression of life
struggling passionately to hang on.
Rainforest plants compete passionately to reach the small patches of
sunlight. Freshwater mullet, guppies, barramundi and saratoga swim
many miles, sometimes against the flow, and they would never arrive at
their destination if they did not have the passion to get there. Of what,
then, are we capable?

Touching gut compassion can turn us towards those with whom we
previously had difficulty in relating. The journey into sacred wounding
can help us to see the interconnectedness between us and the
aboriginal peoples of the earth, the materially poor, the spiritually poor,
and those whom society has had difficulty seeing as part of itself – those
who have not ‘made it’, or those for whom their race, colour creed or
sexual orientation has dropped them at the bottom of the heap.
The ‘underground’ movements of the dispossessed often proclaim a
truth which all of society needs to hear – yet this truth so often is
expressed in violence because it is displaced energy. The energies of the
homeless, the poor, the hopeless disaffected young people, racial
minorities and the sexually abused and hounded so quickly get
converted into self-hatred and self-destruction, which then boils over
into hatred for society itself.
Society and the church must take heed of what is being said by these
groups, because they – the anawim – are doing theology on their knees.
In their rejection of a singular and unarguable God-image, they are
forging for us all a gift of new ways to express their encounter with the
divine.

Coming home
I do not know if the two satin
bowerbirds which were happily
courting in the Macpherson Ranges
have produced their offspring. I do
not know if their bower is still
there, and if the male is busily
attempting to woo this year’s mate
by its proud display of blue
treasures.
What I do know is that this process
will continue long after you and I

have departed this life. What I do know is that the web of the forest –
daughter of the wet winds of the mountain and grand-daughter of the
ocean – knows what it is doing, and that you and I are caught up in the
same web.
The urge to life is never ending, and the satin bower bird’s call will echo
across the ridges as a salute to the trustworthiness of creation, and as a
signature-tune of our Creator. If the Father and Mother of us all clothes
the bowerbirds with such elegant satin, and celebrates goodness with
calls that ring proudly down the ages, how much more will God look
after us who have taken five billion years to birth?

