Session Plan: Natue as Sanctuary

Opening Words:

I believe a leaf of grass  is no less than the journey-work of the stars,

And the pismire* is equally perfect, and a grain of sand, and the egg of the wren,

And the tree-toad is a chef d'oeuvre for the highest,

And the running blackberry would adorn the parlors of heaven,

And the narrowest hinge in my hand puts scorn to all machinery,

And the cow crunching with depress'd head surpasses any statue,

And a mouse is miracle enough to stagger sextillions of infidels.

Walt Whitman

*a pismire  is an ant.

Check In:

Each person is asked to briefly state her/his answer to a question such as: What’s on your mind today? What do you need to leave behind in order to be fully present here? 

Presentation:

Sometimes being in nature can be a spiritual experience. Consider your experiences in

nature. What is a nature experience? How important are they to you? Why?

Questions:

Have you had spiritua1 experiences while out in nature?  What do you consider spiritual

about experiences?

What is your best way of connecting with nature?

What value do these experiences have for you?

Can you be grounded by the ground when away from daily life experiences?

Consider the effect of the view at compared to the altar view in other services. What do you think of the differences?  Is this important to you?  Why?

Check Out:

A word or phrase about how you are feeling as this meeting ends?  Is there something you do not want to leave this meeting without saying?

Closing Words:

To Nature

It may indeed be phantasy, when I

Essay to draw from all created things

Deep, heartfelt, inward joy that closely clings;

And trace in leaves and flowers that round me Iie

Lessons of love and earnest piety.

So let it be; and if the wide world rings

In mock of this belief, it brings

Nor fear, nor grief, nor vain perplexity.

So will I build my altar in the fields,

And the blue sky my fretted dome shall be,

And the sweet fragrance that the wild flower yields

Shall be the incense I will yield to Thee,

Thee only God! and thou shaIt not despise

Even me, the priest of this poor sacrifice.

Samuel Taylor Coleridge

