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As the 40th anniversary of Earth Day approaches, a queltion “green” is the time in your
life?

Another way to ask this question, you may have hearddadfts not about the years in your
life, but the life in your years.

Hmm.

Anytime we reflect spiritually on our relationship witime, we may soon recall that none of us
knows how much time we’ll have on this planet. Fotdyetind for worse, this mystery lives at
the heart of our relationship with our finite time here

But is thatreally the only kind of time? Some aspects of time feel duotendless, quite
unfettered by our clocks and calendars. A parishioner tolceosntly about meeting a friend
for a 3 o’clock bike ride. The friend was behind scheduld,s» he took those minutes of
waiting to lay back on the grass and look up at the cldugdsnder how it changed his day—
even his friend’s day—that he had that moment of regaashose lazy childhood afternoons,
gazing up at the endless sky, no appointments or presbkloesblessed is that?

Clocks and calendars are surely useful for orientingetees to each other and the world we live
in, but they won'’t help us think spiritually about time. &fhwe start thinking outside our
worldly systems, time and its relationship to us as mub®angs gets murky, fast. Time quickly
bends and slides and becomes a vast, shape-shiftingottimeieslips away from us as soon as
we try to grasp it. (Just read the physicists, poetsispliseekers, or others who have tried to
speak or write intelligently about the nature of timd a&a role in our lives—this is deep stuff!)

But a young woman who’s a counselor at Rowe, a UU cam@stern Massachusetts, told me
she met an 11-year-old camper there who apparently hadtaygasp on time’s shape-shifting
nature. He told her: “Every evening at bedtime check-iapleetalk about their day and all the
things that happened, and they can barely believe traltfast happened on this same day. But
then when we're leaving camp, everyone talks about hewwto weeks just flew by. It doesn’t
make any sense!—but, | think | understand it: When we’'maileg something new, our brains
are working on all these exciting things at once, andytvieg seems really complicated—and
time seems to stretch out, since there’s so much expergacked into it. But when we come to
the end of our time here, our mind packs it all up into oggackage, and then it seems really
small and quick.”

Leave it to an 11-year-old to make sense out of thingsatkabo complicated for us adults!



Well, | don’t know if | can be as helpful as thatrgzer, but | do have an offering of my own for
us to try on. These reflections come out of my own egpees this year; I've been working
half-time here and half-time at a hospital chaplainégrnship. Both are requirements, moving
me closer to graduation next month and ordination neat:\Blessed be! The challenges of
these two internships, alongside my roles as spouse et paour four-year-old, have
stretched me and my capacities in time “six ways to Sghiléhether you've been living
something similar or vastly different, the dichotoafitime that I'll offer here this morning may
be illuminating for you—may it be so.

Like the 11-year-old camper, | too have felt a dichotomywof modes of time.

Some of us have experienced a kind of time I'll call magehime. As I've worked to meet
demand after deadline, I've heard myself pleading aloudn“hat a machine!” Machines don't
get tired, or at least not as often as we humans dohiktatime honors production. Machine
Time is what that legendary John Henry was trying topete with, when he famously
hammered more steel than a steam engine -- for ond ey he laid down his hammer and he
died.

Machine Time, then as now, drives most of our econdifeicAnd so the world insists that we
become fluent in this mode of time. When we're in maehime, we are time-bounded, and
deadline-oriented.

In machine time, we stay up working past bedtime ... to meegadline. In machine time, we
recognize the finite nature of resources—such as timegyn@eople power, materials,
opportunity -- and we try to defy those limits by squegzaa much as possible into or out of
those resources.

In machine time, we operate in digital mode, in whidotgces are understood mechanically:
parts are interchangeable; workers are replaceable; kigevian be replicated and
disseminated efficiently; when breakdown happens, werrapguickly as possible and move
on.

Machine time keeps us plugged in to communication devices 24/7/365.

In machine time, we can fabricate a sense of dire ggney faster and more often than we can
mobilize ourselves—so we are too often in fight-orktignode, and may find ourselves burnt
out.

Machine time knows no Sabbath. In machine time, we praductivity and efficiency.
Agendas, goals, and outcomes drive the pace and dired¢taur efforts. Our down time is rare
and only long enough to resume productivity. We may los@ steeneglect to eat. Our pace can
be relentless, the beat unchanging, the rhythms percuasgiveonotonous, like the electronic
pulse of “house music” or “trance music” common in sattubs on the dance scene.

Everything isMolto Allegro. Our mood is industrious; we focus on the individual as aipaft
of a profit-driven system; and we treasure a persomwsauic value to the exclusion of all other
values. We prize “making good use of time”; speed is a supvaine.



Our transitions can become rapid and abrupt... we try tammeitime in-between activities or
places, since we consider it valueless. We spend libéeviourney asking obsessively, Are we
there yet? We isolate from ourselves and each ahdrfrom the systems that support Life. We
expect our soul to take a back seat, to wait for thakerekthat may never arrive. Machine time
ignores death, and devalues our mortality.

Thank goodness, that’s not the only kind of time we’rdariglabout today! Blessedly, there is
another mode of time, too; let’'s get to know naturaétmow:
Natural Time is what we return to when we turn off thechine.

Natural time honors Creation. It gives rhythm to our humaammalian life. When we’re in
natural time, we may temporarily lose the meaningaglctime. We may stay up past bedtime,
but for the fun of it—for working creatively simply becsguwe’re in the flow; or for making
music, or making love.

Natural time iopen-ended. In natural time, we recognize the finite nature obueses and we
accept that for what it is—an inherent limit that we cannwavithin, so as not to exhaust
ourselves or the world.

In natural time, we respond instinctively to emergendire, flood, earthquake, even battle --
for the sake of people’s bodily survival. In natural tiwe live by analogical understandings: we
can tell when to eat or sleep just by the light indky or the feeling in the body. Knowledge is
passed person-to-person in apprentice-master relationshgoem accrues through reflective
and intentional cultivation over years and lifetimegehtional wandering is treasured as a
blessing. Feelings are honored. Wave-like cycles of energiaddand restfulness mirror the
earthly rhythms of day and night, summer and winter.

In natural time, we embrace Sabbath as life-giving,veeldome it like a warm bath, for our own
renewal. When breakdown happens, we pause, reflectanestebuild, mindful of the need for
gradual change and modification.

Natural time is like jazz: it’s relational, dialogic mutually responsive, and respectful. Natural
time is organic, attuned with the bodymind. Personal rhyitanschange and adapt in concert
with the system, and the system responds. Naturalisimemane ... communally oriented ...
Lento.

In natural time, we remember that among the highest lomeapts we can pay one another is to
“waste time” together. Slow food. Sleeping in. Nappmghe hammock. Cloud-watching. Bird-
watching. Watching paint dry! A stroll at dawn, or dusk. Wegdhe garden.

In Natural time, we supremely treasure the fullnesb®itoment. Transitions are gradual. The
“in-between” times are restful, regenerative, resteea\When a season or a life comes to its
end, there is time for mourning, regrouping, and re-enteife@tl a pace that honors what has
gone. In natural time, we prize each human being, gaeture of earth and sky, as unique and
purposeful; as embodying worlds unto themselves; as preoyotlir intrinsic nature.



Natural Time honors our mortality by upholding the preciegsrof our Life.

Now, how do we find ourselves in relationship to theseeexts? Obviously we don't typically
experience them in such stark contrast. No one can ligighier of these kinds of time
exclusively. But which aspects of these times do yoageize in your own choice-making
about how you live your moments, your hours, your days?

For the truth is that not everyone in our world is tasyb Some of us may have too much time
on our hands. Some of us are underemployed ... or are flarCestire” before we're ready to.
Some of us are in prison, or living under really uncatafule circumstances. Some of us are
suffering with chronic pain or other illness, or atteggio loved ones who are. Some of us are
lonely—often. Some of us are suffering with depressiootloer mental iliness. Some of us are
suffering, or know someone who'’s suffering, with chexhaddiction.

For a person in recovery, each moment of resishiagitge to pick-up-and-use can feel like a
slow-motion, epic battle. May we remember that eachkqueis fighting a secret struggle, and
encourage them onward into greener times, through our a¥dgng with them.

So the art of greening our time isn’t just about having médie Like money, just having more
won't, by itself, make us happier.

No matter how long our days may seem, or how shoryeans, we all get only the same 24
hours in each day. We each occupy our unique place indHe t@ live those hours; so what
helps us make more life-giving choices if and when wabie?

| can share with you an Ignatian practice | rely uporhédp in this spiritual journey: the
examen. It’s a simple practice of reflecting on what experienaee most life-giving in each day,
each week. As we practice this honest, inward gazingleand to calmly notice our
motivations, hesitations, and actions, our heightenedeavess can enable us to make more life-
giving choices in the future.

So I will close with three questions for your reflection

From whence comes the water and sunshine that greemgmoents in each day?

Are they sufficient to see you through the grey daysdthieseasons?

And where does your own power lie to make for greenaegj in your life, and in our world?
For now, more than ever, as theologian Howard Thumarnded us, “Don’t ask what the
world needs. Ask what makes you come alive, and go Bedause what the world needs is
people who have come alive.”

May we be ever bold, in our living, and in our loving. Amang blessed be!



