306 & A Tribute to Thomas Berry

Diane Pendola is the Director and Co-
Founder of Skyline Harvest, an Eco-Con-
templative Center dedicated to foster-
ing awareness of the sacred throughout
our human community and the natural
world. She is the author of The Lioness
Tale and the popular online journal
Earthlines. To learn more about retfreat,
hermit and workshop opportunities on
the beautiful 200-acre forest home of
Skyline Harvest, visit www.ecocontem-
plative.org.

For You Who Have Flown Before Us
Remembering Thomas Berry, 1914-2009

Diane Pendola

The guidance, the inspiration, the energy we need is available. The accomplish-
ment of the Greatr Work is the task not simply of the human community but of
the entire planet Earth, it is the Great Work of the universe itself-

—Thomas Berry

walked out into the evening, the pungent smell of bear clover released

by the outburst of rain from the dark clouds. The taste of pine was clean
upon my tongue as I thought of you—you who have gone now into the
rain, the cloud, the scented air; you who no longer step upon the earth ex-
cept in my footpads scuffling across this rocky path. I breathe you now and
listen to the bird-song with new ears, and water the fruits and vegetables
of my garden with a new tenderness. The spray of water appears crystalline
light, emanating from Source, glistening from an eternal spring. I sense
your presence—not in any way I would have expected—gentler, subtler,
hidden like the nest of the blue jay, eye-level and totally visible but unseen
until the mother bird, restless with too-long human presence, risks a re-
turn, settling into camouflaged stillness.

The morning of your death I walked out into the sunlit horizon. The
earth was wet and everywhere there were butterflies! Hokan, my big black
bear of a dog, walked out into the green grass and butterflies flew up be-
neath his paws, fluttered among the orange and pink poppies, the yellow
and red roses; drank from water puddles in flocks and floated among the
weeping willow branches and hard green fruits of the peach tree. I walked
into the barn and a hundred butterflies beat their delicate patterned wings
against the glass. Oh so gently I cupped them in my hand and opened my
palm again and again to the freeing wind just outside the confining walls.
And I swear! Each one of them found their wings. Not one was lost.
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"I walked into the barn and a hundred butterflies beat their delicate
patterned wings against the glass...”



