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I was born and grew to adulthood in the thick, moist, moss-mantled forests 
of the Pacific Northwest, with my lungs full of crisp, salty Puget Sound air, 
and my blood streaming with pristine rivers with Native names like 
Snohomish, Stillaguamish, Skykomish, Skagit, Nooksack and Nisqually.  
From where I lived we could see the Cascade Range to the East and the 
Olympics to the West.  It was and is the land of orca and owl, bear and 
eagle, salmon and story—ancient stories of the original people and the 
pioneers, loggers, lumbermen, the mills and missions.

With Presbyterian roots I grew to touch branches of Baptist, Pentecostal 
and Evangelical traditions.  Then I met Jews and Muslims, Buddhists and 
Atheists—people who saw the world differently, yet who shared the same 
interesting world with me.  I studied Religion and Philosophy in a Methodist 
university and my mind found endless new trails to explore.

Seminary in San Anselmo, California further opened my eyes to fresh 
spiritual paths to live and serve better.  Along with my peers I followed the 
track to ordination, served in a Presbyterian congregation, and discovered I 
was most gifted as a chaplain and teacher.

I taught world wisdom and practiced an interfaith model of ministry in jails, 
on the streets, in congregations.  I read all the holy scriptures and knew 
there must be more.  I listened to a wide diversity of women and men.  I 
found common threads and held on tight.  I became impatient with 
nonsense in any form, especially how easily we get distracted by theology, 
ritual, creed and otherworldly thinking.  I felt most comfortable (in an 
uncomforted way) with humanistic, pragmatic, natural “real life.”  The 
beauty of the world as well as the desperate needs of the world intersected 
in seeking a way to live and act with honesty and relevance.

I rediscovered my wild roots, began to collect the “natural wisdom” of Muir, 
Thoreau, Emerson, Whitman, Fuller, Burroughs and other freethinkers.  I 
learned to appreciate a “sacred sense of the secular” and quite naturally 



found that “God” and “Spirit” dissolved, with theology, creed, church and 
scripture, absorbed, like everything else, into Nature itself.

It felt like a re-awakening, a kind of conversion to the immediate and 
natural, what I sometimes call a ”natural spirituality without the 
supernatural.”  As one of my books is titled, Nature is Enough.  It has to be.  
This hints at a “sacred secularity” where “sacred” means wonderful and 
curious, where “secular” means simply the world as it is.  Spirituality for me 
is the “breath of life,” a respectful sense of wonder and deep appreciation 
for the natural universe as our home—our own and only eternal home.

Now I manage affordable housing for seniors, teach, write and blog.  After 
all these years I still wonder if true “community” really exists, and still try to 
participate somehow.

I teach this course because it delights me to “entice others to Nature’s 
loveliness” as Muir put it.  I very much enjoy interacting with others who 
share many perspectives and life experiences.  We all learn from each 
other.  

I teach this class because the folks we read, though they lived primarily in 
the 19th Century, are always surprising me, inspiring me, challenging me, 
in very contemporary ways.  They remind me of the spiritual soaking I got 
in the Northwest.  I like to share their wild edges and wander their often 
muddy, adventurous trails.  

I am still guided by something I heard way back in college days:  The best 
teacher is the one who teaches students to be self-taught.  And, as an old 
Philosophy prof used to repeat to us:  There is great power in an Idea!  

I teach this course because I am a student—a student of ideas, a student 
of life, a student of Nature, where it’s really all one immense classroom. 

Thank you for joining me for this saunter into the wilds.

Chris


