FUTURE
Boulder, Colorado
September 18, 2007
Driving west toward my Boulder, Colorado home, I crested the hill at sunset and
saw a wonderful panorama: the valley, trees, foothills, mountains disappearing into the
distance, sunset, clouds, and sky. It’s beautiful!
My friend Vicki explained a spiritual perspective on this view, from a Bible Study
Fellowship class:
We look at a problem, nose-to-nose, and all we see is the problem. Just like, home
in Boulder, I’m up against the foothills, and that’s all I can see. But God, in His
sovereignty, sees the full scene, with layers of problem and solution and compassion and
“plans for a future,” going back and back to infinity.
I can see that in the mountains. It’s much harder to see it in my life (other than in
retrospect, of course). But I need to expand my perspective, and trust that the Lord really
does know what He’s doing, no matter how it appears to me.
As the heavens are higher than the earth,
so are My ways higher than your ways
and My thoughts than your thoughts.
(Isaiah 55:9)

RADIO
Crows Nest Hiway, British Columbia
June 7-9, 2006
I’m driving through British Columbia, through the Okanagans and Kootenays,
through steep, thickly overgrown mountains. Trees, flowers, fungus, and grass surround
me in abundance. Such growth clearly comes from the Giver of Life and, as such, it
reminds me of His love and power.
Isn’t there something in the Bible about stones crying out? Oh, yes, it’s in Luke.
Jesus was entering Jerusalem, and the Pharisees told him to make the people stop calling,
“Hosanna!” “I tell you,” he replied, “if they keep quiet, the stones will cry out” (Luke
19:40).
Of course, that’s just poetic language, like the psalm about the trees singing for
joy. No one thinks those are factual statements.
Except … when my father was a boy, he built a crystal radio set and got his ham
radio license. The crystal in these radios is, of course, a rock. And, come to think of it,
my computer’s brain is a silicon chip—and silicon is also just a rock.
Hmm, well, what about those trees, then? I notice that most power poles have
bars, making them look like a cross. Driving down the road, listening to Christian music,
checking my email in the campground, looking at the power poles, I experience the
stones crying out and even dead trees giving glory to God!
All the trees of the forest will sing for joy;
they will sing before the Lord, for He comes,
He comes to judge the earth.
(Psalm 96:12)

