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I had my first view of the Senior Minister’s office window in June of 1993 when Morris Waxler 
showed me the new Senior Minister’s office.  It was part of a week of interviews called 
“candidating week,” a process that most Unitarian Universalist ministers go through before they 
are called to serve as ministers of congregations.  
 
What I remember from that first conversation was that Morris pointed out the window to a ditch 
outside the office and said that there was a theory that the ditch had been dug in the 1860s as part 
of the defense of Washington during the Civil War.  Later I looked at a map of Civil War 
defenses. On the map none was anywhere near the church. In truth the ditch is a drainage ditch. 
 
I moved into the office in September of 1993. I want to assure the congregation that over the 
years I have used the office to diligently and conscientiously do the work of the church, meeting 
with members of the congregation and members of the community, talking with people on the 
telephone, reading and replying to e-mails, and researching and writing sermons. A hard-
working minister, I only glance up from my work to look out my window on rare occasions. 
When I do I think to myself: We encounter the holy in the trees, the birds and beasts, in all that 
grows, flies, and crawls across our church grounds. 
 
In the summer I see the leaves, made radiant by sunlight. A tree close to the window is a 
sassafras tree, with its unusual three distinct leaf patterns on the same plant, ordinary, mitten-
shaped, and three pronged. I look at it and remember that when I was 20 I would dig up the roots 
of the sassafras and make tea, the flavor of root beer.  
 
I look out the window at a forest of trees and I remember a poem by Wendell Berry that was read 
at my wedding:  
 

Sometimes our life reminds me 
of a forest . . .  
The forest is mostly dark, its ways 
to be made anew day after day, the dark 
richer than the light and more blessed, 
provided we stay brave 
enough to keep on going in.
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In the fall  I sit and watch as the leaves slowly turn color. I remember on September 11, listening 
to the radio I wait for the phone to ring, fearing that a member of the church might be one of 
those who has been killed. I look out my window at the deer, the squirrels, and the birds. They 
go about their business. The same tasks that occupied them the day before -- the tasks of finding 
and storing food for the winter -- occupied them on that Tuesday, that early fall day with a 
beautiful blue sky. The business of human beings is no concern of theirs.  

 
In the fall, occasionally deer stop by outside my window. They eat the 
leaves of the plants. When I move in my office, the deer see me move, 
look up and wait. We look face to face and then the deer go back to 
eating. So I am part of the scene that I am observing. I am part of a vast 
ongoing cycle of life.  
 

The leaves flame yellow or red, fall, and float down. White clouds move over a blue October 
sky. In the smells of autumn I find an ancient power that helps me survive disappointments and 
feel joy. With my window open I hear the honking sound of geese flying low over the church. I 
watch squirrels frantically chase each other up and down the trunk of a tree. In autumn, perhaps 
because of Halloween and Thanksgiving, I become a pagan. I feel the holy in the deer, the geese, 
the squirrels, and in the leaves. Some days I watch the wind move through the trees, and one day 
in November I watch as the leaves fall at the rate of a thousand a minute. 
 
I am part of a vast process which extends back in time beyond my knowing and forward into the 
future beyond my imagining, a reminder that I have always been part of that sacred process and 
always will be part of that process -- a reality whose meaning I may never understand. I was part 
of the process before I was born and will be after I have died. 
 
Last November out my window I saw a three-legged fox.  I 
wonder how it lost its leg half way up.  
 
About the fall a poet writes: 
 

The dead leaves rot on the ground. 
The live leaves in the air 
are gathered in a single dance  
that turns them round and round. 
The fox trots his almost pathless path.  

 
In the winter new-fallen snow covers the grounds, turns gray to white. I come to church in 
boots, a heavy coat, and warm gloves. For a time, after all the busyness of making decisions 
about cancellations, the pace of life slows. Outside the snow absorbs the sound and there is a 
stillness we seldom hear. The church is nearly empty.  
 
Except for deer looking for food and for our hard working sextons who have come to clear the 
walks and the parking lots, I am alone. Trees, like great saints, stand patiently, waiting. I look out 
the window and I remember a poem from childhood.  
 



 3 
 

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy 
Evening 
 
Whose woods these are I think I know. 
His house is in the village though; 
He will not see me stopping here 
To watch his woods fill up with snow. 
 
My little horse must think it queer 
To stop without a farmhouse near 
Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year. 
 
He gives his harness bells a shake 
To ask if there is some mistake. 
The only other sound's the sweep 
Of easy wind and downy flake. 
 
The woods are lovely, dark and deep. 
But I have promises to keep, 
And miles to go before I sleep, 
And miles to go before I sleep. 

 
 Robert Frost (1874-1963) 

 
In February it feels as if the snow will never end. But in March a miracle 
occurs right outside my office window. The warmth slowly comes and 
the trees drink the melted snow. I look amazed at a tall straight flowering 
cherry tree. “The air is bright with breath of bloom.”  Spring sneaks up on 
me, day by day, changing the view, little by little. Bit by bit the buds 
appear on the trees. Spring smells different, a soft, rich smell, the smell of 
vibrant trees reaching up toward the sun. The view out my office window 
renews my soul. By May it has all turned green. The forest is born again. 
 
Last Thursday a deer came by looking for food -- perhaps 
the same deer from last fall and last winter. 
 

And just down the hall, in the office room with a photocopier and a fax machine, 
we can see through the window where birds have set up house-keeping.  Last 
week the eggs hatched, and we can see the baby birds stretching their necks. 
Every few minutes a male or female bird feeds the babies, just a few feet from 
where we are worshiping right now. They fly from nest to ground and back again, 
busily engaged, hard at work feeding their young. We encounter the holy in the trees, the birds 
and beasts, in all that grows, flies, and crawls across our church grounds: 
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The religion of the earth 
is rooted in the knowledge 
this living earth is our great parent. 
To spin a life in the interconnected web, 
we need only take our place 
in the ongoing dance 
in a universe in which all things 
from birds to galaxies dance. 

 
David Bumbaugh 


