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PIERRE TEILHARD!
'DEICHARDIN

Pierre Teilhard de Chardin: The Priest Who Thought Like a Superhers
acientist

OncCe upbn a time in 1881 a curisus little French bay named Pierre Teilhard de
Chardin was barn, He didn't want ts be a firefighter or a Cowboy like sther
kids—mnape, he wanted ta knbw how the entire univérse warked, Imagine someans
wha laved bath dinssaurs and Grad, That was Fierre,

He grew up and became & Jesuit priest—Lkind of Llike a mank wha loves science
and wears a Cool robe, But Pierre wasn't just interested in prayers and church
services, He alss studied rocks, fossils, and banes, and even helped discaver early
kuman fossils in China, Think Indiana Jones, but with mare Jesus and fewer
snakes,

Pierre believed something wild: that the universe was still evalving—qgetting
better and more awesome, And he 5aid that God was at the center of it all,
pulling us forward like a cosmic magnet, He called this the Omesa Point (Sounds
like a superherd movie, right?), He thought everuthing was moving toward more
love, more coniciousness, and more connection with God,

But here's the twist—his ideas were 50 out there that his church bosses said,
“Whoa there, Pierre, slow down with the space-time Jesus talk "™ They told him
to keep quiet about his theories, but did he stop? Nope, He kept writing in
secret, His most famous book, The Phenomenon of Man, wasn't even published
until after he died,

Teilhard died in 1955, but his ideas inspired scientists, theolagians, and people
who love big questions, 5o the next time gyou look at the stars and wender how
faith and 3cience Can dance together, remember Pierre—priest, paleontolegist,
philasopher, and all-arsund Casmic thinker



lagal and Mark
Mark wal sevien, the sart of boy wha collected shiny pebbles snd azked biy questions Like,
“where does the sky 0 at night? " Evtry Soturdsy, be wandtred throush the park near his
house, bis pockets full of acsrns and Tdess, That's whire he met him—ths sld man with
the wild white beard, thick wool sverceat, and & name a3 stramse a5 a storubosk: Glagol
Ellvl.'cg,
frlagol 2at on the samt btrch wach with, surrounded by pigeons and mutiering to himseif in
& detp voice with 3 thick accant, Mpst peaple walked sround bim, But Mark, Curipus 33
ever, plopped down beside him ore windy marnirs,“Yeu're talking to the birds,™ Mark said,
"1 was talking to the stars,” Glagel corrected, his eyts twinkling, "Bt they are far, 26 1
try the birds instead,™
Mark aiggled, Do the stars antwir back?™
“Sometimes,” rlagol 380d with & wink, “wWhen you learn to Listen,™
Fram thin an, thiy met svary Saturdsy,
legol would pull strangt things from his Cost peckets: Little bomes, fo3sils, clack gears,
thiny stares, "0s you know whit these all havt in Commin?™ he asked ance,
SThiw're sld?™ quessed Mark,
“Thiy're part of the stary, Your stiry, Mine, Everything's”™
And that’s whan Glagsl began talking absut Teilhard de Chardin,
"4 Franchman,™ be explained, "who taw the warld a5 o great becoming, Mot just spinning
aned spinming, but rising, like bread in the awen, yes?™
Hurk tpuinted, "bresd?™
"4k, Magke nbt bread, But the werld moves forward, Everything is not just qeiting old, It
i5 getting better, Dweper, Claser to Jomething " He paused, eyes lifted, “Something
beaut ol ™
Mark"s brow furrowed, “Like haaven?™
“Like 8 haavin bitaming real—riaht here,” Glassl tagetd the banth, "Teilhard called it
the Omega Point, The final spark, Where everything comes tegether and becomes love,”
Mark st back, " That ssunds-- big™



Glagal nodded slowly, “Yes, It is, And small tao, It’s in how you
help 3 bug off the sidewalk, Or how you ask the sky questions,
Teilhard said even our thinking moves the world forward.”

Mark looked down at the stone in his hand, “Sb this rock is part of
it?"

“Oh yes,” said Glagsl, “This rock remembers the stars, And you,
young Mark, are here to help them sing again.”

The bay smiled, unsure, but delighted,

Glagol leaned back and closed his eyes, “Mow, I will a little think
abbut--- how this all fits, Yes, Just a little think,”

And Mark sat beside him, silently watching the sky, wondering if
it, tob, was watching back,

Every Saturday after that, the boy and the old man met—ane
qrowing, the ather remembering, both moving gently toward the
stars,




Glagol sat with Mark each Saturday,
Mark asking questions, and Glagal
telling Mark parables to help him
understand the universe, Each parable
brought clarity to what seemed to
Mark as as rondom universe, With each

parable, the universe made mare sense,



Once upon a time, there was a great garden that stretched farther than the
eye Could see, It began as a wild, tanaled place — vines and thorns competing
for sunlight, trees growing in no particular order, and winds that scattered
seeds wherever they pleased,

In the middle of this chass lived a Gardener, He didn't fear the disorder;
instead, He whispered ta the winds and placed His hands into the sail, Wherever
He warked, things beaan ta change, The vines started weaving inta patterns,
Trees leaned toward each sther Like old friends. Flowers blaomed in colors that
seemed to speak,

But net everything in the garden liked this, There were forces — invisible and
cald — that tusged at the arder, unraveling it, These were the winds of
entropy, always working to scatter, separate, and return everything to dust,
Still, the Gardener kept planting, He didn't just grow things — He connected
them, Boots from ane tree would tauch the rosts of ansther, Bees would Cross-
pollinate far-off blossoms, Slawly, life started working with life, Systems
began forming: forests, rivers, Communities of creatures, Each bit of harmony
was like a spark — a flicker of what the Gardener called the Great Fire,

This fire was not like the fire that consumes, but the fire that trganizes —
negentropy, the opposite of decay, With every connection, the garden grew
brighter, The more it connected, the more it knew itself, And the more it
knew itself, the more it became conscious, It wasn't just a garden anymore —
it was becoming @ mind, a heart, a soul,

The Gardener 53id, “This is how the universe grows — not by avoiding chass,
but by laving it ints order, Not by erasing entropy, but by lighting sparks that
push back the dark,™

And 55 the garden bloomed toward the Light, not away from the dissrder, but
through it = a holy fire spreading from roat to star,

Maral: Though entropy scatters, Love aathers, In every act of connection, the
universe becomes more whale — mbre alive — more like the One it came from,







The Onidn

In 3 quiet garden, an onion grew—not just any onidn, but one that
knew it had layers,
“1 am many,” it whispered, “but I long to be one,”™
A worm named Quark slithered by and asked, “"Why all the layers?”
“They're steps,” said the anion, “Each one brings me closer to the
Center,”
“The center of what?™
“0f everything, The Divine Care, The Omega Paint,”
“But you're just an onion!”
The anion chuckled, “And yet inside me, particles dance Like
galaxies, 1 am a journey—from the quantum to the cosmic, from
chabs to communion,”
One by bne, its layers peeled away—not in decay, but in becoming,
At its core: light, warmth, unity,
And in that garden, everything pulsed with love—carrot, tomats,
worm, and all,
Even Quark felt it,

Glagol looked at little Mark and said,
“We are not just matter—we are movement toward meaning. Each
layer of our lives draws us closer to the Divine Center, where all
thinas become sne,”

Can ybu uniCramble the word G VAN T U M in the picture abbve? since
quantum does not behave Like the world we know!



The Parable of the Guans and the Feast

There once was an island where nothing grew, Its cliffs were costed in thick, foul layers
of bat quano—white, black, areenish piles of rot and stench, The villagers despised it,
They covered their noses when the wind blew from the caves, They called 1t “the filth

&f death.™

et one day, an old gardener came, He carried ne tools, only seeds and a small flask of
wine He knelt in the susno-seaked soil and whispered, “Even this decay is not beyord
redemption,”

The villagers laughed, “You cannot make a garden from that!”™ But he did not answer
them, He planted grain and grapevines, watering them with patience, pruning with hepe,
The sun rose, the rains came, and seasons passed, Slowly, impossibly, green shasts emerged

from the decay,

By the second uear, aolden stalks of wheat waved in the breeze, and vines dripped with
ripe, purple grapes, The island, once cursed, beqan to simg with Life The old sardener
invited the villagers to a feast, They sathered bemeath the vines and sat on woven mats
among the wheat, He broke bread made from the island's grain and poured wine pressed
trom the grapes, “This,” he said, "is what comes when death is given aver to leve, and
waste 15 redeemed by patience,”

Some wept, tasting the bread, Others drank detply and remembered their ancestors, once
slaves, who ate only sCraps in a foreign land. Mow they feasted in freedom, And though
the guane still clung to the cliffs, no ene despised it anymare,

For what was snce disgusting had become the soil of deliverance,

Entrapy may seem like the end—but in the hands of grace, it becomes the beginning of
mestntropy, of renewal, of resurrection, Even filth can become & Eucharist,

ENTROPY = NEGENTRCPY
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The Parable of the Great Loom

There ance was a village nestied at the faat of 2 great meuntain, The people were kind,
but each Lived alone in their awn hut, weaving their swn small pieces of cloth, Some
wive with cotbon, some with wobl, others with silk, Each piece was beautiful in its

awh way, but none knew what the sthers were weaving or why it mattered,

Ore day, a traveler arrived, an old woman with eyes like stars and a walking stick that
pulsed with light, She called the villagers tagether and said, “You each hold a thread,
but none have seen the pattern,”

The villagers lseked at her with confusion,

She smiled, “Follow me,™ she said, “and bring wour clath,™
Up the mauntain she led them, until they came to a vast field with a giant loom—s0
large it stretched from horizon to harizan, The ald woman motioned for each person to
place their cloth upsn the ledm, At first, it seemed a mess—colors clashed, patterns
ovirlapptd—but 33 more pieces were added, a breathtaking design besan to emerge,
Birds, rivers, salaxies—waven into a tapestry of stunning Complexity and karmany,
One young girl asked, “Who designed this?™
*You 4id," the old woman 3aid, “Teaether, Every thousht, every wird, every kindness,
every thared idea wove its thread, This is the Maasphere—the mind of humanity,
thinking and dreamirg as ome,”

And with that, she vanished Like mist at dawn,

From that day forward, the villagers no langer wove slone, They built paths between

their homes, shared their thoughts, and listened deeply, For they knew now—they were
part of something greater, semething evelving, thread by thread, taward the divine
pattern hidden in the heart of the loom,

- 1 -

Weaving Looms in the Stone Age

were the tirst computers using

OVER & UNDER as Ones and zeras
to store infarmation - sutside of

krains!



The Heart That Kept Beating
A Stary Inspired by Teilhard de Chardin's Vision of Entropy and Negentropy
In the stillness of @ sterile hospital rodm, @ wbung woman named Amara Ly quietly, her
Life slipping dway like the last ember of a fire, She had alwaus been full of life—
dancing barefsat at music festivals, studying marine bialogy to help heal dying coral
reefs, writing poetry nb one ever read, But now, her heart, so vibrant and full of
rhuthm, had 9iven out,

Acrpss thwn, 8 man named David sat tethered ts a machine, Every breath was a whisper
of exhaustion, His kheart was failing=—genetics, bad luck, a storm of entrépy within his
own Chest, The doctars said he had days, maybe hours,

But the universe was not merely a stary of decay, Pierre Teilhard de Chardin had once
said that evelution is not just physical but ssiritual—a great unfolding taward unity
and complexity, He believed in nesentrapy, & farce that gathers, integrates, and brings
Life sut of the brokenness, Mot the unraveling of threads, but the weaving of them
anew,

Amara’s tamily made the impossible Choice, Her heart, still strong, could Live on,
The surgery tssk haurs, Precisisn met mustery, Science met soul, When David awoke, his
chest throbbed with pain—but also with the steadu, unfamiliar rhythm of life, He
didn't know Amara’s name yet, but he would come to honor her with every hike up 3
meuntain, every silly dance in his kitchen, every moment &f jou he thouaht he'd lost,
He wasn't just survivimg, He was becoming,

Teilhard had spoken of Christ at the heart of the cosmos, drawing all thines toaether,
He called it the Omega Point—the destinyg of the universe th unite in divine love, David
didn't have the language for that, but he felt it every time his mew heart beat,
Life had been torn, Then given, Then redeemed,

Entropy broke the bedy,
Megentropy wove 3 miracle,
And the heart kept beating,






"Soma think they were created by God to
test humanity's faith in the Holy Scriptures.”

"Others think they were created by Satan to
lead people away from God"

"Thera is also a balief that they wera random
products of evolution without God"

"Fossils are a record of life gravitating
towards ever higher forms, culminating in
union with the "Omega Point'. Life has a
‘telos’, a purpose, to become more advanced
as it moves towards union with the Creator
of all life."




The Sea Sponges
Once upsn & tide, in the depths of & warm and ancient 5e8, there Lived & calbng of 588
spomaes, Some were red, some wellow and some blue, They were simple creatures—
purous, passive, and cantent to let the currents brieg whatever came, They clung Lo
the rofks Like sleesy monki, whispering only when the water stirred,
Ort dasy, & stranae dlver descended from sbave—rsdd and shimmering, with tuts that
sparkied Like stars trapped in sbegles, He studied the sphnges with fascination, then
=—withsut warnisg—nbtoan ts take them apart,
Snip. Slice, Separate,
The calony 9asped (a3 much 83 sponges Can qazp), Limbs were torn, Shapes
distarted, Their stillness shattered,
"Barbaric!” cried the coral mearby,
"Urmatural!l” whispered the seahories,
"Entripyl” medned the sctopus, who redd far teo much philpsaphy,
But the Jiver wasn't destroying the sponges, He was disassembling them with purpsse,
Back om his ship, under sterile lights and curisus minds, he examined the inner design
of their bedies: their filters, fibers, ond micrascenic harmany,
Piece by piece, he decoded their pattern, He saw order where others had anly seen
blebs, He studied the architecture of Flow, the secret lagic of simplicity, the
bislegical poetry hiding within their jelly=like frames,
Then, in time, he returned ta the tea=—nst to bresk, but to build, Using what he
Iearned, he beson creating filters for cleaning scean woater, bealing coral reefs, even
designing fabrics that could breathe Like the sparaes snCe did, When tThiy wire

separated from their Laved ones - by » Diaspora they wonted £ get back teatther!
The reef that once wept began to thrive, The sea grew Clearer, Life returned in Calar

and sars,
Apd fram the brutsl scattering of spargt-flesh came not chaos, but & néw kind of
birder,

Moral:

In the kands of intention, even disassembly can lead to hightr unity,
What Iaoks like destruction may be the first step toward deeptr coherence,
This i3 the path of regentropy—not decay, but Convergence taward meanim,

The spanat, onct atill and simple, now eChoes through the evalution of the sea,
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LIFE is negentropic because it
takes things which have less

order, like dead food (nutrients)
and turns it into things

with more order... an organism
‘which can grow in size, complexity
~and pumbers_ .

- _“PARABLE of Life/Emerging
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GIVES A
PAUSE
PetrJandaek

Long before humans, selfies, or snack bars—abaut 56 million
years ago—a tiny primate called Teilhardina was swinging through
ancient forests like it owned the place. It was small (think
pocket-sized), had big eyes Chelly, night owll), and it traveled
far, showing up in fassils from Asia to North America,

So why the fancy name? It’s named after Pierre Teilhard de Chardin—
a French priest, palesntolagist, and cosmic dreamer who believed
evolution was a spiritual journey toward divine unity, Basically, he
saw fossils and thought, “This is deep.”

Scientists figured naming a tiny, globe-trotting primate after him
was fitting, After all, Teilhard laved connecting science and spirit—
and Teilhardina connects continents and clues to sur evalutionary
story,

St here's ta the Little primate with 3 philasopher’s name, Small body,
big legacy,



Pierre Teilhard de Chardin

“We are not human beings having a spiritual experience; we are spiritual
beings having a human experience,”
(Probably his most famous quote, often quoted in both spiritual and
scientific circles)

“Love is the most universal, the most tremendous and the most
mysterious of the casmic forces.”
C His vision of love as the ultimate binding force in the universe)

“Matter is spirit moving slowly ensugh to be seen,”
(Teilhard's poetic take on the unity of matter and spirit)

“Remain true to yourself, but move ever upward toward areater
conscisusness and greater love!”™
(A personal encouragement rested in his evolutionary thealogy)

“Everything that rises must converge ™
(Later used by authar Flannery O'Connar as a bask title, this line
suggests a mystical union of all reality)



Yous ihauld rebd
“Tha Fhranomanss
of Man™

Once upan & Lime in the heart of the grest green forest, there lived o Litthe bondbo named
Bin, She was smaller than the sthers, curibus begond measure, and always atking questiong,
While the rest of har trosp Ieung threugh trees, munched on frait, and played ghmes, Nia
woald 51t by the river, staring ot hir reflection dnd wondering:

“Why am 1 btre? Whare did we Come from? Whire are we abing? ™
Her quistiont made the sthers laugh,

“Dam’t worry wour fuzzy head!™ 3a1d am older bonobo, “Eat, ploy, sleep, That's all there
15"

But s felt semething deeper tugying at her heart, Like & drombeat in her chast calling
ktr 4o samething mere, Ont day, while wandering for beyend the ususl paths, she stumbled
upan an old wise ¢lephant nomed Tau,

Tau had traveled acrass the earth and seen many things, Nis paured sut her questisng, and
the clephant Listened with kind ey,

“you feel it, don’t yeuT™ Teu said, ™ The Pull.®
“The Pull?”™ Nia asked,

“Yes," 521d Tau, “Teilhard called it the Pull taward the Omegs, It's the deep desire inside
all creation to grow, comnect, and become mare, Mot just physically, but in love and In
spirit.”

“But I"m just » little bonobo!™ she sald, “What can I bacome?™
“More than you kndw,™ Tau replied, “You are part of the great unfolding, Evblution is not
st badies changing—it is minds awakening, hearts expanding, and all things moving
taward unity, like rivers flowing toward the sea.”

Hia's ey widentd,

55" Tau continued, “Every Uimt wou Chodit curlosity over fear, kindness over anger,
wakder svir baredam=——utu tvblve, And when wt Bl1 d5 that, together, we draw Closer ta
what Teilhard called the Omess Point, where evirything becomas fully alive in love,”
From that day on, Mia still played and Laushked and swung through trees, But now she 4id 5o
with 8 spark in ber eyes and 8 quiet joy in har ssul, She wasn't just Living—she was
e aming,

And every cresture she met felt o Gttle Lighter, 5 ittile braver, 5 Littls more Conmtltod—
thanks ta the Little bonobo who belitved we are all on & 3acred journty, tvelving not Just
ta survive, but ta love,

In gviry quastion, eviry act of compassion, and every spark of wondtr, we take ont step
closer ta the Divine, Evolution isn't finished=—it"s unfalding within us all,



Teilhard’s Quiet Triumph
On June 25, 1943, Pierre Teilhard de Chardin stoad in a Paris
hall, slightly uncamfortable in his formal attire, The French
Ministry of Foreign Affairs was honoring him—this Jesuit
priest and fossil hunter—+for “butstanding services to the
intellectual and scientific influence of France,” promoting
him to Officier in the Legion of Honor,
Teilhard smiled politely, He’d spent more time in deserts than
ceremonies, Chasing the deep past and dreaming of the Omeaqa
Point—the divine future of all creation, He wasn’t seeking
medals, But recognition from his homeland, especially after
years of Vatican resistance, meant something,
Then in 1950, France hondred him again: election to the
French Academy of Sciences, The world, it seemed, was
starting to catch up,

Teilhard jotted a quiet note: “Even the stone of resistance
begins to turn,”



The Shards That Sang

In the sun-drenched hills of northern New Mexico, the
artists of San Ildefonss Puebls walked ancient trails,
gathering broken pottery fram the ruins of their
ancestors, To others, they were shards, To the artists,
they were stories,

They knew what scientists call entropy—the warld
breaking down, the past crumbling inte dust, But they alss
knew something deeper: negentropy—the power to restore,
to reorder, to create beauty from ruin,

In their hands, the fragments became new art, Some were
ground into piaments, Others were pieced into bold designs,
hanoring the ald while becoming something whally new,
Cracks were filled with gold or turquoise, Spirals danced
into Chaos, then back into form,

One artist said,

“We don’t fix the past, We let it speak again,”
Every pot told a tale—not just of what was last, but of

what could be redeemed, They didn't fight entropy, They
answered it with art,
And sb, among the ruins, they made beauty,
From brokenness, they made meaning,
In every shard, they sang the universe whole,
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The Lost Little Puppy
Once, in a quiet Little village nestled between rolling hills and golden fields, a
puppy wandered away from his hame,
He had chased & butterfly tos far beysnd the garden sate, and seom, the Sights and smells
were all unfamiliar, He barked, He sniffed. But ne one Came,

The villagers saw him—muddy, shivering, a little frightened—but no one knew where he
belonged, Still, they fed him scraps, let him nap in warm Corntrs, Bnd 9ave him names
Like “Dusty™ or “Paws,” But nane of these names were truly his, Semething in him
yearned—not just for food or warmth, but for home,

Then, ane mbrning, an old man came ints the village, calling softly: “Leo Lea-"
The puppy's ears perked up, His tail twitched, That name stirred something ancient in
him, something that had always been, He ran, barking with joy, toward the weice,
The man knelt, arms spen wide, “Ah, there you are, You've been o 3 long journey,
haven't wou?™ he whispered, cradling the puppy in his arms,

But Les didn't care abaut the miles, the fear, or avin the names he had worn, In that
embrace, all time folded in. He knew who he was, and he was finally home,

And 3o 1t 15, Teilbhard weuld 3oy, with eternal lite,

We are not just wandering bodies, but souls drawn ever forward by a divine pull, a
mempry of pur true name and home in the heart of God,

Eternal Life is not just samething that happens atter, It is the current running through
all thimgs—our hurger for belonging, bur quiet ache for union, It is the whisper that
calls us back to the Seurce, the Voice that never stops calling: “Thare you are, 1've
been waiting, ™
And when we answer, we do not vanizh,

We become,




Petr Jandacek was bern in Prague when the Czechs were in the Protectorate of the Third
Beich kndwn as Bohemia and Moravia, A5 a child be Lived under the hegemeny of Hitler
and Stalin, In 1948 he escaped from communist Czechoslovakia with his family and Lived
in refugee camps in the Americon 2ont of Germany for 2 & 1/2 years, The family
emigrated to near Chicage Illinis.

Petr hung sut with teenage boys wha studied for priesthood at Quigley Jr Seminary, On
Easter Sunday 1955 Pierre TEILHARD de CHARDIN died and everybsdy wha had
correspondence from TEILHARD started to publish it, (TEILHARD promised the Roman
Curia that his writings were not to be published before he died!) The Guigley
seminarians talked absut TEILHARD and Converted the 14 year ald Petr ta the science
and faith of the Warld Class Scientists and Priest,

Petr marritd Louwise Evanich in 1966 and taught In Lilinais, Jamaica (as Peace Corps
Volunteer) and finally in Los Alamas NM in 1932,

In Los Alamos Petr had » student an his Graphic Arts classes named Mark Albertsan,
Mark was sctually more knowledseable sbeut Graghic Arts than his teacher “Mr J7--,
because it was a technical position with offset presses - and Jandacek’s acumen was in
the “ART" part of araphics Like etchings, Lithographs, woodcut prints etc, Mark and
Petr became friends with insrdinate AGAPE" Bunds ard they sften discussed Plerre
TEILHARD de CHARDIN, In 2023 Mark and Petr rediscovered each sther as OLD FRIENDS
and decided to write this comic book,



Bev, Dr, Mark David Albertsen was born and rajised in Las Alames, Mew Mexics,
knswn £a mary 35 “The Atemic City,” He walked into graphic arts class in 10"
grade expecting an easy “A" when he met Petr Jandacek, the so-called graphic
arts teacker, In addition to learning many thines about photography,
letterpresses, desion and printing, he discavered that his teacker was teaching
much more than graphic arts, Mark learned about Life, philosaphy,
anthropslogy, transactional analysis, haw Computers function (leng before PC's
“It's the X' and 0°5!™) and about the world of 3 man who had escaped fram
Czechoslovakid with very few possessions, and who knew mere absut philssophy
and anthropslosy than anusne he had evkr met, in addition to having a standing
challenge to angone in the schoal that ke could db more ome-handed push ups
than sryone (and he was right), Mark’s teacher, “Mr, 1" was passisnate absut
a philasopher named Pierre Teilhard de¢ Chardin, which ignited Mark’s interest
in ere of the mest unigue buman beings to walk on edrth, Mark and Petr are
clese friends over 50 years after beirg student and teacker, which they still

bre taday,

Mark wart an o become 3 sailor, o paster, 8 directer of 3 Christian ministry,
3 lawyer and 5 now 8 writer, having published four novels, Mark Lives in
Henderson, Mevada with his Astere, the love of his Life,

You can learn more absut him &n his wibsite at www mdalbertsan com



UNDERSTANDING TEILHARD

Pigrre Teilhard de Chardin, the Jesuit Priest philssspher and
Falesntologist, wha thought great thaughts, snce said, "The day will
Comt whin, after harnessing space, the winds, the tides, gravitation, we
shall harness for Gad the energies of love."

Here is & camic bosk filled with the art of Fetr Jandacek, with

parables by Mark David Albertson, to give you insights, heighten your
curissity, and perhdps 9ive you Cause to Little think,

“Abave all, trust in the slow work of God, We are quite naturally impatient in everything
to reach the end without delay, We should like to skip the intermediate stages,
We are impatient of beirg on the woy to samething unknown, something new,
And yet it is the law of all progress that it is made by pasiing through
same stages of instability—
and that it may take a very lomg time,

And 36 1 think it 75 with wbu; your ideds moture graduslly—ILet them grow,
let them shape themselves, without undue haste,
Don't try ta force them on, 35 thoush you Could be taday what time
Cthat is to say, grace ond Circumstances acting om ybur own gbdd will)
will make of you tamarrow,

Only Gad could say what this new spirit gradually formimg within ysu will be,
(rive Our Lord the benefit of believingthat his hand is leading wyou,
and accept the anxiety of feeling wourself in suspense and incomplete,”
— Pierre Teilhard de Chardin
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