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Second edition

To our grandson, Sean

“Tune your ears to wisdom, and concentrate on understanding.” (Prv.

2:2, NLT)




“He has also set eternity in the human heart; yet no one can fathom what God has done from beginning to end.”

— Ecclesiastes 3:11 (NIV)




“The most incomprehensible thing about the universe is that it is comprehensible.”

— Albert Einstein
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It wasn’t the first time I’d taken a stroll in one of the many parks in my neighborhood, enjoying the time alone with nature, nor the first time I’d contemplated the makings of the universe and its complexities. The air was still, the leaves barely rustled, and the sun filtered through the trees as though hinting at something deep and personal it wanted to share.

I wasn’t ten minutes into my walk when I noticed the web—an intricate spiral spun with such precision that even an architect would have paused in awe. And at the center: an orb-weaving spider, legs extended, gently pulsing, waiting. Watching.

Maybe it was the stillness, maybe shimmering sunlight, or maybe—just maybe—it was the fact that I was beginning to suspect the answers I sought might be found in creation by means of this interesting arthropod and its surroundings. But whatever the reason, when it spoke, I wasn’t surprised.


“It’s a conundrum, isn’t it?”

I looked around. No one else. Just me. And the web. “What is?” I whispered.

“Everything,” it replied. “But let’s start with the web.”


If you had told me I was about to explore the origins of the universe or the meaning of reality with an arachnid, I might’ve laughed. But I didn’t. I listened.

Because, deep down, I’d been waiting for this conversation for most of my life.
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Dear Reader,

This book is not a sermon. It’s not a defense of organized religion, nor a rejection of science. It’s a conversation—an admittedly strange one—with an arachnid ... a spider. And it’s written for people like you, who may find themselves skeptical of grand claims, allergic to dogma, and more comfortable in a lecture hall or a lab than in a pew.

If you’ve ever rolled your eyes at theological certainty or squinted suspiciously at cosmic purpose, you’re not alone. I spent much of my young adult life doing the same. And yet, somewhere between physics and philosophy, quantum weirdness, and moral intuition, I began to wonder: What if the truth isn’t hiding from us ... but with us? In the ordinary. In the overlooked. Even in something as absurd as a spider’s web. The conversation with the arachnid in these pages borders on fiction—but the questions do not. They’re the ones whispered when no one’s around. The ones Google can’t quite satisfy. The

ones that keep the clever and the curious off balance.

My goal isn’t to convert you. It’s to invite you into a web of thought, inquiry, wit, and maybe even wonder. And if, by the end, you feel a slight but unfamiliar tug in your heart, then that brief dialogue achieved its purpose.


Welcome to the conversation... and evidence in the web.
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Bitten!

With additional time on my hands since my retirement, I was now able to do the many things I always wanted to do. One of those was exploring various walking trails throughout my area. Fortunately, the designers and planners of my fair state had the foresight to include lakes, parks, playgrounds, and campsites in their community developments so we could enjoy the many sights and sounds of nature that are found here. Given the variety of trail options at one of the parks I frequent, I decided one day to take a route I was familiar with. It was a short walk from my place to the park’s trail, and I immediately headed down the steep grade to the paved pathway entering the woods. On this particular day, under the clear blue sky, a faint breeze in the air stirred up a fragrance I didn’t quite recognize but welcomed as it pleasantly reminded me that this was a great
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day for observing nature while on a leisurely stroll.

It was early summer, but the heavy rains of spring had caused the vegetation to grow quickly and densely throughout the park, particularly on both sides of the trail. I passed through the entrance and headed along the path. The trees – maple, hickory, and birch – stood tall and scattered about on either side. The trees closest to the trail often canopied the path with their full overhanging branches. I suddenly realized that the fragrance I didn’t recognize earlier was coming from the birch trees ... a kind of wintergreen scent. The further I went, the path naturally narrowed, and the pavement eventually gave way to grass and then a mix of dirt and gravel. By now, the foliage had gotten quite dense, and on either side of the path, just a couple of feet away, spider webs among the vegetation were becoming more frequent.

The most common were the tangled webs or cobwebs of various sizes that covered much of the shrubbery. Close to the ground were the sheet webs with multiple layers of silk spread across patches of grass, with the spiders probably lurking somewhere under them. But the most eye-catching were the orb webs and the spiders that make them; they were predominant in size and the most intimidating. And having frequented this path many times, I was reminded that I was approaching a massive orb web.

Uncomfortably low overhead and situated between a couple of protruding tree branches, it was occupied by a long-legged orb-weaving spider that liked to position itself a little to the left, hovering just above passersby. Without even thinking, I automatically veered right, as I usually do, to avoid going directly under it. But suddenly, I felt a slight tug on the right side of my cap as if it was momentarily snagged on something.
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BITTEN!

Uh ho! I must have blundered into another spider’s web, noticing thin strands of silk dangling from my jacket and cap. Then – PLOP! Something landed on my shoulder. And before I knew it, I felt a sharp pin prick on my neck. As I grabbed my neck, something scurried down my right side and the back of my leg.

I spun around to look, and a “large” long-legged orb weaver leaped from my leg to the ground and started scampering away. Stunned by the severity of the pain... and the size of the spider, I managed to yell out, “You BIT me?!”

To my shock, it stopped, turned, and yelled, “Yes, honey, I BIT you,” using the word “honey” in a way that immediately reminded me of my late matronly aunt Esther, who, though quite nurturing at times, was also a no-nonsense disciplinarian, honed from her many years as a high school vice-principal.

“For what?” I blurted back, not fully grasping that she had spoken – let alone that I understood her.

“For what?! For what?!” she repeated angrily. “Because you carelessly.... no, STUPIDLY destroyed in a few seconds what took a whole night for me to construct! When you venture out here and mess with my masterpiece, that makes you my enemy

... and there are consequences. You’re too big to eat ... so a good bite may teach you a lesson.

“I was trying to AVOID your web. I always do every time I walk past here. This is your first time building all the way over on this side of the path... and this low ... I’m SORRY I wrecked

your webwork.”

She paused as though calculating something. Then I heard her mutter, “Let’s see ... two, three, four nights, but you ... five days ago ... oh my,” apologetically looking at me. “You’re right. You last came by five days ago, so you couldn’t have known I’d
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expanded my empire. Now I’M embarrassed... for having bit you.”

“Well, that’s just great,” I said, still covering the bite area with my hand, “but I’m probably poisoned now, thanks to you.”

“Oh sugar,” rolling several of its eyes (I assumed), “don’t get your knickers in a twist. I may be venomous, but I’m not poisonous – at least not to you humans.”

Still feeling a little hazy from the experience, I replied, “That’s a relief,” exhaling the breath I hadn’t realized I was holding.

But then she added, “HOWEVER, let me put it this way, you won’t DIE, but you MAY have a reaction.”

She gave a little chuckle, which irritated me and also had me wondering what kind of “reaction” she was talking about.

Giving in to my irritation, I snapped “Next time put up a sign that says, ‘CAUTION: MAJOR WEBWORK COMPLETED— AVOID AT ALL COSTS.’”

“I see you got jokes,” she shot back. “Like I can make a sign with all those words on it. But I DO like that term ... ‘WEBWORK.’ Maybe I’ll spin that in: MAJOR WEBWORK— BEWARE!” she said, practically rolling on
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