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All of life is a meeting.

~Martin Buber~
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We are all the same person 

trying to shake hands with ourself.

~Hugh Romney~

(aka “Wavy Gravy”)
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What’s Growing On Here
Everything in the universe exists

for the harmonious good of every other part.

The universe is forever uniting what is harmonious

and diminishing what is not….

It is the unessential only that is vanishing,

that the abiding may be made more clearly manifest.
~Ernest Holmes~

~~~~

In the summer of 1965, etc. 
Over the past several years I’ve been preparing what I will issue as an ongoing series of meta-cosmological commentaries on the evolutionary emergence of consciousness. Meta-cosmology is the mindful discernment of how cosmic energy materializes and becomes self-aware. This discernment is accomplished via the scientific art of recognizing integral patterns that unify diversity in both time and space, and via the correlative artful science of creatively revealing, expressing and applying these patterns. In other words, pattern recognition and its fruitful application are the co-foundational bases of all effective scientific and artful intelligence. 

The evolution of consciousness develops in accordance with universal principles of cosmogenesis and emergence. “Cosmogenesis” signifies the universal process of moment-by-moment continuous creation. “Emergence” signifies the unfoldment into manifestation of cosmically unified wholeness of being, beginning with the emergence of energy from the informing intelligence of omni-interrelational universal whole-beingness and, in successive turns, the emergence of matter from energy, of life from matter, of consciousness from life, and of individual self-presencing from one’s local embodiment and unique individualization of universal whole-beingness.1
My forthcoming serialized commentary will be issued in periodic installments of a work entitled The Gospel of Not Yet Common Sense, an ever-ongrowing constellation of profound narratives that have come to my attention over the past 63 years, interwoven with the most profound of several thousand statements I’ve collected since age five, all of which I address from my own integral perspective. The following assemblage is a critical mass of the extensive material that informs my meta-cosmological commentary. Only a few brief samplings of the latter are herein included. The narratives are presented in the order that they came to my attention between 1947 and 2008, excepting the utterly contrastive final narrative. As the overall project emerges from its present state as a rough-hewn work in progress, I will begin to sharing, for dialog with others, my further constellating of the illuminative patterns that are embodied in these and many other materials. 

The glory of God is man fully alive,

and the life of man is the vision of God.

~St. Irenaeus~

~~~~

Life is a symphony, 

and the action of every person in this life

is the playing of [one’s] particular part in the music.

~Hazrat Inayat Khan~

~~~~

The very molecules that that make up your body, the atoms that construct the molecules, are traceable to the crucibles that were once the centers of high mass stars that exploded their chemically rich guts into the galaxy, enriching pristine gas clouds with the chemistry of life. So we’re all connected with each other biologically, to the Earth chemically, and to the rest of the universe atomically. That’s kind of cool. That makes me smile, and I actually feel quite large at the end of that. It’s not that we’re better than the universe, we are part of the universe. We’re in the universe and the universe is in us.

~Neal deGrasse Tyson~

~~~~

Matter has reached the point of beginning to know itself….

Man is a star's way of knowing about stars.

~George Wald~
~~~~

We are evolution’s way of becoming aware and directive of itself.

~Julian Huxley
~~~~

T a k e  I t  E a s y . . . .
We are placed here as a seed of the Divine within time, space, and matter

to unfold fully all our divine powers and capacities within them.

We do this not to escape the ‘illusion’ of creation

but to divinize not only ourselves but also reality within it.”
~Andrew Harvey~
~~~~
All haste tends toward disaster.
~And so it is.~
~~~~
I was imprinted at age 12 with a story written by famed showman Billy Rose, which has come to mind many hundreds of times ever since.

The old man and his son farmed a little piece of land, but that was about all they had in common. The old man believed in taking it easy, while the son was an impatient go-getter, always in a hurry. One early morning they loaded up their cart with fresh vegetables and set out for the great city to market their vegetables. It was a long trip by oxcart, and the impatient young man kept prodding the ox with a stick.
"Take it easy," admonished the old man, "and you'll last longer."
"But it's going to take us all day and and part of tomorrow just to get there," the young man replied. "If we hurry, we'll get to market early tomorrow morning before everyone else, and not only get better prices for our vegetables but be able to start home sooner."

The old man didn't answer. 
Eventually they came to a little house near the road. "Here's your uncle's place. Let's stop to say “Hello."

The young man could hardly sit still while the two brothers gossiped and enjoyed each other's company

for the better part of an hour. Finally resuming the journey, they soon came to a fork in the road. 
"Let's take the one on the left," the old man urged.

"But, Father, that way takes longer," the boy complained.

"I know, but it's a prettier way to go."

"Have you no respect for time?" the son grumbled.

"Oh, yes, I respect it very much. That's why I like to use it for looking at wild flowers and trees."

Sunset found them in a most beautiful part of the country, and the old man insisted that they sleep there

overnight.
"This is the last trip I'll take with you,” the young man snapped.“You just don't have any business sense." 

Before sunrise the next morning, the son, eager to be on the way, shook his father awake. They travelled only about a mile when they came upon a farmer trying to pull his ox and cart out of a ditch. 
"Let's help him," the old man urged.

"We'll never get to the city at this rate," the young man exploded.

"Take it easy, son. You'll last longer."

By the time they had pulled the other cart back on the road and were approaching the top of a wide hill that looked down upon the city, a sudden a great flash of lightning split the distant sky, from which a tremendous roar of thunder rumbled their way. 
"If we hadn't delayed so often, we'd be there by now and not caught in this coming storm," the young man complained.

"Oh, take it easy, Son," the old man said, yet again. "You'll last longer."

When they came to the hilltop where they could look down on the city, the sight before them caused the young man to exclaim, in suddenly humbled tones, "I see what you mean, Father."

They turned their cart around, and drove away from what had been the great city of Hiroshima.                                         

(Modified from the version at http://tinyurl.com/7awysrd.)

Powerhouse
There is a vitality, a life-force, an energy, a quickening that is translated through you ... and because there is only one of you in all time, this expression is unique. And if you block it, it will never exist through any other medium, and will be lost. It is not your business to determine how good it is, nor how valuable, nor how it compares with other expressions. It is your business to keep it yours clearly and directly, to keep the channel open. You do not even have to believe in yourself or your work. You have to keep open and aware directly to the urges that activate you. KEEP THE CHANNEL OPEN!

~Martha Graham~
~~~~

I don’t know what God is, or if there is a God. I only know that there are moments when I feel spiritual. I can be in a church or a mosque or a temple or a grocery store or the woods.  And I get that sense of being spiritual. Of something alive in me. It’s not necessarily a sense that something outside me is present. It’s the sense that I am present. Completely present. Alive.2
~Waiting~
The trouble with the language commonly used to discuss spirituality is that it’s structured along subject/object lines: there is always a surrendering to X, turning it over to X, an acceptance of X, a trusting of X, a gratitude for X. 
Why not just surrender, turn over, accept, trust and be grateful?
~Waiting~
~~~~

The following is excerpted from a Ray Bradbury story of a woman and her husband who late one summer afternoon face an approaching storm as they are travelling on horseback across a wilderness area in the Arizona desert.3 Coming upon a brick building that houses an electrical powerhouse, and finding it to be unlocked, they welcome its shelter as they wait out the storm overnight, wrapped in blankets on the bare powerhouse floor.
The woman, who has never been inclined to belief in a higher power, is painfully distraught by the impending death of her mother, to whose distant bedside they are journeying, initially by horse, then by train and automobile. This being her first direct experience of personal tragedy in what until now has otherwise been a charmed life, it is also the first time that she aches from her lack of a sustaining faith, like that which her husband, Berty, embraces (as she puts it) “like a stone in a peach.” Although she has caught much of his good nature over the years, this has not included his faith. 
When they are ready for sleep, she asks Berty why she never caught his religion. He replies, “It’s not a catching thing. Someday you just relax. And there it is.” 
As she lends herself to sleepiness, the woman has a sudden experience of the omni-interrelational correlations of the vast living network that is constantly fed by the ever-humming powerhouse.
Relax, she thought. Relax what? The body. But how to relax the mind? Her fingers twitched beside her. Her eyes wandered idly about the vast interior of the powerhouse. The machines stood over her in dark silhouettes with little sparkles crawling on them. The humming-humming-humming crept along her limbs.
Sleepy. Tired. She drowsed. Her eyes lidded and opened and lidded and opened. The humming-humming filled her marrow as if small hummingbirds were suspended in her body and in her head.

She traced the half-seen tubing up and up into the ceiling, and she saw the machines and heard the invisible whirlings. She suddenly became very alert in her drowsiness. Her eyes moved swiftly up and up and then down and across, and the humming-singing of the machines grew louder and louder, and her eyes moved, and her body relaxed; and on the tall, green windows she saw the shadows of the high tension wires rushing off into the raining night.
Now the humming was in her, her eyes jerked, she felt herself yanked violently upright. She felt seized by a whirling dynamo, around, around, in a whirl, out, out into the heart of whirling invisibilities, fed into, accepted by a thousand copper wires, and shot, in an instant, all over the earth!

She was everywhere at once!

Streaking along high monster towers in instants, sizzling between high poles where small glass knobs sat like crystal-green birds holding the wires in their non-conductive beaks, branching in four directions, eight secondary directions, finding towns, hamlets, cities, racing on to farms, ranches, haciendas, she descended gently like a widely filamented spider web upon a thousand square miles of desert!

The earth was suddenly more than many separate things, more than houses, rocks, concrete roads, a horse here or there, a human in a shallow, boulder-topped grave, a prickling of cactus, a town invested with its own light surrounded by night, a million apart things. Suddenly it all had one pattern encompassed and held by the pulsing electric web.

She spilled out swiftly into rooms where life was rising from a slap on a naked child’s back, into rooms where life was leaving bodies like the light fading from an electric bulb – the filament glowing, fading, finally colorless. She was in every town, every room, making light-patterns over hundreds of miles of land; seeing, hearing everything, not alone any more, but one of thousands of people, each with his ideas and his faiths.
Her body lay, a lifeless reed, pale and trembling. Her mind, in all its electric tensity, was flung about this way, that, down vast networks of powerhouse tributary. 

Everything balanced. In one room she saw life wither; in another, a mile away, she saw wineglasses lifted to the newborn, cigars passed, smiles, handshakes, laughter. She saw the pale, drawn faces of people at white deathbeds, heard how they understood and accepted death, saw their gestures, felt their feelings, and saw that they, too, were lonely in themselves, with no way to get to the world to see the balance, to see it as she was seeing it now,

She swallowed. Her eyelids flickered and her throat burned under her upraised fingers.

She was not alone. 

The dynamo had whirled and flung her with centrifugal force out along a thousand lines into a million glass capsules screwed into ceilings, plucked into light by the pull of a cord or a twist of a knob or the flick of a switch.
The light could be in any room; all that was needed was to touch the switch. All rooms were dark until light came. And here she was, in all of them at once. And she was not alone. Her grief was but one part of a vast grief, her fear only one of countless others. And this grief was only a half thing. There was the other half; of things born, of comfort in the shape of a new child, of food in the warmed body, of colors for the eye and sounds for the awakened ear, and spring wild flowers for the smelling.

Wherever a light blinked out, life threw another switch; rooms were illumined afresh.

She was with those named Clark and those named Grey and the Shaws and Martins and Hanfords, the Fentons, the Drakes, the Shattucks, the Hubbells, and the Smiths. Being alone was not alone, except in the mind. You had all sorts of peekholes in your head. A silly, strange way to put it, perhaps, but there were the holes; the ones to see through and see that the world was there and people in it, as hard put to and uneasy as yourself; and there were holes for hearing, and the one for speaking out your grief and getting rid of it, and the holes for knowing the changes of season through the scents of summer grain or winter ice or autumn fires. They were there to be used so that one was not alone. Loneliness was a shutting off of the eyes. Faith was a simple opening.
The light-net fell upon the world she had known for twenty years, herself blended with every line. She glowed and pulsed and was gentled in the great easy fabric. It lay across the land, covering each mile like a gentle, warm, and humming blanket. She was everywhere.

In the powerhouse the turbines whirled and hummed and the electric sparks, like little votive candles, jumped and clustered on bent elbows of electric piping and glass. And the machines stood like saints and choruses, haloed now yellow, now red, now green, and a massed singing beat along the roof hollows and echoed down in endless hymns and chants. Outside, the wind clamored at the brick walls and drenched the glazed windows with rain; inside she lay upon her small pillow and suddenly began to cry.

Whether it was the understanding, accepting, joy, resignation, she couldn’t know. The singing went on, higher and higher, and she was everywhere. She put out her hand, who was still awake, his eyes fixed on the ceiling. Perhaps he had run everywhere, too, in this instant, through the network of light and power. But then, he had always been everywhere at once. He felt himself a unit of a whole and therefore he was stable; to her, unity was new and shaking. She felt his arms suddenly around her and she pressed her face into his shoulder for a long while, hard, while the humming and the humming climbed higher, and she cried freely, achingly, against him….
In the morning the desert sky was very clear. They walked from the powerhouse quietly, saddled their horses, cinched on all of the equipment, and mounted.

She settled herself and sat there under the blue sky. And slowly she was aware of her back, and her back was straight, and she looked at her alien hands on the reins, and they had ceased trembling. And she could see the far mountains; there was no blur nor a running-of-color to things. All was solid stone, and stone touching sand, and sand touching wild flower, and wild flower touching the sky in one continuous clear flow, everything definite and of a piece.

“Wope! “cried Berty, and the horses walked slowly off, away from the brick building, through the cool sweet morning air.

She rode handsomely and she rode well, and in her, like a stone in a peach, was a peacefulness. She called to her husband as they slowed on a rise. “Berty!”
“Yes?”

“Can we…” she asked.

“Can we what?” he said, not hearing the first time.

Can we come here again sometime?” She asked, nodding back toward the powerhouse. “Once in awhile? Some Sunday?”

He looked at her and nodded slowly. “I reckon. Yes. Sure. I reckon so.”

And as they rode on into town she was humming, humming a strange soft tune, and he glanced over and listened to it, and it was the sound you would expect to hear from sun-warmed railroad ties on a hot summer day when the air rises in a shimmer, flurried and whirling; a sound in one key, one pitch, rising a little, falling a little, humming, humming, but constant, peaceful, and wondrous to hear.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

One Hundred Percent American
Nothing seems to be more important philosophically than the revelation
that the evolutionary drive, which has in recent years swept over
the whole field of biology, also includes in its sweep the evolution
of galaxies and stars, and comets and atoms, and indeed all things material.
~Harlow Shapley: http://www.nasa.gov/exploration/whyweexplore/Why_We_13.html ~
~~~~

The following essay appeared in the April, 1937 issue of the American Mercury magazine.4 It was written by anthropologist Ralph Linton, concerning his country’s reaction to fascism and communism by countering them with a virulent advocacy of "One Hundred Percent Americanism." Linton highlighted this absurd impossibility by portraying the global dynamics of cultural diffusion:
There can be no doubt about the average American’s Americanism or his desire to preserve this precious heritage at all costs.  Nevertheless, some insidious foreign ideas have already wormed their way into his civilization without his realizing what was going on.

Thus dawn finds the unsuspecting patriot garbed in pajamas, a garment of East Indian origin; and lying in a bed built on a pattern which originated in either Persia or Asia Minor.  He is muffed to the ears in un-American materials; cotton, first domesticated in India; linen, domesticated in the Near East; wool from an animal native to Asia Minor; or silk whose uses were first discovered by the Chinese.  All these substances have been transformed into cloth by methods invented in Southwestern Asia.  If the weather is cold enough he may even be sleeping under an eiderdown quilt invented in Scandinavia.

On awakening he glances at the clock, a medieval European invention, uses one potent Latin word in abbreviated form, rises in haste, and goes to the bathroom.  Here, if he stops to think about it, he must feel himself in the presence of a great American institution: he will have heard stories of both the quality and frequency of foreign plumbing and will know that in no other country does the average man perform his ablutions in the midst of such splendor.  But the insidious foreign influence pursues him even here.  Glass was invented by the ancient Egyptians, the use of glazed tiles for floors and walls in the Near East, porcelain in China and the art of enameling on metal by Mediterranean artisans of the Bronze Age.  Even his bathtub and toilet are but slightly modified copies of Roman originals.  The only purely American contribution to the ensemble is the steam radiator, against which our patriot very briefly and unintentionally places his posterior.

In this bathroom, the American washes with soap invented by the ancient Gauls.  Next he cleans his teeth, a subversive European practice which did not invade America until the latter part of the eighteenth century.  He then shaves, a masochistic rite first developed by the heathen priests of ancient Egypt and Sumer.  The process is made less of a penance by the fact that his razor is of steel, an iron-carbon alloy discovered in either India or Turkestan.  Lastly he dries himself on a Turkish towel.

Returning to the bedroom, the unconscious victim of un-American practices removes his clothes from a chair, invented in the Near East, and proceeds to dress.  He puts on close-fitting tailored garments whose form derived from the skin clothing of the ancient nomad of the Asiatic steppes and fastens them with buttons whose prototypes appeared in Europe at the close of the Stone Age.  This costume is appropriate enough for outdoor exercise in a cold climate, but is quite unsuited to American summers, steam-heated houses, and Pullmans.  Nevertheless, foreign ideas and habits hold the unfortunate man in thrall even when common sense tells him that the authentically American costume of gee string and moccasins would be far more comfortable. He puts on his feet stiff coverings made from hide prepared by a process invented in ancient Egypt and cut to a pattern which can be traced back to ancient Greece, and makes sure that they are properly polished, also a Greek idea.  Lastly, he ties about his neck a strip of bright-colored cloth which is a vestigial survival of the shoulder shawls worn by seventh-century Croats.  He gives himself a final appraisal in the mirror, an old Mediterranean invention, and goes downstairs to breakfast.

Here a whole new series of foreign things confronts him.  His food and drink are placed before him in pottery vessels, the popular name of which—china—is sufficient evidence of their origin.  His fork is a medieval Italian invention and his spoon a copy of a Roman original.  He will usually begin the meal with coffee, an Abyssinian plant first discovered by the Arabs.  The American is quite likely to need it to dispel the morning-after effects of overindulgence in fermented spirits, invented in the Near East; or distilled ones, invented by the alchemists of medieval Europe.  Whereas the Arabs took their coffee straight, he will probably sweeten it with sugar, discovered in India; and dilute it with cream, both the domestication of cattle and the technique of milking having originated in Asia Minor.

If our patriot is old-fashioned enough to adhere to the so-called American breakfast, his coffee will be accompanied by an orange, domesticated in the Mediterranean region, cantaloupe domesticated in Persia, or grapes domesticated in Asia Minor.  He will follow this with a bowl of cereal made from grain domesticated in the Near East and prepared by methods also invented there.  From this he will go on to waffles, a Scandinavian invention, with plenty of butter, originally a Near-Eastern cosmetic.  As a side dish he may have the egg of a bird domesticated in Asia or strips of the flesh of an animal domesticated in the same region, which have been salted and smoked by a process invented in Northern Europe.

Breakfast over, he places upon his head a molded piece of felt, invented by the nomads of Eastern Asia, and if it looks like rain, puts on outer shoes of rubber, discovered by the ancient Mexicans, and takes an umbrellas invented in India.  He then sprints for his train—the train, not the sprinting, being an English invention.  At the station he pauses for a moment to buy a newspaper, paying for it with coins invented in ancient Lydia.  Once on board he settles book to inhale the fumes of a cigarette invented in Mexico, or a cigar invented in Brazil.  Meanwhile, he reads the news of the day, imprinted in characters invented by the ancient Semites by a process invented in Germany upon a material invented in China.  As he scans the latest editorial pointing out the dire results to our institutions of accepting foreign ideas, be will not fail to thank a Hebrew God in an Indo-European language that he is a one hundred per cent (decimal system invented by the Greeks) American (from Americus Vespucci, Italian geographer).  
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Homo Sapiens?
The foolish reject what they see, not what they think;

the wise reject what they think, not what they see.

~Huang Po~

~~~~
We might as well require a man to wear still the coat that fitted him as a boy
as civilized society to remain ever under the regimen of their barbarous ancestors.
~Thomas Jefferson~

~~~~
Linton’s account of how cultural diffusion interpenetrates cultural conservatism was delivered 16 years after the publication of an earlier assessment of our so-called “savage mind,” which was written by nationally distinguished historian and co-founder of New York’s New School for Social Research, James Harvey Robinson. This statement appeared in his 1921 book, The Mind in the Making: The Relation of Intelligence to Social Reform (republished edition at http://tinyurl.com/c4puu89.)
In the nine decades since Robinson’s rather damning historical assessment, we’ve become more sophisticated and charitable in our view of presumed “savages,” whom we now more commonly designate with terms such as “primary cultures,” “first people,” and “indigenous communities.” Nonetheless, Robinson’s perspective continues to serves us with its recognition of the extent to which we tend to conservatively clothe our consciousness in historical cultural drag.  
Should we arrange our present beliefs and opinions on the basis of their age, we should find that some of them were very, very old, going back to primitive man; others were derived from the Greeks; many more of them would prove to come directly from the Middle Ages; while certain others in our stock were unknown until natural science began to develop in a new form about three hundred years ago. The idea that man has a soul or double which survives the death of the body is very ancient indeed and is accepted by most savages. Such confidence as we have in the liberal arts, metaphysics, and formal logic goes back to the Greek thinkers; our religious ideas and our standards of sexual conduct are predominantly mediaeval in their presuppositions; our notions of electricity and disease germs are, of course, recent in origin, the result of painful and prolonged research which involved the rejection of a vast number of older notions sanctioned by immemorial acceptance.

In general, those ideas which are still almost universally accepted in regard to man's nature, his proper conduct, and his relations to God and his fellows are far more ancient and far less critical than those which have to do with the movement of the stars, the stratification of the rocks and the life of plants and animals.
Nothing is more essential in our attempt to escape from the bondage of consecrated ideas than to get a vivid notion of human achievement in its proper historical perspective. In order to do this let us imagine the whole gradual and laborious attainments of mankind compressed into the compass of a single lifetime. Let us assume that a single generation of men have in fifty years managed to accumulate all that now passes for civilization. They would have to start, as all individuals do, absolutely uncivilized, and their task would be to recapitulate what has occupied the race for, let us guess, at least five hundred thousand years. Each year in the life of a generation would therefore correspond to ten thousand years in the progress of the race.
On this scale it would require forty-nine years to reach a point of intelligence which would enable our self-taught generation to give up their ancient and inveterate habits of wandering hunters and settle down here and there to till the ground, harvest their crops, domesticate animals, and weave their rough garments. Six months later, or half through the fiftieth year, some of them, in a particularly favorable situation, would have invented writing and thus established a new and wonderful means of spreading and perpetuating civilization. Three months later another group would have carried literature, art, and philosophy to a high degree of refinement and set standards for the succeeding weeks. For two months our generation would have been living under the blessings of Christianity; the printing press would be but a fortnight old and they would not have had the steam engine for quite a week. For two or three days they would have been hastening about the globe in steamships and railroad trains, and only yesterday would they have come upon the magical possibilities of electricity. Within the last few hours they would have learned to sail in the air and beneath the waters, and have forthwith applied their newest discoveries to the prosecution of a magnificent war on the scale befitting their high ideals and new resources. This is not so strange, for only a week ago they were burning and burying alive those who differed from the ruling party in regard to salvation, eviscerating in public those who had new ideas of government, and hanging old women who were accused of traffic with the devil. All of them had been no better than vagrant savages a year before. Their fuller knowledge was altogether too recent to have gone very deep, and they had many institutions and many leaders dedicated to the perpetuation of outworn notions which would otherwise have disappeared. Until recently changes had taken place so slowly and so insensibly that only a very few persons could be expected to realize that not a few of the beliefs that were accepted as eternal verities were due to the inevitable misunderstandings of a savage….
Those who have studied the characteristics of savage life are always struck by its deadly conservatism, its needless restraints on the freedom of the individual, and its hopeless routine. Man, like plants and animals in general, tends to go on from generation to generation, living as nearly as may be the life of his forbears. Changes have to be forced upon him by hard experience, and he is ever prone to find excuses for slipping back into older habits, for these are likely to be simpler, less critical, more spontaneous--more closely akin, in short, to his animal and primitive promptings. One who prides himself to-day on his conservatism, on the ground that man is naturally an anarchic and disorderly creature who is held in check by the far-seeing Tory, is almost exactly reversing the truth. Mankind is conservative by nature and readily generates restraints on himself and obstacles to change which have served to keep him in a state of savagery during almost his whole existence on the earth, and which still perpetuate all sorts of primitive barbarism in modern society. The conservative "on principle" is therefore a most unmistakably primitive person in his attitude. His only advance beyond the savage mood lies in the specious reasons he is able to advance for remaining of the same mind. What we vaguely call a "radical" is a very recent product due to altogether exceptional and unprecedented circumstances.
Notwithstanding both Linton’s and Robinson’s perspectives on our species’ culturally ingrained conservatism, in their own day homo sapiens was already well into becoming far more “radical” than anyone realized in either 1921 or 1936, as evidenced in many quite recent historical reports:5, 6
[T]he publication of a report last year [2006?] by the University of British Columbia’s Human Security Center received little attention, despite the fact that it concluded that the numbers of armed conflicts in the world had fallen 40 percent in little over a decade and that the number of fatalities per conflict had also fallen. Think about that. The entire news agenda for a decade, received as endless tales of wars, massacres, and bombings, actually missed the key point. Things are getting better. If you believe Robert Wright’s optimistic view of human history as articulated in his Nonzero: The Logic of Human Destiny (2000), this improvement is part of a long-term (and admittedly volatile) trend in which cooperation eventually trumps conflict. The percentage of males estimated to have died in violence in hunter-gatherer societies? Approximately 30 percent. The percentage of males who died violently in the 20th century complete with two world wars and a couple of nukes? Approximately 1 percent. Trends for violent deaths so far in the 21st century? Falling. Sharply.
~~~~

Hard as it may be to believe, humanity has become much less violent than it used to be. In fact civilization, far from creating the problem of warfare, is apparently helping us to solve it. In War Before Civilization, the anthropologist Lawrence Keeley estimates that in the blood-soaked 20th century 100 million men, women, and children died from war-related causes, including disease and famine. The total would have been 2 billion, Keeley notes, if our rates of violence had been as high as in the average primitive society.

Moreover, conventional war between the armies of two or more nations is becoming rare. Three years have passed since the last international war. (Israel's incursion into Lebanon last summer doesn't count, because the Lebanese army did not fight. ) This is "the longest episode of interstate peace in more than half a century," the scholars Charles Kurzman and Neil Englehart point out in their recent essay "Welcome to World Peace. " Although they are dominating the headlines, civil wars have also declined since peaking in the early 1990s. We are dealing now with guerilla wars, insurgencies, terrorism—or what the political scientist John Mueller calls the "remnants of war. "

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

The Scotty Who Knew Too Much7
If the Lord God held out to me in his right hand the whole of truth, 

and in his left hand only the urge to seek truth –
I would reach for his left hand.” 
~Theodore Gottfreid Lessing~
~~~~
Be patient toward all that is unsolved in your heart 
and try to love the questions themselves like locked rooms 
and like books that are written in a very foreign tongue. . . . 
The point is to live everything. Live the questions now.
~Rainer Maria Rilke~
~~~~
Learning is what takes place after you know it all.
~And so it often is~
~~~~
I’m a listener.
~Doodly Bixenshoes~
~~~~
Living the questions can be this simple: Whenever you think you know something, ask yourself, “What questions are being raised by my knowing?”  
Several summers ago there was a Scotty who went to the country for a visit. He decided that all the farm dogs were cowards, because they were afraid of a certain animal that had a white stripe down its back. "You are a pussy-cat and I can lick you," the Scotty said to the farm dog who lived in the house where the Scotty was visiting. "I can lick the little animal with the white stripe, too. Show him to me."  Don't you want to ask any questions about him?" said the farm dog"? "Naw," said the Scotty. "You ask the questions."

So the farm dog took the Scotty into the woods and showed him the white striped animal and the Scotty closed in on him, growling and slashing.  It was all over in a moment and the Scotty lay on his back.  When he came to, the farm dog said, "What happened?"  "He threw vitriol," said the Scotty, "but he never laid a glove on me."

A few days later the farm dog told the Scotty there was another animal all the farm dogs were afraid of.  "Lead me to him," said the Scotty. "I can lick anything that doesn't wear horseshoes."  "Don't you want to ask questions about him?" said the farm dog.  "Naw," said the Scotty. "Just show me where he hangs out."  So the farm dog led him to a place in the woods and pointed out the little animal when he came along.  "A clown," said the Scotty, "a push-over," and he closed in, leading with his left and exhibiting some mighty fancy footwork.  In less than a second the Scotty was flat on his back, and when he woke up the farm dog was pulling quills out of him. "What happened?"  said the farm dog. "He pulled a knife on me," said the Scotty, "but at least I have learned how you fight out here in the country, and now I am going to beat you up."  So he closed in on the farm dog, holding his nose with one front paw to ward off the vitriol and covering his eyes with the other front paw to keep out the knives. The Scotty couldn't see his opponent and he couldn't smell his opponent and he was so badly beaten that he had to be taken to the city and put in a nursing home.

Moral:  It is better to ask some of the questions than to know all the answers.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Antidote for the Shuffle-Bored8
Myth is about a truth so large, so important and mysterious 

that it cannot be contained by mere facts. 

Myths do not just explain the meaning of life

 but help us to understand the experience of being alive. 

~Robin R. Myers~

~~~~
God could cause us considerable embarrassment 
by revealing all the secrets of nature to us:

we should not know what to do for sheer apathy and boredom. 

~Goethe~
~~~~
Some questions may be most effectively addressed by embellishing their unanswerability.
Myth . . . is the form in which I try to answer when children ask me those fundamental metaphysical questions which come so readily to their minds: "Where did the world come from?" "Why did God make the world?" "Where was I before I was born?" "Where do people go when they die?" Again and again I have found that they seem to be satisfied with a simple and very ancient story, which goes something like this: 
There was never a time when the world began, because it goes round and round like a circle, and there is no place on a circle where it begins. Look at my watch, which tells the time; it goes round, and so the world repeats itself again and again. But just as the hour-hand of the watch goes up to twelve and down to six, so, too, there is day and night, waking and sleeping, living and dying, summer and winter. You can't have any one of these without the other, because you wouldn't be able to know what black is unless you had seen it side by side with white, or white unless side by side with black. 

In the same way, there are times when the world is, and times when it isn't, for if the world went on and on without rest forever and ever, it would get horribly tired of itself. It comes and it goes. Now you see it; now you don't. So because it doesn't get tired of itself, it always comes back again after it disappears. It's like your breath: it goes in and out, in and out, and if you try to hold it in all the time you feel terrible. It's also like the game of hide-and-seek, because it's always fun to find new ways of hiding, and to seek for someone who doesn't always hide in the same place. 

God also likes to play hide-and-seek, but because there is nothing outside God, He has no one but himself to play with. But He gets over this difficulty by pretending that He is not Himself. This is His way of hiding from Himself. He pretends that He is you and I and all the people in the world, all the animals, all the plants, all the rocks, and all the stars. In this way He has strange and wonderful adventures, some of which are terrible and frightening. But these are just like bad dreams, for when He wakes up they will disappear. 

Now when God plays hide and pretends that He is you and I, He does it so well that it takes Him a long time to remember where and how He hid Himself. But that's the whole fun of it—just what He wanted to do. He doesn't want to find Himself out too quickly, for that would spoil the game. That is why it is so difficult for you and me to find out that we are God in disguise, pretending not to be Himself. But when the game has gone on long enough, all of us will wake up, stop pretending, and remember that we are all one single Self—the God who is all that there is and who lives forever and ever. 

Of course, you must remember that God isn't shaped like a person. People have skins and there is always something outside our skins. If there weren't, we wouldn't know the difference between what is inside and outside our bodies. But God has no skin and no shape because there isn't any outside to Him. . . . The inside and the outside of God are the same. And though I have been talking about God as 'He' and not 'she,' God isn't a man or a woman. I didn't say 'it' because we usually say 'it' for things that aren't alive. 

God is the Self of the world, but you can't see God for the same reason that, without a mirror, you can't see your own eyes, and you certainly can't bite your own teeth or look inside your head. Your self is that cleverly hidden because it is God hiding. 

You may ask why God sometimes hides in the form of horrible people, or pretends to be people who suffer great disease and pain. Remember, first, that He isn't really doing this to anyone but Himself. Remember, too, that in almost all the stories you enjoy there have to be bad people as well as good people, for the thrill of the tale is to find out how the good people will get the better of the bad. It's the same as when we play cards. At the beginning of the game we shuffle them all into a mess, which is like the bad things in the world, but the point of the game is to put the mess into good order, and the one who does it best is the winner. Then we shuffle the cards once more and play again, and so it goes with the world.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Jonah

(What Will God Be Next?)
Romantics might like to think of themselves as being composed of stardust. 
Cynics might prefer to think of themselves as nuclear waste. 
~Simon Singh~
~~~~
Another way of living the ultimately unanswerable questions is to make over earlier imaginative encounters thereof, like this retelling of the Jonah story by Irene Orgel:9
In the belly of the whale, Jonah was transformed. He reversed all his behavior patterns. People who had known Jonah before, and met him after the whale, said: "Jonah, you're a changed man."
It wasn't that his hair had turned white or anything obvious like that. It was simply that everything he had done before, he now did in reverse. He had been a fearful man and he had suddenly changed into an angry man. As precipitately as he'd run away from Nineveh, he now wanted to dash toward it. Just as sharply as he had turned away from God's word, he now wanted to overdo God's word.
"Hey, son!" shouted God.
"I'm off to Nineveh," yelled Jonah. "Don't stop me."
"Wait a minute," said God, trying to keep up with him. “What are you going to do when you get there?"
"Fire a burst!" replied Jonah.
"Now take it easy," said the Lord, and he held Jonah back by his shirttail.
"But they don't listen to YOUR WORD," stormed Jonah. "We're not going to stand for that are we?"
So the Lord made him sit down and cool off under a gourd. As if in a speeded-up, documentary movie, Jonah saw it sprout from a seed, flower, and then, to his consternation, it withered before its time.
"What's the big idea?" he protested.
"Look," said the Lord. “Don't you go getting sentimental over the life and death of a gourd. This happens to be one of the stiffest, prickliest, least organized of all the organisms in my vegetable kingdom. Whereas people, and this includes even the people of Nineveh, are the most highly organized of all my organisms. Where's your sense of proportion, son?"
Then Jonah understood.
His fear and anger fell away from him, like so much unnecessary luggage, jettisoned. And this left room for love of the whole creation to well up in him. And he was no longer angry with Nineveh, which had after all represented nothing to him but his own past. Instead of a turreted town crammed with phantasmagoria, it now appeared before him as a plain, ordinary, workaday city, and the people in it were only people, after all.
Imagine Jonah now, having left behind his luggage of confusion and turmoil. He was free-riding and life-accepting as he walked along the road to Nineveh. Simplicity was in his pocket, and the principle of the gourd was deep-rooted in his heart.
Without knowing the scientific details, he knew he was a man who had come out of the sea. And he knew he was a man who had come out of the sun. The Lord had told him all this when he said: "Consider the gourd. Respect it."
Because Jonah still thought things out best when he was walking, he had a long, calm discussion with the Lord on the way to Nineveh. 
"If you created the seed and the life and the sprouting," Jonah asked, "why did you create the negating and rejecting? The fear and the anger and the running away?"
"To tell the truth," said God, "I had no idea it was going to go this far. Of all the roads it might have taken, this is surely the most surprising. When I was in the infinitesimal speck which held the potentiality of creation, how was I to know that it would expand to become the universe? And when I blazed and exploded in the innumerable suns, how could I foresee that out of the near collision of two of them would leap the tide which would cool into planets? This by the way," said God confidentially, "I learned from Sir James Jeans. Most of what I know comes from Albert Einstein. Before that I had only Newton to go on. And before that . . ."
"But before Man?" asked Jonah, shocked out of his wits. "Do you mean you understood nothing at all? Didn't you exist?"
"Certainly," said God patiently. "I have told you how I exploded in the stars. Then I drifted for aeons in clouds of inchoate gas. As matter stabilized, I acquired the knowledge of valency. When matter cooled, I lay sleeping in the insentient rocks. After that I floated fecund in the unconscious seaweed upon the faces of the deep. Later I existed in the stretching paw of the tiger and the blinking eye of the owl. Each form of knowledge led to the more developed next. Organic matter led to sentience which led to consciousness which led inevitably to my divinity."
"And what will you become next?" asked Jonah. 
"I don't know," said God reverently. "I am waiting to be told."
"By whom?" asked Jonah, and he looked around the lonely landscape in dismay.
"How I tremble," said God, "in rapture before the next stroke of consciousness. How I yearn to be created further!"
"But I don't like this at all," cried Jonah. "Can't we go back to the way it used to be? You scared me to death most of the time. But how I loved to hear your scolding voice."
"I couldn't go on forever," said God severely, "telling tall stories about whales, any more than I could have remained inert once the first colloidal systems started to form or inchoate once the form of the atom was established."
"But it was cozy," sobbed Jonah. "You and me; I and Thou."
"Now it shall be We are One."
"And shall I never call you father anymore? And will I never hear you call me son again?" asked Jonah.
"You may call me," said God agreeably, "anything you please. Would you like to discuss semantics?"
So Jonah found himself alone on the way to Nineveh. And yet he was not alone. For the gourd was with him, and the lungfish, and the stars. He knew he was a man who had come out of the sea. And he knew that he was a man who had come out of the sun. And in Nineveh he took root, and he flowered in the expression of his consciousness until he died.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
The Way of Transformation10
The truth we most want to learn 

and the answers we most want to find 

are hidden behind the fear we most want to avoid. 

~Jeff Golliner~
~~~~
The quickest route to Heaven is to love yourself in Hell.

~Thaddeus Golas~
Borrowing a Neitzschean turn of phrase, the hardest necessity I’m condemned to live with is this: 
The man who, being really on the Way, falls upon hard times in the world will not, as a consequence, turn to that friend who offers him refuge and encourages his old self to survive. Rather, he will seek out someone who will faithfully and inexorably help him to risk himself, so that he may endure the suffering and pass courageously through it, thus making of it a "raft that leads to the far shore." Only to the extent that man exposes himself over and over again to annihilation can that which is indestructible arise within him. In this lies the dignity of daring. 

Thus, the aim of practice is not to develop an attitude which allows a man to acquire a state of harmony and peace wherein nothing can ever trouble him. On the contrary, practice should teach him to let himself be assaulted, perturbed, moved, insulted, broken and battered - that is to say, it should enable him to dare to let go his futile hankering after harmony, surcease from pain, and a comfortable life in order that he may discover, in doing battle with the forces that oppose him, that which awaits him beyond the world of opposites. 

The first necessity is that we should have the courage to face life, and to encounter all that is most perilous in the world. When this is possible, meditation itself becomes the means by which we accept and welcome the demons which arise from the unconscious - a process very different from the practice of concentration on some object as a protection against such forces. Only if we venture repeatedly through zones of annihilation can our contact with Divine Being, which is beyond annihilation, become firm and stable. 

The more a man learns whole-heartedly to confront the world that threatens him with isolation, the more are the depths of the Ground of Being revealed and the possibilities of new life and Becoming opened.
Fortunately, this hard truth may be encountered far more gracefully, via a softer touch:11
[C]ouldn't we just relax and lighten up? When we wake up in the morning, we can dedicate our day to learning how to do this. We can cultivate a sense of humor and practice giving ourselves a break. Every time we sit down to meditate, we can think of it as training to lighten up, to have a sense of humor, to relax. As one student said, "Lower your standards and relax as it is."

1. No more struggle: "Whatever arises, train again and again in seeing it for what it is. The innermost essence of mind is without bias. Things arise and things dissolve forever and ever. Whatever happens, we can look at it with a nonjudgmental attitude. This is the primary method for working with painful situations.

2. Using poison as medicine: "When suffering arises, we breathe it in for everybody. This poison is not just our personal misfortune. It's our kinship with all living things, the seed of compassion and openness. Instead of pushing it away or running from it, we breathe in and connect with it fully. We do this with the wish that all of us could be free of suffering."

3. Regarding whatever arises as awakened energy: "This reverses our habitual pattern of trying to avoid conflict, trying to smooth things out, trying to prove that pain is a mistake that would not exist in our lives if only we did the right things. This view encourages us to look at the charnel ground of our lives as the working basis for attaining enlightenment.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Breathing the Future and the Past
All the principles of heaven and earth are living inside you.

Life itself is truth, and this will never change.

Everything in heaven and earth breathes.

Breath is the thread that ties creation together.

~Morihei Ueshiba~

~~~~

In an essay entitled "Breathing the Future and the Past," from his book, Beyond the Observatory,12 astronomer Harlow Shapley described the global and historical implications of a single exhalation of one’s breath. Because argon is a heavy and low-lying inert gas (and thus is called a “noble” gas), it therefore neither combines with other elements nor dissipates into outer space, so that its unchanging quantity is a calculable global constant. Shapley estimated that the number of noble argon atoms in a single breath approximates the number of grains of sand on several square miles of ocean beach. He portrays the airy sojourn of their exhalation as follows:
Since about 1 per cent of your breath is argon we can determine approximately the number of atoms in your next argonic intake. The calculations are really rather simple and straightforward, but to some readers this dizzy arithmetic is repulsive and I shall simply state the results. In your next determined effort to get oxygen to your lungs and tissues you are taking in, besides the nitrogen and oxygen, 30,000,000,000,000,000,000 atoms of argon; in briefer statement 3 X 1019. (Count the zeros!) A few seconds later you exhale those argon atoms along with quintillions of molecules of carbon dioxide. 

Now let us follow the career of one argon-rich breath in your next exhalation, let us suppose. We shall call it Breath X. It quickly spreads. Its argon, exhaled this morning, by nightfall is all over the neighborhood. In a week it is distributed all over the country; in a month, it is in all places where winds blow and gases diffuse. By the end of the year, the 3 X 1019 argon atoms of Breath X will be smoothly distributed throughout all the free air of the earth. You will then be breathing some of those same atoms again. A day's breathing a year from now, wherever you are on the earth’s surface, will include at least 15 of the argon atoms of today's Breath X. 

This rebreathing of the argon atoms of past breaths, your own and others', has some picturesque implications.  The argon atoms associate us, by an airy bond, with the past and the future.  For instance, if you are more than twenty years old you have inhaled more than 100 million breaths, each with its appalling number of argon atoms. You contribute so many argon atoms to the atmospheric bank on which we all draw, that the first little gasp of every baby born on Earth a year ago contained argon atoms that you have since breathed.  And it is a grim fact that you have also contributed a bit to the last gasp of the perishing.

Every saint, every sinner of earlier days, and every common man and common beast, have put argon atoms into the general atmospheric treasury. Your next breath will contain more than 400,000 of the argon atoms that Gandhi breathed in his long life. Argon atoms are here from the conversations at the Last Supper, from the arguments of diplomats at Yalta, and from the recitations of the classic poets. We have argon from the sighs and pledges of ancient lovers, from the battle cries at Waterloo, even from last year's argonic output by the writer of these lines, who personally has had more than 300 million breathing experiences.  Our next breaths, yours and mine, will sample the snorts, sighs, bellows, shrieks, cheers, and spoken prayers of the prehistoric and historic past.

In short: humankind’s (and other lifekind’s) accumulated breathing of Earth’s atmosphere is omni-interrelationally integral of geological time as well as of geographical space. A further view of this micro-astronomic dynamic is at http://tinyurl.com/6pl4lbu, which includes the following estimate:
Your breath is about a liter of air, and thus about 1022 atoms. The atmosphere is about 1044 atoms. The breath's atoms will be well mixed back into the atmosphere after something like 10 years. Then, any randomly selected atmospheric atom has about a 10-22 chance (1022/1044) of being from your breath. Suppose you take another breath, again of 1022 atoms. You can expect something like one of them, on average, to be from your original breath. The exact number will vary. It is not a direct hop from one breath to the next - the atom may have been breathed by others (or by yourself), in between the two breaths.
Concerning the self-similar circulatory systems of Earth’s land and water, it is estimated that
· every square mile of Earth’s surface includes some dust from every other square mile;

· some of the dust from the 1930’s dustbowl went around the planet four times before it settled;

· if one were to pour a glassful of water into the ocean from any beach in the world, a glassful of water taken up one year later on any other ocean beach, no matter how far away, would contain at least one molecule from the original glassful.

Other fascinating information along these lines is at http://www.vendian.org/envelope/.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
A Free Launch in the Gene Pool13
Men go abroad to wonder at the heights of mountains,

at the huge waves of the sea, at the long courses of the rivers,

at the vast compass of the ocean, at the circular motions of the stars,

and they pass by themselves without wondering.
~St. Augustine~
~~~~
Do something silly for a moment. Toss a precious object into the air and catch it. Now consider the extraordinary device (you, yourself) that just accomplished this everyday miracle. You sensed the energy of the toss, knew the value and importance of success. You triangulated the position of the object throughout its flight with your binocular vision, you edited out distractions by other senses that might divert your attention, you brought an extraordinary signal mechanism into precise operation that triggered one set of muscles after another into a sequence of ground-to-air-missile direction-control processes resulting in easy success as you caught the object without thinking.

What you did will not make headlines anywhere. It is the simplest example I can think of what you do millions of times a day. But ask your friends who know micro-electronics best what it would cost, and how much space it would take, to achieve artificially what you just achieved naturally. He will admit that the problem of reconstituting these simple excellences of yours would require a major federal grant. But that's just for the easy part.

Remember that all the miraculous abilities you demonstrated can be naturally and automatically packaged, and preserved without the slightest impairment, for periods of twenty to fifty years or so, in an ultra-microscopic part of you, received by you at no cost and forwarded into the future at the same price, in a tiny segment of a gene in a chromosome in a solution so concentrated that a single teaspoon could contain all the instructions needed to build and operate the three billion people now on the planet. [1966]
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

If the Earth Were Only . . .14
What’s the use of a fine house
if you haven’t got a tolerable planet to put it on?
~Henry David Thoreau~
~~~~

I f
the earth  were  only  a
few  feet   in   diameter,   floating  a
 few     feet     above    a    field    somewhere,
people     would     come    from     everywhere   to
   marvel     at    it.      People     would    walk    around   it
    marveling    at    its     big     pools    of     water,     its    little
    pools     and     the     water     flowing   between     the    pools.
    People   would     marvel    at    the   bumps    on    it,    and    the
     holes    in    it,    and    they    would    marvel    at   the    very    thin
     layer   of  gas   surrounding    it   and    the   water     suspended   in 
      the   gas.    The    people    would    marvel    at    all    the    creatures
      walking  around   the    surface   of   the   ball,   and   in    the   water.
      The  people    would    declare   it  precious    because   it   was   the
        only  one   and   they   would   protect    it   so   that   it   would   not
       be   hurt.     The    ball     would     be      the     greatest     wonder
       known,  and    people   would   come    to    behold    it,     to  be
       healed,   to     gain   knowledge,     to      know    beauty   and
        wonder   how   it   could    be.      People    would   love  it,
        and   defend   it    with   their     lives,    because  they
      would    some    how     know    that   their   lives,
        their    own  roundness,  could  be  nothing
          without    it.      If    the  earth   were
    only    a    few     feet    in
   diameter.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Doing More with Less
To him who can perfectly practice inaction,
all things are possible.
~Tao Te Ching~
~~~~
The following account is attributed to the famed satirist of bureaucracy, C. Northcote Parkinson, the famous discoverer of “Parkinson’s Law”:15
Fifteen years ago the United Nations awarded identical contracts to two corporations:  Trans-World Products, and the Sam Botts Co.  Each was given $1,000,000 and told to design a writing machine that would be truly suited to African countries; the device was to be capable of writing in small letters or large, in English, French, German or Swahili. It was to withstand tropical dampness and floods.

The Trans-World Products engineers went to work with a will. They used up all the money and time allowed. They produced a 200-lb. stainless-steel machine, housed in a fiberglass container which included a rechargeable battery, a five-year desiccant cartridge, flotation gear, and a 100-page maintenance manual written in twelve languages. Although the first model cost over $100,000 to build, later units could be mass-produced, it was claimed, for only $15,000. The device was a marvel to behold, and the world was lavish with its praise. The president of the company was given a 15% salary raise, the department heads were given bigger offices. Even the stockholders in the company felt ennobled by being involved in such a successful and altruistic project. TWP's final report (in four volumes, and weighing 8 pounds) is available in all major libraries.

The Sam Botts Co. took no visible action for many months. Old Man Botts said nothing to his department heads. He asked no one for help. He built nothing. Day after day he sat in his small office staring off into space. Finally, he mailed off a small package (a Manila envelope, which required 25 cents postage) to the sponsoring agency. The envelope contained an ordinary Faber Co. wooden pencil, a check for $990,000 and a brief note which read: "This machine – pencil – meets the requirements: it writes in any language, is unaffected by damp climates and, when caught in flood, floats.  Am returning the money we didn't need. Yours truly, S. Botts.'

The sponsoring agency was furious with Botts. The press ridiculed him. The stockholders felt crushed; they cut his salary and eventually eased him out of the company entirely.

Today, there are 3,237,000,000 wooden pencils in use in Africa. No second TWP machine was ever built.
Given the fallout on Botts himself of his practice of inaction, some may be inclined to conclude that it thereby fell short of perfection. Others might consider this to be an open question, knowing that all perception of perfection is in the I of the beholder.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Particle Playing for Keeps
These roses under my window make no reference to former roses or to better ones; they are for what they are; they exist with God today. There is no time to them.
There is simply the rose; it is perfect in every moment of its existence.
~Ralph Waldo Emerson~

~~~~
The cosmos we live in lives within us…as us.

There is not the cosmos and its contents,

only the cosmos as its contents.

~And so it is~

~~~~

During a 1993 interview for Science of Mind magazine, I had the rare privilege and great pleasure of querying cosmologist Brian Swimme at his kitchen table. As the interview progressed I sought his further clarification of several passages in The Universe Story, the book he had recently co-authored with theologian Thomas Berry:16
· The human being within the universe is a sounding board within a musical instrument.
· Walt Whitman is a space the Milky Way fashioned to feel its own grandeur.
· The Milky Way expresses its inner depths in Emily Dickinson's poetry, for Emily Dickinson is a dimension of the galaxy's development.
I cited these passages as the prelude to a request that Brian explain how the intangible quantum-mechanical domain goes about weaving together the visible material fabric and stuff of the cosmic whole, thus establishing the tangible “hard reality” of our worldly experience, as well as our consciousness thereof. Glancing thoughtfully about, he tapped his fingers on the table for some time while contemplating his eventual response:
Let me do that by considering the rose outside the window here. First of all, the light from that rose is radiating from the rose itself. This is contrary to what Newton said, that light bounces off the rose. From the perspective of quantum physics, light radiates from the rose. When light is absorbed by the rose, every photon that comes from the sun to the rose vanishes, is gone, is absorbed by the rose. So then what happens? Actually, the rose creates light – except that I don't really think of it in terms of light, because this suggests that what is being radiated is different from the rose. What the rose creates is photons, and they are not the same photons that it absorbed. That is point number one: the rose's photons are creations of the rose itself. 
Point number two is that the connotation of the word "photon" is also faulty, suggesting that a particle of light is somehow different from a rose. The photons radiating from the rose are best understood as the self-expression of the rose. What is actually coming to you, what you actually see, is rose itself, as opposed to light bouncing off of rose. It's just rose. 
Not only is our Newtonian idea of light faulty, so is our Newtonian idea of presence. Because just as we once thought that light was like little bullets that bounce off the surfaces that it touches, we also thought that a rose existed in one place, that the actual presence of the rose could be localized. In quantum physics that's not the way it works. It can't be, because the presence of the rose is wherever it affects anything. If you ask where the rose is located in terms of quantum mechanics, you must speak in terms of wherever it is affecting the universe. Therefore, if I am affected by the rose, it is here as well as there. I don't mean that it's partially here, or that its image is here, I mean that the rose itself is here. 
Yet even if you are profoundly influenced by the rose, you are still picking up only a tiny dimension of what the rose is expressing about itself. The range of energies given off by the rose is vast, and the ability of our eyes and other senses to respond to that range is very limited. There is so much that is flooding us, and we are able to respond to such a tiny piece of it. 
Now in that context, let's employ a metaphor similar to that of the sounding board, and say that human beings are like tuning forks. In the midst of a symphonic orchestra, a tuning fork begins to sound its particular note. And that's the way I think of a human being in the midst of the universe.
Even though I had from time to time contemplated Emerson’s intuition that every rose and bed thereof is unique, it was only upon hearing Brian’s quantum-mechanical account of how roses conduct their business of being rosy that I recognized how their rosiness reveals their reciprocal embodiment of the at-one-ment that so deeply informs the universe’s whole-beingness, and how this deep cosmogenic common unity is likewise the foundation of our own participation in the seamless cosmic integrality of all that is, via our uniquely individualized embodiments and expressions of whole-beingness. And some days later, as I was subsequently musing over Brian’s account of omni-interactive “particle play,” the hairs on my arms stood at attention as I realized that the resonances I feel stirring within me whenever I am listening to the soundscapes of the Beach Boys’ “Good Vibrations” and Eric Clapton’s ultra-lyrical guitar rendition of “Layla” – a soaring tribute to a woman whose name in Sanskrit signifies “cosmic play” – are, while I am listening to them,  likewise a dimension of the galaxy’s expression in, through, and as me.
In the context of Brian’s description of symphonic cosmogenic order, as well as from the perspective of Martha Graham’s channel-opening prescription on p. 2, each of us is a uniquely embodied universal law unto his or her own resonant being, who exists as a locally emergent and individualized expression of the eternally self-transformative and ongrowing symphonic presence of universal cosmogenesis.17Accordingly, each of us has a uniquely “just-right” manner of tuning into and aligning with his or her emergent one-of-a-kind local “here I am” manner of self-presentment, and of expressing (pressing outward) our individualized none-other-quite-like-it living and verbal messages of utmost whole-beingness, as if we indeed are locally resonating cosmogenic tuning forks.

As Emerson similarly viewed his roses’ destiny:18
Before a leaf-bud has burst, its whole life acts; in the full-blown flower there is no more; in the leafless root there is no less. Its nature is satisfied, and it satisfies nature, in all moments alike. But man postpones or remembers; he does not live in the present, but with reverted eye laments the past, or, heedless of the riches that surround him, stands on tiptoe to foresee the future. He cannot be happy and strong until he too lives with nature in the present, above time. [Italics added.]

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Journey with the Master19
There is a road, no simple highway,
between the dawn and the dark of night.
If you should go, no one may follow,
this path is for your steps alone.
You who choose to lead must follow,
and if you fall, you fall alone.
If you should stand, then who's to guide you?
If I knew your way, I would take you home.
Ripple in still water,
when there is no pebble tossed,
nor wind to blow.
~Robert Hunter~
~~~~

Spirit came to my Soul and said, “Let us go on a journey together.” There was nothing in all the universe but my Soul and Sprit. The night was crystal clear, the sky was studded with a million stars, and the air carried a fragrance as if all the flowers on the earth had released their perfume for our pleasure. I laughed aloud from pure joy as Spirit and I went into the night. There was no pavement beneath our feet, we walked on air that was a gossamer road stretched out before us, and we sang together all the songs of ages long since past.
As we journeyed on, my mind said to me, “Let us stop here at the house of our friends and take them with us on our happy journey,” so we stopped at the house, and the friends came out and joined us; but somehow the music did not ring so clearly, and the odor from the flowers seemed more faint.
Then it was that the friend said, “Let us stop here and take these other friends with us.” We did so and the other friends were singing also, but the music lacked the sweet harmony of that which we, as Soul and Spirit, sang alone together. As we all journeyed on, a fog settled over the night, and the stars were lost behind the silken veil; the perfume from the flowers came from so far away that we soon lost it altogether, and the air became heavy and hard to tread.
The friends we had gathered with us pulled at my garment, saying, “Come, go our way, it is a good way to go.” As I turned to go with them, I saw through the fog a dim light. It was the lighted candle of Spirit, the light within the Soul which forever burns, waiting for us to find it. 
Then did a great awakening come to me, and I quickly tore off the clinging hands and stood forth, free.
The lighted candle of Spirit then became the light of a glorious sunrise, the fog lifted and a world of beauty lay before me. Again Spirit spoke to my Soul, saying, “When you journey forth with Me, you must journey alone, for it is only as you disentangle yourself from the outward form of earth things that you can make the journey from Sense to Soul. Until you have made this journey, alone with Me, you are not fit to guide others on the path.”
I awoke and a great peace was upon me. I knew that in the still watches of the night, Spirit had taught my Soul a great lesson.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Questioning the Cosmos:
Cosmology or Cosmetology?
We are all students at M.S.U. – making stuff up.

~Marilyn Ferguson~

~~~~
We do not know of any phenomenon in which one subject is influenced by another
without [the other] exerting a [corresponding] influence thereupon.

~Eugene Wigner~
~~~~
In his lecture, “Bohr, Einstein, and the Strange Lesson of the Quantum,”20 cosmologist John Archibald Wheeler cited a discussion by three baseball umpires of their criteria for judging balls and strikes:
“I calls ‘em as I sees ‘em.”
“I calls ‘em as they are.”
“They ain’t nothin’ ‘til I calls ‘em.” 
In describing how we form each of our assessments relative to our perceived circumstantial contingency, Wheeler likened our participant-observer experiential “spin” on reality to the dynamics of a unique, make-it-up-as-you-go improvisation of a popular mid-twentieth century television game show, “Twenty Questions.”
What is the difference between a ‘participatory’ reality and a reality that exists ‘out there’ independent of the community of perceivers? An example may illustrate a little of the difference. Edward Teller and I, and a dozen other guests, were sitting in the living room of Lothar Nordheim in Durham after dinner. From general conversation we moved on to the game of twenty questions. One, chosen as victim, was sent out of the room. The rest of us agreed on some implausible word like "brontosaurus." Then the victim was let back into the room. To win, he had to discover the word with no more than twenty yes/no questions. Otherwise, he lost.
After we had played several rounds, my turn came and I was sent out. The door was closed, and was kept closed for the longest time. I couldn't understand at all why they were taking so long. Moreover, when at length they let me in, everyone had a grin on his face, sure sign of a joke or a trick. However, I went ahead innocently asking my questions. "Is it animal?" "No." "Is it vegetable?" "No." "Is it mineral?" "Yes." "Is it green?" "No." "Is it white?" "Yes."
As I went on with my queries I found the answerer was taking longer and longer to respond. He would think and think and think. Why? That was beyond my understanding when all I wanted was a simple yes or no answer. But finally, I knew, I had to chance it, propose a definite word. "Is it ‘cloud'?" I asked. My friend thought a minute. "Yes," he said, finally. Then everyone burst out laughing.
My colleagues explained to me that when I was sent out of the room, they agreed not to agree on a word. There was no word in the room when I came in! What is more, they had agreed that each respondent was permitted to answer my question as he pleased – with one small proviso: if I challenged him, he had to have in mind a word compatible with his own and all the previous answers! The game, in other words, was just as difficult for my colleagues as for me. 

What is the symbolism of the story? The world, we once believed, exists 'out there' independent of any act of observation. The electron in the atom we once considered to have at each moment a definite position and momentum. I, entering, thought the room contained a definite word. In actuality the word was developed step by step through the questions I raised, as the information about the electron is brought into being by the experience that the observer chooses to make; that is, by the kind of registering equipment that he puts into place. Had I asked different questions or the same questions in a different order I would have ended up with a different word as the experimenter would have ended up with a different story for the doings of the electron. However, the power I had in bringing the particular word ‘cloud’ into being was partial only. A major part of the selection lay in the ‘yes’ and ‘no’ replies of the colleagues around the room. Similarly, the experimenter has some substantial influence on what will happen to the electron by the choice of experiments he will do on it, ‘questions he will put to nature’; but he knows there is a certain unpredictability about [what any] one of his measurements will disclose, about what ‘answers nature will give’. . . This comparison between the world of quantum observations and the surprise version of twenty questions misses much, but it makes the central point. In the game, no word is a word until that word is promoted to reality by the choice of questions asked and answers given. In the real world of quantum physics, no elementary phenomenon is a phenomenon until it is a recorded phenomenon.

In other words, there is an inevitable element of “judgment call” in any cosmology, an irreducible degree of experientially conditioned cosmetology in our ongoing perceptual makeup of reality, as well an in our occasional perceptual makeovers (aka “paradigm shifts”) thereof. 
My own awareness of likewise being a perennial student at M.S.U was first brought to my attention by a pair of I-openers that had earlier emerged from my perennial meta-cosmological contemplations, two decades prior to my encounter of Wheeler’s insight:
A Day in the Life of a Puzzle Piece

Today I'm feeling incomplete,
wondering what my finished puzzle is,
longing for a box whose cover shows
a pre-existing picture of my life.
Fitful about feeling fitless,
I seek to match the contour of my life
against the unknown nextness
that forever edges in on me.
I am alternately frightened and excited,
knowing that the larger pattern yearned for
will build itself upon the shape I am giving this day.
Uncertainty Principle
Our Age of Ambiguity
was heralded by the discovery
that the motion of atomic particles
cannot be fully comprehended:
measuring the velocity of their travel
inevitably changes their course;
determining their course of travel
inevitably changes their velocity.
The metaphysics of shifts in consciousness
is no more certain than is the physics of quantum leaps:
should we attempt to determine love's velocity
(how much do you love me?)
then loving's flow will tend elsewhere to go;
should we attempt instead to plot love's course
(will you always love me?)
we shall only take our sails out of its wind.
The ultimate science,
whether of motion or emotion,
is the art of just being with what is
by being as what is.

~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Interbeing
Is it the bell that rings, is it the hammer that rings, 

or is it the meeting of the two that rings? 
~Zen saying~
~~~~
Ultimate reality is encountered neither in our minds
nor in the physical cosmos,
but at the point where these meet.
~Alan Smithson~
~~~~
It is we who make wine drunk.

~Rumi~
~~~~
Brian Swimme’s statement about something’s being present wherever it has an influence is reflected in the following scenario written by Buddhist monk Thich Nhat Hahn.21 Consider the paper on which are printed the words that you are just now reading:
If you are a poet, you will see clearly that there is a cloud floating in this sheet of paper. Without a cloud, there will be no rain; without rain, the trees cannot grow; and without trees, we cannot make paper. The cloud is essential for the paper to exist.  If the cloud is not here, the sheet of paper cannot be here either.  So we can say that the cloud and the paper inter-are.  Interbeing is a word that is not in the dictionary yet, but if we combine the prefix "inter-" with the verb "to be," we have a new verb, inter-be. Without a cloud we cannot have paper, so we can say that the cloud and the sheet of paper inter-are.

If we look into this sheet of paper even more deeply, we can see the sunshine in it.  If the sunshine is not there, the forest cannot grow.  In fact, nothing can grow. Even we cannot grow without sunshine. And so, we know that the sunshine is also in this sheet of paper. The paper and the sunshine inter-are. And if we continue to look, we can see the logger who cut the tree and brought it to the mill to be transformed into paper. And we see the wheat. We know the logger cannot exist without his daily bread, and therefore the wheat that became his bread is also in this sheet of paper. And the logger's father and mother are in it too. When we look in this way, we see that without all these things, this sheet of paper cannot exist.

Looking even more deeply, we can see we are in it too. This is not difficult to see, because when we look at a sheet of paper, the sheet of paper is part of our perception. Your mind is in here and mine is also.  So we can say that everything is in here with this sheet of paper. You cannot point out one thing that is not here—time, space, the earth, the rain, minerals, the soil, the sunshine, the cloud, the river, the heat.  Everything coexists with this sheet of paper. That is why I think the word inter-be should be in the dictionary. "To be" is to inter-be. You cannot just be by yourself alone. You have to be with every other thing. This sheet of paper is, because everything else is.

Suppose we try to return one of the elements to its source. Suppose we return the sunshine to the sun. Do you think that the sheet of paper will be possible? No, without sunshine nothing can be. And if we return the logger to the mother, then we have no sheet of paper either. The fact is that this sheet of paper is made up only of "non-paper elements." And if we return these non-paper elements to their sources, then there can be no paper at all. Without "non-paper elements," like mind, logger, sunshine and so on there will be no paper. As thin as this sheet of paper is, it contains everything in the universe in it.
The interbeing that permeates the heliosphere and gaiasphere likewise permeates the human technosphere:22
A group of 40 people could fabricate a satisfactory home rather quickly. They could build a foundation, floors, walls and a roof, insulate with natural elements and incorporate fireplaces for heat and cooking. This could be relatively easy. But if all 40 people were to work together for the rest of their lives they could not collectively reproduce one disposable ballpoint pen. To do so would require the mining of ores and the refining and smelting of metals. It would mean drilling down through the ground to liberate the stored oil and understanding how to process it to synthesize plastics. It would require knowledge of dyes and fluids. Forty people, or even 400, are not sufficient to this task if they stand outside the industrial collective.
A simple thing like a disposable ballpoint pen stands as a monument to our collective nature – a perhaps absurd symbol of our inseparability. And it points to this oneness in a single dimension, the material plane. We are, I have discovered, equally as one in the bodily, emotional, mental and energetic dimensions.
Prior to the establishment of the global industrial collective, the activity of building an entire house – commonly called a “house-raising” and currently being reprised in televised “extreme makeovers” – was originally a local production using materials at hand. We now employ the interrelational co-operativity of an entire planet to fabricate most of what we use, just as the inter-co-operativity of an entire cosmos is required to fabricate a galaxy, a solar system, a planet or any further subset thereof, á la astronomer Carl Sagan’s acknowledgement that “if you want to bake a cake from scratch, you begin by creating a universe.”
In other words, it takes a cosmos – not merely a village – to raise a child.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Meanwhile, Back at the Newtonian Worldview . . .

Reductio ad Absurdum
His purpose was to bare the bones of meaning,

strip away superfluous skin and fat.

He spoke of this as a kind of mental weaning.

He said, “I can find truth if I do that.”

So he proceeded, and here’s what he won:

some bits of flesh and a bloody skeleton.

But unperturbed he still made science his art.

“Truth’s in the bones: I must split them apart.”

He split the bones down to their very centers

and searched in vain for truth among the splinters.

He then rose undefeated from the dead.

“It is quite clear truth is not here,” he said.

The last I heard, he still was going strong,

dissecting the throat of a bird in search of song.
~John D. Engle, Jr.~23
~~~~
The newly emerging integral meta-cosmological perspective implicit in the foregoing narratives is in stark contrast to the culturally-ingrained fragmentive mechanistic paradigm that has increasingly prevailed in Western consciousness during the past several centuries. From this hyper-mechanical perspective, which is today’s cognitively reigning (and reining) paradigm in most Westernized minds, the universe’s structures and processes are perceived as being exemplary of a cosmic clock, whose gearwork functions in a predestined manner that never deviates from its mechanically predetermined course. In accordance with this paradigm, nothing can ever truly be either early or late, because everything is forever precisely fixed via universally perfect clockwork to be on time.
Within the factory-like contextual reference frame of this paradigm’s presumed cosmic assembly-line, the universe is partitioned into a bit-by-bit piecemealed assemblage of categorically sorted and compartmentalized replaceable parts, whose linearly chained connections of cause-and-effect precisely order every aspect of the cosmic machine shop. How our factory-like universe therefore functions is discerned by our dissectingly thinking the world to pieces, in accordance with an analytic trinity of scientific materialism, mechanism and reductionism. 
· Materialism is the doctrine that only those phenomena that have measurable mass and motion are real, and that all other phenomena are either illusory or are “epiphenomenal” shadows cast by what is real. 

· Mechanism is the doctrine that the universe is a sequentially ordered manufacturing-like system in which each effect is caused by a prior effect and is in turn causal of a subsequent effect, ad infinitum. 
· Reductionism is the doctrine that the universe is a hierarchy in which everything is caused by something smaller whose existence precedes its own.
This applied trinity of cosmic apart-meant-Aryanism, which tends to be as hallowed by most scientists as is the Divine Trinity by orthodox Christians, has been historically attributed to the 16th century philosophical assumptions of Rene Descartes, as reinforced by the 17th century cosmology of Isaac Newton. Accordingly, this paradigm is often signified as “the Cartesian-Newtonian synthesis,” although it also incorporates the philosophical and scientific assumptions of (in chronological order and among many others) Roger Bacon, Nicolaus Copernicus, and three of Descartes’ historical contemporaries, Sir Francis Bacon, Galileo Galilei, and Johannes Kepler.

The clockwork precision presumed by this synthesis was asserted by early 19th-century scientist Pierre-Simon Laplace:24
An intelligence knowing at any given instant of time, all forces acting in nature, as well as the momentary positions of all of things of which the universe consists, would be able to comprehend the motions of the largest bodies of the world and those of the smallest atoms in one single formula, provided it were sufficiently powerful to subject all data to analysis; nothing would be uncertain, both future and past would be present before its eyes. 

Furthermore, Laplace confidently proclaimed, were such provision sufficiently given we could determine precisely where any part of the universe has been at any specified moment in the universe’s distant past, or predict its precise position in the universe at any specified moment of the distant future. However unlikely it is that such discernments can be thus sufficiently realized, they are (again in accordance with the mechanical paradigm) nonetheless realizable in potential because every local manifestation of space, time, energy, matter and motion was forever predetermined at the moment of cosmic origin. This mechanistic outlook contrasts utterly with the emerging integral paradigm surveyed in the previous narratives, which tends to view Space, Time, Energy, Matter and Motion as a singular organic cosmic STEMM-cell.

The experimental scientific application of the analytic materialistic, mechanistic and reductionist trinitarian synthesis is illustrated in the following imaginative portrayal of reductio ad absurdum:25
A rabbit has been nibbling on the young shoots at the edge of a forest clearing.  Suddenly, it takes alarm and leaps upward, only to be met by a bobcat crashing down on it.  How do we best describe and interpret this event?

 “Clearly,” says the ecologist, "we are looking at a small sector of an ecosystem—specifically a portion of the food chain that involves a secondary heterotroph (bobcat) catching a primary heterotroph (rabbit), in turn feeding on an autotroph (green plant). Solar energy captured by the green plant is being transmitted and partitioned within an ecosystem.” [i.e., from plant to rabbit to bobcat.]

"All true," says the organismal physiologist, "but let's look below the surface! Behavior is not just what you see in looking at whole organisms. Let’s get some recording electrodes on that rabbit and find out what really is going on. Now, did you notice that volley in the sensory nerves just before his head goes up? It shoots right into the central nervous system, up the ascending tracks, through a relay in the hypothalamus, and radiates upward into the cortex. I don't yet know everything that goes on there, but somehow there is an integration of the incoming signals, and out comes a descending volley. It zooms down the spinal cord and out the motor neurons; the muscles contract and – leap! That’s what really goes on during that split second of terror; you have to get down to the level of the nervous system to make real sense out of that interaction."

Now the cell specialist moves in. "I see that you physiologists are still fussing with the complicated pathways of the nervous system. You'll never get to the bottom that way. Look for a shortcut. Those neural pathways are chains of cells with switching devices at the junctions between them. What are the exchanges of substance and energy in the switches? Understand the cells and the switches, and you have the key to the whole business."

 “Actually,” says the electron microscopist, “those switching junctions look pretty interesting, but my electron micrographs show that they are only a special case. They show the same structural elements that  are present in cell surfaces in general, and they look as though they are engaged in similar sorts of activities. I doubt that we will really understand the specialized and complicated neural junctions until we have a better idea of how the cell surface works in simpler situations. I’m concentrating on that and am finally beginning to get somewhere.”

 “That’s fine,” says the biochemist, “but you won’t understand the operation of the cell surface – or any other organelle – until you know its molecular composition and behavior. You can talk all you want about chains of cells and interactions between them, but it won’t make sense until you know the behavior of these things at the molecular level. Actually, you know, the nervous system is not too favorable for studying this; much more progress has been made with muscle. Contraction was a mystery until it was shown that muscle contains the two proteins actin and myosin, neither of which contracts by itself, but which in combination form fibers that can be made to contract. Once you have captured a system like that in a test tube, you have a chance to learn something!"

"I agree," says the biophysicist. "With muscle we're finally getting close. Let me say, though, that we haven't yet discerned what really happens in contraction. There is a transformation of chemical energy into mechanical energy; presumably, energy-rich bonds are broken in some favorable spatial relation to chemical groups that can use the energy for coupling. However, the whole problem of energy transfer is a little complicated to follow in contraction and probably is not fundamentally different from other situations that are easier to follow.  For example . . . .”

The voices trail off, as we try to regain focus on the startled rabbit in his death leap. Do we understand him best as a primary consumer in the food chain of an ecosystem, as an organism in stress, as an assemblage of signaling devices and energized levers, as a community of cells with socialized organelles, as a collective of highly ordered, large molecules whose interactions involve energy transfers of extreme delicacy? Or do we need to choose among these alternatives?  Is the rabbit not describable and analyzable at all of these levels, and do we not require all of them for full conception?  Like the three blind men who inspected the elephant, our investigators, applying themselves each at a single level, developed different conceptions of the rabbit. The leaping rabbit, however, is not their conception; it is the actual phenomenon. Each conception deals with an aspect at a particular level, and each has its advantage and disadvantage, depending on our purpose. Only in ultimate syntheses of all of the conceptions, including the elaboration of the interaction between the levels, will we recover the real rabbit. 

Concerning the integral synthesis that is ultimately required to recover the real (aka “whole”) rabbit, Anglican priest, theologian and theoretical physicist John Polkingthorne has written:26
In its exploration of the physical world science has increasingly found that concepts of atomism and mechanism, useful though they undoubtedly are for some purposes, are nevertheless unable to express fully the character of physical reality. A methodological reductionism, decomposing complex entities into simpler constituent parts, has often proved an effective strategy for investigation in science, but this is by no means always the case. It seems that nature fights back at the supposition of the ontological adequacy of a purely atomistic point of view. The history of twentieth-century physics can be read as the story of the discovery of many levels of intrinsic relationality present in the structure of the universe. 

For all of its shortcomings as a universal solvent, in recognition of the analytic efficacy of methodical reductionism where and when it appropriately and effectively applies – as in assembly-line modes of mechanical construction and in the charting and guidance of satellites into pre-specified orbital destinations in outer space – the only thing that makes the mechanical paradigm “wrong” is our misappropriated projection and application thereof to omni-interrelationally dynamic operational contexts. This is why any truly all-encompassing integral paradigm transcends and includes analytical paradigms in a manner that confines them to that for which they are specifically germane, while ceasing to implement their generalized application and projection. This is also why we must mindfully comprehend the distinction between dissectingly thinking the world to pieces and integrally thinking the world together, and with equal mindfulness apply this distinction in congruence with the multi-variant realities of our experiencing as they inter-co-operatively compose our varied experiencings of reality.
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
Endgame

And yet, though we strain against 
the deadening grip of daily necessity,
I sense there is this mystery:
All life is being lived.
Who is living it then?
Is it the things themselves,
or something waiting inside them,
like an unplayed melody in a flute?
-Rainer Maria Rilke
~~~~
The following I-opener occurred to me in response to my asking a creek, on July 6, 1977, “If you were literate, what would you tell me?”
FLOW

Be, as water is,

without friction.

Flow around the edges

of those within your path.
Surround within your ever-moving depths

those who come to rest there—

enfold them, while never for a moment holding on.

Accept whatever distance

others are moved within your flow.

Be with them gently

as far as they allow your strength to take them,

and fill with your own being

the remaining space when they are left behind.

When dropping down life's rapids,

froth and bubble into fragments if you must,

knowing that the one of you now many

will just as many times be one again.

And when you've gone as far as you can go,

quietly await your next beginning.

This is the third counsel I’ve received from a creek. The first was at age five, as I observed the mutually accommodative overlapping circular patterns created by waterbugs as they flitted across the mirror-like surface of a slowly-moving stream, like those in the photo on page 1 which introduces this meta-cosmological spree, and which I concluded were indicative of how all interactions were meant to be. The second creekside counsel occurred during a time of extreme duress in 1973, when I was simultaneously between careers, between locations (facing imminent homelessness), and – most distressful of all - between wifetimes. Not knowing what I would next be doing with my life, nor where I would be doing it, nor in whose companionate accompaniment I would be, I sought solace by walking along the nearest creek, and experienced a cosmic reboot:
THE GURGLE
I touched the endless thread of time one day

while sitting in the middle of a stream.

I had been enjoying the autumn countryside,

marveling at how gracefully the day

was ebbing into twilight,

and the summer into winter's time.

I, too, faced a coming darkness,

a cold time in the journey of my soul.
A leisurely walk along the stream had loosed my mind

of churning over memories of doings and events

whose working out now tumbled me

toward the dreaded valley of the shadow.

My attention had been drawn

from past mistakes and future dread

to an island just my size,

a rock that was parting the waters of a wide place in the stream.

The presence of that stationary island made me wonder

where the flowing waters tended:

whence were they falling,

and where would they arise to fall again?

The water made a gurgling sound

as invisible as a candle's flame is silent,

and I recalled a clear, dark night in early childhood

when I first realized that the burning of a star

is like the Earth beneath my feet,

becoming grass becoming cows becoming milk

becoming me becoming . . .

I made my way into the stream,

sat on the island just my size,

and fixed my eyes upon the place

where water was being tumbled over a rock

that rested next to mine.

I watched the gurgle for some time,

only to find it timeless –
it was just there,

in contrast to the ever-moving water that sustained it.

Gurgles are timeless as long as water is on time,

ceaselessly flowing back to where it comes from.

I stuck my finger in the gurgle,

and modified its timeless tune somewhat,

but for no longer than the duration of one finger.

Like the water, I was passing through.

Yet something in me yearned to stay there with the gurgle,

so I replaced my finger with a large stone.

Now the tune was altered for the duration of a rock—

more enduring than my finger

but less presumptuous than a pyramid.

As I contemplated leaving, never to return,

I wondered if the gurgle would ever be visited

by the same water twice.

And then I heard an invisible silence,

that was gurgling deep within:

Don't ask me where I'm going, no one can really say;

though I've already been there, I'm always on the way.

My journey's never finished as onward I ascend,

from end of my beginning to beginning of my end.

Don't ask me where I come from, the answer's near and far,

as recent as this moment, as distant as a star.

My here is made of elsewhere that elsewhere flows through me,

some ashes from a far-off sun, destination: galaxy.

Don't ask how long I'll be here, we'll never really know.

The only thing eternal is the now through which we flow.

If you look downstream to see what's passed, or behind for future's clue,

you'll miss the beat the heavens keep as they go dancing through.
I heard the concluding three verses as a chorale, and I’ve been contemplating their harmonious source field ever since. 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~
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