The Emerging Era of Divine Earthly Husbandry:
Emulating the Fatherhood of God

I would like to begin by sharing with you God’s theme song. 
On the count of three, shout out your home address . . . SONG Everywhere I go . . .

If you shouted out your street address, that’s merely the address of the current house in which your permanent home is domiciled. Your eternal home address is always and only your innermost intuition of being here. The experience of being always and only here is our cosmic homestead, the ever-abiding home of our experiencing, not a location somewhere out there in the material world. 
And just what is it that is always here? My favorite name for the here that is always with us as the homestead of all beings is “the originating source of universal at-one-ment” from which emerges everything that exists.
· Who am I? I am the originating source of universal at-one-ment. 

· Why am I here? I am here to be uniquely about the local business of the originating universal source of at-one-ment, as embodiment and expression within, through, and as my being..
· What am I doing here? I am locally exemplifying the originating source of universal at-one-ment as no one else can do so.

· Where am I going? I am returning to the originating source of universal at-one-ment from which I have emerged, via my own unique path.

· How am I going? Re-Sourcefully 
Today is Fathers Day, and like everything else in these rapidly changing times, the state of fatherhood reflects John Lennon’s observation that reality is no longer what it used to be. For instance,
· A century ago, fathers prayed their children would learn English. Today, fathers pray their children will speak English.

· A century ago, if a father put a roof over his family's head, he was a success. Today, it takes a roof, deck, pool, and 4-car garage. And that's just the vacation home.

· A century ago, a father waited for the doctor to tell him when the baby arrived. Today, a father must wear a smock, know how to breathe, and make sure film is in the video camera.

· A century ago, fathers shook their children gently and whispered, "Wake up, it's time for school." Today, kids shake their fathers violently at 4 a.m., shouting: "Wake up, it's time for hockey practice."

· A century ago, a father came home from work to find his wife and children at the supper table. Today, a father comes home to a note: "Jimmy's at baseball, Cindy's at gymnastics, I'm at gym, Pizza in fridge."

Some of you may have noted in response to item #4 that cameras no longer require film. This was called to my attention in response to a previous sharing of this list, with the additional observation that “Just when you think you’ve arrived, they move the finish line.”

I am going to share my favorite fatherhood stories with you this morning. The first is from Glenn Braden’s book, The Isaiah Effect, where he quotes a father who had been midwife to all four of his children’s births, the youngest of whom was named Josh:

Everything was going fine, just the way it should. My wife’s water had broken and her labor had progressed to the point where we found ourselves having our fourth home birth. Josh was in the birth canal when suddenly everything stopped. He just stopped coming. I knew that something was wrong. For some reason I thought back to a police operations manual that I had read years earlier. There was a chapter on emergency births, with one section dedicated to possible complications. . . . 

The manual said that every once in awhile during birth, the baby may become lodged against the mother’s tailbone. Sometimes it’s the head, sometimes the shoulder that gets wedged. It’s a relatively simple procedure to reach inside and free the child. This is just what I believed was happening to Josh.

I reached inside my wife, and the most amazing thing happened. I found her tailbone, moved my hand upward a little bit, and sure enough, I felt Josh’s shoulder blade, lodged up against the bone. Just as I was about to shift him myself, I felt a movement. It took a moment for me to realize what was happening. It was Josh’s hand. He was reaching up toward his mother’s tailbone to free himself.  As his arm brushed my hand, I was given an experience that I believe few fathers have ever had….

As his arm brushed my hand, Josh stopped moving, just for a couple of seconds. I believe he was trying to understand what he had found. Then I felt him again. This time he was not reaching up to free himself from his mother’s tailbone. This time he was reaching for me! I felt his tiny hand move across my fingers. His touch was uncertain at first, as if he were exploring. In just a matter of seconds there was a strength in his grip. I felt my unborn son reach out and wrap his fingers around mine confidently, as if he knew me!  In that moment I knew that Josh would be okay. Together, the three of us worked to bring Josh into this world, and here he is today.

Each of us is born with deeply instinctive trust of the originating source of universal at-one-ment. This trust is our original default setting, and fatherhood is the fine art of justifying that trust. 

The second story is not about a “father” per se, rather about fatherhood. It circulated the Internet a decade or so ago, and concerns an incident that took place when a mother briefly left her young son unattended at a concert by the famous pianist, Ignacy Paderewski:
When the house lights dimmed and the concert was about to begin, the mother returned to her seat and discovered that her son was missing. Suddenly, the curtains parted and spotlights focused on the impressive Steinway on stage. 

In horror, the mother saw her little boy sitting at the keyboard, innocently picking out "Twinkle, Twinkle Little Star." 

At that moment, the great piano master Paderewski made his entrance, quickly moved to the piano, and whispered in the boy's ear, "Don't quit. Keep playing." Then leaning over, Paderewski reached down with his left hand and began filling in a bass part. Soon his right arm reached around to the other side of the child and he added a running obligatio. Together, the old master and the young novice transformed a frightening situation into a wonderfully creative experience. The audience was mesmerized. 

That's the way it is with us. We have a guiding Spirit that helps us accomplish great things. When we try our best in unison with Spirit, graceful flowing music evolves. 

So the next time you set out to accomplish great feats, listen carefully to that voice whispering in your ear, "Don't quit. Keep playing." 

The source is always with you, providing the greatest fatherhood of all.

My third story is also about turning a potentially frightening situation into a creative experience, and is taken from my own life as a parent. It always feels risky for me to tell this story, because it involves my five-year-old son’s use of what many consider to be the most offensive word in the English language. Of course I don’t say the word myself when telling the story, I only describe the situation that was created when my son used the word. And I share the story just as I wrote it many years ago:
One day our neighbor who was nine and a half months pregnant stopped in to have a chat with my wife and me. The subject of our conversation was her overdue condition, in the midst of which my five-year-old son walked up to her, poked her in the tummy, and asked, using the most offensive word in the English language, “Did you ____ to get that baby?”

(Yeah, it was like that)

Our neighbor gasped and looked aghast at my wife, whereupon both she and my wife looked aghast at me, as if my son had been tossed the ball in my court and it now was mine to deal with. I was quite clear, however, just where the ball had been tossed, so I turned to the neighbor and said, “I believe the ball is now in your court” and looked from her toward my son.

She gasped again, spluttered a bit, finally looked at my son herself, and said, “Well …um…uh…y- yes…”

My son said, “Oh,” and walked upstairs to his playroom, leaving the four of us who remained, the neighbor, my wife, myself, and our mutual consternation. Quite predictably, my wife made sure the ball got tossed into my court by saying, “You’ve GOT to do something about that.” Equally predictable, the neighbor thought of a reason why she had to leave just then, and my wife thought of something she had to do outside in the yard. There were now only three of us in the house, my son, myself, and my own consternation.

Though my son had asked our neighbor the forbidden question with what seemed to be utter innocence, I wasn’t altogether certain about that. Nor did I suspect that he had willfully committed a known social crime. 
Fortunately, I had been moved many years earlier by novelist and playwright Thornton Wilder’s statement of gratitude that his parents had loved him enough to mark out the boundaries of the permissible. I therefore gave my son the benefit of the doubt, suspecting that at worst he had been testing what for him were uncertain waters. I accordingly decided that what he needed most of all was some perspective on the waters that he had troubled. 
I began by making idle conversation with him about whatever he was doing at the moment, and then casually asked him, “Did you notice what happened when you asked our neighbor about how she got pregnant?” 

“Yeah,” he said, “you all got goofy.”

“I’m glad you noticed that,” I told him, “because that’s the way almost all adults get when they hear a kid use that word.
“Oh?” he said.
“In fact,” I added, “most adults hear a kid use that word, they get a whole lot goofier than we did 
“Oh?” he said again.
Since my son now seemed to be genuinely curious, I felt certain that he had not deliberately provoked us. Yet even if I thoughthe had, I would have proceeded in exactly the same way.

“Yeah,” I said. “And part of what makes us grown-ups goofy is that even those who use that word themselves also get upset when they hear kids using it. For instance, if you were to use that word while playing with one of your friends, and his mother overheard it, she would probably send you home and not allow you to play with him any more, even if she uses the word herself.”

“Oh,” he said again.

“So here’s my recommendation. If you stop using that word altogether, you won’t make the mistake of saying it when there’s an adult within hearing range that will give you trouble.”

“O.K.” he said.

And last of all I added, “Your mother and I don’t like that word when anyone uses it, so we don’t ever use that word ourselves. That word has never spoken in this house as long as we’ve lived here, until you used it a while ago, and we would both like to know that it will never be spoken in this house again. Will you help us with that?”

“Sure” he said.

The originating source of universal at-one-ment was with me that day, emerging as my fatherhood during a difficult situation. 

Another story about fatherhood I initially planned to share with you this morning bears the title in your program, “The Emerging Era of Divine Earthly Husbandry: Emulating the Fatherhood of God.” It’s the story of how humankind is becoming responsible for the fatherhood of our planet. I decided to postpone telling that story until my next visit, because it’s the story of something that has yet to happen, and would have crowded out the lovely ones I’ve shared. 
In the meantime, whatever you have set out to accomplish in your life, I will leave you with Paderewski’s fatherly advice: “Don’t quit. Keep playing.” The originating source of universal at-one-ment is with you, as the greatest fatherhood of all.
