The Deep Ecology of Spirit
As Evidenced in the Holarchy of Interbeing
In accordance with the Law of Correspondence – “as above, so below; as within, so without” – the physical realm is a “download” or “outpicturing” of the metaphysical realm.  What follows is an illustration of this correspondence.
************************************************************

All things are implicated with one another. The Spirit that bonds us all as One is holy. Everything on Earth, under the heavens, is connected with every other thing. All the different things in the world are coordinated and combined to make up the same universe. -Marcus Aurelius (2nd century C.E.)
The dynamics that Thich Nhat Hanh signifies as “interbeing” are evidence of the deep ecology of Spirit, and are in play at every level of the cosmic holarchy. The dance of interbeing is everywhere ongoing, from the quantumistic microcosm to the intergalactic macrocosm and the human mesocosm midway (from the Greek mesos (“middle”, “between”) and kosmos ("order”, “ornament”, “world”, “universe"). In terms of relative size and volume, our planet is midrange between the tiniest thing in the universe (a quantum) to the largest thing – namely, the entire universe itself. We are at the center of the universal scale of common unity.
Congressman Dennis Kucinich testifies to the deep ecology of our common unity in a speech entitled “Spirit and Stardust”, delivered at the Praxis Peace Institute Conference in Dubrovnik, Croatia, on June 9, 2002 (see http://www.newconnexion.net/article/09-02/kucinich.html):
Spirit merges with matter to sanctify the universe. Matter transcends to return to spirit. The interchangeability of matter and spirit means the starlit magic of the outermost life of our universe becomes the soul-light magic of the innermost life of our self. 
The energy of the stars becomes us. We become the energy of the stars. Stardust and spirit unite and we begin: one with the universe, whole and holy. From one source, endless creative energy, bursting forth, kinetic, elemental; we, the earth, air, water and fire – source of nearly fifteen billion years of cosmic spiraling. We receive the blessings of the Eternal and we are showered with abundance. We ask and we receive. A universe of plenty flows to us, through us. It is in us. We become filled with endless possibilities.

We need to remember where we came from; to know that we are one. To understand that we are of an undivided whole: race, color, nationality, creed, gender are beams of light, refracted through one great prism. We begin as perfect and journey through life to become more perfect in the singularity of "I" and in the multiplicity of "we"-- a more perfect union of matter and spirit.
The interbeing of stardust and Spirit is played forth from the dynamics of the universe’s smallest parts, the quantum holarchy of which is described by astrophysicist Freeman Dyson:

The picture of the world that we have reached is the following. Some ten or twenty qualitatively different quantum fields exist. Each fills the whole of space and has its own particular properties. There is nothing else except these fields; the whole of the material universe is built of them. Between various pairs of fields there are various kinds of interaction. Each field manifests itself as an elementary particle. The particles of a given type are always completely identical and indistinguishable. The number of particles of a given type is not fixed, for particles are constantly being created or annihilated or transmuted into one another. The properties of the interactions determine the rules of creation and transmutation of particles.

Even to a hardened theoretical physicist it remains perpetually astounding that our solid world of trees and stones can be built of quantum fields and nothing else. The quantum fields seem far too fluid and insubstantial to be the basic stuff of the universe. Yet we have learned gradually to accept the fact that the laws of quantum dynamics impose their own peculiar rigidity upon the fields they govern, a rigidity which is alien to our intuitive conceptions but which nonetheless effectively holds the earth in place.

One of the fathers of this quantum-field paradigm, Sir Arthur Eddington, represented its perspective in a description of the two remarkably distinct natures of his writing desk, which philosopher Peter Stuber recounts as follows:
You may be familiar with Arthur Eddington’s parable of the two writing desks. First there is the commonsense solid desk of our physical senses which we can wrap with our knuckles, write on, even sit upon. This desk contrasts with the second desk of quantum physics which consists almost entirely of empty space sprinkled with unimaginable tiny specks of energy separated by distances a hundred thousand times their own size. The interior of the atom is nearly entirely empty, a vast void.

There are many folk sciences, including folk physics. To folk physics things like this podium [at which I am now speaking] are made of substance – something hard that fills space. This explains why you don't fall through a podium when you lean on it. However, the podium to real physics, as Arthur Eddington put it, is mostly empty space in which sparsely scattered...are numerous electric charges rushing about with great speed; but their combined bulk amounts to less than a billionth of the bulk of the [podium] itself.  

-“When We Leave Our Desks” (http://www.earlham.edu/~peters/writing/bacc2.htm#Footnote%2016#Footnote%2016)
Most remarkable of all is the fact that despite the spaced-out nature of all things thus “real”, each thing dances to its own drummer in the quantum symphony, as noted by the most well-known precursor of New Thought philosophy, Ralph Waldo Emerson, in his contemplation of a bed of roses:

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.

Emerson’s rosy insight is enhanced by a quantum dynamical perspective on its rosy-ness, to which one of us (Noel) was introduced as he interviewed cosmologist Brian Swimme in 1993 for Science of Mind magazine. Brian’s then-recent book, The Universe Story (co-authored with Thomas Berry), contained the declaration that "The human being within the universe is a sounding board within a musical instrument." Preceding this metaphor were similar lyrical assertions: "Walt Whitman is a space the Milky Way fashioned to feel its own grandeur"; and "The Milky Way expresses its inner depths in Emily Dickinson's poetry, for Emily Dickinson is a dimension of the galaxy's development." 

These affirmations allude to the dynamics of mutual resonance, two familiar examples of which are the shattering of a drinking glass from a distance by sounding a tone that has just the right volume and pitch to accomplish that effect, and the tendency among women who are roommates or housemates to synchronize their menstrual cycles. At the rarified quantum level of cosmic order there are only resonant frequencies in tandem with their intermittent particle fallout, which we experience at the dense material level as “hard reality” and “stuff happening” while overlooking the invisible common unity that likewise emerges from the quantum realm, as attested by the Biblical proclamation that “the worlds were framed by the word of God, so that things which are seen were not made of things which do appear.” Knowing nothing of quantum physics, the Apostle Paul was nonetheless quite savvy about the deep ecology of Spirit.
As Brian was being interviewed at his kitchen table, Noel asked him to explain how the invisible quantum domain does about choreographing the realm of appearances. Brian tapped his fingers on the table for some time, glancing thoughtfully about before looking out his kitchen window and replying:

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.
Like Emerson’s non-imitating roses, each person uniquely resounds (yes, literally re-sounds) the universe’s wholeness at a frequency distinguishable from the vibrations of all former persons, as well as all present and future ones. Accordingly, while from a macrocosmic perspective of material objectivity it appears that my body can be reduced to the sum of its parts, from the microcosmic perspective of unapparent quantum multiplicity each of us is produced as a local expression of the universal totality. My body is a local product of the universal tendency to evolve an ever-more-intricate complex of interrelationships [from the Latin cum (“with”) and plex (“fold”), which together signify “interwoven”, or “plaited”].
The universe is an all-inclusive, symphonic composition of interwoven quantum structures and relationships. Each of us is a local instrumentation of that composition that emerges from the symphonic whole as a variation of its theme of common unity, and whose melodic counterpoint  is more and other than a mere summation of its physical notation. We are whole-self beings attuned to the whole-beingness of the universe’s common unity overall, rather than bio-computerized vehicles at the end of a cosmic assembly line. We are local assemblers of cosmic order as well as assemblages thereof, as attested by Alan Watts:  
A living body is not a fixed thing but a flowing event, like a flame or a whirlpool: the shape alone is stable, for the substance is a stream of energy going in at one end and out the other.  We are particular and temporarily identifiable wiggles in a stream that enters us in the form of light, heat, air, water, milk, bread, fruit, beer, beef Stroganoff, caviar and pate de fois gras.  It goes out as gas and excrement – and also as semen, babies, talk, politics, commerce, war, poetry and music.  And philosophy.
Each of our bodies is an ongoing event, an entity through which (re-quoting Kucinich) “the outermost life of our universe becomes the soul-light magic of the innermost life of our self.” Thus are we each an ongoing “eventity” embarked upon an eternal pilgrimage in process. In the midst of this greater-than-the-sum-of-our-parts progression, each of us is comprised as both a sample and a sampler of all that is, for the universe’s 92 elements course through every human body, every atom of which was cooked up either in the Big Bang or in the ovens of subsequent stars and supernovae. As physicist John Barrow has put it, “The nucleus of every carbon atom in our bodies has been through a star. We are closer to the stars than we could ever have imagined.”  

Each of us thereby progresses as a whole-universe catalogue of the cosmos’ common unity, as if the single mind common to all individuals takes likewise common residence. Our dawning mindfulness of our I-dentities as cosmic eventities inspired astronomer George Wald’s comment, “Matter has reached the point of beginning to know itself…. [Man is] a star's way of knowing about stars.” This is how we have emerged as evolution’s way of becoming aware and directive of itself. 
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.
As Alan Watts further noted concerning our identity as quantum-dynamical eventities, “Trees branch, flowers blossom, and Earth peoples. We don’t come into the world, we come out of it.” And in our coming forth from Earth’s common unity, clown Hugh Romney has noted that “We are all the same person trying to shake hands with ourself.” (Romney’s other name, “Wavy Gravy”, similarly attests to our identity as ever-emerging, its-in-every-one-of-us quantum eventities.) 
Thich Nhat Hanh has prescribed the practice of our self-recognition as mutual eventities:  
The miracle is not to walk on water. The miracle is to walk on the green earth in the present moment, to appreciate peace and beauty that are available now…. It is not a matter of faith; it is a matter of practice. We need only to find ways to bring our body and mind back to the present moment so we can touch what is refreshing, healing, and wondrous. 
To the extent that each of us is mindfully self-owning of our being assemblers as well as assemblages of the single unity that is common to all individual persons, we are knowingly and discerningly   responsive to and directive of our owned expression of our common unity. What we think, feel, see and do are of a piece in peaceful resonance with the entire cosmic field of play:
Until the Original Moment when space and time began,

God had no room for movement.

And so it was in the beginning that God spoke the Word:

"Let a cosmic playground be, where all that is may know its enjoyment

by taking itself lightly."

Thus was the Field of Play brought into Being.

Seeing this as good, God said,

"Now let there be amongst the play some time of rest from playing."

Hence began the periodic darkness,

whose service is enhancement of the light.

This, too, God saw as good.

"Now let the Field of Play be filled with players," God decreed,

and the game of life began 

Seeing, still, that all was good, God finally declared,

"From amongst the players let those come forth

whose role it is to co-author the script."

And so today the Field of Play emerges as you and me

and we, God said, are also very good,

good enough to co-author the script henceforward.

Good enough, that is, so long as our script’s message is “write I Am” rather than “write others off.”
In the Beginning, Mind
(and Since)
The essence of all experience is consciousness. 
It is the common element of all experience.
It is the one undoubtable fact of all life.
It is that within which all our experience is constructed.
It is the essence and substance of everything we know.
It is the ultimate reality. –Peter Russell
Alan Watts’ proclamation that we come forth from the cosmos rather than into it is a tribute to the emergent nature of all manifestation. Each of us emerges from a common unity that is at once both within us and beyond ourselves, simultaneously imminent and transcendent in a manner that Watts endeavored to convey to his children.
Once when my children asked me what God is, I replied that God is the deepest inside of everything. We were eating grapes, and they asked whether God was inside the grapes. When I answered, “Yes,” they said, “Let’s cut one open and see.” Cutting the grape, I said, “That’s funny, I don’t think we have found the real inside. We’ve found just another outside. Let’s try again.” So I cut one of the halves and put the other in one of the children’s mouths. “Oh dear,“ I exclaimed, “we seem to have just some more outsides!” Again I gave one quarter to one of the children and split the other. “Well, all I see is still another outside,” I said, eating one eighth part myself. But just as I was about to cut the other, my little girl ran for her bag and cried, “Look! Here is the inside of my bag, but God isn’t there.” “No,” I answered, “that isn’t the inside of your bag. That’s the inside-outside, but God is the inside-inside and I don’t think that we’ll ever get at it.”

The “it” that’s in every one of us, yet beyond all our endeavors to “get at”, has begun to gain the respect of some scientists as well as mystics. To further cite Freeman Dyson:
The mind, I believe, exists in some very real sense in the universe. But is it primary or an accidental consequence of something else? The prevailing view among biologists seems to be that the mind rose accidentally out of molecules of DNA or something. I find that very unlikely.

It seems more reasonable to think that mind was a primary part of nature from the beginning and we are simply manifestations of it at the present stage of history. It's not so much that mind has a life of its own but that mind is inherent in the way the universe is built, and life is nature's way to give mind opportunities it wouldn't otherwise have.... So mind is more likely to be primary and life secondary rather than the other way around. 

In Dyson’s view, mind matters both literally and substantively, even though its ineffable nature forever eludes our endeavors to figure it out, pin it down, deduce, extrapolate, or otherwise objectify it. Mind is the substrate of the cosmos’ common unity.
It appears to me that the tendency of mind to infiltrate and control matter is a law of nature . . . . The infiltration of mind into the universe will not be permanently halted by any catastrophe or by any barrier that I can imagine. If our species does not choose to lead the way, others will do so, or may already have done so. If our species is extinguished, others will be wiser or luckier. Mind is patient. Mind has waited for 3 billion years on this planet before composing its first string quartet. It may have to wait for another 3 billion years before it spreads all over the galaxy. I do not expect that it will have to wait so long. But if necessary, it will wait. The universe is like a fertile soil spread out all around us, ready for the seeds of mind to sprout and grow. Ultimately, late or soon, mind will come into its heritage. What will mind choose to do when it informs and controls the universe? That is a question which we cannot hope to answer. 
The ocean of consciousness is infinitely more vast than the sum of our individual harborings thereof. Thus while all of us know more than any of us, there forever remains even more that is not yet common to our sensibilities. Thus likewise is nothing is more futile than our endeavors to reduce the diversity of our uncommonalities to -ism schisms that plague our common unity. This futility was exposed in an essay written by anthropologist Ralph Linton in the 1930’s concerning the reactionary response to the rise of fascism and communism that was proclaimed as "One Hundred Percent Americanism":
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.

The antidote to schismatic perception of our common unity is a perceptual makeover, via the adoption of a perspective like that represented in the following “Declaration of Interdependence”, whose original author is unknown and whose editing is our own. This declaration asserts that instead of being one hundred percent representatives of our provincial placement or parochial culture, we are one hundred percent planetary beings:
When in the Course of Planetary Events,

it becomes necessary for All People

to dissolve the political and economic separations

that have set them against one another,

and to assume among the family of Lifekind

their whole, conscious and divine responsibilities,

a clear understanding of the process of co-creation

requires that they declare, affirm and commit

to the values which awaken them to their interdependence.

We hold these truths to be self-evident,

that All Beings are interconnected

and endowed by their Creator with certain inalienable rights,

that among these are  Life, Self-Realization and Conscious Evolution.

Our primary local option as planetary beings is celebrated in the song, xxx

We breathe the same air, etc.

Our Planetary Breatharian Conspiracy
We live not knowing whence our next breath comes and whither our last breath goes.

–Vern Barnet

In Marilyn Ferguson’s 1977 paradigm-busting book, The Aquarian Conspiracy, she noted that the word conspiracy (from the Latin con ("with") and spirare (“to breathe”) eliterally means “to breathe together.” In addition to Earth’s recycling of the whole-cosmos catalog of universal common unity, it recycles the topsoil, water, and air that the planet turns into as well. 
Via Earth’s circulation of its atmosphere, for instance, it picks up and carries dust from each square mile of land to every other square mile of both land and water. This distribution system is traceable in time as well as space, as revealed in cores extracted from the ice packs and rock cores that have been recording its deliveries for tens of millions of years. 

Nor is Earth’s recycling of its waters any less remarkable. If one were to throw a glassful of radiation-tagged water into any ocean, and were one year later to refill it from any other ocean, it would contain some of the water molecules that the glass originally contained.
Yet even more remarkable is what the atmosphere does with its own molecules, as illustrated in a mid-twentieth century calculation by astronomer Harlow Shapley of the dispersion of a single breath of exhaled air. His calculation was made feasible by the fact that our atmosphere contains a known percentage of inert argon atoms. Being inert, these atoms do not combine molecularly with any other atoms. Nor do they dissipate into outer space, being heavier than most other atmospheric gases and thus gravitationally confined in proximity to Earth’s surface.
For all practical purposes therefore, the number of argon atoms in Earth’s atmosphere is constant, making possible an accurate calculation of their circulation. In an essay entitled "Breathing the Future and the Past", Shapley described what happens to "Breath X,” whose contingent of argon atoms is comparable to the number of grains of sand on all of Earth’s beaches:

[Breath X] 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 quintillions of argon atoms on Breath X will be smoothly distributed throughout all of 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 mind, will sample the snorts, sighs, bellows, shrieks, cheers, and spoken prayers of the prehistoric and historic past.
-from Shapley’s 1966 book, Beyond the Observatory. The full account from which is above is excerpted
is at http://www.biosci.uga.edu/almanac/bio_1107/barstow/09272001.html

However co-operative (working together) may be our planet’s breathtarian conspiracy, far more co-operative are the dynamics of three-pound neuroverse in everyone’ skull. Our brain cells are so intricately networked – millions of them each to as many as a million others – that their interlinkages exceed by trillions of times the total number of atoms in the entire universe. 

A match-head's worth of the brain contains about a billion connections that can combine in ways that can only be described as hyperastronomical – on the order of ten followed by millions of zeros (there are only about ten followed by eighty zeros' worth of positively charged particles in the known universe). 
-from http://search.barnesandnoble.com/booksearch/isbnInquiry.asp?x=primates&isbn=0465007643
If a match-head’s worth of brain tissue represents that many (a mega-giga-ziga-zillion?) interconnections, consider the implications of our endowment with the neural networking capacity of the several hundred match-heads’ worth of brain tissue in each of our heads – especially if we were fully mindful of and with it!
The brain has more connections than atoms in the universe,

and that's a mighty large sum.

Yet the brain that adds them up can't tell any one of us

where our thoughts come from.

Our body is comparably remarkable in terms of its cellular networking. A decade after James D. Watson and Francis Crick decoded the structure of the DNA molecule, David Browder, founder of Friends of the Earth, wrote the following:
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 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.

We need not look beyond our own bodies to heavenly ones, such as the galaxy nearest our own, Andromeda, to strain our imaginative capacities, since the constellation of our own bodies is equally astronomical in its own way. For instance, each of our cells contains a tightly compressed four-foot strand of DNA. If we could unwind and place from end to end every cellular DNA strand in a single human body, the resulting string would span our solar system. Is it any wonder, therefore, that lifekind is evolution’s greatest stretch?
What’s Growing On, Here

(Appreciating Our Common Unity)
Each of us is a walking universe.  Our inner space spans huge differences, with unreachable horizons in all directions. We contain black holes of lost memory and white holes of erupting joy. A mysterious center of gravity keeps all our mental processes in delicate balance.  To change this vast, intricate, ever-evolving system, you must know how to overturn worlds. The only person who can do this is the god who presides over this inner cosmos, and when I presume to break into a patient's mind, it is to implant the idea that he is that god. By thinking, feeling and acting, he is altering the universe that is himself. If a person can gain that insight, even in a brief glimpse, anything in his life can change. -Deepak Chopra

We would all do well to cultivate an appreciation of our common unity like that exemplified by anthropologist Loren Eiseley after he tripped over a curbstone one day while walking to his office: 
. . . I caught the toe of my shoe in an ill-placed drain. Some trick of mechanics brought me down over the curb with extraordinary violence. A tremendous crack echoed in my ears. When I next opened my eyes I was lying face down on the sidewalk. My nose was smashed over on one side. Blood from a gash on my forehead was cascading over my face. 

Reluctantly I explored further, running my tongue cautiously about my mouth and over my teeth. Under my face a steady rivulet of blood was enlarging to a bright red pool on the sidewalk. It was then, as I peered nearsightedly at my ebbing substance there in the brilliant sunshine, that a surprising thing happened. Confusedly, painfully, indifferent to running feet and the anxious cries of witnesses about me, I lifted a wet hand out of this welter and murmured in compassionate concern, “Oh, don’t go. I’m sorry, I’ve done for you.” 

The words were not addressed to the crowd gathering around me. They were inside and spoken to no one but to a part of myself. I was quite sane, only it was an oddly detached sanity, for I was addressing blood cells, phagocytes, platelets, all the crawling, living, independent wonder that had been part of me and now, through my folly and lack of care, were dying like beached fish on the hot pavement. A great wave of passionate contrition, even of adoration, swept through my mind, a sensation of love on a cosmic scale, for mark that this experience was, in its way, as vast a catastrophe as would be that of a galaxy consciously suffering through the loss of its solar systems.

I was made up of millions of these tiny creatures, their toil, their sacrifices, as they hurried to seal and repair the rent fabric of this vast being whom they have unknowingly, but in love, compounded. I was their galaxy, their creation. And I, for the first time in my mortal existence, did not see these creatures as odd objects under a microscope. Instead, an echo of the force that moved them came up from the deep well of my being and flooded through the shaken circuits of my brain. I was they – their galaxy, their creation. For the first time, I loved them consciously, even as I was plucked up and away by willing hands. It seemed to me then, and does now in retrospect, that I had caused to the universe I inhabited as many deaths as the explosion of a supernova in the cosmos.

Weeks later, recovering, I paid a visit to the place of the incident. A faint discoloration still marked the sidewalk. I hovered over the spot, obscurely troubled. They were gone, utterly destroyed – those tiny beings – but the entity of which they had made a portion still persisted. I shook my head, conscious of the brooding mystery that the poet Dante impelled into his great line: “the love that moves the sun and other stars.”

Thus does lifekind’s kindom honor the least of these, its brethren, when its kindom is fully self-mindful as our own consciousness, and thus is it so however ungainly its trip may be. Accordingly, just as our species once reframed its view of the heavens to see it as locally Sun-centered rather than cosmically Earth-centered, so is it now timely for us to reframe our view of evolution to see it as lifekind-centered rather than humankind-centered. It is timely, in other words, that our heretofore automatically-piloted common unity be self-awakened in our minds to its conscious evolution:
When I behold a rock

I also see the soil that the rock shall one day be,

the ground of lifekind's future offspring.

When I contemplate the air

I imagine the trillions of other creatures

who also have been, are, and will be

breathing it back to life.

When I observe the planet's waters

I remember that my body,

like the substance of all other earthly creatures,

consists mostly of this ever-flowing

re-life-cycling liquid.

When I gaze at human fabrications,

I marvel at the fact that so many of them are made

from substances that formerly had life or one day shall.
Nearly everything that passes through my hands

has either been a part of something living

or is on its way to being so.

I sometimes contemplate the things that come to hand,

to remember or to speculate about

their once-upon-a-time and future life.

Former lifekind fuels my car,

clothes my body, and heats my home,

while lifekind yet to be lies dormant in whatever I cast off.

Nothing in my world is fully dead.

Like the rain, life falls in one place
to rise elsewhere in yet another.

And wherever I see life that is no longer or not yet,

it reminds me that I, too, 

am in and of the allness that is forever now.

Ours is the only species capable of mindfully knowing 1) that optimally inclusive life-sustainability is evolution’s prime directive, and 2) that this directive ultimately prevails on an all-encompassing global scale. The principle of inclusivity is simultaneously directive of single organisms, of entire species, of the kindom of lifekind overall – and ultimately of the cosmos’ entirety. All other directives are subordinate to the evolutionary trend of lifekind’s becoming now self-knowingly purposive of the further unfoldment of its all-inclusive tendencies of common unity.
It is thus that we may assist in “the acceleration of divine creativity”, as Sir John Templeton has suggested, by facilitating our species’ transition from Homo sapiens sapiens to Homo custodiens, in fulfillment of Julian Huxley’s assertion that it has become evolution’s way, as us, to be consciously self-aware of its further direction. This role is to be assumed, however, in humble realization that we are not thereby meant to take over evolution’s sense of direction, rather to prophetically sense what is going on with it today, and sensibly direct our own growing on the planet accordingly.

Only thus may the purpose of our life become a life of purpose whose purpose is life itself. 
expressed custodianship of the ongoing and ongrowing inclusivity that lifekind’s common unity incarnates.
No wonder, also, that British scientist, J.B.S. Haldane declared, "The universe is not only queerer than we suppose, but queerer than we can suppose"; or that quantum physicist Neils Bohr more than once dismissed a proposed scientific theory with the observation that "it isn’t crazy enough to be true."
The latest theoretical craziness suggests that not only is the universe spaced out and lumpy, it is strung out and loopy as well. According to so-called “superstring theory” the ultimate building blocks of the universe are 11-dimensional vibrating loops of energy that are likewise likely to be forever out of sight.
Is vibrationism (however conceived) the final cosmological model? If it is not, will a succeeding model make neutron stars, pulsars, black holes, and quasars as outmoded as stacked up turtles? Will subsequent models retain the assumption of hierarchic integration, á la turtles upon turtles, fields within fields, and (metaphysically speaking) what spiritual philosopher Ernest Holmes likened to our having "a body within a body to infinity”?
And will the next model(s) (if any), like our metaphysical cosmologies of the Ultimate Unobservable that we variously call “God”, “Spirit”, “Mind”, and/or “Consciousness”, continue to acknowledge the non-apparent as the single source of all things which are seen? 
Stay tuned . . .
Our First Spiritual Icon

Despite the self-similarity of our omni-leveled interconnectivity, our resultant interdependence with the planet as a whole goes unrecognized by all but a few of the billions of persons whose lives are woven thereinto, as well as therefrom.  This led one environmentalist in the 1960’s to contemplate how different our perspective might be if the scale of our interconnectivity were more localized:

At a macrocosmic level, this diminutive scenario has already taken place. Astronomer Fred Hoyle proclaimed in 1948: "Once a photograph of the Earth, taken from the outside, is available . . . a new idea as powerful as any in history will let loose."  Two decades later we had such a photo.  The image that we have come to know as the “Whole Earth” became our species' first global icon, the first image ever to be revered by people of every nation, religion and culture on the planet, and thus the initial icon of an emerging universal spirituality.

To appreciate the Whole Earth icon’s subliminal impact, imagine for a moment, as suggested in Peter Russell’s book and video entitled The Global Brain, that you are a flea living on an elephant, unable to see the entire elephant and thus having no idea that it, like yourself, is a living creature. Then one day you make a giant hop so far away from the elephant that you see it for the first time as the creature that it is.

The Apollo space program was analogous to such a leap.  As one astronaut described this experience:

You realize that on that small spot, that little blue and white thing, is everything that means anything to you – all of history and music and poetry and art and death and birth and love, tears, joy, games – all of it on that little spot out there . . . .  You recognize that you are a piece of this total life . . . .  And when you come back there is a difference in the world now.  There is a difference in that relationship between you and that planet and you and all those other life forms on that planet, because you've had that kind of experience.  -Rusty Schweickart
It was just such a vicariously dawning awareness in the rest of us that propagated the World Future Society's slogan, "Think globally, act locally."

Thinking Like a Planet

Half a century ago, around the time of Fred Hoyle’s prediction about a photograph of the Earth, naturalist Aldo Leopold wrote in his book, A Sand County Almanac, that understanding the nature of a mountain requires one to "think like a mountain," to comprehend the mountain’s wholeness by discerning, appreciating and complying with the particular confluence of the mountain’s greater environments (atmospheric, biospheric, lithospheric) with the mountain’s immediate environments (weather, mineral components, eco-communities) which synchronously constitute being a mountain.

Today we are challenged to think like a planet, to discern, appreciate and comply with the confluence of evolutionary processes and natural systems that constitute Earth’s being what it is.  The state of our planet is challenging us to become conscious evolutionaries, people whose operational relationship with the Earth is perceived from the perspective of the intricate complex of omni-mutual give-and-take that governs the evolutionary process, i.e., from the perspective of cosmic singularity, circularity, and reciprocity.
We are challenged, in other words, to be a species that thinks like a planet. This requires an even more comprehensive awareness than the one called for by the World Future Society. Since the evolutionary process is cosmic, not merely planetary, our challenge is to perceive universally while thinking globally and acting locally. As we do so, it becomes readily apparent that our species is a fifth geological force. Over the past two centuries we have become a terra-forming (i.e., planet-shaping) force. For better or worse – at present seemingly for worse – Earth’s environment is becoming a humanvironment.

Prior to the emergence of our species’ global impact there were only four geological forces shaping the overall dynamics of Earth’s ongoing formation: electromagnetism, wind erosion, water erosion, and the subterranean geothermal/tectonic activities that give sudden rise to mountain ranges, volcanic eruptions, earthquakes, and tidal waves, and more gradual sea-floor spreading and continental drift. Humanity has literally become Earth’s fifth geological force, and in some instances we are modifying Earth’s overall ecology far more rapidly than are the four systemic terra-forming forces that preceded our own. We perform our geological change-agent role mostly via our effect upon the four antecedent forces, such as when 

· we proliferate power-line grids that locally alter Earth’s electromagnetic activity, and perturbate its overall electromagnetic field via the U.S. Air Force and Navy’s HAARP project; 
· we alter weather patterns via our global pollution of Earth's waters and warming of its atmosphere;

· we disturb geological fault lines with underground nuclear explosions.

The increasing ineptness of humankind’s emergent geological role was already so apparent to me 40 years ago that I penned my own concerns at that time as follows:
Earth is a single household.
The planet's winds and waters see to that, 
so interlinked are they
that each square mile of earthly surface
contains some stuff from every other mile.

Some say the winds alone
carried topsoil from the 1930's Dust Bowl
three times around the Earth
before the atmosphere was cleansed of it.

Today, Earth's soiled air disseminates
exhaust of billions of tailpipes and chimneys,
while the global network of her waterways
spreads other human waste around the planet.

As we alter thus the content of Earth's atmosphere,
and tamper with the chemistry of her waters,
we take her life into our hands
along with all lifekind that's yet to come.

Earth is a single household,
but the homestead is not ours;
we are only visitors
in the living room of those about to follow,
caretakers of the hospitality
and shelter that our children's home affords.

Our children,
not ourselves,
are the earthly homestead's host,
and we are but their household's privileged guests.

Why then do we abuse their mansion so,
as if we had the right to wreck their residence?
What have they and their children done
to earn a life of struggling
to restore what we've undone?

Of what crimes do we hold Earth's children guilty,
that we sentence them to life at such hard labor?
And what are we doing to our children's living room,
as we trample, scrape and pave its carpet bare?

Our children ask the Earth for bread.
Are we giving them a stone?

As we do begin thinking like a planet, our conscious evolutionary role as Earthlings becomes quite clear:

Our Earthly function is not to save, fix or otherwise improve our planet. We are instead here to conscientiously and systematically nurture lifekind’s further evolution. In other words,
We are the custodians of lifekind.
What Ernest Holmes called “the Thing Itself” is just as elusive by any other name. 

The elusiveness of lifekind

The emergence of homo custodiens (cro-magnon)

Sigmund and the amoeba

Three thousand were communing

while seated in their pews,

passing trays of wine from hand to hand.

I felt this to be so impersonal

that I let myself get out of touch

with what was going on.

I just stared,

detachedly,

at the little glass of wine held in my hand.

I noticed the reflection of the lights from overhead

dancing on the surface of the wine.

No matter how I tried,

this dance could not be stilled.

Held lightly,

or held tightly,

the glass conveyed my heartbeat to the wine.

I placed the glass upon the pew,

and only as it sat there out of touch,

detached,

did the light's reflection become still.

Yet at my slightest touch

the sparkling dance resumed.

A Presence then took hold of me,

and with the others I partook The Promise:

an infinite and everlasting dance

for those who do not set themselves apart.

The interconnectedness of Earth's ecology reflects a pre-existing wholeness in the body of the larger universe that permeates the entire undivided cosmos. Spiritual teachings and disciplines are ways of opening our awareness to this deepest of all ecologies. Yet, as the above incident suggests, spiritual practice can bring us to such awareness only as we truly bring ourselves to spiritual practice.  Spirit reveals its workings only to those who work with Spirit.

∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞∞

Dying to a Greater Life

He not busy being born is busy dying.

-Bob Dylan
One of my closest encounters with consciousness of the third kind occurred when I was 13 years old.  My childhood spanned the mid-1930’s to 1950’s, when polio was feared in every community, and no certain way was yet known to prevent the dreaded disease.  I was not afraid of polio.  Quite the contrary, I fantasized having polio.  In my small town, kids with polio got lots of publicity, attention, and sympathy, and those who survived it unscathed were (in my eyes) heroes and heroines.  I wanted to be a hero in my community, and I spent many hours imagining what people would say if I had polio so badly that I was given up for dead – and then survived unharmed.

After a year of such fantasizing, I did contract polio – all three kinds – in my spine, throat and head (encephalitis).  By the time I was put to bed in the polio ward, all thoughts of heroism, publicity, attention and sympathy were forgotten.  I was so ill that I wanted only one thing: to lose consciousness.

The last thing I was aware of before I did lose consciousness was another fellow, about 10 years older than I was, who was brought in laughing about how silly the doctors would feel when they discovered that they had made a mistake.  He didn’t have polio, he argued, as the nurses assisted him into bed, and he saw no need for their help either.  He was just a bit “under the weather,” and should have been milking his cows, as he had many other times when he was feeling far worse.  He began telling the rest of us jokes, and I was aware of the cheer that he was bringing to others in the ward.  But I felt beyond cheer.  I turned toward the wall and cried until blessed unconsciousness finally came.

I was in a coma for several days, and have only a few recollections of that time.  A part of me remained somehow aware of someone nearby who was playing a trumpet.  The horn never stopped playing, and was frequently accompanied by bells – a veritable orchestra of bells.

In a brief moment of hazy wakefulness I saw my mother, overcome with grief, looking at me through the window from the porch of the house adjacent to the hospital that served as a polio ward.  

During another moment of sudden stark awareness – yet still in coma – I watched as nurses removed the body of the jovial farmer from his bed.  It was incredible to me that he had died.  He had been so cheerful, had seemed so certain that he was all right.  Then one of the nurses motioned toward my bed and said, “That one will be empty, too, by morning.”

My entire being responded with an instant, unconsidered, unequivocal refusal to join her in that perception. 

The room was dark when I came to full wakefulness.  I removed the tube that was draining my throat, pulled out the intravenous tubes in my arms and legs, rolled my body out of the bed, and crawled to the nurses station to inquire about the way to the bathroom.  The nurse who had believed my bed would be the next one empty, fainted at the fulfillment of her prophecy.  The others picked me up and rushed me back to bed, and consciousness again slipped from me as they relinked my body to the life-sustaining tubes.  

When I awoke from the coma, I asked the nurses why they allowed someone to practice the trumpet so near to people who were ill.  Their perplexed reply was that nobody had been playing a trumpet, and they likewise denied that any bells had rung.  And I wondered, “Was I so close to heaven?”

My doctors told me I had lived through the impossible, that the human body could not withstand what I had endured.  My mother’s grief had been that of one who was told that she was seeing her son alive for the last time.  My survival was deemed a “miracle.”

When I saw a different person than the cheerful man in the bed across from mine, I recalled the other moments of awareness during the coma.  I realized that I possessed a special blessing: I had chosen life.  From that moment on, I felt dedicated to the discovery and expression of my life’s meaning and purpose.  Initially, this meant to pour myself into the physical therapy designed to overcome partial paralysis in my extremities – another “no” to my ailing body that was proclaimed without equivocation.  Paralysis was another perception in which I could not join.  My dedication also moved me to excel in school, a hearty “yes” to my powers of perception.

Within four years I was determined to enter the ministry, but I allowed one aspect of conventional Christianity to get in my way.  I refused to minister to people on behalf of a God to whom I had learned that I must confess a worthless, sinful, evil nature.  The very core of being within me resonated with an opposite confession: despite my failings, weaknesses and shortcomings, my mistakes with myself, others and God, my fundamental nature is very holy, very pure, very reverent, very good.  

Sins I could confess, a sinful nature I could not.  Nor could I perceive my fellow human beings as flawed at their very core.

It nonetheless took many years to overcome the effects of negative programming, during which two further experiences of higher sobriety continue to stand out.  

While I was describing the polio experience to a friend, she asked, “And where were you as you watched the nurses remove the body.”  Initially I considered her question ridiculous, until I realized what only she, among hundreds who had heard my story, was able to detect beneath my own awareness: I had observed this incident from above. With this realization, I was able to accept as confirmed experience what I formerly believed only in faith and theory: the I that refused to join the nurses and the doctors in their perception is spirit –original perception – and not the body that I occupy.

I know, without a quark of doubt: I invited death to show me that I had chosen life. Today I need no sound of trumpet or of bells to know that heaven is eternally at hand. (1978)

*************

Release
The dawn comes without my knowing

The dawn comes, the day goes

The evening comes, without my attention

The day is given to me

The earth grows about me, and all is given

I come unknowing upon the face of the earth

Yet all is provided

The fruits of the earth grow about me

The seasons come and go

I can sit and think.

Yet my thinking while important to me

Seems at least,

Not to affect the seasons

They come even when it seems to me

That there will never be another dawn

The rains fall, when my soul is parched

When it seems to me that there is no

Divine moisture in the universe

Still the rains fall and the grasses grow

And so I come into this earth

And my body grows

Even while I wonder what my body is

And some wisdom within me is as wise as an oak tree

The oak grows and I grow

And when I learn, consciously to grow

In that same knowledge

Then I can speak to the oak tree

and understand what  the oak tree knows

And then also I can teach the oak tree

and I can  say

I know where your acorns come from

They come from where my thoughts come from

And if I follow my thoughts I will find

Where your oak comes from

Where your roots come from

And if we follow our dreams

We may Awaken

To find ourselves the flowers in another universe

Or the rain that falls from other skies

How can I not trust my being

When the oak grows

And the flower grows

And the spider trusts its own reality

In a corner of my staircase

How can I not be as daring as that spider

How can I not trust my being

When the spider does.

-Jane Roberts (1974)
*************

Non-Action (a.k.a. Being Open)
Ernest Holmes twice cited a passage from Tao Te Ching in his monumental book, The Science of Mind: “To the man who can perfectly practice inaction, all things are possible.” The concept of “inaction” (more commonly termed “non-action”) is alien to Western minds conditioned to the commandment, “Don’t just stand there, do something.” Even though John Milton acknowledged in Paradise Lost that “They also serve who stand and wait,” being told “Don’t just do something, stand there” fails to compute in the Western mindset. 

The essence of non-action is being open to possibility. The priceless value of such openness is celebrated as follows in the 11th sutra of the Tao Te Ching:
The wheel’s hub holds thirty spokes.

Utility depends on the hole through the hub.

The potter’s clay forms a vessel.

It is the space within that serves.

A house is built with solid walls.

The nothingness of window and door alone renders it usable.

That which exists may be transformed.

What is non-existent has boundless uses.

Because translations of the Tao Te Ching abound, and because each translation brings a different nuance of perspective, three additional versions of its 11th sutra are offered:

      Thirty spokes are made one by holes in a hub, 

By vacancies joining them for a wheel's use;

The use of clay in molding pitchers

Comes from the hollowing of its absence;

Doors, windows, in a house,

Are used for their emptiness;

Thus are we helped by what is not

To use what is.

Thirty spokes will converge in the hub of a wheel;

But the use of the cart will depend on the part of the hub that is void.

With a wall all around a clay bowl is molded;

But the use of the bowl will depend on the part of the bowl that is void.

Cut out windows and doors in the house as you build;

But the use of the house will depend on the space in the walls that is void.

So advantage is had from whatever is there; 

But usefulness arises from whatever is not.

Thirty spokes are joined at the hub.

From their non-being arises the function of the wheel.

Lumps of clay are shaped into a vessel.

From their non-being arises the function of the vessel.

Doors and windows are constructed together to make a chamber.

From their non-being arises the function of the chamber.

Therefore, as individual beings, these things are useful materials.

Constructed together in their non-being, they give rise to function.

Declaring Our Interdependence:

Thinking Like a Planet

Rev. Noel Frederick McInnis

Life is one perfect Wholeness. The Universe is a Unit. God is One.
–Ernest Holmes
Concerning the nature of spirituality, New Thought philosopher Ernest Holmes once said, “There is ultimately only The Thing Itself and the Way It Works.” What Holmes called “The Thing Itself” was the most neutral term he could conceive for what religious persons call “God,” what secularists call “Ultimate Reality,” what New Thought metaphysicians variously call “Truth,” “Mind” and/or “Consciousness,” and what I like to call “our Ultimate Relationship.” 
In other words, “The Thing Itself” is a non-descript, generic stand-in for all other terms that presume to represent what is ultimately so. In contrast to these other terms, which tend to be so meaningful to those who use them that the terms are capitalized, “The Thing Itself” is approximately devoid of any meaning other than “one, some, or all of the above.” Yet no matter with what words we reference our spiritual experience, and no matter how meaningful the words may be to those who use them, there is not a single term, sign, or symbol in any language that succeeds in embodying that which the term represents. 

Words, signs, and symbols are at most pointers to what is, for they can never fully convey the isness to which they point. And the more profound our understanding becomes, the inability of words to embody it becomes even more apparent. For example, quantum physicist Werner Heisenberg once told a colleague, Henry Stapp, that Stapp was overly optimistic concerning the ability of words to explain the quantum perspective on reality. Years later Stapp readily acknowledged, "He may very well have been right . . . yet only as we attempt such explanations can we ever know how well we've done." 
So it is with the incapability of language to convey the spiritual perspective on reality, be it Judeo-Christian, Hindu, Buddhist, New Thought, or any other brand of spirituality. Verbal language is incapable of fully explaining anything that can’t be precisely weighed, measured, or counted. Nor is mathematical language capable of explaining anything other than the ways that such things work. Concerning what reality is, anything that can be said in words, signs, or symbols can embody no more of what it represents than does a menu in its representation of a meal. Reality – the meal itself – never equates to its depiction in the menu. Most simply stated: The Thing Itself remains forever non-replicable in words.
Among all that we experience as non-weighable, non-measurable, and non-countable, nothing is more non-replicable in words than consciousness and the course of its evolution. Nor can we mathematically replicate the way that consciousness works. Yet we all know experientially that something does exists which we represent by that term. We know it just as surely as we know that we are alive – aliveness being yet another experience that we cannot precisely weigh, measure or count and thereby fully replicate in words. Insofar as we are concerned with consciousness and life, any terms that we employ to describe our experiences thereof are nothing more than pointer-readings. The most that any language can provide is a system of pointer readings  –  analogous (in Zen analogy) to fingers pointed at the moon.
Nonetheless, as it is with quantum reality, so it is with spiritual reality: only as we make attempts at verbal explanation can we know how well we have done. Hence the following attempt to explain conscious evolution from a New Thought perspective, in terms of even newer thoughts than those that were available to the founders of New Thought’s perspective.
Conscious Evolution
Broadly speaking, conscious evolution has two historical phases. Its initial phase – the dynamics of personal individuation and the establishment of personal autonomy and independence – has brought us to the threshold of conscious evolution’s second phase: the realization of our transpersonal interdependence, which is grounded in the universal interconnectivity of all that is, has been, and is yet to be. 
The term “interconnectivity” was initially popularized in California’s Silicon Valley, as the computer industry began chipping its way toward the objective that the term represents. In Siliconese, interconnectivity refers to the ability of diverse hardware and software complexes to interdependently communicate with one another. In metaphysical terms, interconnectivity refers to the omni-presently interdependent flow of energy and information that interlinks all of the diverse elements of the cosmos into an interdependent universe. Both physically and metaphysically, cosmic interconnectivity and interdependence are twin universal effects of an equally universal causal order – the everywhere-and-everywhen consequence of the singularity, circularity, and reciprocity of “The Thing Itself” by whatever name we choose call It.
From a New Thought perspective, the basis of all interconnectivity and interdependence is the principle of singularity: that there is one cosmos, indivisible, governed by a single intelligence that is likewise indivisible. The principle of singularity is often affirmed in New Thought with the statement that “there is only One Mind.” Singularity characterizes all levels of organization in the cosmic order, in accordance with the metaphysical Law of Correspondence: as above, so below; as within, so without.  Singularity is uniformly distributed throughout the cosmos, pervasively circulating within and among all of existence with unerring reciprocity.
The Law of Correspondence acknowledges that how the cosmos does anything, anywhere is the way that it does everything, everywhere. The fundamental dynamics of any level of cosmic organization are identical to the dynamics of all others levels, from the local one-mindedness of our own intellect to the “non-local” (a.k.a. omnipresent) one-mindedness of the cosmic intelligence overall. In the terminology of fractal mathematics, the universal replication of cosmic order is termed “self-similarity.” At the level of its fundamental dynamics, the cosmos is everywhere and everywhen the same, be it yesterday, today, or tomorrow.  In other words, self-similarity is a scientific term for the Law of Correspondence.
For example: the depletion of Earth's ozone layer and the disease we call AIDS were both initially reported to the U.N. in the same month. Since the ozone layer is a major component of the biosphere’s immune system, it is not at all unusual that an immune deficiency syndrome would emerge in the planetary body synchronous with its emergence in human bodies. The Law of Correspondence works both ways – as above, so below; as below, so above – in accordance with the Biblical acknowledgement, “[W]hatsoever ye shall bind on earth shall be bound in Heaven; and whatsoever ye shall loose on earth shall be loosed in Heaven” (Matt. 18:18).

In other words, the Law of Correspondence is omni-directional and omni-mutual.

The Three-Pound Universe
The brain has more connections

than atoms in the universe,

and that's a mighty large sum.

Yet the brain that adds 'em up

can't tell any one of us

where our thoughts come from.

The most fully examined structure of physical interconnectivity, other than that of the quantum field, is the structure of the human brain. Our brain cells are so intricately networked – many of them to as many as a million others – that the number of their inter-linkages exceeds by perhaps millions of magnitudes the total number of atoms in the entire universe. Our neurological interconnectivity and interdependence is acknowledged in the following excerpt from the inside front cover flap of Bright Air, Brilliant Fire: On the Matter of the Mind, Gerald M. Edelman (Basic Books, 1992):

A match-head's worth of the brain contains about a billion connections that can combine in ways that can only be described as hyperastronomical—on the order of ten followed by millions of zeros (there are only about ten followed by eighty zeros' worth of positively charged particles in the whole known universe). 

If a match-head sized bit of brain tissue represents that many interconnections (a mega-giga-zigazillion?), consider the implications – especially if we were using it! – of our having the interconnectivity represented by the neural networking of several hundred match-heads worth (3 pounds on the average) of brain tissue in each human being’s head.
Early in the last century, following his delivery of a lecture on the solar system, philosopher William James was approached by an elderly lady whose cosmology she considered superior to his. "We don't live on a ball rotating around the sun," she asserted.  "We live on a crust of earth on the back of a giant turtle."

Rather than dismiss the lady with scientific evidence, James took a gentle, inquiring approach.

"If your theory is correct, madam, what does this turtle stand on?"

"You're a very clever man, Mr. James, and that's a good question, but I can answer it.  The first turtle stands on the back of a second, far larger, turtle."

"And what does this second turtle stand on?" James probed patiently.

The old lady crowed triumphantly: "It's no use, Mr. James – it’s turtles all the way down!"
In the spirit of William James’ refraining from disparagement of outmoded former cosmologies, let it merely be said with respect to the aboriginal “turtle island” hypothesis that there has always been more to the cosmos than meets the eye.
From Turtles to Quarks

Once when my children asked me what God is, I replied that God is the deepest inside of everything. We were eating grapes, and they asked whether God was inside the grapes. When I answered, “Yes,” they said, “Let’s cut one open and see.” Cutting the grape, I said, “That’s funny, I don’t think we have found the real inside. We’ve found just another outside. Let’s try again.” So I cut one of the halves and put the other in one of the children’s mouths. “Oh dear, “I exclaimed, “we seem to have just some more outsides!” Again I gave one quarter to one of the children and split the other. “Well, all I see is still another outside,” I said, eating one eighth part myself. But just as I was about to cut the other, my little girl ran for her bag and cried, “Look! Here is the inside of my bag, but God isn’t there.” “No,” I answered, “that isn’t the inside of your bag. That’s the inside-outside, but God is the inside-inside and I don’t think that we’ll ever get at it.” –Alan Watts
In James' time, animistic cosmologies had long since given way to the doctrine of atomism, in which invisible and indivisible particles of matter were considered to be the foundational building blocks of the universe. Atomic interactions were posited as the ultimate cause of all that is and of everything that happens, and all causal explanations were therefore presumably reducible thereto. With the exception of a few pioneering quantum physicists, William James’ scientific contemporaries accepted the atomistic view with the same certainty that some ancient animists accorded to "turtles all the way down." 

Scientific reductionism has supported the proliferation of a hierarchy of compartmentalized perspectives on causality. This has in turn fostered a tendency toward mental territoriality, which is reflected in the following argument among scientific specialists, each of whom tends to suffer from the paralysis of his own unique analysis, a condition otherwise known as “hardening of the categories”:
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  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.”

"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. –from Clifford Grobstein, The Strategy of Life
If it is true, as is sometimes said, that “God is in the details,” it is somewhere in the details that science lost sight of God. 

Reductionism’s Slippery Slope
We live in a liquid universe that appears as a solid fact.
-Ralph Waldo Emerson
As the ancient myth of turtles all the way down gave way to the modern view of reductionism all the way down, physicists eventually reached a point where everything was reduced to a seemingly chaotic so-called “quantum field” of no-thingness . . . from which there nonetheless originates a universal and uniform causal order by which all things are physically governed. In the century since William James’ encounter of the throwback to “turtle island” cosmology, reductionist perspective has become as remote from its former belief in atomic indivisibility as was atomism from animism from his perspective. Not only are atoms now seen to be divisible, they as well are no longer seen to be solid. As currently understood, atoms are assemblages of discrete yet interwoven micro-fields of condensed energy, and the universe that they comprise is a multidimensional tapestry of interactive vibrations, a hierarchy of energy fields within energy fields within energy fields analogous somewhat to nested Russian dolls,  a concentric realm of eccentric interconnectivity ad infinitum.

In the holistic cosmology that is presently replacing the formerly fragmented one, atoms are conceived as spinning energy centers comprised of smaller centers (protons, neutrons, electrons) which in turn are assembled from even more minuscule micro-fields of energy called "quarks." Since the quirks of quarks are far more exotic than those of turtles all the way down, characteristics like 'flavor' and 'charm' are used to describe their nature. Being devoid of materiality, quarks are defined as relational qualities.

The smallest vibrational unit thus far conceived is a lump of energy called a “quantum.” Everything in the universe is now seen as an assemblage of quanta, and all activity is presumably reducible to the interactions of its quantum assemblages. These interactions are describable only by mathematical formulae, which defy all other forms of symbolic representation. To the question, “what is quantum physics?” one can only offer the answer that Louis Armstrong once gave to the same query concerning jazz: “If you have to ask the question, you won’t understand the answer.”
It is quanta rather than the atoms that are (as thus far understood) indivisible, for there can be no such thing as a fraction of a quantum. It is this quantum indivisibility that accounts for the absolute prevalence of unbroken wholeness throughout the cosmos, so that while averaging the size of families in my neighborhood may yield 3.5 members per household, the averaging of quanta always yields a whole number. (What the two processes of averaging do have in common, however, is that just as we are yet to see .5 of a person, neither has anyone seen a quantum.)

To summarize: Even as reducing matter to particles led to the subsequent reduction of particles to micro-fields of energy, so has there been a further reduction of energetic micro-fields to vibrational patterns and qualities of relationship too ambiguous to define as other than “fields of probability.” The physical cosmology of vibrationism has thereby acknowledged, as has metaphysical cosmology all along, that unformed substance is the ultimate source of all that has substance in form.

Some Cosmic Quirks . . .

How often at night when the heavens are bright with the light of the glittering stars,

have I stood there amazed and asked as I gazed if their glory exceeds that of ours.
-“Home on the Range” (verse three)
Quantum cosmology encompasses phenomena that test our imaginative capacities far more than the cosmological model of pyramided terrapins. For example, we are told that:

•
some quantum assemblages produce neutron stars, of which a single teaspoon weighs as much as 200 million elephants;

•
other quantum assemblages form stellar objects called "pulsars," which blink on and off thirty times every second;

•
still other quantum assemblages condense into black holes – inescapable gravity 'drains' that suck in all surrounding matter and light so that it is never again seen.

•
Were the above dot a sphere, it would be approximately the calculated size of a black hole whose mass (total quantum assemblage) is the same as the Earth's—but with all of the space between its quanta squeezed out. We had no idea how spaced out the universe actually is until atoms were revealed to be 99.9999999999+ percent empty space.  The spaces between lumps of energy in an atom are proportionately greater than the spaces between galaxies in the macrocosm.
Gravitational force 5,000 miles distant from a black hole of above size would be equivalent to that at Earth's surface. At a two-foot distance, such a black hole’s gravitational force would be 100 million million times greater than Earth's. Accordingly, if the dot were indeed a black hole it would have such a crush on you that you would be irresistibly drawn into, smeared out, and absorbed by it. 

It was, perhaps, this perspective that inspired an irreverent bumper sticker: “There’s no such thing as gravity, Earth sucks.”
An additional reason to keep your distance from a black hole: according to some theories, even if you did find a way out of it, you might return before you left – and possibly to a different universe.

Keeping further intergalactic company with neutron stars, pulsars, and black holes, there are unfathomably large stellar objects called quasars, whose brightness exceeds that of a hundred billion suns – roughly a galaxy full of stars. Quasars are as large as 78 light years in diameter, which is about 35 times the distance from our sun to the closest neighboring star, Andromeda. 

Were a quasar to collapse into a black hole, perhaps the entire universe would suck.

. . . And a Quirk of Your Own

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 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. –David Browder (c. 1960)
One does not have to go as far as Andromeda to strain one’s imaginative capacities. The constellation of our own bodies is just as gee-whizzy as the make-up artistry of heavenly ones. For instance, each of our cells contains a tightly compressed four-foot strand of DNA. If we could unwind, and then place from end to end, all of the DNA strands in just one human body, the resulting string would span our solar system. No wonder that life is the universe’s greatest stretch. 

No wonder, also, that British scientist, J.B.S. Haldane declared, "The universe is not only queerer than we suppose, but queerer than we can suppose"; or that quantum physicist Neils Bohr more than once dismissed a proposed scientific theory with the observation that "it isn’t crazy enough to be true."
The latest theoretical craziness suggests that not only is the universe spaced out and lumpy, it is strung out and loopy as well. According to so-called “superstring theory” the ultimate building blocks of the universe are 11-dimensional vibrating loops of energy that are likewise likely to be forever out of sight.
Is vibrationism (however conceived) the final cosmological model? If it is not, will a succeeding model make neutron stars, pulsars, black holes, and quasars as outmoded as stacked up turtles? Will subsequent models retain the assumption of hierarchic integration, á la turtles upon turtles, fields within fields, and (metaphysically speaking) what spiritual philosopher Ernest Holmes likened to our having "a body within a body to infinity”?
And will the next model(s) (if any), like our metaphysical cosmologies of the Ultimate Unobservable that we variously call “God”, “Spirit”, “Mind”, and/or “Consciousness”, continue to acknowledge the non-apparent as the single source of all things which are seen? 
Stay tuned . . .
Deep Ecology: The Quantum Field of Play
Like the [planet’s] meridians as they approach the poles, science, philosophy and religion are bound to converge as they draw nearer to the whole....  The time has come to realize that an interpretation of the universe – even a positivist one – remains unsatisfying unless it covers the interior as well as the exterior of things; mind as well as matter. The true physics is that which will, one day, achieve the inclusion of man in his wholeness in a coherent picture of the world. –Teilhard de Chardin
Everything that rises must converge.

-Flannery O’Connor

(This was the title of her last – and posthumously published – book)

Everything rises from the light and to the light.

-Harry Morgan Moses

NOTE: What follows was originally intended for inclusion in the article, “Declaring Our Interdependence: Thinking Like a Planet.” I withheld it because I didn’t have the just-right quotation to jumpstart it with, a matter that was resolved yesterday by the above statement from Rev. Harry. Though we tend to relate to statements such as “Everything rises from the light to the light” and “Deep calls out to deep and answers deep” as though they are merely metaphysical metaphors, at the quantum level of physical reality they tend to be quite literal. Quantum reality is in many ways reflective of metaphysical and spiritual reality, and appears as if it might be the initial physical effect of metaphysical cause.
Among my experiences of the deep ecology of Spirit was a communion service in a very large church, where instead of proceeding to the altar or kneeling in our pews, we congregants remained seated as tiny communion glasses and bread were passed among us in the same manner as a collection basket. Though I was initially quite put off by the perceived impersonality of this mode of taking communion, I nonetheless became more fully engrossed in the experience than I had been in any previous communion service. As I described the experience afterward:

Several hundred were communing

while seated in their pews,

passing trays of tiny wine glasses from hand to hand.

I felt this to be so impersonal

that I let myself get out of touch

with what was going on.

I just stared,

detachedly,

at the little glass of wine held in my hand.

I noticed the reflection of the lights from overhead

dancing on the surface of the wine.

No matter how I tried,

this dance could not be stilled.

Whether I held it lightly,

or held it tightly,

the glass conveyed my heartbeat to the wine.

I placed the glass upon the pew,

and only as it sat there out of touch,

detached,

did the light's reflection become still.

Yet at my slightest touch

the sparkling dance resumed.

A Presence then took hold of me,

and with the others I partook The Promise:

an infinite and everlasting dance

for those who do not set themselves apart.

