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If there were only one lesson I could derive from studying the story of the
Universe, it is that it is also my story. It is, as William Blake suggested:

To see a World in a Grain of Sand
And Heaven in a Wild Flower

Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand
And Eternity in an hour'

This realization, that the whole is contained within the part, the large within the small, the
macrocosm within the microcosm, has been the theme of mystics throughout the
centuries. As an ancient rabbinic teaching explains, “Creation is the infinite in the garb
of the finite.”* Meister Eckhart put it this way, “God is in everything, but God is nowhere
as much as God is in the soul. There, where time never enters, where no image shines in,
in the innermost and deepest aspect of the soul God creates the whole cosmos.” In an
ancient Hindu poem the Creator of the Universe declares, “With a single fragment of
myself I pervade and support this entire universeE The Lord enters into every atom,
every planet, and every living being.”* In the I Ching there is an image of Heaven
contained within a mountain,’ the great within the small, the explosive force of the Big
Bang within the stillness of the unmovable mountain. As the great Sufi mystic, Rumi
wrote, “I am all orders of being, the circling galaxy, the evolutionary intelligence, the lift,
and the falling away.”®

In Buddhism, the oneness of everything is called Tathata, which means Suchness.
One Buddhist philosopher explained, “What is meant by the soul as suchness, is the
oneness of the totality of things, the great all-including whole.”” Although it is given
different names, like Brahman in Hinduism and the Tao in Taoism, this Oneness of the
Universe is recognized throughout the Eastern world and is at the heart of Eastern
meditation. In Sanskrit the word for meditation, samadhi, means mental equilibrium.
“Entering into the samadhi of purity,” says Ashvaghosha, “(one obtains) all-penetrating
insight that enables one to become conscious of the absolute oneness of the universe.”™
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Indeed, the essence of the Eastern worldview, according to Fritjof Capra, “is the
awareness of the unity and mutual interrelation of all things and events, the experience of
all phenomena in the world as manifestations of a basic oneness. All things are seen as
interdependent and inseparable parts of this cosmic whole; as different manifestations of
the same ultimate reality.”

Yet it is difficult for us westerners to appreciate our connection to all that is, ever
was and ever will be. We think of ourselves as individuals, separate in our own
uniqueness from everything and everyone else. As Brian Swimme and Thomas Berry
point our in their book, The Universe Story, “This emphasis on the individual and the
personal rights of the individual belongs to the modern world as one of its more
impressive achievements.”'® They go on to suggest this strong sense of the individual is a
likely outgrowth of our Hellenistic belief in the individual soul, an accomplishment
unique in human history because it has led to the notion of democracy; the idea
governments ought to be run by the very citizens they oversee. Yet, as is often the case
in a democracy, people are sometimes more concerned with their individual rights than
with their responsibilities to the larger community. This is, no doubt, what John F.
Kennedy was getting at with his legendary plea, “Ask not what your country can do for
you, but what you can do for your country.” As Swimme and Berry further point out, in a
community established by the association of individuals, “The individual is primary;
community is derivative. This is different from the Asian concept of the individual
coming into existence within the community. The community is primary; the individual
is derivative.”"!

In ancient India, according to Gary Zukav, people considered themselves
geocentric, meaning they thought of themselves as being at the center of the Universe.
“Although this sounds like an egotistical point of view,” he writes, “it was not since every
person was recognized as a divine manifestation.”'? Here in the West, however, our sense
of individualism does not include this notion that the person is a manifestation of an
ultimate, underlying, all-inclusive reality. As such, we are not geocentric, but
anthropocentric. 'When we study the Universe, we tend to look at everything as a
prologue to the emergence of human beings who stand at the pinnacle of creation. “When
people look at life of earth, it is easy to think we are supreme,” write Lynn Margulis and
Dorion Sagan in their book Micro-Cosmos, “The power of consciousness, of our society
and our technical inventions, has made us think we are the most advanced form of life on
the planet. Even the great blackness of space seen does not humble us. We view space
as a no man’s land to penetrate and conquer as we believe we have conquered the
earth.”

In the book Ishmael, an excellent novel written by Daniel Quinn, a fictional
gorilla guru asks his human pupil to explain why the gods made the Universe. The
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student responds, “Well, basically, what they had in mind when they started out was
[humanity]. They made the universe so that our galaxy could be in it. They made the
galaxy so that our solar system could be in it. They made the solar system so that our
planet could be in it. And they made the planet so that we could be in it. The whole
thing was made so that [human beings] would have a hunk of dirt to stand on.”"* But like
Margulis and Sagan, Ishmael suggests our anthropocentric myth doesn’t simply end with
us finding our place in the Universe; we must now conquer and master this place as well.
His student counters, “Well, this is the price that had to be paid for indoor plumbing and
central heating and air conditioning and automobiles and all the rest.”"”

“... the price you paid is not the price of becoming human.” Ishmael responds,
“It’s not even the price of having all the things you just mentioned. It’s the price of
enacting a story that casts [humanity] as the enemy of the world.”"

Clearly, if we are to make peace with the world our anthropocentric myth has
brought to the brink of death, we must find another kind of story, another worldview,
another cosmology. Perhaps this new myth ought to begin with the knowledge of those
mystics who say, “All is One,” and, “each part contains the Whole.” If I were to begin
my story, for example, under the old paradigm, I would begin with my birth date, May
4™ 1964. 1 would continue by talking about my most difficult struggles and greatest
accomplishments in life, unconsciously portraying myself as the archetypal hero
overcoming the forces of nature and defeating my enemies on my ascent toward the top
of Mount Olympus. In my case, I would talk about growing up in an abusive
environment, being a troubled teenager and a high school drop out who miraculously
ended up with two undergraduate degrees, a Masters and is now working on a Doctorate.
I’d talk about becoming a Born Again Christian and eventually a Southern Baptist
minister who dropped out of seminary because it was too stifling, abandoning my
Christian faith in the process. I’d talk about the decade of spiritual longing and
transformation that began afterward and eventually brought me back to ministry in the
Unitarian Universalist denomination. I’d talk about more than fifteen years worth of
successes and struggles as a TV reporter/photographer and a corporate video producer,
and my deep affinity for the plight of the common worker. And, of course, I’d talk of my
wonderful spouse and children.

From my individual perspective, I have a fairly interesting biography, albeit only
forty-something years old. But as I’ve expressed it so far, I’ve only spoken of myself in
terms of the part, not the Whole. In terms of the Whole, my story might begin at that
indefinite point aeons ago some call the Big Bang, and would continue through the ten
billion year galactic period, through the formation of life on Earth, through the shaping of
the first hominid and the development of civilization, all the way to the present moment.
In these holistic terms my story might go something like this:

1t is difficult to say precisely when I first began flaring forth, since, like
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any infant, I have no conscious memory of the event. My scientist-selves say I’'m
fourteen, maybe fifteen, billion years old—barely a teenager. Sometimes I feel
like I'm not even that old; like I'm still being born. I know I recently achieved a
meager degree of consciousness, what I like to call self-reflection, but this ability,
this gift, is, like me, still in its infancy. I remain mostly unconscious and am
capable of reflecting upon myself only in broken bits and pieces. Maybe
someday, as I continue to awaken, or grow, or evolve, or whatever I decide to call
it, these fragments of experience and thought and feelings and memories will all
coalesce into a unified awareness and there will be no further need for my
shadow self, my secret self, my unconscious self I cannot know. Maybe then I’ll

feel whole.

I know most biographies begin at the beginning and move linearly through
time, so I hope you won’t mind if I skip around a little bit. For I really don’t think
I can say much without first saying something about my human manifestation.
Not that being human is anymore important than or takes precedence over the
rest of me. But because I have no conscious memories of my past beyond my
human experience, everything I say about myself stems from my ability to self
reflect, to imagine what must have happened, to work it out logically in my mind,
which, seems to me, is the unique thing about my having obtained humanhood.
As I said in my manifestation as Thomas Berry in my book, The Dream of the
Earth, “In reality the human activates the most profound dimension of the
universe itself, its capacity to reflect on and celebrate itself in conscious self-
awareness.”!” This is similar to what I wrote as Brian Swimme in, The Universe
is a Green Dragon:

The primeval fireball existed for twenty billion years without self-
awareness. The creative work of the supernovas existed for billions of
years without self-reflective awareness. The star could not, by itself,
become aware of its own beauty or sacrifice. But the star can, through
[the human], reflect back on itself. In a sense, you are the star. Look at
your hand—do you claim it as your own? Every element was forged in
temperatures a million times hotter than molten rock, each atom
fashioned in the blazing heat of the star. Your eyes, your brain, your
bones, all of you, is composed of the star’s creations. You are that star,
brought into a form of life that enables life to reflect on itself.'®

It’s quite an accomplishment, even if I do say so myself. But being human
isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, let me assure you. I’ve made a lot of mistakes since
first entering my human phase a little less than three million years ago. I just
don’t have the hang of it yet, that’s all. I know 2.6 million years seems like plenty
of time to gain a degree of expertise in just about anything, but keep in mind, a
billion seconds ago was 1977, and I'm nearly fifteen billion years old. Even
though I'm but a teenager, 2.6 million years is nothing to me. It’s hardly a blink.
Problem is, this human being stuff'is so darn destructive and volatile it may be my
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undoing and everything I’ve worked so long and so hard for may end in hardly a
blink!

I guess that’s why I'm writing this now, hoping to remind myself, as best |
can in my mostly unconscious and fragmented state of awareness, that there’s a
bigger picture out there than I'm always aware of. If I can become mindful, in my
manifestation as the human species, that I am more than human, that I am also in
the beginning, and in the stars, and the starfish, and the grass, and clouds, and
birds, and stones, and all other people and beings, no matter how different or
trivial they might seem, then I think I might see a brighter day dawning yet.

Now let’s see, where was I?  Oh yeah, my story. Getting back to my
flaring forth, or banging forward, or whatever you want to call it, I must say, this
was no small event! And I have to admit, I was more than a little angry the day 1
was born. Who wouldn’t be? There I was, all tucked away, safe and perfectly
content to sleep in the quiet and comfort of my dark singularity when all of the
sudden, KABOOM, I'm hurled out into this plethora of noise and light. Boy was I
hot! In fact it took me several hundred thousand years to cool down. But I'm
glad I finally did because that’s when things really started happening. Once I
cooled off a little my subatomic particles were, for the first time, able to interact
with each other and I began manifesting myself as the first elements, hydrogen
and helium.  It’s difficult to fully appreciate the magnitude of this
accomplishment. Prior to this point, photons, that is, my light, were the bully of
the universe. Other particles didn’t fair well in my cosmic playground because
light kept crashing into them and breaking them up. But hydrogen and helium are
transparent, which meant light passed right through them. This enabled these
atoms to start sticking together,; forming huge galactic clouds that eventually
collapsed in on themselves and formed the first generation of stars.

Needless to say, I was quite the child prodigy, only one billion years old
and I had already learned to become the first elements and the stars. Actually,
though I may not sound like it, I'm really being rather modest. I didn’t just make
a few stars, I made lots of them, more than you would care to count! At the time,
you see, I was pretty empty, and vast regions of myself started condensing,
forming a lot of black holes in the process. (Black holes... ha... more like cosmic
acne if you ask me). These, in turn, caused density waves to stir many of the
hydrogen and helium clouds 1'd created which forced them to collapse into
thousands of stars at once. Since there were about a trillion of these galactic
clouds, 1'd essentially created stars and all the galaxies at the same time (give or
take a few millions of years).

If I were prone to playing with toys as a child, I'd have to say the stars
were among my favorite. Stars are like giant Easy-Bake Ovens, only not so easy.
In them, after several generations (of stars that is), I forged all the elements—
hydrogen, oxygen, nitrogen, sulfur, phosphorus and, especially, carbon—that
would enable me to manifest myself as organic life. But, there I go, getting ahead
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of myself again. As is obvious, or, at least, should be obvious, we can’t have
biology without ecology, so I had to start manifesting myself as something besides
stars. 1'd like to say I did it intentionally, but the truth is I think I was just
throwing a bit of a tantrum, or, in galactic terms, I was throwing a supernova.

If I recall correctly, the helium and hydrogen inside my star selves are
extremely attracted to each other, which may be a clinical way of saying they love
each other, they have passion for each other. We could even conclude, at my
most elementary level, I'm comprised of passionate love. But I digress. The point
here is the friction caused between the love making of hydrogen and helium
causes the stars to burn. When these elements are all used up, however, my star
selves may try to survive by burning a few other elements, but eventually I'm
doomed to self-implode. On occasion a few elementary particles called neutrinos
rush away from the implosion and blow off the outer layers of the star containing
elements like carbon, oxygen and nitrogen. Sometimes these elements reorganize
as new stars and sometimes they become planets. Of course it was all a lot more
complicated than I make it sound. Before I could accomplish anything I had to
formulate the four laws that hold everything together—the gravitational, the
electromagnetic, and the strong and weak nuclear interactions. But these are
more than I really understand in my limited ability to self reflect, or care to get
into here anyway. The important thing to note is that by age ten billion I had
manifested myself, among other astral bodies, as planets.

We all know what comes next. Life! Of course I use this term loosely. To
suggest I haven’t been alive from the get-go 13.7 billion years ago is absurd.
Biology might be a better term to use. “Biology” connotes a certain quality of
life, just as “Human” connotes a certain quality of biology. Naturally, it took a
long time to get to the human. Of all my planet manifestations, Earth was among
the few just perfect for achieving biology. At first, however, I was entirely
inhospitable. I was more like a boiling ball of red lava than the crusty blue planet
I have become. In time I cooled off enough to let the liquids remain on my
surface, forming oceans that were charged for millions of years by an intense,
planet-wide lightning storm. In one of those billions of lightning strikes a proto-
cellular chemical reaction occurred which led to my manifestation as the first

cell.

The great thing about being a cell was that I could recreate myself again
and again without the ten billion years of fuss it took the first time, simply by
swallowing a drop of hydrogen rich sea water and spitting out another identical
cell. Although my cellular memory is good, I must admit, it isn’t always perfect
which is why once in a million reproductions I end up with a mutant cell. Call it
a stroke of genius or a stroke of luck, these mutations are precisely what enable
me to take on new biological forms, ever increasing in their complexity. In fact, if
it weren't for the mutants, life on Earth would have ended a long time ago after
the first prokaryotes exhausted their food supply. In my mutant form I learned to
eat the remains of deceased cells and harness the energy I needed from their
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bodies. Another of my mutant forms learned to eat photons, sunlight, which led to
the process of photosynthesis, feasting on the delicious Sun. Still others learned
to absorb carbon from the air, which eventually altered the entire Earth
atmosphere. These cells, which formed vast communities throughout the entire
world, began excreting oxygen into the atmosphere. At the time, oxygen was
highly dangerous to just about everything, including the cells themselves. Too
much oxygen to fuel the flames and the Earth would turn it into another cosmic
ball of fire. Biology was again threatened with extinction. Had it not been for yet
another mutated form of my cellular self that learned to breath and transform
oxygen, I'd have been sent right back to the dark ages, so to speak.

Another important form of mutation came when I learned the value of
sucking the life from other beings. I know it doesn’t sound very appetizing, but at
some point I began attaching myself to other cells, drilling holes through their
membranes and feasting on their insides while using their DNA for my own
purposes. To make a long story short, we eventually became dependent on each
other and formed a symbiotic relationship which led to the first multicellular
organisms, which, in turn, led to the variety of complex biological life forms that
have come and gone ever since.

I’'m quite proud of everything I've been able to achieve since, although I
am somewhat embarrassed by all the attention given to the dinosaurs. [ know T-
rex is a cool look for me, but I have to admit, the saurian age was a big
disappointment for me, if not a complete waste of time. I know 170 million years
isn’t really a lot of time, at least not for me, but the impatience of youth really
turns me off to the fact that the dinosaurs got me no closer to self-awareness than
1'd ever been. If it weren't for some freak accident that wiped most of them out,
1I'd probably still be snoozing. Even with all their faults, my warm blooded
manifestations have been able to achieve a degree of awareness in almost no
time, especially after they were no longer threatened by my saurian tirades.

[ like to think of myself as the type who can give credit where credit is due,
but getting back to my human phase, I'm not so certain I'm going to be much
better off than I was with Mr. Rex. Sure being human makes me a lot smarter, but
what good is this going to do me if the only thing I learn to do is destroy my
Earth-self and all my forms of life I've worked so hard to achieve? As the genius
Albert Einstein, for instance, I discovered a great deal about myself, about how I
work through time, space, motion, matter, gravitation and energy. But so far the
best I've been able to do with this information in create horribly destructive
weapons. And as we all know, nuclear war isn’t even the worst of our worries
these days.

We often consider the invention of agriculture my most important
accomplishment during my Neolithic phase. Now I’'m wondering if it wasn’t the
precursor to this supreme human attitude that says it’s perfectly fine to interfere
with natural life forces and rhythms. Or maybe it was when Classical Civilization
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began, when I stopped looking at the Earth as my mother and began worshipping
male dominator gods like Indra, Zeus, Thor and Yahweh. In more modern times [
thought science might be the ultimate answer, but its technologies are so out of
harmony with my natural ecosystems that I'm becoming one sick puppy.

Sometimes I imagine a conversation going on between my cosmological
parents. My dad says, “Honey, I'm worried. [ think our child is... I think our
child is human!”

’

Mom responds, “Don’t worry, It’s just a phase.’

I sure hope she’s right. Not that there’s anything wrong with being
human. I'm just worried about my self-destructive behavior. [’ve got to outgrow
this thing. I hope I'll be around long enough to evolve into a being that can truly
awaken to my fullest potential, taking what is best about being human into the
future as one of the elements that helps shape my next phase. Humans are an
important part of the whole process, an important part of the Whole, but theyre
not the Whole. In the future I’ll probably look back and say humans were proto-
conscious, not fully conscious. My ultimate hope is to become a fully conscious
being.

I’'m glad to have had this opportunity to let the Universe speak through me,
because it reminds me all of us are a part of something much grander, much more
elegant, more ancient, beautiful and purposeful than our individual biographies can
encapsulate. I believe it is only in awakening to the Whole within us that we can fully
appreciate our part in the grand scheme of things. That’s my story, and I'm sticking to it.



