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Sharon Thompson and her husband of sixty three years, Gordon, a retired dairy farmer, are the parents of six daughters (and now six sons-in-law) who have blessed them with twenty grandchildren and sixteen great-grandchildren. Her family is her greatest love and joy. Her hope is that this book will play a role in advancing a worldwide movement that will lead to a reclaimed world of love, peace, and justice for all people everywhere.
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I was a born non-believer. One of my earliest memories is deciding that Santa Claus did not really exist. Why? He was supposed to arrive in a sleigh pulled by flying reindeer. I knew that reindeer can’t fly, therefore there had to be another reason that presents would appear under the Christmas tree. The next victim was the Tooth Fairy. I witnessed my Dad tossing my older sister’s lost tooth into the goose mash. I then knew that he was the one who left a small amount of money in place of the tooth. The Easter Bunny didn’t stand a chance. I had, early on, put God into the same category as Santa Claus, the Tooth Fairy, and the Easter Bunny.

Our family belonged to a large Congregational church in a nearby town and we attended on a regular basis. I hated Sunday School and church. I was too shy to make any friends in Sunday School and I questioned much of what I was hearing in the lessons. I recall being horrified upon learning that God chose to kill all of the first-born Egyptian children in the Passover story. What if I had been an Egyptian child and not one of God’s Chosen People? It just didn’t seem fair to me that he had favorites. Since I couldn’t actually see God or hear him speak, then to my thinking, he did not exist.

Jesus wasn’t as much of a problem. He seemed much nicer than God and seemed pretty much like an ordinary person. I didn’t believe in any of the miracles he supposedly performed and did not believe that he had been resurrected. When people die, they stay dead. At my young age and forever after, I was wise enough to not let any of this be known to anyone, because religious beliefs seemed pretty important to most people.

The years passed. I dated the “boy next door” through most of high school and we were married in June after I graduated. I joined the small Lutheran church that generations of his family had attended and I became part of a close-knit Norwegian farming community. Sadly, the church and the community succumbed to “progress” and many of the former farms have been developed as housing projects. We have never met most of their occupants.

Getting back to my religious life: At twenty years of age I had an experience that convinced me that (1) God did exist, (2) he/she had a plan for humanity, and (3) I was expected to be a part of it. I had a toddler and a baby at the time and I helped in the barn for the evening milking. (My mother-in-law baby-sat while I was in the barn.) It would be many years before what was expected of me became at all clear. I assumed it had something to do with the church, and I became much more involved, including taking a teacher training class to teach a class called The Bethel Bible Series. It featured a picture with a short explanation of the essence of each lesson—a method I found very effective. I completed the course, but never taught because we were blessed with twin daughters shortly after completing the course and for good measure, we had a fifth daughter a little over a year later.

When the girls started Sunday School, I was recruited to teach. I was assigned to the eighth grade class whose curriculum was the Old Testament. I wrote my own lessons using the text Understanding the Old Testament by Bernhard Anderson, a very competent scholar. I found using simple drawings to be very effective in getting a point across and I became much better informed about the Old Testament myself.

I have written in the Introduction of Economics for a Beautiful World how I was affected by reading Hugh Schonfield’s books The Passover Plot, Those Incredible Christians, and The Politics of God. [See Appendix 1] I did, at some point, join the Mondcivitan Republic, but I was unable to contribute in any useful way. It was a relief to see Jesus in the role of a human Messiah—not as part of a divine Trinity—which gave me the first clue of what was expected of me. I was to help spread that message. But how?

The 1980’s were very tough financial times for small farmers. By now our six daughters were all in college or beyond and I opted to enroll in a local community college to become a registered nurse, just in case I would end up becoming the primary breadwinner. The program included some liberal arts credits and it was the first time I was required to do any type of writing. I not only did very well but I found that I enjoyed it.

It was also during this time that the U.S. invaded Iraq. I was devastated, naively thinking that popular protest against the Viet Nam War would ensure that the U.S. would never again go to war. As if to add insult to injury, I became aware of the U.S. bombing of water sanitation plants in Iraq leading to many unnecessary deaths of their most vulnerable citizens. At this point, I began my effort to better understand U.S. foreign and domestic policy. I wrote about this in the Introduction to We Have a Choice: Let’s Just Do It. [See Appendix 2] What started out as material for a church discussion group, ended up being a vehicle to advocate for Schonfield’s vision of a Servant Nation.

So how does Charles Eisenstein’s book Climate: A new Story relate to Schonfield’s vision of a Servant Nation? I see it as a practical guide to attaining the result that Schonfield desired which Eisenstein describes as Interbeing—a world of peace and justice and wholeness.
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ARMS EMBRACING A GAS PUMP

OUR (THE DOMINANT CULTURE’S) addiction to fossil fuels. The addiction to fossil fuels, like all addictions, is caused by an unmet need. What is the unmet need behind the addiction to fossil fuels? What is it that we are really looking for in our quest for bigger, faster, and more? Basic human desires for connection, community, beauty, sacredness, and intimacy are met with faux substitutes that temporarily numb but ultimately heighten the longing. Ecological degradation is an inevitable consequence of the mythology of Separation that has dominated the last several centuries (and to an extant the last several millennia). The essence of the Story of Separation is the separate self in a world of other. Naturally then, we are in competition with each other. The same goes for humanity vis-à-vis nature. The more control we can exercise over the impersonal forces of nature, the better off we will be. Our destiny, then, is to ascend beyond nature’s original limits, to become its lords and masters. The Story of Separation reverberates through every institution of the modern world. Every aspect of society, the economy and the political system must come into alignment with a new story—the story of Interbeing. The world is part of me, just as I am part of it. When we restore the internal ecosystem—the fullness of our capacity to feel and love—only then will there be hope of restoring the outer.

MESSAGE IN SPEECH BALLOON

WE ARE THE ENEMY. THE ecological crisis is calling us to a deeper kind of revolution. Its strategy involves restoring what the modern worldview and its institutions have rendered nearly extinct: our felt understanding of the living intelligence and connectedness of all things. So who are the enemies of the revolution and how do we identify them? “They”, in fact, includes each one of us who participates in this civilization. Are you able to get into your car, knowing the effect of emissions and oil spills and the geopolitics of oil extraction? The point is that we are deluding ourselves. Our political discourse is rife with good-versus-evil narratives. It is obvious to each side that they are good and the other side is evil. Both sides agree on that. Both sides also agree on the strategic template for victory: arouse as much outrage and indignation as possible among the Good Folk so that they will rise up and cast down the Evil Folk. Those in our society typically misunderstand the causes of others’ opinions and behaviors. To blame evil is to misdiagnose the problem. Focusing on the bad guys, we become blind to deeper, systemic causes, forever chasing false solutions that actually maintain the status quo.

CROSSED-OUT FIGHTERS

THE ADDICTION TO FIGHTING must be overcome. Fighting the enemy is futile when you inhabit a system that has the endless creation of enemies built into it. If that is to change, then one of the addictions—more fundamental than the addiction to fossil fuels—that we are going to have to give up is the addiction to fighting. The addiction to fighting draws from a perception of the world as composed of enemies. In a world of competitors, well-being comes through domination. In a world of random natural forces, well-being comes through control. War is the mentality of control in its most extreme form. Respect for nature is inseparable from respect for all beings, including the human. Climate change, therefore, calls us to a greater transformation than a mere change in our energy sources. It calls us to transform the fundamental relationship between self and other, including the relation between the collective self of humanity and its “other”, nature. Our converging crises are initiating humanity into the new and ancient mythology of Interbeing.
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