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Introduction

This book is about a journey . . . the journey home to the true 
self. We all are invited to take it, but each one is unique, filled 
with different places and people. I know for certain that all of 
our journeys that seem separate are each strands in a web of con-
nection—a beautiful tapestry. We journey together, and each 
one of our lives contributes something that no other life can.

This book is about my story, my journey, but I hope that it 
will connect in some way to yours. Hopefully it will help each 
of us know what unique gifts we have to offer to this beautiful 
tapestry of life. I know that my story is enveloped in a larger one, 
the Story of the Universe. This knowledge—this gift—has made 
all the difference in my life.

I put pen to paper at the request of others. So often they have 
asked if I have ever thought of writing a book. I think they loved 
hearing the stories I told, stories about my life and experiences. 
They wanted to hold on to these stories, to remember and keep 
them.

Tell me a story. Children ask this from earliest childhood 
before they close their eyes in sleep. Sometimes they ask for the 
same story over and over again. The human heart loves to lis-
ten, and imagine different worlds with fascination. Somehow we 
feel most at home, most secure, most alive when enfolded and 
immersed in a story.

Although I know I can write fairly well, my real love is not 
writing, but telling the stories. Perhaps it is an Irish thing, passed 
on from my ancient Celtic heritage. There is something about 
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being in a circle listening to the sound of a voice, looking into 
those expressive faces, and in the interaction see each story come 
alive, become real and live once again.

I also love to have a poem emerge. With sound and rhythm 
it captures the mysteries that live deep within us waiting for the 
space, the silence, the emotion to burst into being through lan-
guage. Poems also have a voice. They are meant to be heard.

I hope that in reading this book, you can hear not only my 
voice, but the voice of the Universe calling to us to know that 
we are one, calling us to compassion and love, to celebration. 
There was a time in the evolutionary journey when there was 
no language, no voice to tell a story. I am grateful, looking into 
Deeptime, that language and story were born, that we can now 
remember, give thanks and celebrate. The human can commu-
nicate through centuries of discoveries. They can tell not only 
of discoveries but of deep feelings felt, and transformations of 
which they were a part. They can tell their stories. Even more 
amazing in recent history the human has discovered through 
science the story told by the Universe from its very beginning 
through the emergence of stars and galaxies and life on beauti-
ful Earth, our home.

In the introduction to Brian Swimme and Thomas Berry’s 
magnificent book The Universe Story are the words, “The goal 
is not to read a book; the goal is to read the story taking place 
all around us.”1 I read their book and listened deeply to their 
communication. It helped me to read the story taking place all 
around me. I hope in reading this book, you may discover how 
important you are, how unique. I hope too that you discover the 
story taking place all around you.

1. Brian Swimme and Thomas Berry, The Universe Story: From the Pri-
mordial Flaring Forth to the Ecozoic Era—A Celebration of the Unfolding of 
the Cosmos (New York: HarperCollins, 1992), 3.
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I write this book for the children and the young of every 
 species. I hope that in some small way these stories and actions 
that come from them may enable them to, as the beautiful song-
writer Carolyn McDade puts it, “Continue, continue, continue, 
continue. O let them continue on.”2

2. “Longing Suite” by Carolyn McDade, copyright ©2001 Carolyn 
McDade. All rights reserved. Used by permission.
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I’m Home

I’m on Long Island, looking out over the ten acres called Home-
coming Farm. The world is in crisis: droughts, fires, hurricanes, 
floods, the Amazon burning. There are refugees all around us 
fleeing war, hunger, poverty. Some have lost their homes due 
to climate disruption, their homes washed into the sea. The 
corona virus pandemic has caused all of us to stop, to listen, and 
wake from our illusions. The country is polarized, separation 
everywhere. Enemies to be hated and destroyed, competition 
rampant, consumerism still the national hallmark, racism and 
gender inequality still a part of the fabric of a country some call 
the greatest on Earth. We cannot seem to let go of the ranking of 
things, people, and countries. Separation leads us to such folly.

In the midst of all this chaos I am at peace. Gratitude fills 
my heart. It is a mystery I once tried to “figure out” by find-
ing some rational explanation. How can I experience paradise 
with so much pain and suffering, so much hatred and cruelty, so 
much desperation in the world? My eyes take in a relatively small 
parcel of land once covered with grass, but now rows of lettuce, 
bok choy, radishes, turnips, seeds bursting into flowers and veg-
etables of so many different varieties. I have come home to this 
place where separation is no more, only communion.

It all began for me with a story, a New Story, not new at all 
really, just unobserved, hidden, and covered over with illusions we 
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thought were real.1 Those of us searching for the truth of things 
have come together. Scientists and people from the deep spiritual 
traditions of all religions are beginning to see together, to embrace 
spirit and mystery. Quantum physics and mysticism, once seen as 
separate, are now experienced by many of us as one. And this is 
not a lofty thing, not based in intellect and ideas, but based in the 
real, in soil and microbes, in earthworms, bees, and ants, in wind 
and birds and trees, in the water that gives life to all. It is based in 
the reality of energy becoming matter, of stars and sun, galaxies 
and Earth, all part of incarnation and communion.

I still experience fear and anger and the pain of grief and loss. 
The state of the world still causes me to weep. But the fabric of 
my life, its meaning and the story that holds it all together, has 
gifted me with a new identity. I am not separate or alone in life. I 
am connected to everything that is. I belong and am at home and 
that has made all the difference. 


As I sit here looking out over the land, I am grateful for more 
than twenty-five years here at Homecoming Farm. They have 
been filled with connection and communion, but also struggles, 
with times when we thought we could never make it through. 
We have worked, celebrated, and learned together, all of us: the 
Dominican Sisters who gifted the land and gave their support; 
the families and friends who trusted in a new way of doing agri-
culture; the farmers who came, some just learning, and others 
who discovered farming was not for them; the interns who came 
to understand that farming is very hard work in heat and cold 
and on rainy harvest days. They learned, too, that crops some-
times fail, and that growth and life depend on sun and rain and 
the nurturance of soil.

1. Thomas Berry, “The New Story,” Teilhard Studies 1 (Winter 1978). 
Online: https://thomasberry.org/the-new-story/.
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As I look out over the fields, I think of Elizabeth Keihm, who 
joined me so many years ago and has shared the journey of 
Homecoming Farm with all its ups and downs. Her dedication, 
gifts, and talent, her love of life, soil, and beauty has blessed this 
land and made of it a sanctuary. She has given sanctuary to the 
bees and insects, reverence for the herbs and flowers, knowledge 
to the children and teens who have followed her around the farm 
and learned about each plant, unique and special, how each one 
grows and what it means to be organic. She also shared her 
knowledge of the life and habits of bees and ants, which helps 
us humans to know how much they help Earth and give to us an 
example of community. 

The pages that follow are filled with stories that have led me 
home. But we are all in this together. My story and yours are all 
a part of the whole. The stories of our ancestors, both human 
and more than human, are part of us. They live on in a Universe 
filled with creativity and meaning. The unborn future ones are 
with us too, calling us to fidelity.


The memories contained in this book end here at Homecom-
ing Farm. Looking back I can see that these stories sprinkled 
throughout my life have led me here to this place and all that has 
been created here. It is in a sense a final chapter. 

My intuition tells me that this book should begin with this 
final chapter, the coming home to this place and—as T. S. Eliot 
said—We shall not cease from exploration / And the end of all 
our exploring / Will be to arrive where we started / And know 
the place for the first time.2

I have known this plot of land in Amityville on Long Island 
since I entered the congregation of the Sisters of St. Dominic 

2. T. S. Eliot, Complete Poems and Plays of T. S. Eliot (New York: Faber, 
1969), 197. From “Little Gidding,” Part V.
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in 1958. That’s well over sixty years ago. But in 1992, when I 
returned here after studying at Genesis Farm, where I learned 
the teachings of Thomas Berry, I began to know this place for 
the first time. And I realize now that the journey through all 
these stories has led me here, back to the place where I started, 
the place that I thought I knew and to the person I thought I was, 
and now to know this place and myself for the first time.

As I look out over the ten acres of land, now saved in perpetu-
ity, I am amazed at all that has led to this moment. I am grateful 
to Thomas Berry, who taught me that community is so much 
larger and so much more beautiful than I could have imagined. 
He taught that “There is no such thing as ‘human community.’”3 
There is only the life community of which the human is a part.

The spiritual life is often spoken of as the journey home to 
the true self. I have—with the help of Thomas Berry, Miriam 
 MacGillis (founder of Genesis Farm), and Brian Swimme—
come to know a much larger self than the small one I thought 
I knew. This larger self is in reality the Universe, conscious of 
itself. This discovery will take the rest of my life to be with, and 
to understand at deeper and deeper levels. With the help of oth-
ers who have come to this new understanding, I will learn to 
align my consciousness with the dynamic Universe and live my 
life in alignment with the life of Earth and Universe.

We are so gifted to be living at this moment in Earth’s his-
tory; a moment that calls us to go deep and discover the gifts of 
creativity we have been given not for ourselves but for the con-
tinuation of life itself. For those who are looking for meaning 
and purpose larger than themselves, the mystics of all religious 
traditions and the scientists who are each day searching for 
truth give us the path in which to find this meaning. It is a jour-

3. Thomas Berry CP, with Thomas Clarke SJ, Befriending the Earth: A 
Theology of Reconciliation between Humans and the Earth (New London, 
CT: Twenty-Third Publications, 1991), 43.
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ney worth taking, a journey into the truth. It will not always be 
easy or comfortable, but it will be rich and nourishing, exciting 
and adventurous, filled with the unknown and with unimagi-
nable discoveries. It will be a journey filled with glimpses of 
paradise. It is a path of liberation asking us to go all the way in; 
all the way into the truth, into the knowledge that we are born 
from Earth, that all the elements in our bodies were first in a 
star and every creation from the smallest insect to the largest 
galaxy have the same origin story. It is everyone’s story and this 
new discovery of ours has the possibility of forming us into a 
new kind of human, creating a world where the human lives in 
mutuality with all of life.




