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The Seven Jewel Centers of the Earth Mother

By Michael Miovic

Landing in America

I was having a cup of tea last summer with a friend of mine from India, when the conversation turned to the consciousness of matter and the future evolution of life on earth—just light chat such as one would expect at the annual meeting for Sri Aurobindo devotees in the United States.  In the spaces between her words, my attention drifted back and forth between the topic at hand and the view out the window of the majestic mist-shrouded evergreens of the Pacific Northwest.  The meeting was on the Olympic peninsula outside of Seattle, and there was something mystical about the towering forests and the rain and the cloud-blessed air, a mute resonance that drew one inwards and yet also out through the silently reverberating walls of the conference center into the respiring substance of the earth and trees and sky.  

“You know,” she said confidentially, lowering her voice as if to reveal the secrets of the place, “I had a most interesting experience in the Seattle airport on my way here.  I had been curious to see what would happen after the experience I told you about before, the one in New York.  Well, when I went down to collect my bags, I was surprised to find that everything, I mean the physical objects in the airport, was absolutely alive and conscious.  There were these beautiful big stones at certain spots, very nice rocks, and they were whispering messages.  And the metal around the conveyer belt, it was, well, marvelous, simply marvelous.  But the people didn’t notice.  They didn’t seem to feel how conscious matter is, and that was the sad thing.  You know, in this place matter speaks—but no one listens.  The United States is a strange place: here matter speaks, but no one listens.”

I took in this report with fascination, surprised but also not so.  I was not surprised to hear about Tacoma airport, for I had just had the same experience there as she, but I was surprised that our experiences matched so closely.  It made me consider that perhaps a whole series of so-called “subjective” experiences I have had over the past few years were more objective than I thought.  For indeed there was something extraordinary about the Seattle airport.  Much of it was new and very nicely decorated with Native American motifs, but beyond these architectural and artistic successes, the place was physically alive.  The rock and metal and cement of the airport seemed to be the tangible manifestation of some great, unseen, meditating Being whose infinite depths had been molded into visible and palpable substance.  As I reflected on this phenomenon, by way of contrast my memory associated to the more supra-physical experiences I had had in airplanes and airports in India—for instance, seeing Shiva, Vishnu and Brahma sleeping in the clouds over Calcutta, or basking in the motherly aura of the gentle Goddess who cradles me in her ethereal grace every time I pass through Bombay airport’s international transit lounge.  The most surprising of these encounters to me, because entirely new and unexpected, was when I landed in India for the first time in Madras, in 1993.  When I stepped off the plane into the humid night air, my awareness was immediately sucked up and out of my body into a vast witnessing consciousness overhead that was entirely untouched and unmoved by the fleeting illusion of time and space.  That was my first yogic peek at the Transcendent and from the vantage point of That, the whole world seemed far, far away, and quite unimportant.  

“But how to explain this?” my friend continued slowly, pulling me back from the supra-physical mysteries of Indian airports to the material base of American ones.  “It is really quite remarkable.  Ever since I have been coming to this country, I have had these unusual experiences.  I already told you about my first visit to New York, when I felt plunged into the tremendous energy of matter.  It was like touching the heart of some infinite Power, but in matter, completely in matter.  I suppose that is why this civilization is now leading the world; it was necessary for the evolution of consciousness.”  

Again her words brought up vivid memories of a similar experience, this time of landing at Kennedy airport about two years ago.  I was en route back from a conference in India, and all the way I was connected to a subliminal web of consciousness that bound the Indians together and seemed to constitute the unspoken essence of their culture, an enormously fertile sediment of millennial impressions from which burgeoned forth gods and goddesses and myths and a speechless communication that circulated among everyone onboard, stimulating words and glances and nods and silent gestures to an infallible rhythm.  Through this consciousness everyone on board was part of a single being who lived and breathed through hundreds of heads and limbs.  But as the plane approached New York, this subliminal web of awareness suddenly ruptured under the blazing torrent of a golden-yellow Light that radiated up from the ground far below us.  This American force was almost physically palpable, dense and penetrating like a spiritual X-ray that shot through matter and revealed its truth-nature.  As I looked around the cabin, curious to see if anyone else had noticed the change of atmosphere, I was surprised to find that many of the Indians now looked different.  Some seemed to age rapidly, their faces becoming drained as they developed dark circles under their eyes; these people wilted and withered when disconnected from the secure and sustaining but also limiting weft of India’s collective awareness.  But others came alive and their faces shone with new vigor.  Released from the invisible influence of India’s rich past, these souls were cut loose and set free to sink or swim alone in the vast flux of material creation.  Gone were the collective consciousness and telepathic connectedness of India, replaced by the exhilarating but also isolating and even terrifying force of Matter.  

Half an hour later I was down in the baggage claim, flummoxed by the spiritual-material power of the place.  I felt like I had just stepped into the mitochondrion of the world.   In my inner vision, I saw huge floods of golden-yellow energy emanating from the bosom of the earth and reaching for the sky.  All was unbridled Force, almost nuclear in quality, but joyful, harmonious, luminous, clean.  And every thing was awake—the tiles on the floor, the walls, the air-conditioning vents and ducts, the metal of the conveyor belts, the carpets, the cement, the long hallways, the baggage carts.  Every physical object was conscious and whispering of God’s presence.  I wandered around touching things in reverence and disbelief.  How could this be, I wondered?  All my life I had spent running off to India in search of spiritual revelations, and meanwhile a huge mass of them had been sitting right here in my backyard all along.  How could I have missed something so big and so obvious for so long?  I felt like an awestruck idiot, and suddenly knew by identity what it must feel like to be President Bush.

To make a long story short, that was the beginning of a new life for me, the day I first saw America as I suppose angels must: radiant and glorious, literally fulminating with God’s material force.  As I sat reflecting on all this and compared inner notes with my Indian friend, I began to wonder what Sri Aurobindo would have said of our experiences.  After the conference was over, my thoughts kept whirling around this question, and soon enough Sri Aurobindo answered, maybe because my mind-noise was disturbing the silence of Infinity.  One day when I was down in my basement, cleaning up the bookshelves, a copy of the The Hour of God happened to fall open at my feet.  I bent over to pick it up, and lo and behold here is what I saw.  I had read the passage before and never given it much attention, but now it lit up with multitudinous meaning. Indeed, I would say these are the seven most densely suggestive paragraphs ever written:

Seven times seven are the planes of the Supreme Goddess, the steps of ascent and descent of the Divine Transcendent and Universal Adya-shakti.

Above are the thrice seven supreme planes of Sat-Chit-Ananda; in between are the seven planes of the Divine Truth and Vastness, Mahad Brahma; below are the thrice seven steps of ascent and descent into this evolutionary world of the earth-existence.

These three gradations are successively Supermind or Truth-Mind, with its seven Suns; Life with its seven Lotuses; Earth with its seven Jewel-Centres.

The seven Lotuses are the seven cakras of the Tantric tradition, descending and ascending from Mind (Sahasradala, Ajna, Visuddha, Anahata) that take up Life through Life in Force (Manipura, Swadhisthana) down to Life involved in Matter (Muladhara).

All these Life-Centres are in themselves centres of Truth in Life even as the seven Suns are each a flaming heart of Truth in luminous Divine-Mind-Existence; but these lotuses have been veiled, closed, shut into their own occult energies by the Ignorance.  Hence the obscurity, falsehood, death, suffering of our existence.

The Jewel-Centres of the Earth Mother are seven luminous jewel-hearts of Truth in Substance; but they have been imprisoned in darkness, fossilised in immobility, veiled, closed, shut into their own occult energies by the hardness, darkness and inertia of the material Inconscience.

To liberate all these powers by the luminous and flaming descent of the Suns of the Supermind and the release of the eighth Sun of Truth hidden in the Earth, in the darkness of the Inconscience, in the cavern of Vala and his Panis, this is the first step towards the restoration of the Earth Mother to her own divinity and the earth-existence to its native light, truth, life and bliss of immaculate Ananda.








-- Sri Aurobindo

“The seven jewel centers of the Earth Mother.”  The phrase rung in me like church bells or a temple gong.  “Aha!” I thought, “the seven jewel centers must be the seven continents, and America must be one of the jewel centers.  And if that is so, then….” And my search was on.  From that moment forward, the preoccupying quest of my days became to figure out which jewel center America was, and which were the others.  I began to live with my son’s blue globe at my side, which neither he nor my wife appreciated, and the photo essays in National Geographic became of acute interest to me.  The study I have embarked upon is far from complete, but as I am impatient by nature and have a new baby coming in a week or two, I reckon I should record my initial impressions before changing diapers displaces writing as my chief pastime.  So, here they are:

Geo-Spiritual Organization of the Planet

What does Sri Aurobindo really mean by the phrase “jewel center”?  It is an interesting and significant choice of words.  He refers to the chakras of Tantric tradition as “lotuses,” blooming organic life-forms that connote an inner connection between the chakras of the individual being and the cosmically manifested vital plane of consciousness, or Life force.  In contrast, Sri Aurobindo carefully chooses the term “jewel” to describe the relationship between the corresponding energy-centers of the earth being and the Mahashakti’s cosmically manifested plane of conscious substance, or Matter.  Jewels are precious stones born of the earth, crystallizations of ores and silts and metals and other inorganic compounds that have been compressed and heated and kneaded by the earth to produce these remarkable gems of material substance.  Thus, the term “jewel center” suggests that these large centers of conscious energy in the earth-being are denser and more material, relatively less animate (though not unconscious) than the corresponding chakras in the human being already well known to us from the tradition of yoga.

This distinction becomes important when we try to map more precisely the geo-spiritual localization of the seven jewel centers of the Earth Mother.  For if we approached the jewel centers as primarily subtle phenomenon operating on the vital plane of consciousness, located in the subtle body as they are in the human instrument, then we might be tempted to look to the evolution and current character of various human cultures to define the regions of the planet that correspond to the jewel centers, because the human consciousness is currently the most evolved on the planet and therefore should express most clearly the occult truths and potentials of the Mahashakti.  However, Sri Aurobindo gives us an important clue to the contrary, and suggests that we begin our search for the jewel centers on the physical plane proper, in the very substance of the earth—for it is here in the densities of sand and stone and soil and water that the Mahashakti has buried her precious truth-treasures of Substance.  

If this interpretation is correct, then we must pay relatively more attention in our analysis to the physical zones or regions of the earth, and correlate the data from human culture back to the antecedent history of the earth-being, rather than vice versa.  That is, we must see how the Mahashakti’s truth-force resident in the substance of the land has acted as an attractor to organize the development of specific human cultural phenomenon in each place, rather than supposing it was the non-local power of human consciousness at each place that infused itself into and changed or even created the whole tenor of the earth within its range of influence.  I make this point because it is a yogic fact that the land and natural environment of every locale has a spiritual atmosphere that exudes a consciousness unique to that place, so naturally the question will arise as to which determines which, the consciousness of the people or that of the place.  In this essay, I will adopt the stance that the consciousness of place determines that of its inhabitants, although obviously there must be an interaction between these two poles of consciousness.  However, as the earth-being is vastly more ancient than the human being, and since thus far human beings have given little consideration to how the Mahashakti works through the earth-being, in the following pages I am going to emphasize the geo-spiritual perspective over others in order to make a didactic point.  Understanding the interaction effects among the seven jewel centers, the seven lotuses, and the seven Suns of the Supermind is a study for the future, after diaper-changing is done.  

Let me briefly illustrate the geo-spiritual perspective before proceeding to outline its details, as this way of understanding history may be novel to some readers.  The knowledge of yoga states that process of manifestation follows a sequence in which the supreme Mahashakti conceives of whatever is to be done on the summits of her supracosmic Being, and then casts this Will into the golden truth-movement of the Supermind.  This supramental formation is then translated downwards through the various gradations of the mental and vital planes of consciousness, until the manifestation is finally precipitated from the subtle physical plane into matter proper.  Along the way, the manifesting movement gathers increasing form and definition, as well as delimitation and possibly distortion, and it can be delayed, derailed, or even completely twisted into its opposite by the intermediate intervention of hostile powers, the forces of Falsehood, Death, Ignorance, and Inconscience that to humans seem anti-divine but in reality are part of the Divine’s total process for effectuating a progressively perfect manifestation.  Now, if we apply this sequence to the evolution of the world being, we would predict that those geo-spiritual zones of the planet that correspond to the higher planes of consciousness would receive descending inspirations from the Mahashakti earlier in history and manifest them first, at least in essence or as an evolutionary experiment, while places corresponding to the lower planes of consciousness would manifest them later but with greater stability and ultimate impact, making them established realities for the world-being.  So, the question we will ask now is: does the general history of human civilization conform to this pattern?

In a recent book that is quite interesting, Guns, Germs and Steel: The Fates of Human Societies, Jared Diamond marshals the data to explain why human civilization developed in some parts of the globe sooner than others.  The main thrust of his analysis is that whoever develops farming first will rise and propagate in the evolutionary order, because farming societies can produce enough surplus food to feed armies and specialists (inventors, artisans, priests, and political leaders), which in turn will give them the cultural and military power to dominate or destroy surrounding peoples who are still in the hunter-gatherer stage of development.  Without going into the fascinating details of this analysis here, let us simply examine the broad strokes from a geo-spiritual perspective.  Diamond notes that civilization first emerged in the Fertile Crescent, in what is now the Middle East, then quickly spread to China and India, followed by Europe, and only emerged in Africa later and the Americas much later.  For instance, if we track some cardinal markers of the rise of civilization, political states emerged in the Fertile Crescent in 3700 BCE, in China by 2000 BCE, in Greece by 900 BCE, and in Mesoamerica by 300 BCE.  Writing emerged in the Fertile Crescent in 3200 BCE, in China by 1300 BCE, in Greece by ?00 or so BCE, and in Mesoamerica by 600 BCE.  There are other indicators we could examine, such as the development of various tools and metals, but these follow the same general trends. 

Classifying this general sequence according to geo-spiritual zones reveals that human civilization arose and spread most rapidly in Eurasia, with Asia generally developing more rapidly than Europe until the last 500 years or so; then descended into Africa but never reached the degree of organization and centralized political control it did in Eurasia, for reasons that go beyond the scope of this essay; and lastly manifested in the Americas.  This order suggests that Eurasia corresponds to the Mind plane of consciousness, Africa the Life plane, and the Americas the Physical.  There are important modulations and complexities we need to consider later, but that is the canvass of the world-being painted in very broad strokes.  With that background, if we now trace how democracy manifested in the world historically and is continuing to unfold and spread to this day, the results are illuminating.  It goes without saying, of course, that democracy is a more sattwic form of government than monarchy or oligarchy, and is therefore more evolved; and that the spread of democracy around the world in the last two centuries, as well as the emergence of a fledgling prototype to some future world government in the current United Nations, reflect the incipient development of a world-consciousness in the human being.  What we are considering here is not whether this general trend is spiritual, as it obviously is, but the meaning of the sequence and the geo-spiritual process through which it emerged.  

Significantly, democracy was first arose in ancient India in the 6th century BCE, and the world’s first republic was Vaishali, in what is now Bihar.  Democracy then took a more defined mental form and structure in Athens in the 5th century BCE, briefly, only to perish and then re-emerge over two thousand years later in the Iroquois confederacy of the northeastern United States, just decades before European colonists from England fired that famous “shot heard round the world.”  The Euro-Americans actually molded parts of their Constitution after the Native American precursor, and subsequently the American model of democracy became the first bud of a new world-tree.  Democracy spread back through Europe into India and parts of Africa, and is now pushing to manifest in Russia, China, southeast Asia, and eventually even the Middle East.  Along the way, the manifestation began by stealing life-force from Africa in the form of slaves for the United States, as well as sacred land from the Native Americans; is still contending with the hostile resistance of asuric forces that stand behind communism and Islamic fundamentalism, and stood briefly but dangerously behind Hitler’s Nazi regime; and has yet to contend seriously with the less organized and intelligent but unfortunately effective apathetic resistance of vital chaos in Africa that leaves huge swaths of humanity victim to poverty, disease, and starvation.  Nonetheless, these deformations and delays notwithstanding, the overall pattern is clear: India, the world-soul, gave the first impulse towards democracy, Europe crystallized the inspiration into a first statement of the luminous Idea, and with Africa’s life-force supporting the manifestation from behind, America gave birth to democracy in the soil and substance of matter.  

This is exactly what Integral Yoga would predict: a manifestation that proceeds from Soul to Mind to Life to Matter, in that order, supported by the jewel centers of the Earth Mother according to her geo-spiritual organization.  Now skeptics will, of course point, out that there are purely physical reasons to account for the general timeline of civilization, and that there is no need to bring in fuzzy spiritual speculations for any of it.  For instance, Diamond has noted that civilization evolved more rapidly in Eurasia than in Africa or the Americas because of the east-west structure of the former as contrasted with the north-south structure of the later.  Since Europe, the Middle East, northern India, and China all lie within a small bandwidth of latitudes, crops and animals domesticated in the Fertile Crescent were easily diffused east and west across Eurasia as the climate zones were temperate and similar.  However, diffusing crops and animals along the north-south axis was more difficult, because of the greater change in climates, which posed a significant barrier to the spread of civilization in both Africa and the Americas.  

Yet while these physical factors obviously exist and account for the mechanics of history, they no more account for the meaningful phenomenon of collective consciousness than the mechanisms of anatomy and physiology account for individual consciousness, which we already know from contemporary non-local research is not caused solely by nor limited only to the operations of the physical brain.  Indeed, this precisely is why the case of democracy is so revealing.  For according to the materialist model, democracy should have arisen and propagated through Eurasia before coming to the Americas, because Eurasian civilization was so much more developed than the Americas were in every other regard.  But history presents us with contrary data: democracy manifested definitively in the life of the world-being in the northeastern United States, drawing on both native and non-native sources that arose independently of each other.  How to explain this?  We can, of course, dismiss it as a fluke of history and go back to the materialist model—and I have no objection to that stance if someone’s income depends on it or if fighting for the cause of materialism will keep them from a life clinical depression or crime.  However, if said person is financially secure and well occupied in life, may I suggest that there are larger, deeper, truer, and more beautiful ways to comprehend the world?  Let us rather be bold and ask why.  Why does this vast physical universe exist at all, and why is our little planet’s physical environment organized in the fashion it is?  For if there is indeed a Divine reality who created and has become all the infinite worlds of being and becoming, then we must assume It is developing planet earth according to Its inherent truth-power.  This is, I believe, what Sri Aurobindo is hinting at in the luminous passage we have been contemplating, and so let us now meditate further on the seven jewel centers of the great Earth Mother.

The Seven Jewel Centers

Although I could be mistaken, it seems to me that the seven jewel centers of the Earth Mother are the seven major continents of the planet, and that the jewel centers regulate on the macrocosmic scale of the earth-being the same functions of consciousness that the seven chakras coordinate on the microcosmic scale of the human being.  In Tables 1 and 2, I have summarized Sri Aurobindo’s descriptions of the seven lotuses (chakras) and tentatively correlated them with the seven jewel centers and with specific geo-spiritual regions of the world.  There are certainly potential problems with this proposed classification, but before we plunge into the thicket of those ambiguities, let us first suppose the general model is correct and see how the jewel centers have influenced the course and character of various human cultures.  We can then go back and examine said problems and questions.  

Table 1.  The Seven Jewel Centers of the Earth (proposed geo-spiritual correlations)

Chakra


Jewel Center

1.  Sahasradala

Maha-Asia

2.  Ajna


Maha-Europa

3.  Visuddha


Maha-Asiatica minoris

4.  Anahata


Maha-Africa

-     [Chaitya Purusha]

[Maha-Bharat, India]

5.  Manipura


? South Pacific

6.  Svadisthana

? Micronesia and Polynesia

7.  Muladhara


Maha-America

 -    [Subconscient]

Maha-Australia

 -    [Inconscient]

? Maha-Antarctica

[Table 2 appended at end of text]

To begin with, everything about India, Maha-Bharat, points to her role as the psychic center for the world-being.  Standing to the east of the world-heart that is Africa, and abutting the Sahasradala jewel center that is Asia proper, India is at once the opening to the inmost soul within and to the transcendent Infinite above.  Hence the profundity of her spiritual traditions, the intuitive subtlety of her creative arts, and her superabundance of mystics and yogis.  We hear the Eternal and the Absolute reverberating through her Vedic hymns, contemplate it in her Upanishads and her Gita, see it in her extraordinary profusion of temples and shrines, meet it constantly in the other-worldly élan of her creative arts, feel it in the expansive resonance of her vocal music and meditative mood of her myriad ragas, are reminded of it daily in her living mass of myths, indeed cannot escape it on any side.  India is a living cauldron of religious diversity and spiritual practice.  She now calls herself secular, and is so in outer law, but her inner bent is entirely spiritual.  The Middle East can scarcely contain the impact of two great teachers from its past, Christ and Mohamed, while India has had so many that she has stopped counting and yet still manages to avoid complete social meltdown.  India has her great Vedic rishis, her ten Avatars including Krishna and Buddha, her countless litany of saints and sages, her guru in every hamlet and village, has given birth to Hinduism, Buddhism, Jainism, and Sikkhism as well, plus imported Islam, Christianity, Judaism, and Zoroastrianism to boot.  She has shrines to some god or goddess or saint or sage on every corner, and one can scarcely find a public or private office on the subcontinent that does not boast a garland to one sacred image or other.  In any other country in the world, such religious proclivity and diversity would not have been compatible with either peace or democracy, and yet somehow India manages to maintain both against all odds.  Of course she has her constant smoldering religious tensions and the Indo-Pakistan problem, plus the occasional riot or massacre, but that is inevitable given human nature and India contains these relatively well in the grand scheme of things.  Furthermore, by virtue of her soul-nature, India has intimate access to all the inner planes and parts of the world being, hence the size and complexity of her social structure, the protean diversity of both her eco-system and her anthro-system, the plethora of paths she has explored in art and thought, the alacrity with which she can absorb and master any line of cultural effort if she so chooses, her enormous richness of color and wealth of detail.  One could go on almost ad infinitum about her myriad gifts and endowments, including her rising influence as an economic and political force in the world today, but we must stay focused here on only the most essential trait of India, that which distinctly sets her apart from the rest, and this is her characteristic spiritual atmosphere.  

Palpable everywhere in India but explicable nowhere is her opening to the Infinite that is sublime and unique, sui generis.  Whether one is communing with the Absolute in the rustic simplicity of Arunachala or breathing in the Infinite in the midst of a traffic jam in Bangalore, the touch of the Transcendent tingles always in her supra-rational breast and the breath of Lord is abroad upon the waters of her soul.  It is this honeyed amrita that attracts so many foreign visitors and seekers to her teeming chaos of spiritual activity, like bees homing to the mother-hive, and this is the perfumed mystique that enchants the lover of mysteries like an intoxicating jasmine for the seeking soul.  The whole Indian subcontinent is one gigantic meditation chamber, one endless reflection on unity in diversity, and it is only because of this supernatural power that the great Maha-Bharat is able also to carry the burden of her staggering mundane problems.  For the call of the Infinite is both a blessing and a curse—a blessing when one is open and plastic to the enchantment of Krishna’s blue-hued fluting, but a curse if one is not willing or able to bear the transformative stress of the Avatar’s labor in the world.  The lower human parts cannot always live at such a divine intensity, cannot sustain such an extraordinary charge, and they resist. Thus it is that India carries, too, all the essential knots of darkness, ignorance, and resistance that are disseminated throughout the vast web of the world being.  Thence her monumental social problems, her enormous apathetic inertia, her incredible chaos and backward stupidities, her demoralizing corruptions and disheartening population pressures, her baffling mix of the sublime and the sordid all cast together in a glowing garbage can.  She is everything at once, all positive and negative tendencies summed into a phantasmal zero—a zero that is at once the eternal hush and the all-seeing silence of Infinity, as well as the crushing Void of abysmal nothingness.  Whatever problem is to be worked out in the world being must first be solved in the inscrutable soul of Mother India, and yet so often Maha-Bharat seems only to amplify the riddle of existence rather than answer it.

The role of Europe, on the other hand, is quite different but also quite clear.  Maha-Europa is the ajna jewel center of the world, the center of mental will and vision who organizes the down-streaming luminous Idea and promulgates the reign of Reason in thought, life and action.  We see this patently in the whole culture and temper of ancient Greece, the first flowering of European civilization, and all that Hellas conceived and cast into the field of manifestation has since been achieved or is on its way to fulfillment in the larger life of humanity.  Science, reason, and mental culture have come to dominate not only most of Europe by now, but also much of the world.  The democracy of Athens is now the standard of government almost everywhere on the planet, and if not yet completely achieved is at least recognized as the goal.  Technology and invention have been pushed to heights and extremes extraordinary, and the great civic structure pioneered in Rome has now been replicated in the infrastructure and bureaucracy of the entire developed and developing world.  The Catholic Church, whose seat stands less than a mile down the road from the former center of the Roman Empire, is the largest centrally organized religion in the world and exerts her enormous power not through military force, but through controlling thought and idea.  And even those branches of Christianity that disagree with Catholic dogma and have split off to form myriad other churches, are yet simply working out different interpretations and permutations of the single, central and guiding Idea of Christ as Savior.  Also, the humanistic ideal of the European renaissance, which is based on the development of the individual mental identity and being, has become the minimum acceptable standard for educated humanity across the globe, and one hardly need comment on the ascendancy of modern science through the European Enlightenment.  We hear, too, the world-mind expressing herself beautifully in the orchestrated structure and measured proportions of European classical music, feel it in the neatly defined movements of dances such as ballet and waltz and even Irish step dancing.  Nor is this mental quality absent from her more contemporary music, for we still find it in the uplifting mental élan of Yanni’s instrumental compositions, as well in the well-built structure and order of a classic Beatles’ tune.  Or even compare the two great guitar gods of heavy metal, Jimmy Page and Jimi Hendrix, the European and the American.  Whereas the former is a wizard of speed, precision, energy, and execution, the latter is a genius of the thicker, sloppier, and more material possibilities of sound as raw substance.  And again we see the same responsiveness to the mental plane of consciousness in all European architecture and visual arts, as much in her gloriously conceived and organized Gothic cathedrals as in her various schools of painting past and present.  Who but the Europeans could have concocted the trick of a spatial recession point and conformed all painting to that mental rule, only then to abolish representational realism altogether and elope with the geometrical abstractions of cubism, the mind-trips of surrealism, and the mathematics of minimalism?  

Compare, for example, how the visual interplay between abstraction and representation has been handled differently in China and Europe.  Whereas the great Sung and Zen painters of ancient China contemplated the profound balance between form and no-form in their representational abstractions, the European mentality felt compelled to make a choice between representation and abstraction, because the very nature of mental intelligence is to analyze and divide.  Apart from the somewhat Asiatic genius we see in a late Cezanne watercolor or the meditative feast of Monet’s last water lillies, European painting pursues a single idea rather than a higher mental vision of synthesis and harmony.  It promulgates realism, impressionism, cubism, abstractionism, minimalism—but it cannot hold all these motives together at the same time, in the same brush stroke, as the Asian Zen painters did in essence.  This is not to say that European art is inferior, only that its inspiration flows from the ajna rather than the sahasradala chakra, because Europeans live in the ajna jewel center of the world.  And we can observe, too, how the transformational stress of the ajna center has lead Europeans at times to deform or mistranslate the powers and glories of this plane of consciousness.  Hence Europe’s remarkable capacity to organize but also dominate and exploit the globe in the last five centuries, her empirical tendencies from Alexander to the British Empire, and also her constant internal divisions and disputes, her continual conflicts and competitions among separate nation-states that are just now beginning to abate.  If Europe has given us the glory of ideas gone right, she has also given us the nightmare of ideas gone hideously wrong, as in Hitler’s fascism and Stalin’s communism.  She has recently set out to unify her disparate parts into a cohesive European Union, and if accomplished that will certainly be an excellent prognostic sign for the world being, for when the Mind is organized and focused on manifesting a single Ideal, its power of manifestation is formidable.

The Asian jewel center, in contrast, opens to the planes of consciousness above the reasoning intelligence, and hence the Asian proclivity for inwardness, reserve, contemplation, and supra-rational philosophy.  The Western world often mistakes this discipline for a heartless calculating mentality, but it is not so, at least not when expressed positively rather than in a deformed manifestation stimulated by transformational stress.  In essence, the diverse cultures of Maha-Asia are all more inwardly awake, subtle, non-material, supra-rational than the outwardly directed mind and heart of Europe and Africa, and the sheer physicality of the Americas.  But Maha-Asia is vast and complex, and her manifestation is hierarchically graded according to the various levels and planes of the inner consciousness.  To the north of India, she opens to the sahasradala influence, ascending from the higher mental influence to the illumined and intuitive mind as one progresses northwards.  The first great tier in this progression is China, and hence the relative ease with which China takes to higher mental disciplines of all sorts.  She took up the discipline of civilization early and easily, developed a Confucian ethic that is more explicitly founded on a higher moral reasoning than the rule-based fiats of the Middle East (as in Hammurabi’s code and Moses’s commandments), grew art and empire characterized by balance and discipline.  Her early painting masterpieces invariably show balance, discipline, grace, a turn towards contemplation and the delicate touch.  If Europe turned towards realism and a mentally accurate depiction of the outer world of nature and humanity, China turned grasped something more inward and essential, the inner feeling of nature and cosmos.  She contemplated the balance of yin and yang in all things, swiftly appreciated the value of silence and emptiness, achieved masterpieces of monochrome abstraction that Europe took another thousand years to discover and still has not done as well.  She brought this same subtlety to medicine and the martial arts, tracing out the pranic web of acupuncture meridians on the one hand and developing the meditative arts of kung fu and Tai Chi on the other.  Note how much more subtle and refined traditional Chinese medicine is from the coarseness of European humoral theory and its first sallies into gross anatomy; and how vastly different Chinese martial arts are in shape and spirit from the grosser forms of European wrestling or boxing.

One finds the same sense of discipline and awareness in the Chinese attention to etiquette and maintaining social face, reads of it in her prodigious history of science and invention prior to the European expansion, meets it everywhere in her spiritual philosophy.  Whereas Taoist and Buddhist plunged immediately into the mysterious balance between Form and Void, Europe clung the more obvious and outer ground of logic and reason.  European philosophy devolves so quickly into a mere mental gymnastic, a ratiocinative argument, into a play of ideas and abstractions and information.  After it lost its connection with life following the decline of ancient Greece, it became more and more a mental exercise and less and less a method of spiritual insight and self-cultivation.  Whatever remnants of this spiritual relevance were still present during the European middle ages, relaxed during the renaissance into a mere celebration of humanism, and then perished in the Enlightenment and afterwards, when exploration was turned over to science and insight to psychology.  Although Europe did produce a small handful of German idealists and French existentialists who cared about the life of Spirit or the existential dilemmas of the human condition, still this became a minor influence and not the deep and rich and sustaining force that Asian Buddhism was and still is.  Especially French existentialism and later post-modernism and deconstructionism are almost risible things; they babble about existence and nothingness and the insufficiency of reason, but of what use is all this intellectual noise, other than to smoke gitanes and sip coffee on the left bank, or provide some intrigue and superficial change in the staid order of academia?  The whole lot of it is not worth one ounce of Buddhist meditation, which long ago moved beyond the insufficiency of reason to cultivate a higher and deeper awareness and apply it to all life, thought, feeling and action.

There are, I suspect, ascending gradations of the sahasradala influence as one moves northward in the Asian jewel center, although my knowledge of the region is too poor to substantiate this assertion.  For instance, I recently saw a film about life on the plains of Mongolia, The Weeping Camel, that powerfully expresses a golden light of some higher plane, but which one I cannot yet tell.  The story is lovely, about a mother camel who rejects her calf, which poses an acute problem for a nomadic people who rely on their camels for survival.  The crisis is ultimately resolved through a beautiful ceremony when the village brings in a musician to perform a healing ritual for the mother and calf.  The music and song are simple yet intensely penetrating, essentially a mantric chanting that achieves the needed healing effect.  Yet the song and sound evoke not the infinite reverberation of India’s Vedic chants, rather a very clear, high, pure, precise, golden light from the illumined mind or perhaps above.  It would be a fascinating yogic study to clarify how the consciousness is modulated and distributed as one moves northward through Japan, Korea and Siberia, and compare that to the consciousness of, say, southern China and Thailand.  However, I think it is already safe to say that the subtlety and refinement of the north Asian intelligence is not just a thing of the past that we see only in Japanese art and Zen Buddhism, but is still very much alive today.  

Take as an example the automobile, a quotidian item we would not normally call spiritual but which yet is so from the geo-spiritual perspective.  See how light and responsive and well-designed is the Japanese and now Korean automobile: it performs and endures and can even be large and luxurious, but it is never heavy, massive, coarse, or stiff either in conception or function; its lines are light and graceful, its engine excellent, its quality outstanding.  The American automobile, in contrast, is just the opposite: large, heavy, massive, crude.  Its claim to fame is neither design nor quality nor elegance, but sheer size and quantity of production and consumption; it is a material statement about huge volumes of steel and rubber rolling across a huge expanse of road and land.  And, finally, the European automobile stands somewhere between the Asian and the American in form and function.  It has, or can have if it is not a cheap Fiat or Yugo, concept and design and high-performance, but the shape is always a little heavier than the Asian, the suspension usually stiffer, the net effect less a synthesis of both elegance and performance and more an elaboration of a single idea carried to its logical completion.  Thus we get the air suspension of Citroen, the speed of BMW or Porsche, the safety of Volvo, the class and durability of Mercedes, the luxury of Jaguar, the lovable character of the VW Beetle, and so on.  The European car can beat the Asian on any single parameter of form or function, but the Asian is better at blending multiple parameters together to form a synthetic whole.  This is the modern equivalent of the older difference between the Japanese and the European sword: the samurai’s blade was a piece of deadly artwork, an instrument of death honed to elegant perfection, whereas the medieval European knight carried a heavier, more monolithic thing—perhaps in certain situations more powerful and effective, but in others cumbersome and in any case neither as versatile nor as unnervingly beautiful.

But if the consciousness can be impressively subtle and delicate and synthetic in northern Asia, there is a potential danger in not translating correctly the evolutionary demand of this higher vision and way of being.  For just as much as the power of mastering thought and life grows as one ascends above the reasoning mind into the supra-rational consciousness, so too does the possibility of misapplication and misuse of this power, which can produce over-control and domination of mind and heart and life.  This tendency is also evident in the region, most notably in the phenomenon of communism.  It is a significant historical fact that communist rule arose and thrived mostly northern latitudes and/or Asian cultures.  Communist rule originated Russia, the northernmost portion of Europe, and spread then to China and North Korea.  It made strong forays into Cambodian and Vietnam which, while southern, are Asian and thus share in the general Asian capacity for discipline and control, though not as thoroughly and completely as in the north.  Communist government suffers from an excess of control and crushes free thought, free speech, free feeling, and free living.  It easily falls prey to asuric influences, which thrive on control and domination and suppression of all that expresses the psychic light and liberty in life.  And even Japan, which was never communist, still exercised a powerful capacity for empire building and control, first through its monarchical power grab in World War II and then its economic might in the second half of the century.  We also see various examples of pronounced social control in the recent Chinese method of stopping population growth, as well as in the suffocating expectations of Japanese society that can make suicide seem preferable to perceived failure.  Not surprisingly, sometimes the vital reacts or even rebels against too much social control, and thus we get the amiable humor and occasional eccentricity of Mongolians (which I greatly enjoy), or the rash and extravagant excesses of Koreans, which can range from threatening the life of an Olympic athlete out of national pride (as in the recent case of the American speed skater, Apollo Ono), to the hyperbolic psychodrama of the North Korean government it its dealings with the world.  Finally, we must also class under this heading the heavy drinking of Japanese businessmen, their sex vacations in Thailand and southeast Asia, the laxity of Thai and other southeast Asian sex workers who provide the services, and even the occasional Buddhist monk who lights him or herself on fire in social protest against domineering governments. 

Another phenomenon of note related to the transformational stress induced by constant sahasradala influence, is the prevalence of heavy drinking across northernmost Europe (Scandinavia and Russia) and northern Asia, which I think reflects both outer and inner factors at play.  As well as easing the boredom of long, dark winters and managing the burdens of social pressure, the northern proclivity for the bottle may be an attempt to dull the constant descent of the higher consciousness from above.  Alcohol is a sedative and therefore numbs the nerves; it turns off the relentless downpour of supra-rational light from above, stops the constant demand for heightened perception, allows one to feel the ground again and just be human.  In this regard, it is quite fascinating that the preferred indigenous drugs of South America, which represents the most physical and even Inconscient portion of the world’s muladhara chakra, were cocaine and other stimulants in mate (tea).  This may well have arisen from the need to overcome tamas, inertia, dormancy, immobility, all in the physical that is slow to awake or change or hold the higher light.  If India did not traditionally develop such a prominent dependence on pharmacological strategies for managing the transformative stress of her enormous spiritual forces, she is developing them now under the influence of Westernization and the uncomfortable shifting of her social structure, and this fact conversely suggests that there was something in her social structure of old that substituted for the pharmacological function.  I defer to my Indian colleagues to weigh the relative merits of this possibility, but it is interesting to consider for a moment or two.  Maybe it was the comfort with chaos that gave traditional Indian society the breathing space needed to manage the vast influx of spiritual forces into her being, and to feel comfortable with a supra-rational order when needed--a sort of socially induced dissociative state, if you will, call it cultural ketamine to cope with the constant call of the Infinite.  

For instance, it is remarkable how different a Hindu temple is both structurally and functionally from most other religious shrines in the world.  Most churches and mosques and shrines or other places of worship are designed to organize and concentrate attention around a focal point in the center, whereas the full-scale Hindu temple is like a sprawling galaxy of contemplation spinning almost, but not quite, out of control.  There is an overall plan and a central deity or “message” in there somewhere, but numerous smaller deities and messages along the way that are likely to sidetrack or even consume one completely.  We find people wandering hither and thither doing odd, personal rituals in myriad states of consciousness ranging from sluggish to ecstatic, and if one priest is leading a group yagna to some god here, another is chanting out mantras to some other idol over there.  One gets both physically and mentally lost in the slow-motion strobe light effect of walking between stretches of blazing day and wombs of ancient darkness as one wanders the temple compound, and soon one’s whole consciousness is resonating expansively through the maze of corridors and pillars and infinite echoes of repeating shapes and forms that are yet never quite the same if examined closely.  The whole experience of the place is decentralized and discursive, as if it were conceived in trance and designed to induce meditation.  Like the endless permutations of the Indian raga or myth, it dissolves the mind’s neat, little grip on so-called “reality” and makes the pharmacological manipulation of consciousness entirely unnecessary.  

Whatever the value or error of these last speculations, I think the overall tendencies of northern Asia can already be seen, and therefore I suspect that southeast Asia represents lower gradations of consciousness, such as the inner heart and vital.  I do not yet know exactly how to class this region of the globe in terms of the seven jewel centers, but it seems fairly clear that there is a gentler, more relaxed and friendly feel to the land and people as one moves southwards through Asia into Thailand and Vietnam, and that the environment and culture become frankly sensuous in Bali, New Guinea, and the Micronesia/Polynesia region.  This would suggest that the Micronesian and Polynesian island system might represent the svadisthana jewel center of the earth, which would fit from a geo-spiritual perspective in as much as cartographically the islands look like so many seeds or ova.  Where exactly the manipura jewel center lies is still unclear to me, although my current hunch is the South Pacific (perhaps Borneo and New Guinea?), as a few clues point in that direction, among them the vital lushness of the environment there, the frequency of earthquakes and volcanoes and tsunamis in the region (including the recent one that was so fatal), the geological and geographic similarities with Meso-America and the Caribbean islands (which, as I shall explain later, pertain to the manipura zone of Maha-America), and perhaps the occult significance of the epic battle for control of the South Pacific between Japan and the United States in World War II.  But I am still confused about where to draw the lines of distinction, if any, within southeast Asia, Micronesia/Polynesia, and the rest of the South Pacific, and alternatively it is possible that there are gradations of the central and lower vital consciousness expressed within sub-equatorial Africa as one proceeds progressively southward.  Because of these ambiguities, and to stimulate the vital power of the world-being to reveal herself, I hereby offer a prize of $100 to whomever can locate, differentiate, and characterize fully the manipura and svadisthana jewel centers of the world.  Voila--nothing like money and competition to stir up the vital.

Nonetheless, I do have an initial impression that Australia represents an inflection into the subconscious.  The main evidence for this is that Australia harbors many of the oldest specimens of flora and fauna on the planet, and that her aboriginal peoples maintained the most rudimentary level of civilization of any major geo-spiritual zone on the planet until they were taken over recently by European colonization.  The aboriginal focus on “dreamtime” in their spiritual practice strongly suggests an opening to the sleep-consciousness and the subconscious, and if this general fixing of the function of Maha-Australia is correct, then that would explain some of the incidental data of her modern history that might otherwise seem insignificant.  These include the deposition of a large number of European criminals on her shores in the initial phases of her colonization, precisely where one would expect the bad habits and anti-evolutionary tendencies of civilization to sediment and collect; the persisting rustic habits and traits of her European settlers to this day; and even the odd phenomenon of the Bee Gees, Australia’s first international super-group, whose music is the archetypical evocation of the surreal and dreamlike environment of the modern disco with its flashing strobe lights and ephemeral assemblage of strangers and gyrating bodies trading seductive ecstasies in the night--all that strange melee and mélange of experience that seems more from dream-life than real life.

Yet let us return to Asia proper, for we have still to address that critical zone of her geo-spiritual organization that stands halfway between Europe and Asia proper, the Middle East.  Both this location as well as a wealth of data from the human history of this region suggest that Maha-Asiatica minoris is the throat chakra for the world, the jewel center that receives the upwelling emotions of the heart and the descending revelations from the mind, and casts them into the revealing Word, the significant Action, the organized Expression.  This jewel center corresponds to what Sri Aurobindo calls the externalizing mind and not surprisingly, we find this function written everywhere in the history of its inhabitants.  The first organized expression of human civilization arose in Mesopotamia, the first script was written in Sumer, the first monotheistic religion was voiced on the southern border of this zone (Aknaten’s worship of the Sun in ancient Egypt), the first written legal code was promulgated here by Hamurabi, Moses gave his ten commandments from here, and three of the world’s five great religious traditions took birth on almost the same spot of land—Judaism, Christianity, and Islam.  Each of these religious traditions is rich in the study of the Word, each has voiced its distinct character and fought to impose its will on the others, and each is still vying to this day over who shall really control the Middle East.  Islam carried the visual depiction of the Word to artistic heights unmatched anywhere else in the world, with her splendid calligraphy on paper and stone, and there are strong and deep traditions of poetry and singing throughout Persia and the Middle East.  Judaism is rich in the tradition of verbal debate and self-expression, which has given to modern Israeli culture its cacophonous quality and heightened affective charge and has also, through the Jewish diaspora, given the world a wealth of musicians, writers, and lawyers.  Yiddish is thick with the tradition of storytelling, and we can even discern the telltale signature of the visuddha influence in the proverbial Jewish mother, who through the fine art of nagging is able to control the uncontrollable nature of children.  Indeed, the whole theme of guilt and control, the said and unsaid, in Jewish cultural history is a problematic of the visuddha plane of consciousness.  For guilt induces silence in speech and action, retention of the thought and word and inhibition of the impulse to act, and so is it any surprise that we see this constellation of concerns worked out so obsessively in the religious traditions of both Judaism and its child, Christianity?  And who but a Jewish doctor could have concocted the arcane discipline of psychoanalysis, with its brooding on the unsaid and unsayable secrets of fantasy that unconsciously impel the neurotic action, that render the controlled façade of civilized life uncontrollable?  Finally, we also hear the peculiarly penetrating timber of the human voice expressed variously in the cultures of Asia minor.  For instance, spoken Hebrew and Arabic are thick with guttural sounds, middle eastern music has a love of droning sounds that palpably mimics the vibrations of the vocal chords, and five times daily the muzzein’s haunting voice calls Muslims to prayer—to speak the word of God and align one’s action with the will of the Almighty.  

Conversely, the difficulties of the evolutionary process in the Middle East have been so loudly trumpeted on the world stage from antiquity to the present day, that they need little explanation here.  The history of Judaism has been an extended essay on the problem of powerlessness, of persecution at the hands of Egyptians, Romans, Europeans, and Muslims in turn, and if modern Israel is so determined to speak her voice and assert her will today, it is because of this history.  The early Christians were also persecuted and fled to Europe, only to return during the Middle Ages to fight for control of Jerusalem with Islam, and as for the occasional excesses and downsides of the latter, well, need we say anything at all on that subject today?  Terrorism, fundamentalism, oppression of women, dictators and autocrats, sulking sultans and the global gambit over oil--these are all examples of wrong will translated into wrong speech and action, of narrow-minded rigid ideas restricting growth, obstructing evolution, suppressing free thought and feeling and action, dominating life.  Thus the wheel of history turns, and plus ca change, plus c’est la meme chose, for the central knot in the evolution of the world-being today is still in the Middle East.  Between the Israel-Palestine conflict, the American invasion of Iraq, and now the rising nuclear threat in Iran, the clutch of Darkness around the world-throat is so tight that the world-being can scarcely breathe.  Even liberal Israel has the habit of democratically electing dominating leaders, and if we could sum up the general tenor of geo-spiritual discourse in the region, it is the story of many conflicting agendas vying for control over the rest, of many disharmonious voices drowning out the sound of the One.  And what more hyper-real symbolical enactment could there be for dark-throated Shiva swallowing the poison of the world, than the huge glut of black oil that has lodged in the world-throat of the Middle East?

Maha-Africa, in contrast, is of a completely different character and quality from her sisters to the north and east.  If Maha-Europa and Maha-Asia together command the many different planes and parts of the Mind, Maha-Africa is all of and about the Heart.  Her passion is for the human scale, the human feeling, the human touch, the heart-felt warmth and bond of affection and connection, the many-sided pulse of the great circle of life.  Other than her early Egyptian dynasties in the northeast, where she takes on some of the geo-spiritual influence of the Middle East, Africa has never been a builder of great empires and civilizations because such hierarchy and compression of emotion to utilitarian ends runs counter to her whole genius.  She is not interested in vertical structures, but in circles and the flow of feeling.  She is rich in villages, clans, tribes, drumming circles, singing circles, social circles, migrations of animals and the circle of life, in local life and color and the celebratory mood and circumstance.  Her peoples when at their best are joyful and big-hearted, friendly and warm, emotionally expressive whether happy or sad, easily given to song and dance and all that celebrates life.  Her creative arts mostly avoid geometry, because it is too defined and mental to express the human heart, and instead seize on the irregular shape, the organic element, the loose conjunction with limbs akimbo, the natural shape and texture, all that is full of emotional memory and association and human experience and meaning.  Africa’s runners (or African emigrants and descendants) routinely rank among the best in the world, as if their whole circulatory system pulses to the giant heartbeat of Maha-Africa; and, conversely, in America at least African descendents are disproportionately prone to cardiovascular diseases such as hypertension, myocardial infarction, and heart failure, as if the African body is especially sensitive to the illnesses of the heart.  I have often observed a rose-red color in the subtle aura of Africans and African-Americans, as well as in pictures of the landscapes of Africa, and all this accords with the hypothesis that Maha-Africa is the heart chakra of the world.

Africa is also famous for her musical traditions, and this reputation is well earned.  I certainly know little of the vast ethno-musicology of Africa, but whatever I have heard is always emotionally stirring.  I like especially some of Africa’s contemporary Christian choirs, not only because they are intrinsically excellent, but also because they highlight by contrast how different the African expression of Christian feeling is from the European.  The African voice almost invariably expresses a depth and delicacy of human emotion that to me seems well suited to conveying the enormous world-love of Jesus the Christ.  Soft, soothing, sweet, and melodious, the African voice is exquisitely full of the inflections of the heart.  What one hears in European Christmas carols—such as “Silent Night” or “Joy to the World”—is certainly beautiful and uplifting, but the inspiration is actually that of the Idea of Christ the savior being born on earth.  One feels a descent of peace or joy from above that illuminates the mental body and touches the heart only as a result of that beautiful mental formation of radiant Glory, and yet there is so much in the Christ’s teaching and character that appeals directly the heart proper.  In contrast, when an African choir sings of the baby Jesus, one feels all of this divine emotion, the heart is filled to the brim with the immense tenderness and joy of holding the Son of God in one’s hands as a human baby.  One feels that the Divine has literally taken birth on earth, among us, as one who feels our human pangs and travails.  Likewise when an African choir sings for help and salvation, it is a cry straight from the heart to the divine Parent.  Frank, forthright, deep, and true, it is pure emotion turned to the right goal and felt in the right way. 

Of course, as with every jewel center of the earth being, Maha-Africa, too, still finds herself “imprisoned in darkness, fossilised in immobility, veiled, closed, shut into [her] occult energies by the hardness, darkness and inertia of the material Inconscience,” to quote Sri Aurobindo’s telling words.  For if human beings suffer poverty and strife in all parts of the world today, the scale and cruelty of such suffering in Africa is extreme.  She has suffered slavery and foreign conquest and exploitation.  She has suffered constant internecine warfare and tribal conflict that has butchered millions.  She has suffered entirely preventable privations and starvations that reduce the value of human life to zero.  She is ridden with diseases and infestations enough to destroy the human race many times over, and if the viral and microbial nightmares of her heart of darkness are ever unleashed on the world, the results will be a ghoulish.  She has whole countries nearly condemned to die of AIDS, and perhaps more to come.  She has corruption and brutal clannish violence enough to retard her political and economic development by centuries.  And saddest of all, she is so impoverished that today Africans are wreaking on each other savageries and parasitical exploitations that equal or surpass in scope and consequence everything that European and Arab invaders did to her in centuries past.  Maha-Africa is the ancestral home of homo sapiens and thus pumps the primordial life-blood that flows through the now far-flung human family, but if Africa is the heart of the world, she is also a very broken heart and the miserable humanitarian crisis there today is the greatest proof of human heartlessness anywhere on the planet.  Unless we find it in our collective heart to help each other, and to help Africa help herself, our species may well end there, too.

Yet whether we succeed or fail in that global mission may well depend ultimately on the response of the world-body, Maha-America.  For even if Maha-Bharat arises renewed with a fresh adesh from the Infinite to inspire our quest and gives us a new darshan of the Supreme to envision the coming cycle of creation, and even if Maha-Asia and Maha-Europa successfully shape this descending revelation into the needed intuitions and mind-forms to envision and organize that luminous Future, and even if Maha-Africa raises up her mighty heart in response to the call and inspires the manipura and svadisthana centers of the world to throw their great Life force behind the collective effort, still we must have the cooperation of the Americas in order for the world-aspiration to reach fruition.  For Maha-America is the very soil and substance in which the World Tree grows, and unless we have the blessing of her sacred land, the great Earth Mother shall not disclose her secret divinity nor give birth to God’s dreams in matter.  Every native American tribe and civilization from Alaska to the tip of Chile, and from times immemorial to the present day, has worshipped the earth and found in Nature the highest and deepest spiritual truths, and this because the land of the Americas is, in fact, sacred.  If the Americas have produced so few temples and even fewer sacred texts, it is because Maha-America has less need for them.  Her rocks and trees and waters and winds and skies are all spiritual statements, intensely alive and expressive of the Divine.  Her cathedrals are the grand mountains and canyons, her sermons the sunrise and sunset, her alters the vast plains and prairies, her mantras the sounds of birds and breezes, her shastras the silent teachings of forest and lake, her ablutions the movements of rain and rivers and oceans, her revelations the statements of thunder and lightning, her grace the charms of sunshine and flowers, her mysteries the depths of rain forests and jungles, her ecstasies the purity of ice drifts and deserts, her gifts of the Spirit the boons of the Earth.  She is in love with matter, with substance, with all things physical, and she is absolutely certain that these are divine.  She has no objection to the supernal thrall of the heavens beyond, but she knows with the ancient yet ever-youthful wisdom of her body that the heavens here are greater and more beautiful still.  Even departed souls are lured back from the brink of liberation to haunt her intoxicating glens and vales, and even angels yearn to feel the sweetness of her physical embrace.  For nothing in the end glorifies God’s grace and power more palpably than the earthen majesty of Maha-America’s golden limbs.  

There is so much from the art and history of American cultures that reveals this muladhara function of Maha-America.  Look, for example, at the pyramids of Peru or Mexico and compare these with those of Egypt, or Asia’s temples.  Native American architecture is always down-to-earth, relatively simple in conception and coarse in execution, at least in comparison to work from elsewhere at a similar stage of civilization.  The stones are rough-hewn, the angles imperfect, the workmanship unrefined, the esthetic earthbound rather than grand or sublime.  The whole charm is in the texture and character of the stone, the structure’s connection with nature and the earth, the way the pyramid fits into the surrounding ecosystem.  We see this in the land-conforming terraces of Machu-Pichu in Peru, the way the entire city hugs the mountaintop, large and simple like a splendid piece of Inca jewelry draped around the granite neck of a goddess.  We see it, too, in the exquisite Mayan temples of Palenque that so gently mold themselves to the topography of the hills and seem to grow out of the spirit of the jungle rather than to defy or suppress it.  Formidable occult energies still keep their immortal vigil over this sanctum sanctorum of the Americas, and one can still feel the presence here of the overmental Gods and Goddesses of Tantra, but the form of the manifestation and the spirit of the place are entirely American.  Palenque has not the lucid clarity and mental perfection of the Parthenon or Delphi nor the spare and all-seeing occult gaze of Dharamsala, but what she cedes uncontested to the mental perfections of these other Tantric masterpieces, she makes up for with the fullness of her body and the perfume of her natural aroma.  In Palenque, all of the nature spirits cooperate with the overmental manifestation of the place, and even the grasses and fields of corn at her feet yearn for the Gods and grow full of their presence.  The crying of howler monkeys in the jungle, the secret scripts scrawled in moss and tree bark like hallucinogenic revelations, the expressive shades and haunting silences of midday, the millennial whisperings of trickling waters, the way creeper roots curl lovingly around ancient platforms, the emerald enchantments of the Queen’s waterfalls and natural bathing pools, the spirits of bats and jaguars and birds that still keep their ancient pact to guard the place—it is all so awe-inspiring and possessed, but possessed of an unearthly earthly beauty.  

Indeed, the whole place is not so much some idyllic corner of heaven transplanted to earth, as some magical corner of earth that has been blessed by Nature and infused with heaven.  Even the most powerful pyramid of Palenque, Lord Pakal’s imposing tomb that thrones in the center and radiates its jade-green occult aura throughout the entire city, is yet proportioned to the place and rests its back against the hill behind; and of all the alphabets of the ancient world, the pictograms in his Temple of Inscriptions best express the inner mystery of Nature.  There is something ineffable about the Mayan script that decoding has not elucidated, and that is its inner feeling, its mysterious balance of sinuous and linear forms, of human and phantasmal shapes, the way it conveys an occult knowledge that is both comforting and sinister, luminous and ominous at the same time.  Like the pyramids and temples, the script seems to grow from and reveal the spirit of the jungle with its primordial mix of danger and beauty, boon and peril, life and death.  Likewise prince Chambulun’s soaring temple to the Tree of Life, which reaches the highest point in the city and gazes out over the hills and plains of that once resplendent kingdom, is yet unobtrusive in its vertical stretch and only completes the upward urge of the trees and slope rather than competing with them.  Nowhere in Palenque has Nature been ignored or outdone by human artifice, nowhere treated as anything other than sacred.  She is the prize jewel of the American jewel center.

Yet the supernatural natural beauty of Palenque is simply one supreme expression of the same general motives and character we see worked out everywhere in the life of pre-Colombian America.  For example, we see the same sympathy for Nature in the more massive and architectonic pyramids of Teotihuacan, in Mexico City, that unleash the breadth and power of the plain at their feet; in the cliff dwellings of the Anasazi in the Grand Canyon that are one with the great rock walls; and in the many smaller dwellings of North America from wigwams to teepees to igloos, all of which are eminently in harmony with the local ecosystem.  Nor is this resonance with the natural environment isolated to architecture, for all native American arts and crafts emphasize the earthly beauty of natural substance rather than the skill of the human artisan or the mental or spiritual conception.  The native American artisan, whether from north or south, is constantly submerging his or her personal identity into the natural substance of the wood or stone or fiber or quill.  We see this esthetic throughout indigenous American pottery and jewelry, expressed differently and with a different set of thematic patterns and colors and raw material according to the place, but the essential spirit is constant and unmistakably American.  Just look at the apparent indelicacy and natural beauty of pre-Colombian jewelry from the Incas to the Aztecs to the Algonquins, or the relatively simple yet striking craftsmanship of Navajo jade and silver jewelry today: the emphasis is not on concept, delicacy, refinement, subtlety, but on substance and nature and material and texture.  

Likewise, compare the bright simplicity of contemporary Mexican folk embroidery, or the thick weave and brash color of Guatemalan textiles, with the extraordinary grace and gossamer subtlety of an Indian sari.  We are worlds apart in taste and sensibility, and one would be tempted to call the Americans uneducated clumsy brutes unless we had the key to appreciating their genius, which is a deep and abiding sympathy for the earth.  For me one of the most lovely illustrations of this genius is a fresco of the Queen in her private chamber in Yaxchilan, Mexico.  All that remains of her majesty’s image today is a few square inches of fading color on clay, but that small picture says it all.  For what seems most to have inspired that Mayan painter some 1400 years ago was the way the cinnamon-colored flesh of the Queen’s ankle communed with the earth.  This human flesh is entirely one with the earth, is part and parcel of the sacred mud from which all life comes.  Indeed, so complete and pervasive is the indigenous American love of the earth, that I may dare say Maha-America never knew an unkind thought, never felt a harsh feeling, until the European invaders landed on her quivering shores some 500 years ago, with their scheming minds and greedy hearts ready to rape the earth as though she were inert and unconscious.  

But what of today, one wonders?  Has any of the original American spirit survived the onslaught of European guns, germs, and steel?  The answer, surprisingly, is yes--and in abundance.  For though native culture has been lamentably crushed and marginalized in post-Colombian America, the basic orientation of American culture towards physical substance persists.  The emphasis has now shifted from natural towards man-made substance, but even the unnaturally materialistic modern American is prone to resonate with the natural world when spiritually inspired.  Hence the fabulous national park system of the United States, which yearly incites wonder and awe in millions of visitors from around the world.  And hence, too, the nature-inspired spirituality of New England’s transcendentalists, such Emerson and Thoreau; of the Shakers’ love of the simple, natural life in pursuit of the Spirit; of Walt Whitman’s great song of land and sky and sea; of Ansel Adam’s stunning nature photography; of the pan-American sense that the purpose of communing with Nature is to nourish the soul.  However, even in less overtly spiritual ways the genius of the Americas still lies in her remarkable material gifts and endowments.  The unhealthy material excesses of the United States are patent, and we shall return to these shortly, but her material achievements are extraordinary as well.   For in the span of only two hundred years, the United States has grown from the status of a little colony to a formidable super-power and in the process unleashed a veritable tidal wave of material boons and inventions that have transformed the world.  She has given the world a host of foods to sustain and enrich the diet of humanity, among them corn, sweet potatoes, chocolate, and even the hot chile pepper that gave body and substance to the Indian curry.  She has given material birth to numerous European ideas, from Da Vinci’s airplanes to Einstein’s atom bombs, plus churned out light bulbs, telephones, phonographs, televisions, and lately the home computer and the internet as well.  She created the world’s first industrial production line and thence the automobile culture, with its sprawling culture of shopping malls and suburban lawns.  She spread skyscrapers and supermarkets from sea to sea, breathed out air conditioning and refrigerators, turned the European idea of cinema into the powerhouse of Hollywood, and made the multi-national corporation a global way of life.  German scientists gave us rockets and Russians launched the idea of space travel, but leave it to the United States to put men on the moon and turn space-travel into a consumer activity.  She also gave us the surgical miracle of anesthesia, with Dr. Ether from the North assisted by Drs. Curare and Cocaine from the South, as well as the medical miracle of numerous other pharmaceutical agents, from various vaccines and antibiotics to psychiatric medications and everything in between.

And as if all that were not enough, the United States also saved the world from Hitler and stemmed the red tide of communism in the 20th century.  In 1941, when European civilization lay on the brink of death and the formidable British empire was helpless against the Nazi war machine, the United States stood as a second-tier power.  Within the span of only four years, she reached one arm across the Atlantic and crushed Germany, while the other she stretched across the vast Pacific and smashed Japan.  It is true she may have been excessive in her use of nuclear force with Japan, and has karma to pay for that, but still one must marvel at the sheer material muscle of America in World War II.  By the end of that conflict, she had enough supply lines in place to keep rolling from Berlin into Moscow had she chosen, but she opted for the path of political intervention with her communist opponent instead.  After rebuilding the economies of Germany and Japan—another feat of material abundance remarkable in the history of war—she then proceeded to wage a Cold War against the Soviet Union that came to a stalemate in terms of military force, but which she won in the end due to the boundless productivity of the American economy.  

One could go on with other examples, but I think the point is made.  Who else but Maha-America could have materialized so many dreams, could have made so substantial and self-evident the right to life, liberty and the pursuit of happiness?  The dreams are usually not hers in origin, and she is in the habit of importing both brains and brawn from elsewhere to realize them, but her mark of material blessing is unmistakable in the economy of things and all the other jewel centers of the earth turn to her for fulfillment.  If her evolution has been slower than the other geo-spiritual zones of the planet, and if the culture of consumerism that now rules the United States is ugly and wasteful and arrogant and bound to perish of its own excesses, still we must appreciate that everything wrong with the Americas today is due to a mis-translation and misguided expression of her true spiritual impulse, which is to consummate the earth and all physical substance.  Even native Americans have been prone to material excesses in the past, as were the Aztecs who turned human sacrifice into a production line and were then sacrificed in turn by the Spanish, and as elsewhere on the planet, the evolutionary upsurge in the American jewel center creates a transformational stress upon its inhabitants that leads them at times to manifest the very antithesis of their central spiritual aspiration and purpose.  But whether the United States rectifies itself and survives, or does not and suffers the karma of its actions and dies, in either case the sacred land of the Americas shall endure and finally prevail.  For in her are coiled infinite energies and lie hidden immeasurable treasures, in her fly earth-angels that wing through the land, in her wake great beings of Benevolence who brood in the dreaming rocks.  Whatever the world-soul inspires, and the world-mind envisions and wills, and the world-voice speaks, and the world-heart feels, and the world-force impels, cannot be born in time and space and under the conditions of matter unless and until Maha-America stamps her seal of approval on the work and weaves the divine stuff that dreams are made of.

Problems and Questions

We have thus traced the large outlines of the world-being and reviewed the geo-spiritual organization of the seven jewel centers of the earth.  Yet significant questions and ambiguities remain.  The chief problem with the proposed mapping of the seven jewel centers is that we speak colloquially of “the seven continents,” but there are different ways to define the continents, and these geological considerations may well be confounded by spiritual complexities, as I have already implied is the case by treating North and South America as a single jewel center.   For example, some geographers list North and South America as separate continents and lump Europe and Asia into one, yielding six major continents (Eurasia, Africa, North America, South America, Australia, and Antarctica), with the Micronesian and Polynesian island system left as a question mark.  However, others split Europe and Asia in two, while yet others would allow us to view the Americas as one.  Furthermore, consulting the geological sciences introduces other fascinating issues to contemplate.  For if we track the genesis of the continents back to the major landmasses that emerged from the separation of the planet’s original supercontinent, Panagea, about 180 million years ago, there were seven original proto-continents: North America, South America, Eurasia, Africa, India, Australia and Antarctica.  On the other hand, if look to plate tectonics for some elucidation, which might be logical as the movements of the landmasses were really driven by the drift of underlying plates, there were and still are six major plates on the planet, plus four smaller ones.  The major plates are: the Pacific, American, African, Eurasian, Indo-Australian, and Antarctic plates.  The minor plates are: the Nazca, Cocos, and Caribbean Plates that join North and South America; and the Philippine plate.  So, even on geographic and geological grounds it is not clear how to define the seven continents of the world—not to mention the problem of how to interpret Sri Aurobindo’s tantalizing and cryptic allusion to the “eighth Sun of Truth hidden in the Earth.”

Given all these nuances and ambiguities, for the moment I have synthesized a combination of geophysical, cultural, and spiritual data as described in the preceding pages.  From this it seems clear that Eurasia grounds the manifestation of the various gradations of the mental plane of consciousness, and this is evident in her cultural history as well as in terms of proto-continents and underlying plates.  Africa is definitely a geo-spiritual zone unto herself, and all the data suggests she grounds the anahata plane of consciousness, although some question remains as to whether she also grounds the middle and lower planes of the vital consciousness—perhaps in conjunction with the Micronesian and Polynesian system of islands.  Antarctica is another distinct region both in terms of proto-continents and plates, and my hunch is that it has some connection with the Inconscience, although that hypothesis remains to be explored in future work.  The fact that India started as a proto-continent, is now a sub-continent, and yet shares the same underlying plate with Australia, is all quite interesting and suggests some inner connection between India and Australia, which provides at least circumstantial evidence to bolster the hypothesis that Australia has a connection with the subliminal being and grounds the subconscious plane of awareness.  Thus, only the Americas and the Pacific Island constellation remain up for serious debate, and here the Pacific Islands clearly form a single geographic cluster, so the question regards their geo-spiritual function not their essential unity.  This leaves us with only one key question to resolve here: should the Americas be interpreted as unified or divided?  For if they are unified and ground the muladhara consciousness, as I have suggested, then Australia and Antarctica must express some other geo-spiritual function.  But if they are divided in spirit and purpose, then we are left with a serious question as to which of the jewel centers of the earth represents the muladhara function, for it could be South America alone, Australia, or even Antarctica.

I believe the question of the Americas can already be answered, which then simplifies the remaining questions for southeast Asians, Australians, and Pacific Islanders to resolve.  

My reasons for viewing North and South America as a single geo-spiritual zone are multiple and interlocking, and while any one of them could easily be refuted alone, it seems difficult to reject all of them taken together.  First is the geographic fact that North and South America are physically connected in Panama—or at least were so until human beings dug a dividing canal there; and the geological fact that they sit atop a single American plate, with the intrusion of four smaller plates into the region of Meso-America.  Second is the fact that the Americas occupy an entire hemisphere of the globe for themselves while the rest of the world is crowded into the other, a division that must have some profound geo-spiritual significance.  Third is the fact that the Americas were the last region in the world to be populated by human beings, and that when thus populated were settled rapidly from North to South in a single sweep.  Fourth is the characteristic pan-American love for nature, the earth, and physical substance, which I have already explained.  And fifth is the uncanny geo-spiritual organization that Maha-America carries within herself, which repeats and summarizes the larger geo-spiritual organization of the planet, as I shall explain next.

The Graded Manifestation of Maha-America

One of the most remarkable features of Maha-America is her beautifully proportioned figure, which resembles that of a dancing goddess.  If you look on the map, you can see that South America represents her wide hips with legs pressed together at her southern tip, Central America her narrow waist, Mexico her torso, Baja California and Florida her two arms, the United States her broad face, Canada her headdress, and Alaska and Greenland are her thick locks of hair cascading out to either side.  Thus, the most physical of the jewel centers most physically displays the form of the human body, and this harmonious outer shape is echoed in an equally harmonious inner organization.  For Maha-America deploys her various strata of consciousness in a perfectly graded manifestation, in a vertical sequence that repeats the order of the seven chakras in the human being and allows for the world-forces from each of the other jewel centers on the planet to flow into her being in an orderly manner, so that she can ground these vast forces in the land and manifest them physically, as is her purpose.  In this vertical correspondence between chakras and jewel centers, Canada grounds the sahasradala consciousness, the United States the ajna and visuddha levels, Mexico the anahata or outer heart, Central  America and the Caribbean the manipura or middle vital, northern south America (down to the level of Colombia) the svadisthana or lower vital, and the rest of South America grounds the muladhara proper and grades into the subconscious and even the Inconscient at her southern tip.  Also, the psychic center of the Americas lies in the region from northern Guatemala to southern Mexico, in the kingdom of the ancient Maya; and each major region within the Americas has a smaller organization that repeats the general order of Maha-America on a local scale, although in less complete detail, so as to distribute and regulate the circulation of her geo-spiritual forces at each level of her being.  Thus, for example, Massachusetts grounds the psychic consciousness of the United States, which we shall return to later.  Finally, Maha-America also has a graceful east-west organization to balance the rhythm of her days and meter the steps of her motionless dance across the longitudes, with East representing the place of birth and initiation and West the place of completion and fruition.  This is why human culture in the United States is more inwardly intense and disciplined on the East Coast, and relaxed and outwardly florescent on the West.  

Indeed, so perfect and powerful is the geo-spiritual organization of Maha-America that ultimately every detail of human history in the Americas can be mapped back to some hidden purpose or potential in the land.  I find that one of the most enjoyable ways to study the geo-spiritual influence of land on culture in the Americas is through music, for there is an amazing correspondence between the music of each region and the plane of consciousness it expresses in matter.  However, the problem with that approach here is that my words would not do the music justice, so instead, let me begin with two small excerpts from famous American writers, so the reader may judge for him or herself the inner quality of each, and see how the aura of the text fits into the geo-spiritual organization of the Americas.  The first passage is from Henry David Thoreau’s Walden, the second is the unforgettable opening paragraph of Gabriel Garcia Marquez’s masterpiece, One Hundred Years of Solitude (here translated into English by Gregory Rabassa).   Notice the underlying sense of unity with Nature, the first stated explicitly and as an expression of personal philosophy, the second implicitly and as if the author’s boundless imagination were itself an expression of Nature:

“Solitude” (from Walden Pond, p. 84)

This is a delicious evening, when the whole body is one sense, and imbibes delight through every pore.  I go and come with a strange liberty in Nature, a part of herself.  As I walk along the stony shore of the pond in my shirt sleeves, though it is cool as well as cloudy and windy, and I see nothing special to attract me, all the elements are unusually congenial to me.  The bullfrogs trump to usher in the night, and the note of the whippoorwill is borne on the rippling wind from over the water.  Sympathy with the fluttering alder and poplar leaves almost takes away my breath; yet, like the lake, my serenity is rippled but not ruffled.  These small waves raised by the evening wind are as remote from storm as the smooth reflecting surface.  Though it is now dark, the wind still blows and roars in the wood, the waves still dash, and some creatures lull the rest with their notes.  The repose is never complete.  The wildest animals do not repose, but seek their prey now; the fox, and skunk, and rabbit now roam the fields and woods without fear.  They are Nature’s watchmen,--links which connect the days of animated life.

From One Hundred Years of Solitude (page 1)

Many years later, as he faced the firing squad, Colonel Aureliano Buendia was to remember that distant afternoon when his father took him to discover ice.  At that time Macondo was a village of twenty adobe houses, built on the bank of a river of clear water that ran along a bed of polished stones, which were white and enormous, like prehistoric eggs.   The world was so recent that many things lacked names, and in order to indicate them it was necessary to point.  Every year during March a family of ragged gypsies would set up their tents near the village, and with a great uproar of pipes and kettledrums they would display new inventions.  First they brought the magnet.  A heavy gypsy with an untamed beard and sparrow hands, who introduced himself as Melquiades, put on a bold public demonstration of what he himself called the eighth wonder of the learned alchemists of Macedonia.  He went from house to house dragging two metal ingots and everybody was amazed to see pots, pans, tongs, and braziers tumble down from their places and beams creak from the desperation of nails and screws trying to emerge, and even objects that had been lost for a long time appeared from where they had been searched for most and went dragging along in turbulent confusion behind Melquiades’ magical irons.  “Things have a life of their own,” the gypsy proclaimed with a harsh accent.  “It’s simply a matter of waking up their souls.”

Now had these passages been written by Native Americans or by people steeped in Native American culture, we could attribute these writers’ sense of attunement with Nature to a borrowed influence.  Yet this is the case for neither Thoreau nor Marquez, and neither of them knew each other.  They lived worlds apart, both in space and time, and were educated in the Euro-American fashion, yet they both partake of the American sacrament, and they both water the roots of their creative inspiration in the land and soil of the Americas.  Because Thoreau lived at the more mental latitude of the United States, in the psychic center which is Massachusetts, in his text we feel two things, an exquisite psychic suggestion from behind that casts a spell of inward magic over the whole passage, and in front a crisp, clear mental depiction of the scene with an intrusion from the philosophical intelligence in the last three sentences.  Marquez, on the other hand, was raised and nurtured in Colombia, and thus from him we get a more vital-physical evocation of the raw, procreative power of primordial Nature, plus that characteristic fertility of the vital imagination that is grounded in his region of the Americas (incidentally, it is precisely because of the vital power in the land of Latin America that the literary genre of magical realism arose there rather than the United States or Canada).  But the pan-American premonition of the sanctity of all physical substance is obvious in this passage, and Marquez’s fantastic evocation of the secret life of things immediately convinces us that so-called inanimate objects are, in fact, alive.  Thus, we have right here significant evidence that suggests an underlying unity of consciousness that binds together the vast lands of North and South America, and makes them one in inner spirit and substance although modulated outwardly in form and characteristic expression.

If we now examine more closely both the fundamental unity and geo-spiritual differentiation of consciousness within the Americas, we will see how orderly Maha-America is in the deployment and distribution of her energies.  Starting in the southern tip of south America, in the region of Chile, Argentina, and Uruguay, we find the land here corresponds to the lower legs and feet of Maha-America, and thus grounds her relationship with the subconscious (and perhaps even Inconscience, which I think is geo-spiritually connected with Antarctica).  Therefore in this zone we find the oldest pyramid in the Americas, only recently discovered, as well as a curious density and solidity in the modern culture there, which can be either a source of stabilizing power or of obstinate resistance, regressive fixity, and inertia.  For example on the positive side, tango is the dance form par excellence of this region, and notice how it emphasizes strong legs with defined, solid moves, or the whole sense of density and the deep, bass pulse that thuds through the music of Gotan Project.  I have also seen visual artwork of various types from this region that exudes a consciousness of great material strength and solidity, which in inner experience is often visualized as a basalt-black aura behind the apparent outer color of the work.  However, the negative aspect of this zone of the Americas is tamasic inertia and resistance to change.  Although I have not yet visited the region, my friends from there tell me their compatriots can be curiously prone to forming rigid opinions and clinging to old arbitrary rules and habits, can be quite conservative in speech and thought, and that other South Americans often attribute to the Argentines, in particular, a national reputation of being snobbish and haughty.  I am currently unable to judge whether these reports are accurate or merely gossip, but in any case, it is a fact that the most traditional and conservative schools of psychoanalytic practice in the world are located in Argentina, and that the country harbored the last vestiges of Europe’s unrepentant Nazis until quite recently.  This would all be in accord with a subconscient physical consciousness expressed in the land of southern south America, perhaps even taking on an Inconscient influence at the extreme tip.

Moving northwards a grade in the scale of consciousness, we come to the latitude of Peru and central Brazil, the hub of South America.  This region corresponds to the muladhara chakra proper, and hence the physical consciousness of the region.  We find here the world’s largest rain forest and one of its most impressive mountain ranges, back to back, and the influence of the physical is felt everywhere in the culture of the region.  In Brazil, we meet this in both the relaxed physicality of its people and music, as well as the incredible apathy of its bureaucracy and poverty and sprawling slums.  We hear the gentle softness of the physical—for the body consciousness is quite soft inherently—in the profusion of the “sh” sound in Portuguese, in the soft tones and texturing of samba and cool jazz (such as the classic “Girl from Ipanema”), in the way most Brazilian music is peaceful and nurturing, evoking the gentle curves of her bahias, the lush ease of her coastal waters, the placid bounty of all that beach and sun.  Also, let us not forget Brazil’s multi-ethnic melting pot and her amazing celebration of Carnaval, both physical feats par excellence, as well as her soccer prodigy Pele and her perennial success at the World Cup.  Indeed, the entire gradation of consciousness in the Americas can be tracked solely on the basis of how her different zones use balls of sport: in South America, where the consciousness is most involved in the physical, the favorite sport (soccer) keeps the ball close to the ground and moves it only with the feet; in Central America, where the consciousness is centered in the vital, soccer is still popular but we also find that traditionally the Mayans used to hit small rubber balls with their knees at hoops overhead, and baseball is also now popular, which uses the hands and a bat; and in North America we find the ball clearly moved with the hand (or implement thereof) and lofted overhead or even high into the air, as in the native sport of lacrosse as well as the non-native ones of golf, baseball, American football, and basketball.  This upward movement from ground and foot to hand and air is due not only a socioeconomic gradation in the Americas (soccer is cheap and requires little equipment), but more essentially to a gradation and leavening of consciousness from south to north.  But back to Brazil: the obverse side of all her physical plenty and peace, is privation and conflict.  Hence Brazil’s huge slums with their abject poverty and violence, and hence too her colossal destruction of the Amazon rain forest, which if carried to completion would destabilize not just the Americas, but the entire world.  

Peru, in contrast, seems the polar opposite of Brazil, with her soaring Andes and mountain air, and yet the emphasis on the physical consciousness remains the same, only the environment that is expressed changes.  Thus the absolute environmental fidelity of Andean folk music, which palpably evokes the crystal purity of the mountain atmosphere and the soaring views from the Andes’ peaks.  For example, when the Andean musician plays his folk anthem, El Condor Pasa, words are superfluous.  The spirit of the music itself lifts us onto the back of the soaring eagle and we see the peaks and valleys wing by, feel the skyward elevation of the earth and the pellucid blessing of liberated air.  This is music that launches the soul into flight, and everything about Andean instruments has been carefully honed to physically express the natural environment.  The wood flutes carry more earthy tone and texture than, say, the more luminous zing of Grecian panpipes (which open the consciousness to the sphere of pure Mind), and the European guitar and mandolin have been shrunk to the more ukelele-like charango, whose high-noted strings are more tuned to the mountain air.  Interestingly, one frequently finds Andean musicians performing in the subways of North America and Europe, and this because of Maha-America’s compassion for the scurrying units of human production who live too much in their thoughts of work and spend too much time in dark tunnels.  So she sends her ambassadors from the mountains into the underground to deliver an invigorating breath of fresh air for the people who have become rodents.  Also, it is quite possible that portions of Peru, such as Macchu-Picchu, ground a subliminal opening to the subconscious and the realms of sleep.  I have met several clairvoyants who feel Macchu-Picchu was once used as an inner gateway for astral projection, and if this is true, it would fit geo-spiritually with the fact that Peru faces Australia, the world-seat for the subconscious, and thus probably has an inner relationship with the great down under.

Colombia, Venezuela, and the rest of northern South America represent the next grade up on the scale of consciousness, the svadisthana influence and the beginning of the vital.  This is felt obviously in the more colorful and vitalistic varieties of her dance music, the famous cumbia from Colombia and the elaborations of Caribbean salsa and meringue that have drifted down into Venezuela.  One begins to feel the surge of life in the land and the culture, the flow of imagination and sensual desire and passion, the yearning after a more intense and consuming life-energy and feeling.  There could be no greater written expression of these themes than the works of Gabriel Garcia Marquez, which we have already touched on.  Although Marquez’s scope of concerns of course spans the full spectrum of human life, nonetheless, the geo-spiritual influence of his homeland does define the central tendency of his inspiration.  For example, note the persistent themes of passion and desire, of sexuality and violence, the extraordinary fertility of his imagination, and also the morbid preoccupation with death, disease, decay, and fermentation in mind, life, and action.  All these are lower vital themes expressed constructively by a great genius.  However, the problems of the lower vital consciousness are also abundantly evident in the region.  Colombia is the originating center of the drug trade in the Americas, that perverse destructive force that corrupts everyone and everything between the producers and end users of the drugs in North America, and the siege of hostile forces that possess Colombia could not be more starkly evident than in her rule by drug lords and death squads that openly mock any pretence of law in the region.  On the other hand, Venezuela appears better on the surface, but is also corroded underneath by the vast quantities of money that flow through her legalized oil trade into the hands of a few elite, leaving the rest of the country to live in impoverished barrios.  In the terms of yoga, money is occultly associated with the vital force, and we certainly have seen much turmoil of late around the instability of Venezuela’s financial system.

As we ascend into Mesoamerica and the Caribbean, the vital consciousness continues but takes on the manipura quality as one travels northward.  This middle zone of the Americas is of central historical significance and plays a critical regulating function in the relationship between North and South America, and so we should consider it carefully.  As we mentioned briefly before, Mesoamerica and the Caribbean sit atop the intersection of four underlying plates that have fused to form the waist and torso of Maha-America, and this geo-spiritual structure gives her both flexibility and responsiveness in this portion of her being, as well as fire and instability.  As much as she is voluptuous and vivacious and exuberant in her middle zone, she can also turn and become swiftly dangerous and deadly.  The upside of her happy life-force is felt everywhere from her affable Spanish-speaking mestizo cultures to the friendly English-speaking African influences in Beliz and Jamaica.  This zone is the home of upbeat, syncopated dance music, of salsa and merengue and calypso and reggae, of the easy manana philosophy of life, of fun and fiesta on tropical beaches, of a beautiful and happy land giving rise to beautiful, happy people.  Psychologists have actually administered “happiness” scales around the world and found the people of Puerto Rico to be the happiest in the world, which is no surprise as that country enjoys the economic protection of the United States combined with the joyful disposition of the middle American temperament.  On a good day, there is perhaps no better place to be in the world than middle America, say, on a beach listening to a light Cuban salsa move like the soft breeze trotting in over the lapping rhythm of aquamarine waters, or perhaps to awake in a hammock to all the goodness of Jamaican sunshine and hear Bob Marley’s little birds sing that every little thing gonna be all right.  And even on a bad day things often seem not so bad in middle America.  For instance, I lived for awhile in El Salvador during the civil war there, and the Salvadorians were surprisingly boisterous despite the constant threat of a firefight between the guerillas and the government.  I went to many fiestas where the cackle of gunfire in the distance enlivened the atmosphere like fireworks or sonic tinsel, and if one minute a bomb picked off the transformer down the street, never mind, because soon enough the electricity returned and we all went back to laughing and eating and listening or dancing to those zany Salvadorian cumbias that could make even a corpse feel upbeat about life.  Incidentally, the Salvadorians are also known by their fellow Central Americans for having two national character traits, being hard workers and using vulgar language.  Both of these traits derive from the central vital, on the positive side the push to cheerful labor, on the negative a tendency towards crass sexual innuendo.

But on ugly days in Mesoamerica things get hideous: earthquakes, hurricanes, volcanoes, massacres, torture, black magic, you name it.  This is the danger zone of the Americas, and the dangers have ranged over time from merely deadly to cataclysmic.  In the merely deadly category we have all the beasts and insects of the jungle that used to feed on people and still do in rural areas, small natural disasters that wipe out a few villages, civil wars, coups and banana republics, oppressive dictators, military juntas and death squads, the only truly communist government in the Western hemisphere (Cuba), and formerly the marauding pirates of the Caribbean as well as the practices of bloodletting by the ancient Maya and human sacrifice by the Aztecs.  On the catastrophic scale we have the fact that Columbus landed in the Caribbean, which turned out to be a colossal disaster for all native Americans, and that Cortes sailed into the Yucatan and from there set off happily butchering and/or raping everyone in his path from Tulum to Mexico City, and dispatched with the Aztec empire in short order.  We also have the more indolent catastrophe of the drug trade that now flows through Mesoamerica and the Caribbean like a river of poison, making it virtually impossible for any nation in the region to have an honest government due to the billions of dollars flowing down from the United States on the black market.  And on the cataclysmic scale we have the asteroid that hit the Yucatan peninsula in ages past and filled the earth’s atmosphere with enough ash to end the age of dinosaurs; and the narrowly avoided cataclysm of the Cuban missile crisis in 1962, when President Kennedy came within two minutes of launching a global nuclear war that might have ended the age of human beings, as well.  

Finally, because of the bipolar atmosphere of middle America, this whole zone is prone to attacks by hostile forces from the vital plane of consciousness, hence the prevalence of black magic and occultism of various types, including prominently voodoo in Haiti, and the way the consciousness of the natural environment can suddenly turn dark and ominous.  This accounts for the deadly and sometimes paranormal phenomenon of the Bermuda triangle, as well as the strange vortices of inimical energies that can arise anywhere in Mesoamerica.  Carlos Castaneda has written about this phenomenon with respect to Mexico in his series on the teachings of Don Juan, and his observations are correct.  Sometimes this instability in the natural environment can even spill over into the southern United States, as happened recently with the hurricane from the Gulf that devastated New Orleans.  While this may all sound like superstitious hocus-pocus to mentalized North Americans, it is a well known fact of life in middle America.  Ask anyone who has known her intimately and they will tell you: beware, for if she is lovely in her sunny enchantments, she is lethal in her darker distempers and her touch can be both sensuous and sinister, her silken skin both fabulous and fatal.  And yet there are spiritual lessons to be learned even from Maha-America’s perils in this geo-spiritual zone of her being, if we listen to her closely and treat her with respect.  For example, there were a series of hurricanes in Florida just before George Bush debated John Kerry there in the 2004 presidential election, conveying Maha-America’s displeasure with the stolen election there in 2000.  Unfortunately, not enough people got the message, so Maha-America had to send hurricane Katrina in 2005 to finish the job, which finally did wake up the country to the arrogant incompetence of the Bush administration and set off a chain-reaction of other revelations and disclosures that has finally stripped off its Teflon veneer.  

Passing northward from Central America into Mexico proper, we rise into the highest region of the vital consciousness, which is the emotional mind and corresponds to the anahata chakra.  We are still clearly in Latin America, both outwardly and inwardly, but a subtle change infuses the manifestation.  If Mexico is known outside her borders for her lawlessness and institutionalized political corruption, and if she is painted in movies as the home of gun-totting revolutionaries and bandidos, she is much more than the land of the mordida (bribe, but literally means “bight”) and the lair of the heartless coyote (human smuggler) who feeds on the dreams of emigrants hoping to sneak illegally into the United States.  For in her spiritual soul Mexico is the very heart of the Americas, Maha-America’s terrestrial breast of love and affection, sweetness and sentiment, devotion, tenderness, of all that is lovely in feeling and substance.  Although English speakers do not know it, Mexican Spanish can be extremely clean and polite, gentle, respectful, full of brotherly love and goodwill, and this not in any stiffly formal way or in a grotesque mimicry of European Castellano, but simply and naturally, flowing from the heart of even the poorest and most illiterate Mejicano.  For as everywhere in the world, the excesses and defects of Mexican culture are simply the obverse of her gifts: corruption transformed becomes honesty and fidelity, violence turns to love, harshness to compassion.  Mexico is like a splendid rose: thorny on the outside, but tender and beautiful within.  Hence the apparition of the Virgin Mary in Guadalupe and the devotional fervor of Mexican Chrisitianity, the romantic sensibility of Mexican folk and popular music, the Mexican love of motherhood and raising children, and above all the way the land of Mexico sings in the heart.  

The consciousness of Mexico’s land is graded into two general bands of geo-spiritual influence.   In her southern region, in Chiapas, there is a psychic feeling to the land within, with an overlay of the pure vital consciousness in front.  This is the kingdom of the ancient Maya and is graced with verdant rain forests, waterfalls, gorges, soaring hills and even some volcanic peaks, the spectacular lagoons of Montebello, and so on.  Certain hidden corners here are nothing less than natural Tantric temples to the Gods, such as the waterfalls at Misol-ha and Aguas Azules near Palenque, and I have stumbled across mountain pastures outside of San Cristobal de las Casas where all the sprites and fairy-spirits of the earth frolic.  The folk music of this region is marimba, which is a psychic art form par excellence, but with the American emphasis on nature and substance.  For my readers who have never heard a marimba, it is a large wooden xylophone that, in the hands of a Guatemalan on Mexican master, can render an absolutely enchanting and delicate music that feels like the inner movement of butterflies dancing in the breeze.  Indeed, one of the most famous marimba compositions from Chiapas is “Mariposas Blancas” (White Butterflies), an evocation of the psychic being if there ever was one.  On the other hand, the northern half of Mexico grounds the anahata consciousness in matter, and the psychic influence from behind is absent, therefore the land there is coarser and drier, heavier and more massive, and because of an incipient mental vibration (the emotional mind) supports a larger and more dynamic organizing action of the earth.  This is why Mexico City is located in this zone not the southern, and why the folk art here takes on a more emotional quality.  We see this in all the folk pottery and sculpture from the region, which shares in the pan-American celebration of texture and substance, but its subtle aura is rose-red and its feeling appeals to the heart (e.g., see the contemporary clay figures of arbol de vidas, which are essentially Mexican mandalas).  In music, the classic example of the north Mexican feeling is “Cielito Lindo,” that tremendously sweet and touching lullaby now loved the world over.  On a lower level of quality, the half-inspired and partially mis-translated expression of this same consciousness is Mexico’s famous mariachi music, with its pining violins and wailing laments of heartbreak and woe.  The self-pitying pathos of this cantina music is too often that of drunkards who deserved to be dumped by their little reina (queen), but if you listen carefully, even here you will perceive the American genius at work.  The best Mexican corridos, such as those of Jose Alfredo Jimenez, seep into the blood like a soothing balm and create an almost physical relaxation in the heart center that radiates into the limbs and nerves.  This emollient effect of the music is like booze minus the hangover, and here again is the American focus on sound as substance, on the almost material effect of music as medicine.  However, note that whereas an African singer or musician would evoke the pure, delicate inflections of a personally heartfelt emotion, the Mexican mariachi genre evokes rather the substance of the heart-plane of consciousness, that is, the texture and fullness and palpable stuff of which that whole plane is constituted.  The stories of corridos are stereotyped and almost interchangeable, because this shifts focus away from the particulars of an individual human heart and emphasizes the universal heart-substance from which all emotion is woven, and thus the sappy overtones of the Mexican corrido are supported underneath by a deep material fullness that is laudably American. 

But as we pass from Mexico into North America, everything changes.  There is a palpable mutation in energies.  Suddenly all gets larger and moves faster, becomes more mechanized and less humanized, and the Mind comes alive and starts to direct and dominate heart, life and body.  And this change is caused not by the upward shift in socioeconomic status, which is rather the outer result of that inner change, but by the shift in the consciousness of the land.  For as we enter into North America, we rise out of the physical and vital planes and enter the mental gradations of consciousness proper.  We have already noted the remarkable rapidity with which the United States rose from being a land of hunter-gatherer tribes to the most formidable material superpower in the history of civilization.  From the geo-spiritual perspective, the whole reason this evolution unfolded in the United States first and not, say, in Brazil, was because of the intense activity of the mental planes of consciousness in the very land of the United States, which attracted and guided the necessary clustering of northern European influences in the United States as opposed to the more vitally-oriented Portuguese and Spanish settlers who colonized Latin America.  This does not mean that people in the United States are more intelligent than in Latin America—IQ’s have never been found to be ethnically or racially determined--only that their awareness tends to focus more on mental concerns and phenomenon, an orientation that has both its advantages and liabilities.  The widespread mentalization of culture in the United States as compared to Latin America is perceptible everywhere, from the more organized and efficient way government and businesses run to the flavor of its popular dances and music.  

For example, one can hear a similitude between the discombobulated brashness and plaintiff words of Mexico’s musica nortena and country and western music in the southern United States, but there is a change as well.  As one moves into North America, the lyrics get more intellectual, the narratives more sophisticated, the musical structure more disciplined and studied, the direct emotion of the heart is reined in by an intervening layer of mental self-reflection that colors the whole quality of musical expression.  Country and western music is still American and therefore preoccupied with sound as substance, with the twanging voice and rolling beat that mimics the rhythmic thudding of wheels on freeways, but the concerns of life become larger and broader, the esthetic sensibility of the music a little more refined.  The country and western singer is still heartbroken like his Mexican brother, has also just been dumped or cheated on, but he is trying to reflect on and mentally contain the emotional damage, move on psychologically and find a new sense of identity and meaning.  At the highest, as in the northern Bob Dylan who picked up the southern form of country and folk music, we get a veritable intellectual whose mind-power and complex lyrics could even interest a European.

However, the relative mentalization of culture in North America, at least in comparison to South America, is news to no one and in itself might be attributed to the original distribution of European colonists in the Americas, for we find the same general cultural differences between the English and the Spanish in Europe, with the former being more reserved and businesslike and mentally disciplined, and the latter more outgoing and relaxed and emotionally expressive.  But here again the land of North America intrudes into human culture and creates a gradation of consciousness in the land that has determined the local character and history of the Euro-American sub-cultures there, even though they derive from exactly the same northern European stock.  For example, in accordance with the visuddha function, the southern half of the United States is full of both the problems and potentials of the externalizing mind, or throat chakra.  We find a rich tradition of vocalists in this bandwidth, everything from African-American gospel singers, to any number of country and western artists who home to Nashville, to the New Orleans jazz scene, to even the Beach Boys in Los Angeles who sonically sculpted the gorgeous body of sun and surf to luscious perfection.  The peculiarly penetrating and eminently spiritual wind-sounds of Navajo vocalists arise here from the great throat of the Americas, and it is no coincidence that it was the Navajo “wind-talkers” who gave the United States the edge over Japan in World War II, simply by the power of their spoken word, which the Japanese could not decipher.  The two most famous popular singers in U.S. history, Elvis Presley and Louis Armstrong, both came from the visuddha strata of the country, and particularly Armstrong’s voice was uniquely American.  One can understand the broad appeal of Presley’s deep, smooth voice, but only America could have produced the golden gravel of Armstrong’s larynx, which is nothing if not a celebration of sound-as-substance.  

And vocal music is only the first and most obvious demonstration of the visuddha force abroad in the land of the southern United States.  The power of expression is felt in the charm of a well-toned southern drawl and the social graces of southern hospitality, in the frankness of a cowboy who calls a spade a spade as well as the muscle of the Texas oil industry, in Hollywood’s movie industry and the money-power of Las Vegas, in every facet of culture in this geo-spiritual zone.  When at their best, people in this region are frank and forthright, practical and productive, decisive and dedicated to right speech and action.  The Bible Belt of the United States is here for good reason, because this gradation of the consciousness in the land corresponds to that same level of consciousness expressed less materially in the Middle East, where the Bible was written.  Hence the power of religion and the sacred Word in the southern United States--and hence, too, the power of oil, and the decisive character of President Bush.  But of course every power has its potential pitfalls, and so too with the visuddha zone of the United States.  For the defect of the externalizing mind when not spiritually transformed, is a negative tendency towards narrow-mindedness and authoritarian control, to cling to and impose obstinately insufficient or wrong-minded ideas.  Thence the whole problem of slavery in the southern United States, which almost rent the country asunder, as well as persisting problems in the region with racism, bigotry, religious fundamentalism, the Christian right, the pro-lifers who will kill to end abortion, the Creationists who refuses to learn Darwin’s lesson about physical evolution, the stolen election in Florida that put George W. Bush in power.  And if President Bush himself is admirably affable and decisive at his best, at his worst he will stick to a wrong decision against all reason.  He will think locally and act globally, he will talk nonsense and falsehood, he will eschew European rationality like a vampire fleeing sunlight, he will leap before looking and act without thinking.

The northern half of the United States, in contrast, grounds the ajna consciousness in matter and therefore supports the evolution of a different type of character and culture.  Here we see the rise of the mental power proper, of the thinking mind and analyzing Reason, and thus in this geo-spiritual region we find Washington D.C., the will and vision center for the United States; New York, that massive mind-muscle of the country with all its multicultural dynamo of thought and art and culture and business; Chicago, the industrial will and the characteristic mental influence it stamped on the evolution of blues and jazz; Detroit, the home of the production line and automobile industry; Boston, the seat of Harvard and the higher education center for the country, as well as its soul-spark; San Francisco, that laid-back cosmopolitan Cool who open-mindedly accepts all walks of life and thought; Seattle, the relaxed and open-minded contemplator of cloud-cover and computers, who has quietly carved Microsoft out of the vast northwest forests and made the totem pole for the information age.  Anywhere one goes in the northern band of the United States, one finds the culture more liberal than in the south, from the socialist leanings of Minneapolis and Oregon’s stance in favor of physician-assisted suicide, to Massachusetts recently becoming the first state in the union to legalize same-sex marriage.  It is for obvious geo-spiritual reasons that Bob Dylan had to be raised in Minnesota and then move to New York, for the intellectual substance of his lyrics and his visionary bent are entirely northern.  His thin, raspy voice and wheezing harmonica are both American, as they again emphasize sound as substance over melody or fine musical articulation of feeling and idea, but his voice would be an abomination in the south, which would want a richer, fuller texture as in Armstrong, or the smooth liquid silk of Norah Jones.  The defect of the northern temperament is a tendency to be hard and brisk, cold and unwelcoming, too driven and over-intellectualized, but its upside is a forward-looking vision and commitment to progress, to a better idea and a new way of doing things.  People from this geo-spiritual strata tend to think and feel more like Canadians and Europeans, because their geo-spiritual latitude corresponds to that of Europe and therefore the consciousness of the land calls for this responsiveness to reason, intellect, and the mental spheres proper. 

Nor is this mental quality in the culture of the northern United States merely a product of northern European colonization, for the mental consciousness was there in the land long before the Europeans came and was expressed in native American culture as well, though on a lower level of the spiral of civilization.  I have already noted that the Iroquois confederacy in the northeastern United States arrived at an evolutionary precursor of a constitutional democracy before the English settlers there did, and one can still hear the mental influence in native American music from the region today.  For example, I have a lovely CD here by Lawrence Laughing, called Now Our Minds Are One.  He is a contemporary Mohawk musician whose people originated from the corridor of land between northwestern Massachusetts and upstate New York, and what is notable in his chanting, aside from the profound spiritual communion with the earth, is the mental wideness of his awareness, the way his mind-waves are one with the substance of the land and yet breathe openly and flow through the rolling hills and valleys.  There is a spaciousness to the inner mind substance of his music that is quite different from the thicker blend of musical awareness we hear in South America.  Notice how literally the Uruguayan harpist sound-paints the refreshing spray and cool mists of his local waterfalls, how the llanero music of the pampas recreates the galloping rhythm of hoof beats crossing the plains, and how Andean music physically depicts the soaring views and crisp air and the trudge of feet on a mountain path.  These latter types of music are all beautifully inspired by and expressive of the land, but the impression described is more external than internal and the perception evoked is more physical than mental.  The native North American, in contrast, sees and feels his land in a less literal fashion, makes us feel how his mind is fused into and made one with the land, reveals how the land sees herself from within and in her own mental self-perception.  Even though one might initially be tempted to call this native North American music less “mental” than the folk music from mestizo cultures in South America, because it has picked up less European influence and therefore sounds less technically proficient than the latter, yet if one listens with close attention to how the music ultimately affects the listener’s consciousness, then things feel internally different.  The mental plane of consciousness is more active in Mohawk territory than in Peru, therefore the Mohawk musician must express the wandering thoughts of the earth; while the physical consciousness is more active in South America than North, and therefore the Andean and Uruguayan musicians must express the physical sensations of the earth.  Each American attunes him or herself to the motionless movement of the land, but what they hear differs in quality because Maha-America herself is graded in her manifestation and modulates her self-expression according to her geo-spiritual anatomy.

Finally, we ascend into Canada, the crown chakra of Maha-America and her terrestrial throne for the sahasradala influence.  The revelations of this zone of the Americas are currently obscured by the constant impositions of her southern sister, who hogs the international airtime, but she is a bright and rising star and her guiding light will be critical in the future emergence of a pan-American culture.  Canada is the opening to the higher mind and intuition, to the spiritual planes of consciousness in matter, and as such she is the swiftest and most subtle consciousness in the Americas.  Already we see the beginnings of this higher opening in her peaceable nature and respectful rapport with the peoples of the world, with her social-mindedness and responsiveness to a higher reason.  She can open to and ground the mental and intuitive influences of Europe and Asia, respectively, and as the evolution of the world-being proceeds and these other jewel centers assume their rightful place in leading the world-heart and world-force and world-body, Canada will necessarily take on an increasingly important role in channeling these energies from overseas and guiding and illuminating the operations of Maha-America’s massive spiritual-material forces in the Western hemisphere.  There is more to be said about this northern band of North America, including Alaska and Greenland, but that passes beyond the scope of this essay.  For the moment, we have completed an initial overview of the graded manifestation of Maha-America, so let us now go back and ask whether the proposed geo-spiritual organization is actually present in the land.  

Massachusetts: The Psychic Center of the United States

I have been speaking of how the human culture in each stratum of Maha-America reflects the consciousness of the land, but I have rarely described the land herself or presented evidence that she is, in fact, conscious.  So it is reasonable to ask can that be done?  Indeed it can.  While the central proposition of the geo-spiritual perspective still rests upon spiritual experience, or what in yoga is called knowledge by identity, nonetheless, there is one more case study from the Americas that may at least leave an open question mark in the skeptic’s mind, and that is the venerable state of Massachusetts.  I have saved her testimony for last because I was born and currently reside here, so I know the critic will level against me charges of bias and conflict of interest.  Yet I would urge the jury to hear me out: dismiss the author, if you must, but do not dismiss Massachusetts.  For there could be no more egregious error than to underestimate this little princess of the Americas, and I say with all sincerity that whatever is right in the substance of this essay, is due essentially to the ministry of Massachusetts and the spiritual education she has given me.  Also, if I may also add a word of warning to the wise: be careful, my friend, for if you decide to cross-examine Massachusetts, realize that she will also cross-examine you.  She has a soul and mind of her own, and standards she will lower for neither devil nor man, so keep your thoughts trim and your words well-chosen or she may find you wanting.  She is nobody’s fool and will suffer none either.  Many are the forces of darkness and ignorance that have been cut to the quick by her diamond edges, and many the regressive powers that now lie dead at her feet.  Do not become the useless dross she rejects and casts aside, be rather the useful instrument she picks up and carries forward in her constant quest for progress and perfection.

With those provisos duly noted, let me begin by saying that it is not only my experience, but that of many sensitive souls whom I have consulted, that one feels an immediate shift in conscious upon entering Massachusetts from any direction.  The tension level rises and one has an almost physical sensation of being lifted up off one’s seat, or of being pulled taught like a cord that is ready to be plucked by some invisible hand.  I have had this experience countless times, and yet it still catches me by surprise and still perplexes and amazes me.  Whether you drive into Massachusetts from the Hudson valley in the west, New Hampshire in the north, or from Rhode Island in the south, the effect is always the same.  Within a minute or two of crossing the state line, the whole tenor and quality of the land changes.  The trees shrink and take on a more compact and even scraggly physique.  The wild grasses get smaller and of finer stalk.  The rocks in the highway’s road-cuts become shorter and less overtly impressive; their colors become more gray and muted, or hide behind a receding sand-tone, and the compressed silts of their substance becomes finer and trace out quieter patterns.  The Berkshire mountains in the west level down to little more than oversized hills, the so-called rivers become large brooks, the lakes no more than ponds for the most part.  Gone are the rolling wideness of upstate New York, the real mountains and lakes of New Hampshire, the coastal ease of Rhode Island’s shorelines and flood plains.  One has the uncanny sensation of rising onto an alpine plateau, or so it seems from the diminutive proportions of the landscape, and yet Massachusetts is not significantly more elevated than Connecticut and eastern New York, much less than New Hampshire or Vermont that lie to the north.  And yet one has the distinct impression of both shrinking and rising, of ascending into a atmosphere where the air is more rare, the pines more upright and the deciduous trees more gnarled and stunted, the shapes of things more crisply defined, the light more pellucid and even the cloudy day glows more luminously from within its grayness.  There is something austere and unearthly about the place, as if it is part of America but not quite of it, as if the entire land draws inward and reaches upward to another plane or dimension of being.  Massachusetts is fresh and pure, but not young, for her wizened trees and rocks exude a hoary wisdom that is far greater than her geological years.  She is outwardly unimpressive, but inwardly possessed of an almost supernatural sagacity and fiber.  She is prim, disciplined, elegant, poised.  Other parts of the Americas are more grand and majestic than she, more bountiful or voluptuous, more charming or enchanting, more tropical or luscious, more apparently beautiful in every other way, and yet Massachusetts dazzles quietly and carries herself with an understated excellence that rings of aristocracy.  She is, in a word, a princess.  She holds herself apart from the rest and rises above the common crowd.  She is a law unto herself, a way of being that bows to none, a beauty who creates her own measure and keeps to it alone.  And, on the map you will notice that her famous Cape Cod looks like a well-muscled arm curled back in the Atlantic, with her biceps flexed, as if to say, “watch out, I may be little, but I am not a weakling.”

Now if we attempt to translate this vibration of the land into the terms of human yoga with which we are familiar, we would have to say that Massachusetts expresses the psychic consciousness in the mind of matter.  So again, let us look at her human inhabitants and ask whether their culture and history expresses these two key terms, the psychic consciousness intermingled with an elevated mentality.  And indeed they do, for perhaps nowhere in the United States is the correspondence between the character of the culture and the consciousness of the land so evident as it is in Massachusetts.  Every detail of her modern history points to her psychic impulse and refined mentality, to her natural aristocracy of the soul.  The office of the psychic consciousness in the human being is to turn towards the divine and pursue a constant spiritual evolution; to discern the false from the true and reject all that is inferior, regressive, and impure; to give the impulse towards progress and the insatiable thirst for perfection; to marshal the mind and life and body and set them on their right course; to provide the essential spiritual impulse that all the other powers and parts of the being must execute and achieve.  And when we review the history of little Massachusetts, there is no question that she looms large in the national psyche and for that has justly been called “The Spirit of America.”  She received the Mayflower onto her friendly shores, and with no violence wrought between pilgrims and natives.  She is the home of Thanksgiving, Harvard, and the American Revolution.  She pressed for abolition while half the country was still given to the sin of slavery, and read the first copy of the Bhagavad Gita to reach American shores.  She was the spiritual center for Mother Anne’s Shaker movement and their pioneering work with the psychicization of matter, so American in flavor and yet such excellent yoga.  She nurtured both Emerson and Thoreau, gave birth to American Transcendentalism as well as Margaret Fuller’s first feminist journal.  She raised the Alcott sisters and inspired Louisa May’s Little Women, still one of the world’s most beloved stories for girls.  She launched Nathaniel Hawthorn and Herman Melville, and with them American letters; supported William James’s superb work on spiritual psychology and also gave Sigmund Freud his first exposure in the States; is the seat of MIT and the densest clustering of colleges and universities anywhere in the world; and still publishes Webster’s dictionary and the gold-standard New England Journal of Medicine to this day.  She built the most celebrated ship in the history of the U.S. Navy, dubbed “Old Ironsides” because cannon balls bounced off her hull and she was never defeated in battle; and in World War II, when Europe lay in the clutch of evil darkness, she launched D-day from Boston harbor and liberated France.  She gave the country one of her most progressive presidents, John F. Kennedy, and with him civil rights legislation, the resolution of the Cuban missile crisis, and the decision to land a man on the moon.  She tried to warn the country about President Bush’s misguided policies, via the candidacy of John Kerry in 2004, but her council was not heeded.  She is small and speaks softly, but she wields a mighty little silk-gloved iron fist.  A Thoreau contemplates one of her placid ponds and is inspired not to pay taxes to a government that condones slavery; a hundred years hence Mahatma Gandhi uses these reflections on civil disobedience to mobilize a whole sub-continent against the British Empire, and in turn gives Martin Luther King his tactics for the civil right’s movement.  So I say again, friends, do not underestimate the spiritual fiber of little Massachusetts.  Her lands are an earthen harp tuned to a higher frequency and are strummed by angels to render more heavenly cords.  She listens only to her soul and steps always to the beat of her own drummer—and, sooner or later, the wide world follows.  Perhaps no words capture her spirit more aptly than those of President Kennedy spoken in another context, “Some look to the past and ask why, I look to the future and ask why not?”

Of course, we human residents of Massachusetts have our defects, but even these only further prove the consciousness of the land.  For what do we stand accused of?  If our arts and architecture and social habits are sometimes too austere and conservative, it is only because we cling to high standards and will not change them until we have found even higher ones.  If our drivers are famously impatient and rude, it is only because we know we are late and have fallen behind in the pursuit of perfection.  Sometimes we tire and become irritable under the ceaseless effort of the quest for progress, but what can we do?  We live in a land of insatiable Spirit, on a little diamond whose adamantine Light can be too pure for resistant human nature to bear.  Often we cannot keep pace with this insistent drummer, and we fall to the step of a lower beat.  But in either case, both our accomplishments and our failings are due to the powerful psychic charge of this deceptively small place, and it is both our boon and our bane to sit atop the soul-center of the United States.  

Finally, if I may give a personal example from my own communion with the land of Massachusetts, it is the following.  For many years I used to be disturbed by the question of why did so much tragedy befall the indigenous Americans?  What is the spiritual meaning of such a colossal devastation?  Especially if we maintain that Maha-America is conscious and one of the seven jewel centers of the great Earth Mother, how is it possible that those who loved her most have ended up last in the current social order of the Americas?  Or is this history just proof that God exists not and that the wheel of Time, Fate, and Nature is soulless and impartially violent?  These were the questions that accompanied me on many a walk through the woods and fields of Massachusetts, until slowly the rocks began to answer.  The process was incremental, a slow sedimentation of musings and reflections that eventually condensed to form an ongoing meditation, but the deeper I entered into the consciousness of the bedrock that dots the landscape of the state, the more clear their communications back to me became.  It was as if the ancient rocks themselves were speaking to me in a wordless way, telling me of all they have seen and see yet to come.  Here is my rather poor attempt to translate their sage counsel into the superficial terms of human thought:

It is a tragedy, my child, but you have to understand things more deeply.  What happened was in the end necessary for the evolution of consciousness, given the limitations of human nature then and now.  You see, it is the office of Maha-America to provide materially whatever the earth-being needs for her spiritual evolution, and as the world-being was growing, Maha-America had to open her material treasure chests for the emerging manifestation.  The unhappy fallout of that process you have contemplated, however, there is still more to consider.  As Maha-America gave Darwin the data needed on the Galapogos islands to substantiate the evolution of species, so too in a larger way she has provided the data to substantiate Sri Aurobindo’s revelation about the evolution of consciousness, because this is needed.  For until the human being has faith that matter is divine, the supramental manifestation cannot be achieved.  While the indigenous American seers understood that the earth is conscious, unfortunately the rest of the world did not, and still does not for the most part.  Therefore, solid evidence is required to establish that matter is both conscious and divine, and thereby resolve the doubts of the human mind.  None of the other jewel centers of the earth can provide this physical evidence, because their cultures are continuous and for the most part not in communion with matter.  Thus, in order to answer this world-need, Maha-America has allowed for a naturalistic experiment in which her native cultures have been displaced by imported ones, for if it were shown that the conscious influence of land on culture persists among immigrants who originally denied the earth’s divinity, then the human mind can conclude that the earth is, in fact, conscious.  And this exactly is what has happened in the history of post-Columbian America: her immigrant cultures have stratified and specialized themselves according to the geo-spiritual organization of Maha-America’s sacred land; they have continued to focus on nature and physical substance as the central cathexis of consciousness; and whenever and wherever they have been most spiritually inspired, they have opened to and expressed the divinity of Nature.  This persistence of a continuous cultural orientation in the absence of a transmitting human mechanism, because the native and non-native cultures in the Americas are discontinuous, proves that the land herself is both conscious and divine.  For she cannot influence culture without being conscious, and she cannot be conscious unless Divinity is already involved in her and therefore capable of evolving out of her.  Ergo, Sri Aurobindo is correct: matter is divine, and the purpose of evolution is to unfold infinite consciousness under the finite conditions of space, time, and substance.  Q.E.D.—respectfully submitted by the bedrock of Massachusetts.

Of course, I share this intuition not as a justification for what European colonists did to native Americans, but in the spirit of rectification.  Now that the costly experiment is done and the data interpreted, it seems to me that the peoples of the Americas have both an ethical and spiritual obligation to unite and return to the native way of honoring to the earth, albeit it in new ways as the soul of the land herself has released new and greater spiritual energies to be manifested.  We must re-possess indigenous American cultures, we must re-invest ourselves spiritually in the land, and we must do this quickly.  For the clock of global warming is ticking rapidly, and unless the Americas take a leading role in stopping the process, the rest of the world will not succeed without us for both practical and spiritual reasons.  Protecting the natural environment should be an American calling if there ever was one, for all the reasons outlined in this essay, and therefore the current laxity of the United States on this front is a bad sign.  There is still time to rectify this error, but if the people of the United States refuse to listen to the land and lead where she wills, then it may become necessary for Maha-America to dispose with the current order of civilization here, just as she has done with others in the past.  I certainly hope this can be avoided, however, I am quite sure that Maha-America will allow it if needed.  She has heard the call of the supramental Future and sacrificed every inch of her sacred land to manifest the dream of a divine life in a divine body, and she grows tired of being constantly neglected, disrespected, ignored, and abused.  She has waited too long and endured too much to remain forever silent.  Her rocks grow restless to reclaim their rights, and if the spirit of the land resurges and demands to be heard, then Americans will be faced with a definitive choice: either accept Maha-America’s gift of sacred substance and cultivate it consciously, or reject it and suffer the massive consequences of her full material fury.  For just as much as she has the material power to bring heaven down to earth, she also has the weight to drag earth down to hell if she revolts.  History has shown that Maha-America is slower to move and react than the other six jewel centers, but once in motion she wields staggering force.  Which way she moves next, towards heaven or hell, will depend largely on the spiritual choices that Americans make in the next few generations.

Sunrise and Sunset

However, even if both north and south Americans rectify their current course and convert from a culture of consuming to spiritually consummating the earth, the world-being will still need a coordinated effort of all the jewel centers working in concert in order to liberate the great Earth Mother from her current state of darkness and despair.  And this brings us the final topic to contemplate here, which is the geo-spiritual synchronization of the whole planet into a unified being.  If I have dwelled at length on the Americas, it is not because I believe they are more important or spiritual than the other jewel centers of the earth, but only because I can speak of them with some experiential knowledge and, as I have said, to help resolve at least one of the unanswered questions about the earth being’s constitution.  For if it is true that the Americas are one in essence and together represent the seventh or muladhara jewel center of the world, then the task of defining the remaining six jewel centers becomes easier.  Furthermore, what we have learned from studying Maha-America’s graded organization of consciousness, which repeats the same order we find in the seven lotuses of Life (the chakras) in the human being, is directly relevant to understanding the geo-spiritual anatomy of the world.  

For example, we see the same gradation from the sahasradala influence in northeast Asia down through inner mental and vital levels of southeast Asia and Micronesia, dipping into the subconscient in Australia; and we find the same gradation from the outer mind down through the various planes of emotion and outer vital force as we travel from northern Europe down to the southern tip of Africa.  Indeed, even within Europe and Africa there is a vertical gradation of consciousness from north to south, as we find that the northern Europeans tend to emphasize the higher strata of the reasoning and idealizing mental consciousness, while the southern Europeans express a mental infusion into the vital and physical, as with the more mental-vital character of Spain and Italy, dipping down into the mental-physical of the southern Slavs and the Greeks.  The only potentially confounding phenomenon in this clear vertical hierarchy of consciousness around in the world, is the curious clustering of a more mentalized human culture across the entire southern bandwith of the southern hemisphere of the globe, effectuated through European colonization of Australia, South Africa, and southern South America.  It would be an interesting yogic exercise to study this geo-spiritual phenomenon further, but for the moment, I have two initial hypotheses to explain this infusion of mind into the physical consciousness and even the subconscient and Inconscient.  One would be a global sadhana in which the ajna jewel center helps to open up and regulate the operations of the physical and subconscient in order to organize the spiritual transformation of matter, as we see happening on a more rapid schedule and limited scale in the development of the individual human being.  The second would be that there was an occult substratum of the mental plane involved in the physical consciousness and even the subconscient nature of the earth being herself, long before the recent sedimentation of European emigrants there, and that the southern jewel centers in effect elicited the needed infusion of northern influence to accelerate the evolution.  Probably both are true and dynamically interactive, and are geo-spiritually related to the inversion of seasons and climates in the southern band of the southern hemisphere.

In any case, with the vertical gradation of consciousness in the earth being thus established, we can now begin to describe her horizontal functioning across the longitudes, and understand how the jewel centers have lateral relationships with each other and are bound together to form the cohesive and conscious great Earth Mother.  Here again the structure of Maha-America is instructive, for one of the most salient features of the distribution of lands across the earth, is that Maha-America occupies almost the entire Western hemisphere to herself, save for a sliver of England and Africa and a few scattered islands in the Pacific, while the rest of world’s landmass is squeezed into the other half of the globe.  From the geo-spiritual perspective, this suggests that there is some significant differentiation of consciousness to the Eastern and Western hemispheres of the earth, just as we have already established a significant differentiation of consciousness from the northern to the southern hemispheres of the globe, and this is likely to be found in what Sri Aurobindo calls the parts of the being.  For if latitude corresponds essentially to plane of consciousness, both in the human and earth beings, then longitude should correspond strongly with the parts of the being we already know of from human sadhana.  If so, then Maha-America must represent the outer portion of the earth being, which accords well with our previous description of her has representing the muladhara jewel center and hence the physical consciousness, while the Eastern hemisphere must compass the inner being of the earth and be therefore relatively more responsive to the supra-physical planes and dimensions of consciousness.  

And this is in fact what we find, for as we move westward from the Pacific around the planet, we experience a general progression from the inmost portions of the being in Asia and the Pacific rim, to the outer portions in Africa and Europe.  This is why the Asian and aboriginal Australian temperament is more contemplative and subtle and inner-directed, while the African and European are more outwardly focused and expressive and reactive, the former in heart the latter in mind.  Indeed, I find that even the typical physiognomy and other physical traits of the various Asian, Micronesian, African and European peoples (that is, before the interesting offspring of recent intermarriages) are nicely attuned to the geo-spiritual part of the being they express, however, I will not describe that here because it is a complex subject and too liable to be branded as racism, which it is not because in yoga there is no question of better or worse—all parts and planes of the being are divine and integrally necessary for the divine manifestation.  In any case, in the center of the Eastern hemisphere, with her six glorious sisters constellated around her like a crown of resplendent jewels, stands Maha-Bharat, the soul of the world and the earth-being’s opening to the supreme and transcendent Mahashakti.  Absorbing all of the world’s spiritual, mental, vital, and physical traits into herself and blending these into an unearthly beauty and offering to the Divine, she carries all the hopes and heartbrakes of this wide world in her lonely breast.  Holy her name, but heavy her burden and difficult her fate.  For whatever labor of spiritual transformation the Divine Mother wills, must first be worked out in the unfathomable essence of India before the seed of the Future can grow in the rest.

Now if this general mapping of the vertical and horizontal structure of the earth being is correct, then there must also be an inner meaning to the rhythm of her days that coordinates the functioning of all the jewel centers together, and makes of the many parts a unified whole.  The geo-spiritual key to this mystery, I believe, is to be found in following the course of the sun, that physical symbol of the supra-physical Divine who is the Light of the worlds.  For if the East indeed corresponds to the inner being and hence to the spiritual dawn from within, while the West corresponds to the outer being and manifestation in the physical, then the sequence of sunrise and sunset around the world takes on a new and profound geo-spiritual meaning.  To illustrate this beautiful movement, let us now track the progression of sunrise around the globe, starting on the eastern border of the Eastern hemisphere.  Imagine you hovering above the Pacific Ocean, on the equator, and able to see to the north and south poles as you fly eastward around the earth watching for where the sunrise makes landfall along the ocean’s shore:

First, Usha, the goddess of the Dawn, streaks down the coast of northern Asia towards the Indian Ocean, while at the same time she arises from the depths of Australia in the south.  Geo-spiritually, this represents the descent of the supraconscious light from above that is answered by the ancient aspiration of the subconscient from below, and as this great dawning proceeds westward, it kindles to life all the intermediary planes of consciousness in the inner being, represented by southern and southeast Asia and also the Micronesia/Polynesia island complex.  As this awakening of the inner being of the Earth Mother is completed, the sunrise converges in a V-formation that touches the eastern coast of India, along the Bay of Bengal.  Now ring out the ancient temple gongs and resume the sacred Vedic chants, and the great Gods and Goddesses awake, for behold: from the depths and heights of her luminous mystery the Mahashakti emerges.  The gates of the sanctum sanctorum are thrown open, and She steps forth to bless the new day.  Reviewing all the ancient memories of the earth and seeing all the vast labor of evolution that has been done and has yet to be accomplished, She rekindles the hopes of the world-soul and revives the eternal dream of manifesting a Divine life in divinized matter.  Unlocked are the infinite treasure troves of her supernal worlds of Truth and Bliss, and down pours the flooding illumination of Her all-seeing gaze.  The Earth quivers in the holy ecstasy from Her transfiguring touch, and responds.  Suffused with the higher light and guided by the inmost intimations of the Asian jewel centers that have been baptized in the dawning of Maha-Bharat, now Maha-Europa, Maha-Asiatica minoris, and Maha-Africa spring to life.  As the sunrise proceeds eastward, the three great powers of the manifesting Idea, Voice, and Life throw their force behind the divine will and effort.  Laboring under the blaze of full day, the entire Eastern hemisphere of the great Earth Mother now throws her mind and heart and life-force into the concentrated tapasya of world-transformation.  

But as the sunrise proceeds westward, trailing a tail of sunset in the East even as Usha dawns in the West, a change comes over the manifestation.  As night settles over the Eastern hemisphere and the six jewel centers there retire into meditation to absorb what has been done and prepare for the new day, the collected labors of the world-soul are passed onto the seventh sister for her material blessing.  Now dawn comes to Maha-America, again streaking down her northeastern coast at the same time as arising along the southern coast, repeating the same sequence and pattern that happened over the Pacific, but now over the Atlantic ocean and kindling to consciousness the aspiration of the land, of the physical being and of sacred substance.  And again this awakening movement from above and below culminates in a presentation to the Soul, now to the Soul of Substance in Meso-America in the kingdom of the ancient Maya.  And again all the other planes of consciousness and parts of the being in matter respond to the call of the Mahashakti’s mission, as the rest of Maha-America springs to life and labors under the blaze of day to manifest physically all that her six sisters have conceived and planned and felt and formed in the supraphysical planes of consciousness.  Finally, as this massive labor in matter reaches its completion for the day, the sun sets over the western coast of the Americas, an event as great and glorious as was the dawn previously in the East.  For Maha-America is splendidly sculpted to fulfill her divine purpose, and her western sunset is a spectacle of Nature not to be missed.  Laying her heavenly physique diagonally across the globe from the Antarctic to the Arctic, so as to catch the sacred light of the setting sun in an orderly fashion, she begins her review of the day.  Beginning at the very tip of South America, in the depths of the Inconscient, the sunset flames up steadily along every inch of Maha-America’s coastline to the northern pole.  Like a huge fire of aspiration rising slowly up an inverted incense stick, the sunset climbs steadily up the entire western shore of Maha-America’s being, reviewing every plane of consciousness as she goes.  Careful, comprehensive, precise, and complete, Maha-America leaves no detail of the world yoga untouched, and accounts for every movement of consciousness that has settled into her sacred substance in the last twenty-four hours.  She inspects all that has been worked out in matter in the last day, and foresees all that has yet to be achieved tomorrow and the next.   And then, with a last, mighty prayer from the very bosom of the Earth, Maha-America surrenders her labors back to her six sisters in the East.  As night settles over the Western hemisphere and the Americas sleep, absorbing all that has been done and preparing for all that has yet to be achieved, already Usha streaks down Maha-Asia in the East and arises from the ancient memory of Maha-Australia in the south.  Again the world’s inner being is kindled to life, and again Maha-Bharat leans down from her supraconscious sleep to receive the offering and bless the new day.

And so the cycle flows ever onward, from day to day and month to month and year to year, endlessly unfolding the Mahashakti’s will in her terrestrial form as the great Earth Mother.  In winter the earth being tilts one way on her axis to bring sunlight and emphasis to the physical planes of consciousness and subconscient portions of her being, in summer she tilts the other to focus the transformative Light on the mental planes and more subtle parts of her being.  There is much more to be understood about the relationships among the seven chakras, the seven jewel centers, and the seven suns of the Supermind, but for the moment we pause here.  I had hoped to say more and to express it better, but already darkness is approaching and I feel the sunset kindling in my bones.  The inspiration is spent and the revelation recedes.  Whatever has not been achieved today remains a work for tomorrow.  My hopes of have become flame and my dreams turned to smoke.  And with that, my friends, I pass the torch westward and recede into night.  I retire back upon the bosom of this sacred American soil that sustains me, and look towards the East for the birth of a new vision, a new will, a new life, a new day.  Now let voices from the other jewel centers respond.

Boston, Massachusetts

April 1, 2006

Table 2.  The Seven Lotuses (based on Sri Aurobindo, 1970, pp. 328-9, 334-8, 364-77) 

Chakra

Sahasradala

Thousand-petalled lotus; top of head; blue with gold light 

Ajna

Forehead; two petals; white

Visuddha

Throat region; sixteen petals; grey

Hrtpadma or Anahata

Sternal region; twelve petals; golden pink

[Chaitya purusha, not a 

chakra per se and not emphasized in older yogas]

Nabhipadma or Manipura

Region from heart to navel; ten petals, violet

Svadhisthana 

Between the navel and base of spine; six petals; deep purple red

Muladhara 

Base of spine; four petals; red

Sri Aurobindo’s Description

Higher Mind, Illumined Mind

Commands the higher thinking mind (buddhi) and the illumined mind, and opens upwards towards the intuitive mind and Overmind.

Dynamic Mind

Commands thought, will, vision, inner mental formation.  “Third eye.”

Externalizing Mind

Commands expression and externalization of all mental movements and forces; also called physical mind when it gives a mental order to external things and deals with them practically.  Different from other gradations of consciousness associated with the face, neck, throat, and upper sternal region that have no specific chakra:

Mechanical Mind (Mental Physical)

Repeats customary ideas and habits endlessly, strong in childhood.

Vital Mind

Involved primarily in dreaming, imagining, planning for the future (e.g., fantasies of greatness, happiness, wealth, fame, heroism, etc).  

Mental Vital

Gives mental expression to vital movements such as emotion, desire, passion, and nervous sensations.  Through this avenue vital movements can rise up and cloud or distort reasoning (e.g., rationalization).

Emotional Mind and Higher Vital

Perceived as more external; seat of various feelings, such as love, joy, sorrow, hatred, affection, etc.  The “heart” chakra.

Inner Heart (Psychic Being)

Perceived as deep inside center of chest; the evolving soul that grows from life to life and is the seat of true individual identity.

Central Vital

Seat of the stronger vital longings and reactions, e.g., ambition, pride, fear, love of fame, attractions and repulsions, desires and passions, life-forces and life-energies.

Lower Vital

Connects all centers above with the physical consciousness below, and is concerned with small desires, such as for food and sex, as well as small likings and dislikings, such as vanity, quarrels, love of praise, anger at blame, little wishes.

Physical Consciousness

Governs the physical being down to the subconscious.  The physical, when not transformed, is prone to inertia, ignorance, repetition of habits, slowness, resistance to spiritual consciousness.  The subconscious has no organized chakra, but arises from below the feet.



