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Among Sinologists there is a folk legend about the first westerners—a group of Jesuit scholars—to study the I Ching in the seventeenth century. The enterprise began with great energy and hope, the language was learned, the meanings deciphered and pondered over. Then tragedy struck. Several of the brilliant young men went insane. The difficulty of understanding the I Ching's wisdom within western categories of mind simply overwhelmed these dedicated men. In the end, the Society of Jesus was forced to abandon the project and even to forbid further study of this exotic Chinese scripture.

The story, even if apocryphal, throws light on Dr. José Argüelles' work, for he too has plunged wholeheartedly into what, for the western mind, is an equally baffling system of knowledge, the Tzolkin of the Maya. After a lifetime spiralling around this enigma, Dr. Argüelles has emerged with his story of what it means, and it is a wild story indeed. We are asked to consider—among other equally "outrageous" claims—the following:

First, that human history is shaped in large part by a galactic beam through which the Earth and Sun have been passing for the last 5000 years, and that a great moment of transformation awaits us as we arrive at the beam's end in 2012;

Second, that the activities and world views of cultures follow the nature of the "galactic seasons", the code of which has been captured both mathematically and symbolically by the Maya;

Third, that each person has the power to connect directly—sensously, sensually, electromagnetically—with the energy/information of this beam that emanates from the galactic core, and can in this way awaken to one's true mind, higher mind, deepest mind.

Undoubtedly many will think that Dr. Argüelles has gone the way of the Jesuits who disappeared into the I Ching—mad, manic, and marooned in private delusions. Certainly Dr. Argüelles himself is aware of the shocking nature of his conclusions. He warns us honestly at the beginning: "For me the situation meant taking a leap, plunging off the edge, as it were, into mental territory that had been declared extinct or tabu by the prevailing cultural standards". And certainly his work has both the extravagance and muddiness of every fresh vision of reality, and this alone makes reading his book a challenge, even aside from the cosmic magnitude of his claims.

Having said all that, let me indicate why I think that Dr. Argüelles' vision is of profound worth. I am convinced that any vision of the universe that doesn't shock us is without value for us. We must bear in mind that we reasonable westerners, we rational Christian-Judaic-secular-democratic citizens are the ones who hold the Earth hostage with our nuclear weapons. We modern industrialists are the ones who carry out the ecocide that has spread over every continent.

To say a vision of the universe is "reasonable" means that it fits into this modern world view that initiated and supports this global terror. We don't need reasonable visions; we need the most outrageously wild visions of the universe we can find. Dr. Argüelles' vision qualifies.

But his vision is not just wild. With the unerring accuracy of all genius, Dr. Argüelles knows that western science and western society's only hope for balance is by fully assimilating the cosmology of the primal peoples, and in particular that of the Maya. Why should the primal cosmologies be singled out? Because primal peoples begin with the same conviction: the Earth, the Sun, the galaxy, the universe—everything everywhere is alive and intelligent.

What is required of us is humility. We who were trained in the modern world view that frames and supports our militarism, consumerism, patriarchy, and anthropocentrism need to recognize our fatal mistake—we began with the assumption that the universe is dead, devoid of feeling and intelligence and purpose. Can we find the courage to shake ourselves away from that fatal delusion? Can we find the wisdom to turn to the Maya and their science and learn the truth of the universe?

In the remainder of this introduction, I would like to comment at some length on Dr. Argüelles' three "outrageous" claims. Since my own training is in mathematical physics, my line of thought necessarily reflects the contours of contemporary science. But I need to emphasize here that I am not attempting to put the Mayan vision into modern, scientific categories. The Mayan cosmology cannot be put into modern, scientific categories. But there emerges in our time a post-modern science, a scientific orientation that assimilates the world view of the primal peoples with the world view of modern science. It is from the context of this holistic, pan-human, post-modern science that I speak.

First, the galactic beam, through which the Maya claim we are passing. To start, let me say that modern science has never spoken of such a beam in the way the Maya do. But physicists have recently become aware of ways in which we are influenced by beams passing through the galaxy, and this by itself is news. Current astrophysics describes these beams as density waves that sweep through the galaxy and that influence galactic evolution. For instance, our Sun's birth was the result of this wave. The density wave passed through and ignited a giant star, which exploded and evoked our own Sun's existence.

In fact, all star formation is due primarily to these beams sweeping through our galaxy. We can begin to formulate the notion of the galaxy as an organism, one involved in its own development. We speak of the "self-organizing dynamics" of the galaxy. Or, from a more organismic perspective, we speak of the galaxy as unfolding—the birth of stars are pictured as part of the galactic epigenesis. The Sun, then, is seen as activated by dynamics governed by the galactic center; just so, the eye of a frog is seen as activated by the dynamics governed by its own organismic center.

The obvious question is this: Just how far does the galactic dynamism go with respect to the development of the Sun and its evolving planets? That is, do the galaxy's dynamics have only to do with the ignition of the Sun after which the Sun and Earth are on their own? Or is the galactic beam involved with the evolution of life?

A couple of comments are needed here. First, it can be said quite simply that the galaxy is continually involved with the evolution of Earth and its life. The galactic density beams have swept through the galaxy over the entire 4.55 billion years of the Sun's existence, and whenever these pass through the Sun, they alter its dynamics and thus alter the radiant energy that bathes the Earth. I have no doubt that, as evolutionary biologists begin to reflect on this, they will articulate the ways in which the development of life on Earth has been shaped by these dynamics. We will become increasingly aware that the shape of the elm leaf has been molded not just by natural selection on Earth, but by the action of the galaxy as a whole.

Secondly, we need to recognize that it was simply impossible for modern science to notice the existence of a galactic beam such as the Maya describe. Modern science focused on material, on its change of position. All qualities—colors, smells, emotions, feelings, intuitions—were termed secondary, and dismissed. That is, we committed ourselves from the beginning to a mode of consciousness that was never going to recognize the Mayan galactic beam.

What needs to be appreciated at the same time is just how difficult it was to do what modern science has done. For instance, to notice empirically that the Sun has a beginning—that is an accomplishment requiring a very heightened mode of consciousness. Just think how exotic consciousness had to become to actually see the continents move! Or to actually hear the echo of the primeval fireball twenty billion years ago at the beginning of time! By recognizing modern science's particular development of consciousness, we can begin to forgive its oversights, and to appreciate other modes of consciousness, developed around different cultural projects.

The Maya were a people intoxicated with a different cultural aim which required an entirely different development of consciousness. Where the modern scientists have been able to detect experientially the physical effects of density beams sweeping through the galaxy, the Maya were able to detect experientially beams with different efficacies, beams that influenced not the birth and functioning of stars, but the birth and functioning of ideas, of visions, of convictions. Or rather, what I myself think is the case: both the modern scientists and the Maya respond to the same beams. The modern scientists developed a mode of consciousness enabling them to articulate the physical effects of these beams; the Maya developed a consciousness enabling them to articulate the psychic effects of these beams.

Second, the galactic seasons. The Maya, in Dr. Argüelles' presentation, taught that each era has a particular quality to it, one favoring a special type of activity, and all of this is captured in the code of the Tzolkin. By knowing the galactic code to the seasons, one can anticipate their arrival and can thus act accordingly, and with great effect. Such an orientation to the universe was common to most primal peoples, though perhaps none had the exquisite nuance of the Maya. Furthermore, early and medieval western religious tradition has a similar conception of time, where each moment or era had its special quality given to it by the heart of the divine; knowing the quality of the moment enabled one to enter deeply into divine activity.

My own way of approaching this idea of a "galactic season" is via the twenty billion years of cosmic history. When we examine our account of what has actually happened, we see that each era has its special quality, its unique moment, its particular creativity.

For instance, a half-million years into the cosmic epic, the time arrived for creating the hydrogen atoms. We need to emphasize here that this creativity is intrinsically tied to the macrophase nature of the cosmos in that moment. Until then, hydrogen atoms were not created; afterwards, hydrogen atoms were not created. But at that time hydrogen atoms could and did leap into being by the quintillion. There are dozens of such examples throughout all eras of the cosmic epic, but perhaps we can stay with the emergence of the hydrogen atoms to make the point concerning activity inherent to a cosmic season.

Prior to the emergence of hydrogen, it was in fact possible for an individual hydrogen atom to form. But to do so required a tremendous expenditure of energy. And the atom quickly melted away in the primeval furnace. To create hydrogen atoms at other times was to work against the grain of the universe. Effortless and abundant creativity depends on both the innate urgency of hydrogen to emerge on the one hand, and the quality of the time of the universe on the other. It was only when, to quote Dr. Argüelles, "momentary need joined with universal purpose" that effective creativity happened. When the quality of the universe shifted to invite hydrogen atoms into existence, they poured forth in great abundance. The existence of these cosmic and galactic seasons is found everywhere throughout the twenty billion years of existence.

The question immediately surfaces in the western mind: "There may be seasons for the birth of atoms, or of galaxies, or of primitive cells. But what about my own thoughts? What about human culture? Are these affected by galactic times?" This brings us to our discussion of:

Third, personal interaction with the galactic mind. Indeed, what can we say about this notion of galactic intelligence and purpose?

I saved this point for last, because here we deal with the deepest reaches of the western psyche's repression. The Maya felt they were engaged with the mind of the Sun, which manifested for them the mind and heart of the galaxy. The Maya felt that the galaxy had desires. Modern scientists heard that and relegated the Maya to the "fairy tale" bin. But our rejection of their wisdom only reveals our dangerously lopsided psychic condition.

Consider this. Our intellectual ancestors in 17th-century Europe could stand before a screaming animal convinced that the animal had no feelings. When asked how they could be so cold-hearted, they explained that these animals were just machines that had been damaged; they emitted awful sounds just as any machine does when damaged.

As their descendants, we have the same distorted sensibilities. How else can we remain apathetic as the living world howls in anguish throughout the planet today? I bring this up with the hope that once we suspect the truth—that our modern sensibility is the most deformed in all 50,000 years of Homo sapiens' existence—we will begin the task of awakening the full spectrum of human psychic sensitivity. Only then will we stop our assault on life. Only then will we live an ecstatic existence similar to the Maya.

Our difficulty stems from our cultural mistake of thinking of hydrogen atoms and stars and so forth as "just physical", and ourselves and our psychic life as transcendent, as utterly disconnected from the universe.

The cosmic creation story of post-modern science offers a different starting point: the universe as a single multiform energy event. And thus human consciousness and the human body and owl consciousness and the owl body are all flowerings of one numinous cosmic process. In this holistic orientation, we can begin to appreciate the way in which our thoughts and bones and intuitions (and the thoughts and bones and intuitions of the owl) are all weavings of the same fundamental sacred dynamics.

Within this perspective, "feelings" are not fabricated in the transcendent human mind. Instead, feelings are transmitted, just as photons are transmitted. This is really the most ordinary experience. A person standing in the presence of a magnificent granite cliff is suffused with all sorts of feelings; these are the feelings that the mountain has communicated to the human.

Consider, then, a Maya standing bathed in the Sun's light. What can we say is happening? This event, like every event, is simultaneously psychical and physical. We can speak of the quantum electrodynamic interaction of the Sun's photons with the human electrons; or we can speak of the feelings and intuitions that are experienced "within". The totality of the event demands that both poles be taken together. The Sun is both heating the skin and igniting the mind; the Sun is both sharing its warmth and expressing its inner feeling; the Sun is both transmitting its thermonuclear energy and projecting its ideas and demands.

It is difficult to stop reflecting on the fascinating ideas found in Dr. Argüelles' book. Jump in and see for yourself. May you return with new power for activating the health and creativity of the Earth Community!

Brian Swimme 
Institute in Culture and Creation Spirituality 
Holy Names College, Oakland.
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THE MYSTERY OF THE MAYA: SCIENCE TRANSCENDED

Ever since the triumph of rationalism and the Industrial Revolution of the eighteenth century, it has been an institutionalized truism that modern science represents the pinnacle of human achievement. This belief is the cornerstone of the doctrine of material, technological progress. The notion that there could have been a science more advanced than the prevailing one which, after all, underlies every aspect of global industrial civilization, has been virtually unthinkable. Yet the moment has come when the rationally unthinkable may be the only solution remaining in order to allow safe passage beyond the treacherous onslaught of nuclear militarism and environmental poisoning which now threatens the existence of this planet.

Entrenched and ever-vigilant in their self-support, the forces of scientific materialism have zealously guarded the portals to their domain, keeping in mind a singular goal: to maintain the myth of ever-progressing technological superiority. Thus, UFOs, varieties of paranormal experience, the discovery in 1976 of "rationally" inexplicable phenomena on Mars swiftly become classified documents, withheld from the public. Yet, on the morning of January 28, 1986, just four days after the triumphant Voyager 2 flew by Uranus with its bewildering information release, the space shuttle Challenger exploded in full televised and public view. In that awesome fiery moment, the myth of technological superiority suffered a severe blow.

It is in the window of doubt and vulnerability provided by the Challenger's fateful mission that intelligent people may question as never before the purpose of technology and the "infallibility" of modern science. Through the crack in the myth of technological superiority strange winds now blow. In the moonlight of that which transcends scientific rationalism, we may pose the questions: What if the way we are doing things is not the best or wisest? What if we are not the most intelligent civilization known to Earth? Could there have been people smarter, wiser, more advanced than us, who in our smugness we have overlooked? Could there have been a science superior to ours practiced both on this planet and elsewhere? What makes us so sure that scientific materialism is the best technique to wrench answers from a cosmos infinitely more vast and mysterious than the rational mind can comprehend? In other words, what the spectre of technological crisis invokes is a paradigm shift of a genuinely radical nature. Such a shift has been in the air for a long time, thanks to pioneering research in quantum physics, but has needed an experiential jolt to get it grounded.

Throughout the twentieth century, sensitive scientific minds have been attempting to inform themselves about and alert the public to the irrational behavior of the world which rational science tries to observe. Though their message has escaped the war-lords and technocrats whose decision-making power shapes the social order, popularizers of the "new science" like Fritjof Capra, Isaac Bentov, and Gary Zukov have made admirable efforts to communicate the similarity between quantum physics and Eastern mysticism, at least to a critical thinking minority. Indeed, the conclusion to Zukov's The Dancing Wu Li Masters (1979) verges on the unthinkable by declaring that we are approaching the "end of science." Yet even he is incapable of surrendering the notion of the "unresting endeavor and continually progressing development of more and more comprehensive and useful physical theories."

The real "end of science," the long-anticipated, radical paradigm shift means the surrender of the notion of unceasing progress itself. Or at least the surrender of it long enough to see whether there may not be non-physicalistic or non-materialistic sciences that transcend the notion of progress—and non-progress—altogether. Of course, the myth of scientific progress and technological superiority could receive no greater blow than to discover that a more advanced science existed prior to the rise of the myth of progress, practiced by a people who, by modern estimation, were still in the Stone Age. Most specifically, I am referring to a system of thought virtually overlooked by all of the proponents of the "new science." This system of thought is the science known and practiced by the ancient people called the Maya.

The closest example to the system of Mayan science known to the champions of the new science is the Chinese legacy of the I Ching. Even the I Ching, however, has not been fully comprehended by the "new scientists," who, still immersed in the doctrine of progress, have not been able to see it for what it is: the code form of a science based on holonomic resonance rather than atomic physics.

Martin Schönberger in The I Ching and the Genetic Code: The Hidden Key to Life (1973), Robert Anton Wilson in The Illuminati Papers (1980), and my own Earth Ascending  (1984) are some of the few efforts that approach the I Ching as an example of a system that is more comprehensive than that of present-day science. As Schönberger puts it, the I Ching represents". . .a world formula with the stature of an order of reality. . .the answer to Heisenberg's quest for those 'anonymous basic forms and polar symmetries of uniform nature'."

Like the world-order system of I Ching, the system of Mayan science is one of holonomic resonance, as much of the future as it is of the past. Indeed, from the perspective of Mayan science, the terms future and past are of little value as gauges of superiority or progress. For the Maya, if time exists at all, it is as a circuit from whose common source future and past flow equally, always meeting and being united in the present moment. Mayan science, like the I Ching, can be considered both pre-and post-scientific.

How is it, then, that at this moment of technological crisis and paradigm shift, the Maya invite themselves into our consciousness? Who were—or are the Maya? Where did they come from? What were their achievements? Why did they do what they did? Why did they abandon their civilization at its peak? Where did they go, and why?

While Eastern forms of thought and actual practices—yoga, meditation, flower arranging, martial arts and so forth—have slowly become an increasingly prevalent phenomenon over the past half-century, relentlessly revolutionizing our culture and impacting on our scientific thinking, the Maya have remained enigmatic and remote.

Yet, to evoke the Maya of Central America is at the same time to evoke a curious resonance from the East, from India. After all, Maya is a key Hindu philosophical term meaning "origin of the world" and "world of illusion." The word Maya in Sanskrit is further related to concepts meaning "great," "measure," "mind," "magic," and "mother." Not surprisingly, we find that Maya is the name of the mother of the Buddha. And in the Vedic classic, The Mahabharata, we read that Maya was the name of a noted astrologer-astronomer, magician, and architect, as well as the name of a great wandering tribe of navigators.

Not only in ancient India, home of high metaphysics and spiritual adventure, do we find the name Maya, but also farther to the west. The treasurer of the renowned boy-king of Egypt, Tutankhamen, was named Maya, while in Egyptian philosophy we find the term Mayet, meaning universal world order. In Greek mythology, the seven Pleiades, daughters of Atlas and Pleione and sisters of the Hyades, number among them one called Maia, also known as the brightest star of the constellation Pleiades. And finally, we know that our month of May is derived from the name of the Roman goddess, Maia, "the great one," the goddess of spring, daughter of Faunus and wife of Vulcan.

Returning to the Maya of Central America, we find that their name is derived from the word Mayab, the term given to describe the Yucatan Peninsula, key area of the Mayan bioregional home base. So the question remains: Who were the Maya? Why is it that the name associated with this Central American civilization appears across much of the rest of the world? Is that just coincidence? Where did the Maya come from?

Current anthropological dogma has it that the Maya were part of the large group of Amerindians who crossed the Bering Strait from Asia during the last Ice Age as recently as 12,000 years ago and eventually settled in what is now Central America. To read late Mayan texts like the Popol Vuh, The Book of Chilam Balam, and The Annals of the Cakchiquels, we get the distinct impression that indeed, the Maya arrived from afar, "from the other side of the sea we came to the place called Tulan, where we were begotten and given birth by our mothers and our fathers . . ." (Cakchiquels). Lest one think the matter is simple, we read elsewhere in the same, somewhat garbled text that there were four Tulans:

"From four (places) the people came to Tulan. In the east is one Tulan; another in Xibalbay (the underworld); another in the west where we came ourselves, from the west, and another is where God is (above, heaven). Therefore there were four Tulans."

In examining the foregoing passage, we find that the place of origins or the process of origins described by the Maya in this late text is mandalic, celestial, and cosmic in nature. The Four Tulans represent the solar passage, east and west, as well as a superworld and an underworld. Furthermore, a reading of ancient Mayan and Mexican history and mythology in general shows that Tulan (or Tollan) is an archetypal code name as much as an actual place. What if Tulan describes not necessarily a geographic place, but a process of becoming and point of entry from one world-realm into another? In this regard, the Mayan recollection of origins resembles the Hopi, which describes passage from different worlds, of which the present is the fourth. But what are these worlds? Do they describe earlier stages of life on this planet? Or do they describe cosmic passages simultaneously occurring on this planet and/or elsewhere?
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Leaving aside for the moment the question of origins, we find ourselves on firmer ground in contemplating the achievements of the Maya. Unquestionably, the Maya represent one of the great civilizational flowerings of planet Earth. Scattered across the jungles of the Yucatan and the highlands of present-day Guatemala are incredible numbers of ancient cities and temple sites. Towering stepped pyramids, finely laid-out plazas, and ceremonial centers are exquisitely adorned with sculpted stones, covered everywhere with hieroglyphic inscriptions.

Several things strike us about the magnificent Mayan ruins, chief among them being their isolation. Even in relation to the closely connected highland Mexican civilization, the Mayan artistic style is unique. Isolated in the Central American jungles, the Maya appear as aloof as they are remote. Yet in considering their pyramids towering over the jungle tree lines and their intricate hieroglyphics, we are also struck by how late in global history the Maya appear. Almost three thousand years after the peak of pyramid building in Egypt, with whose civilization they rightly beg comparison, the Maya thrust themselves onto the scene.

Even more dramatic than the relatively late rise of Mayan civilization is its sudden abandonment. By A.D. 830, after some 500 to 600 years of intense activity, the principal centers were left to time and the jungle. Of all the puzzles presented by the Maya, this seems to be the greatest one. Though efforts are made to hypothesize internal revolution, drought, or pestilence as a cause of the abandonment of the great centers, there is no convincing proof for any of these theories. The probability still remains, as stunning to our way of thinking as it may be, that the Maya consciously abandoned their civilization at its very peak. If this is the case, we must ask why?

Intimately related to the mystery of the abandonment of the key centers around A.D. 830 is the enigma not only of the meaning of the hieroglyphs but of the calendrical, mathematical, and astronomical data left behind by the Maya. If the Maya had just left behind their architecture and artwork, their civilization would still rank with the highest that humanity has achieved: the Egyptians and the Greeks, the Gupta Dynasty of India, the temples of Java, the T'ang dynasty of China, and the classic Heian dynasty of Japan. Yet, it is their scientific achievements that stand out as much as, if not more than, the harmonic heights of their artwork and continue to astonish us.

Usually, the Mayan scientific achievement is spoken of in terms of its calendrical attainments. The Maya computed the length of the Earth's revolution around the Sun to within a thousandth of a decimal point of the calculations of modern science. This, we are endlessly told, they did without our precision instruments. Not only that, but they kept calendars of the lunation and eclipse cycles; and even more, they maintained calendars recording synodical revolutions and synchronizations of the cycles of Mercury, Venus, Mars, Jupiter, and Saturn. And, on certain of their monuments, we find the recording of dates and/or events occurring as much as 400,000,000 years in the past. All of this they did with a unique and incredibly simple yet flexible numerical system that counted by twenties (instead of tens) and used only three notational symbols. Why, and to what end?

How does the Mayan calendrical knowledge relate to the mystery of their origins and to the enigma of the abandonment of their major cities by A.D. 830? And where did the Maya go following A.D. 830? Certainly there were those that remained, and yet there is such a clear break prior to the recommencement of Mayan civilization in the late tenth century that it is as if the rupture had been conscious and deliberate. Not only is the break between the so-called New Empire Maya and the pre-A.D. 830 Maya profound, but by the time the Spaniards arrived, it is as if all understanding of the past had been forgotten. And yet the calendar remained. A clue—for whom?

The archaeologists, of course, see the calendar system as just that—a way of recording time. But the question of why so much time is spent recording time remains unanswered. The suspicion dawns that the calendar is more than a calendar. Is the number system, so exquisitely proportioned, also a means for recording harmonic calibrations that relate not just to space-time positionings, but to resonant qualities of being and experience, whose nature our materialistic predisposition blinds us to?

There is no question that in the volumes of literature written about the Maya and their bafflingly precise intellectual accomplishments, few are the writers who approach the matter with anything but the view that Mayan civilization, being a "thing of the past," was not as advanced as ours. The entrenched progressivist view, that the Maya represented one of several streams of civilization struggling against all environmental odds to attain to our level of materialism and science, is the view that informs almost everything said about the Maya. And for this reason, most everything said about the Maya may be dead wrong.

After many years of study and contemplation of the Mayan mystery, I have come to the inescapable conclusion that the Maya cannot be understood with the yardsticks that we have used to measure and judge them. Having long intuitively felt that the purpose of life according to the Maya might have been far different than our materialistic imagination can reckon, I have most recently come to the further conclusion not only that the Maya—at least the Maya whose civilization came to an abrupt halt at its peak in A.D. 830—were smarter than we are, but that their science was well in advance of ours. For this reason, it matters little that they used no metal tools or labor-saving devices such as the wheel (they also had no beasts of burden).

Because they could accomplish so much with so little, the Maya have something very important to teach us in our moment of technological crisis and paradigm shift. Indeed, the Maya may already possess not only the "new" paradigm, but also the scientific knowledge by which that paradigm may be applied. This being so, it may also be not just by chance that the Maya were the last of the ancient streams of civilization to come to flower on this planet. Nor may it be chance that the Maya represent the last overlooked ancient tradition to be examined and understood in the "light" of modern thought. In fact, it may just well be that the time is ripe for a "rediscovery" of the Maya.

In considering all of this, I have come to feel the spiritual presence of the Maya. Uncanny sages of what we call time, masters of synchronization, the Mayan presences chuckle and grin. Of course, the time is right. It has all been mapped, laid out, blueprinted. The clues have been amply left behind.

All that has been wanting is the right frame of mind to look at the clues. The breakdown of the present frame of mind allows the emergence of the possibility of reading the clues and drawing the right conclusions from them—conclusions that may have much to do with steering planetary affairs from a course of extinction to one of transformation.

In preparing the presentation of this text, I am guided by two things: the study of a phenomenon that I have come to understand as a galactic master-code, and the intuition that a dramatic break with the current scientific paradigm is absolutely necessary if we are going to not only survive but transform in the most positive and benign way possible. Having been so long overlooked, the Mayan Factor must be now examined.

The thought of doing this book came to me very suddenly. Yet, as I reflected on it, I realized I had been working with the material for over thirty years. At this stage in my life and in the life of the planet, it is necessary to present clearly, coherently, and honestly that which is true. The ways to truth are manifold. Insight, direct intuition, experience, and revelation are complemented by study, research, testing, and examining. All of these elements have been brought into play in dealing with and presenting the Mayan Factor. But more than anything else I feel it is my duty to present as simply and directly as possible the Mayan Code, the Harmonic Module.

More than a calendar, the Mayan Harmonic Module presented atthis time evokes the image from the I Ching for Hexagram 49: 
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Revolution (Moulting): 

Fire in the lake 

The image of REVOLUTION 

Thus the superior person sets the calendar in order 

And makes the seasons clear.

It is in the interest of setting the calendar in order-the calendar as the cosmically voyaging Maya knew it—and making clear that we are involved in galactic seasons that this book is presented. Armed and reassured with such knowledge, we might set ourselves aright with the Earth and drop our childish and now very dangerous infatuation with the myth of progress and technological superiority. In this lies the import of The Mayan Factor: Path Beyond Technology.
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GREAT WHEEL, MANDALA OF PACALVOTAN
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AZTEC CALENDAR STONE, A.D. 15TH CENTURY
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[image: image] MY 33-YEAR SEARCH FOR THE MAYA

Though I write in this book of things that may seem culturally remote or transcendentally cosmic, it would be a mistake to think of the Maya as inaccessible. As I have found through my life, the Mayan experience with its wealth of artistic and scientific lore is not so much alien or different as it is strangely, hauntingly familiar, like the numerous coincidences of the word Maya and its cognates that are scattered across the civilized world. At the same time, however, the Mayan experience, or the Mayan Factor as I have come to call it, is vast, unquestionably vast, and with implications extending far beyond the domains of our imagination.

I am 47 now, and it has taken me 33 years to fully realize that even in its vastness the Mayan Factor is friendly, approachable, communicable. In order to allow others to enter into this world, I would like to recount in a brief manner my own coming to the Mayan Factor. To begin at the beginning, I was conceived in Mexico and, though born in the States, spent my first five years in Mexico. The fact that my parents' apartment was located at 100 Calle Tula, Mexico City, struck me later as a curious synchronicity, since the name Tula is the Toltec form of Tulan or Tollan, the name of the Mayan center of origins.

It was in 1953, fateful year of the discovery of the genetic code and the Van Allen radiation belts, Earth's magnetic field, that I first encountered the Maya. That summer, my father had taken my twin brother and me to Mexico. It was the perfect opportunity for a fourteen-year-old like myself. I hadn't been to Mexico since I had left at the age of five, but Mexico City was still like my childhood reminiscence of a colonial capital. Though we didn't get any farther south than Cuernavaca, just beyond Mexico City, I received enough of an impression at the National Museum of Anthropology to stir deep and ancient feelings. But the museum, with its fantastic display of artifacts, including the great Calendar Stone of the Aztecs, was nothing compared to the experience of the great pyramid city of Teotihuacan, "Place Where the Gods Touch the Earth."

As I climbed the Pyramid of the Sun and gazed toward the mountains, c1ouddappled and shadowed beneath the still-clear-blue sky of those times, a profound sentiment arose in me, a longing to know. I knew it was not just a knowledge about things for which I thirsted, but a knowledge that comes from within things that I so greatly and earnestly desired. As I made my way down the steps, awestruck and filled with the wonder 
of the harmonic monumentality of the city of Teotihuacan, I made a vow to myself. And the vow was this: that whatever it was that had happened here I would come to know it—not just as an outsider or an archaeologist, but as a true knower, a seer.

It must have been that fall, in 1953, while working at the public library in Rochester, Minnesota, that the next link occurred. I was filing books, a job I enjoyed enormously for the opportunity it gave me to encounter new and different kinds of ideas. And of all the books that tantalized me and drew my mind beyond itself, there were two in particular: P. D. Ouspensky's Tertium Organum and Sylvanus Griswold Morley's The Ancient Maya. 

The former volume, with its dizzying descriptions of the possibilities of infinite numbers of parallel worlds, was enough to send my imagination into a condition of serene transcendence—or was it recollection? I really couldn't tell. For some reason or other, Morley's book on the Maya did the same thing for me. Or rather, while opening vistas on a cultural experience of exalted dimensions, Morley's book gave me a script of earthly probabilities to ground the cosmic experiences which Ouspensky described in Tertium Organum.

In any case, the Morley book made an indelible impression on me. The photographs of the living Maya, the curious anthropological descriptions of the Maya in relation to other members of the Mongoloid race, the diagrams of ancient temple sites and reproductions of stone sculpture of an extraordinary delicacy, harmony, and mystery, all had me completely captivated. But nothing fascinated me more than the numerical and mathematical system of the Maya. Quickly I learned the system: a dot equals one or a unit of a multiple of twenty; a bar, five or a multiple of five times twenty; and a shell glyph, zero or completion. It was so fantastically simple—and streamlined. And then there were the names of the different place-values: kin, the ones; vinal, the 20s; tun, the 400s; katun, the 8,000s; and baktun, the 160,000s.
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For long hours I marveled at the mastery which the system represented—and the mystery of what its true purpose might have been. Clearly, Morley didn't know. As great as was his appreciation of the remnants of the Maya, he, like virtually all of the archaeologists (as I was to later find out), judged the Maya by standards of material technology. Morley still viewed the Maya as being in the Stone Age. No metallurgy, no wheels. And yet, in Morley's estimation, and much to his amazement, without these material contrivances they still managed to create a science and an architecture of a proportional harmonic beauty equal to the greatest of Old World civilizations. For Morley, writing in 1947, the Maya remained an "intractable exception . . . Few if any other cultures with comparably primitive features . . .have focussed to such a degree upon intellectual attainment."

My dissatisfaction with Morley's limitations was compounded by my own lack of experience and knowledge, which were needed to formulate the actual reason for my discomfort. As much as I thrust myself into the mathematics and the astronomical and calendrical lore, such as it had been deciphered by the likes of Morely and his colleagues, there was a veil beyond which my experience could not penetrate. Here, I would retreat into 
reverie or fantasy. And one fantasy always would recur: that of a journey to the jungle hotlands of Mesoamerica where, through some cathartic and transfigurative experience, I would emerge, not at all as I had been, but as a bearer of knowledge, a seer. This reverie, this haunting, led me on in my pursuit of the Maya.

Through my college years, and especially in graduate school, the Maya remained an avocation. Though I studied art history at the graduate level, the University of Chicago did not offer any courses in pre-Columbian art. Nonetheless, I availed myself of every resource in the University library as well as the Art Institute of Chicago and the Field Museum. Applying the skills and discipline that I was learning in the formal study of art history, I forged ahead in my own study of the Maya and pre-Columbian art in general. For the most part, this was a satisfactory course. I was free to plunge into what was really my favorite area of art history.

And yet, as I read, studied, contemplated, and observed, it became clear that something was amiss. No one seemed to be getting the point. The archaeologists all treated Mayan civilization as if it were a happy enigmatic aberration of the Stone Age. I came to suspect that the reason archaeologists studied the Maya was precisely because their smug mind-sets would never get it, and would think instead that it was the Maya's fault that they weren't getting it!

Aside from Morley, perhaps the most prominent archaeological writer and interpreter of the Maya is a man named J. E.S. Thompson. Admirable compiler of two monumental tomes, Maya Hieroglyphic Writing and A Catalog of Mayan Hieroglyphs, as well as more general texts like The Rise and Fall of Mayan Civilization, Thompson, more than anyone else, wrote of the Maya as if they were idiot savants, skilled for God-knows-what-reason in abstruse astronomical mathematics to the point of devilish obsession, but to no rational end! Even more than Morley, Thompson judged the Maya by the yardstick of Renaissance European civilization and values. Thompson's discussions of Mayan art betray a condescending impatience. Because archaeologists like Thompson don't fathom what it was the Maya were about, they generally impute the worst, projecting themselves with their modern habits uncomfortably into an alien, fatalistic regime. Thus, when confronted with what is certainly the most puzzling feature of Mayan civilization—its sudden decline in the ninth century—Thompson prefers to see in it a slave revolt against despotic rulers. Yet, as Morley explains, "It is difficult to believe that so solidly established a civilization could be overturned abruptly. . . If dissatisfactions had been accumulating slowly through the centuries, they left no mark by which they can be identified."

As these unsatisfactory rumblings were going through my head in the summer of 1964, I prepared for my next journey to Mexico. Romantic fascination with place was at an all-time high. Traveling by car as I had done with my father over ten years before gave me plenty of time to contemplate the endless vistas of mountains and sky. To me, the land was mystical, living, possessing immense secrets. My openness to the mystery of place and geography was complemented by the discovery of other points of view than that of 
the materially obsessed archaeologists. Chief among them was that of the writer, Laurette Sejourné.

I had already been familiar with her book, Burning Water: Thought and Religion in Ancient Mexico, which was like fresh air in contrast to the writing of the archaeologists, for Sejourné took seriously the mental and spiritual aptitudes of the ancients. In Mexico City I came across her study, The Universe of Quetzalcoatl. In the introduction to that book, the eminent historian of religion, Mircea Eliade, wrote of Sejourné's approach that for her, "culture forms an organic unity. . .and thus it ought to be studied from its center and not from its peripheral aspects." This perspective resonated deeply with my own feelings. I began to perceive that the problem in coming to terms with the Maya and ancient Mexican civilization in general was actually the problem of our own civilization. Whatever it was that I had begun to feel in 1953 ran even more deeply now. Besides Teotihuacan, I now visited the ancient highland Mexican sites of Tula and Xochicalco. Armed with some knowledge, my intuition penetrated further into the mute stones. It was particularily at Xochicalco that the feelings of premonition—or recollection—gathered with disturbing intensity.

Xochicalco is high, remote in the mountain wilderness of the state of Guerrero. Its simple outlay of harmonic architectural structures is dominated by a singular presence: Quetzalcoatl, the Plumed Serpent. Dating back to the ninth and tenth century A.D., Xochicalco, "Place of the House of Flowers," represents a fusion of the Highland Mexican style of Teotihuacan, and that of the Classic Maya. Indeed, it was here in Xochicalco that 
the elite of the Maya and Teotihuacan took refuge and convened following the "abrupt" decline of the Classic stage of Mayan and Mexican civilization. And it was here that the "historical" Quetzalcoatl, 1 Reed, was born in A.D. 947 For myself, the mystery intensified; and simultaneously, a new stage of unraveling had begun.
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PLUMED SERPENT, QUETZALCOATL, XOCHICALCO, A.D. 10TH CENTURY

The mystery was that of Quetzalcoatl, the Plumed or Feathered Serpent, called by the Maya, Kukulkan, "Place Where the Serpent Dwells." From reading Sejourné's synthesizing work on Quetzalcoatl, it was clear that Quetzalcoatl was not just a god, but a multiple god; not just a man, but many men, not just a religion but a mythic complex, a mental structure. And it was also clear that this constellation of features, this multiple presence informed almost every aspect of ancient Mexican and even Mayan Civilization. Not just the arts, but astronomy and the calendar were affected by Quetzalcoatl, who was strongly associated with the morning and evening star, the planet Venus.

Astronomical, celestial associations, as much as his role as a religious figure of the stature of a Moses or a Christ, brought Quetzalcoatl into prophetic prominence. So it was that the tenth-century 1 Reed, Quetzalcoatl, presumed founder of the City of Tula and revitalizer of Chichen Itza in Yucatan, having prophesied his return on the day 1 Reed, in the year 1 Reed, was vindicated by the arrival of Cortés on that very day, Good Friday on the Christian calendar, A.D. 1519. This fact alone seems to have been sufficient to unstring the already nervous Montezuma II, emperor of the ill-fated Aztec empire.

Though few in our culture might have heard of Quetzalcoatl, aside from those familiar with D.H. Lawrence's novel, The Plumed Serpent, the prophetic facts of the matter gave me the conviction that Quetzalcoatl was not just a local affair. Rather, I saw in Quetzalcoatl an invisible and immanent force underlying and transcending the mythic fabric of mechanization. Fortified with this intuition, I returned from Mexico once again with a growing sense of my personal mission.

By the time I had completed my formal graduate studies in art history in 1965, I had arrived at a more intuitively considered position concerning the Maya and the ancient civilizations of Anahuac, "Place Between the Waters," the indigenous Nahuatl name given to Mexico and Central America. The archeologists could unearth the stones and catalog the data, giving their findings names like "god D" or "ritual object," but this said nothing about the livingness of the ancient civilizations. To me, it was obvious that one had to develop an intuitive frame of mind as well to enter into the mental states which produced the artifacts. And besides, the artifacts were but the residue. The reality was in the mental-emotional condition that went into the artifacts.
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