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If one considers the geology, so to speak, of the human brain and 
nervous system, we see represented in its strata-each layer still 
vitally alive-not dead like stone, the numerous pasts and presents 
of our planet. Like Walt Whitman, we “embrace multitudes.” And 
even our reptilian and paleomammalian brains are human, linked 
in infinitely complex ways to the conditionable upper brain and 
kindling it with their powers. Each of us is a microcosm, related in 
the deepest ways to the whole life-history of that lovely blue globe 
swirled over with the white whorls first photographed by Edwin 
Aldrin and Neil Armstrong from their primitive space chariot, the 
work nevertheless of many collaborating human brains. The 
meaning of that living macrocosm may not only be found deep 
within us but also played from one mind to another as history goes 
on-with ever finer tuning-by the most sensitive and eloquent 
instrument of Gaea the Earth-spirit-the cerebral organ. 

Victor Turner 




