Preface - Japanese Whispers

To Mrs. Brice, who took the edge off the poles.

‘If any man preach any other gospel unto you than that ye have received, let him be accursed’

Galatians 1:9

Within days of my moving to Kyoto to work as an English teacher, a convivial Japanese man in a dapper suit and brightly coloured cravat appeared at my door bearing books. I had been witnessed by the Jehovah’s Witnesses, and they had sent round a missionary to save my soul. Though I enjoy the company of rude apocalypticals, I had already read stacks of Witness literature, and several books about them whilst researching a dissertation comparing their wacky beliefs on the body to those of early American Protestants. They were academically interesting to a point, but that point had been passed, and I was too old to enjoy baiting narrow-minded Christians for the hell of it. However, when my visitor introduced himself as William, and told me in a very plumy accent that he had lived in York for ten years, I was intrigued by this curious specimen of cross-culturalism. I sent him away with my dissertation and told him I would speak to him again once he had read it.

He returned the following week with his wife, and I invited them in. My funky skinhead girlfriend and my curmudgeonly guests eyed each other with mutual bafflement and disapproval. She left us some tea and bolted upstairs, and William (née Takeya) turned his attention to my work.

‘I notice you have quoted many books in your dissertation, but you have not quoted the Bible…’

I did not feel that the Bible was relevant to comparative history. I asked him how he felt about the seven failed predictions of the apocalypse made by the elders of his church.
 He did not feel this was relevant to the modern Witnesses, who have ceased to set dates for Doomsday. This tit-for-tat nastiness was not going anywhere so we moved on to scripture, and touched briefly on Taoism, but I soon became bored and sent them away. It took William a long time to stand up, and his wife had to help him. He explained that he had been sitting Western style in chairs for so many years that his knees were severely tested by sitting cross-legged on the floor in the traditional Japanese manner.

His wife was not as westernised as his knees. Her English was poor, her accent thick, and she barely entered the discussion. On one occasion, however, she piped up with a word pertinent to a scriptural point, but I didn’t catch it. I had her repeat it several times, but I couldn’t understand what she said.

‘Fruitage,’ said William, helpfully.

‘Fruitage?’ I asked, suppressing a giggle. It is a silly word and it sounds like ‘frottage’.

‘Yes. “Fruitage”.’

‘That’s not a word,’ I said, with the calm authority of an experienced English teacher.

‘Yes it is, it’s a Biblical word,’ he said, finding the verse with the calm ease of a dedicated Bible thumper. “Fruitage”.’

‘I see. “Fruitage”.’ No arguing with that.

Why was this poor woman learning archaic language fit for nothing but an angry red line in my classroom? She couldn’t even string an English sentence together, how had she beat the teacher? Why was this happening? 

This ridiculous word is found in Paul’s Letter to the Galatians,
 a letter he wrote because he was concerned about how the Gospels were being interpreted in a community a few Greek whispers away. Galatians, along with the rest of the New Testament, was written in Greek generations after Christ, despite Paul’s claim that it ‘came by a direct revelation from Jesus Christ himself’,
 who would have preached in Aramaic. This is just the beginning of the story. At one point there were over thirty more or less contemporary gospels covering a diverse range of subjects, esoteric to various degrees, written from other perspectives, including The Gospel of Mary Magdalene and The Gospel of Judas. In the second century, in a political move against rapidly proliferating Gnostic groups, Irenaeus of Lyons decreed that all but Matthew, Mark, Luke and John were heretical.
 Translations of this censored Bible multiplied in different tongues over the next one and a half millennia, and were hastily compiled into several versions of the Greek textus receptus, all of which are full of typographical errors. These were one major source for the familiar King James Bible (KJV) of 1611. The other was the Latin vulgate, translated from Hebrew into Latin by St. Jerome, a man who considered the Old Testament it to be ‘rude and repellent’.
 The KJV retains the errors and prejudices of both. The teams of translators were not Hebrew scholars, and didn’t care to consult the rabbis who were, so they could not learn much from the original Old Testament. King James was concerned that the good book should be neither controversial nor confuzing, with few textual notes, and as close as possible to the aging Bishop’s Bible which was popular in churches of the day. Consequently the KJV was already dated when it was printed, and has become progressively more arcane and baffling to the pious for the last 400 years. When the Witnesses got their hands on it, they revised certain details according to their own enigmatic beliefs, but left the archaic language as it was. The fruitage of all this is that my guest spends her evenings translating into Japanese this bastard Bible, which is a questionable revision of an archaic translation of a compilation of translations of transcripts taken generations after the events they purport to report.

Anyone who takes an English Bible as Gospel is seriously misinformed. As well as the errors, the original depth and flexibility of the language is lost. For example, the first line of the KJV reads:

‘In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth.’

But the Hebrew can also be read:

‘With a beginning, [it] created Elohim, the heavens and the earth.’

This is much better! There is something before God which created God, but it has no gender and no name, as befits something limitless and inconceivable. Furthermore, ‘Elohim’ is a singular noun meaning ‘ruler’, with a plural ending, so this Lord of whom we can have some conception can be conceived of in more than one way. Right there in the first line, we are given a God who is created, like heaven and earth, like Adam and Eve, and like us. We are given a family we familiar are with, and given licence to relate to our ruler in more than one way.

The Old Testament is a string of Hebrew consonants, the vowels and pronunciation are left to the reader to figure out. It is deep and ambiguous, open to all kinds of interpretations, like any good esoteric text, like all the best people, like the elementary particles of matter. Unfortunately, few modern laymen know enough Hebrew (or psychology or physics) to appreciate the ambiguities. The book you are holding in your hands is far more inspired and virile than the dusty old King James in your bookshelf. I make no apology for my own left field interpretations of hand-me-down scripture. I know a little Latin, less Hebrew, and barely any Greek. Neither do I know the Arabic of the Koran, the Sanskrit of the sastras, nor the Chinese of the Tao Te Ching. I do, however, know what I like.

Text is my bread and olive oil, my miso and rice, my coriander, my pickles, my sultanas. Nouns are my proteins and idiom my fruitage salad. I cook every day, every moment I can, and I am a happy chef, but there are some mean chefs in the kitchen. As with all vital commodities, nasty bullies have taken control of words and texts as best they can. They feed you rubbish, and tell you it is the nectar of the gods. Cooked with malice, words offend the mind, disturb the body, and constipate the soul. Cooked with love, they delight the mind, energise the body, and refresh the soul. I have been marinating ideas for thirty years now, and I’m going to cook up a wholesome feast, but I fear that the fare may provoke an allergic reaction, so here follows a list of ingredients which may not suit some constitutions.

Firstly, there is a pinch of obscenity, though I don’t find it obscene. I have nothing to say to people who are offended by the occasional dirty word on a page, or by talk of the act which created them or of the breasts that nurtured them. It is not sordid, it is life.

Secondly, there are the diabolical dumplings, but the devil contains some essential acids. He is definitely scary, but he has your best interests at heart. His case is also translated with prejudice in the King James Bible, when Eve meets him in his guise as the snake. We read ‘The serpent beguiled me and I did eat’, but the Hebrew can also be rendered as ‘He elevated me, and I did consume.’
 The adversary drags you up, Lucifer lights the way. That is the meaning of his name - lucem ferre, to bring light.
 Duality is a veil of illusion, you will feel much better when rid of it, and this much maligned dark angel of light is the one who tears it down. Satan is God’s left-hand man. The Garden of Eden doesn’t make any sense otherwise – why would a benevolent and omnipotent father put a scheming snake in his children’s playpen? Why would God plant a forbidden fruit tree for the devil to hide in?

This brings me to my third point. Some of the ingredients of this dish have been forbidden by bigoted men. The meal before you is liberally spiced with intoxicants, though I don’t find them intoxicating. Intoxication implies the impairment of mental facilities, but psilocybin has been shown to make subjects more perceptive, able to describe the visual field more accurately.
 Psychedelics enhance one’s perception of what usually goes unnoticed. As with more mundane power tools, drugs should be used respectfully and carefully with experienced people. In this way, they can liberate the mind from its soporific state, and also make people happier. Another psilocybin study found that it induced ‘full mystical experiences’ in 60% of subjects and more importantly, 79% of subjects reported ‘“moderately to greatly increased” well-being or life satisfaction’ when questioned two months later.
 I am very careful about what goes in my body. I go easy on wine, I don’t eat processed things, meat, antibiotics, headache pills, or anything else from the chemist or the doctor - I don’t even have a doctor. I prefer the ADHD God gave me to the Ritalin my teachers offered me, but I do like divine spices, both recreational and inspirational (see note on the spices, below).

Fear not, you are not about to chew your way through a spiced Bible, there is more to the menu than that. The starter is a distasteful mouthful of undercooked theorising, the main course is a big hunk of the history of science, and there are side dishes of linguistics, psychology, neurobiology, religion and magick. There will be several glasses of ayahuasca, and the pudding is a surprise with a sparkler sticking out of it. This is a meal of philosophy, full of hidden chillies and strange glutinous nuggets. It requires plenty of chewing, and some bits might stick in your teeth. With metaphors mixed, whipped and folded, it is confuzing and inconsistent, round-about and back round again, silly and sublime, spot on and plain wrong. There are oblique tangents, impassioned rants, endless digressions, bigoted conclusions, thinly veiled provocations. There are dangerous cults, venerable sages, foolish hippies, feisty women and other two-dimensional characters, like poor William, who turned up with such panache, and hobbled away in disgrace before the end of the page. Like William, what I offer you is unabashedly apocalyptic, rather self-confident, and a little difficult to take seriously. This is the fare, laid on your table. As a drug-crazed eclectic mystic chef with Satanic leanings and a raging libido, I cannot in good faith serve up anything else. I offer it with love.

Black pepper, madam?

(
Note on the spices: If you want to consume only that which is prescribed to you by your government, that is absolutely fine, but leave the rest of us alone! If you want seven pints of Stella and a donner kebab, it is your choice and your body, go ahead. I wouldn’t do it, and I consider seven glasses of ayahuasca and a big fat pure joint to be much healthier, as would any well-informed doctor, but do what you like!

Many people enjoy the fruits (or fruitage) of activated psyches, but curse the psychoactives themselves, ignorant of their bigotry. For example, the molecular structure of DNA, as taught to all British schoolchildren, was almost certainly discovered whilst Francis Crick was on LSD.
 The father of molecular genetics was a founding member of a society dedicated to the legalisation of cannabis, named SOMA after the drug from Aldous Huxley’s ‘Brave New World’. Another ground-breaking scientist, Dr. Kary Mullis was on LSD when he first visualised the molecular concepts of the polymerase chain reaction, the basic process of DNA testing, for which he won his Nobel prize. He campaigns for the legalisation of all drugs, and claims that LSD is of little danger to anyone as long as there is no heavy machinery nearby. As one of the foremost molecular biologists in the world, he probably knows more about its effects than do the law-makers. 

Drugs have also been influential in the arts, directly responsible for most early jazz, nearly all reggae, and half of the Beatles discography. The first 200 lines of Coleridge’s masterpiece were dreamt up during an opium trance, Baudelaire, Balzac, and Stevenson wrote stoned, Kerouac used to drop Benzedrine and type without pause for hours on pages he had taped together. Ken Kesey’s ‘One flew over the cuckoo’s nest’ was written on mescaline and LSD, and is now on stage in the West End of London. Even our religions may be derived in part from psychedelics. Robert Graves, perhaps the most important classicist of the twentieth century, describes how the mushroom amanita muscaria lies at the heart of some intriguing Greek myths, and that the Christian concepts of Heaven and Hell derive from the psychedelic experience.

Drug fuelled science is discussed in a later chapter, The Good Drugs Guide, but this is only one aspect of a larger story. In the first half of the book we look at how science and culture often advance through not rationalism but revelation, occurring when the rational mind is bypassed. We will see how the periodic table was revealed to Mendeleev in a dream,
 how Tesla was struck dumb with a vision of the A.C. motor, how Einstein redefined the universe from his sick-bed. Revelation, or ‘apocalypse’ in Greek, is the magic bus bouncing down the path of understanding towards the light, whereas rational materialism is a bulldozer lurching down a dark cul-de-sac at the end of the world. This book is the story of the apocalypse, how it has been experienced in the past, and how it is unfolding today, in our world, in our philosophies, and in our brains. It is written in the knowledge that revelation is open to everyone, and in the faith that we will embrace the apocalypse before our bulldozer squashes the life out of us.

� Pastor Russel’s first Bible study group’s prophesised doomsday passed in 1873 without incident, so he rescheduled for the following year. After the second non-coming of the second coming he went back to his calculations for a while, and later bounced back and founded the Watch Tower Society on the promise of the rapture to come in 1914, a date which he revised to 1918, then 1920, and finally 1925. Before each, farmers left fallow their fields, people postponed lifesaving operations, or spent all their savings, and after each, the group shrank, but kept preaching the Good News. Having witnessed nothing six times, Pastor Russell chose the name Jehovah’s Witnesses for his revamped operation, which was much less outgoing with their prophesies. With the exception of one potential final judgement in 1975, the Modern Witnesses prefer to put the end at some imminent, but as yet unrevealed date. See Apocalypse Delayed: The Story of Jehovah's Witnesses by � HYPERLINK "http://www.amazon.com/gp/search/102-1471855-9180110?%5Fencoding=UTF8&index=books&rank=-relevance%2C%2Bavailability%2C-daterank&field-author-exact=James%20M.%20Penton" �James M. Penton�


� We will look at some of the texts, and go into the early history of Gnosticism in the final chapters of the book.


� This Latin term in a pre-Latin book is another, very early corruption of the text. In the Hebrew original, it is chaylay, meaning day star, and referring to a Babylonian god, but Latin scribes preferred it as Lucifer, and so do I. 





� Galatians 5,22


� Galatians 1,12


� Letter XXII to Eustochium.


� Gen 1:1


� God is a Verb, p 66


� God is a Verb, p 56


� Psilocybin-Induced Contraction of Nearby Visual Space - Roland Fischer et al. Agents and Actions 1, no. 4 (1970), pp190-197


� Parentheses in original. Study conducted by the John Hopkins University of Medicine, reported in Tripping Out: Scientists Study Mystical Effects of Mushrooms ABC News July 11, 2006


� Reported in the London Mail on Sunday, August 8th, 2004


� The Greek Myths - Graves, R (Folio editions) Author’s preface


� The Creative Muse: Stories of Creativity & Innovation - Madhukar Shukla
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