Justin Beck

6th Period

8/7/00’

Dear Ms. Lebryk-Chao,


Although I acknowledged in the questionnaire somewhat extensive knowledge of mind-altering drugs, I would venture to say that a powerful, well-honed novel, or essay, whether the paraphernalia be pulp-based or LCD faced, is the most mind-blowing trip of all. Books are certainly safer than drugs, and furthermore, their vibrations are not ephemeral, like most that our quick fix, pop-culture laden society produces. Books last longer than any mortal can hope to. Books are also personal experiences that affect us in different ways, on different days and make our eyes shine, with every line, infusions of knowledge pervade our minds.


My first important reading memories came from the 6th grade, when I read Jurassic Park and other Crichton novels, for pleasure, ostensibly, but really it was an attempt at feeling grown-up and sophisticated. Then came the hellish years of middle school in which I was on a strict diet of Dragonlance fantasy yarns to escape the intimidating, convoluted reality of middle school. The In Crowds to me seemed ogres and brutes that I must triumph over by employing various enchantments and spells, acknowledging my lack of physical prowess. This ended with my realization that the series was going downhill, and all the characters I had known and loved had passed on, and I also passed on, to bigger and better things.


Nothing I read in the ninth grade strikes me after some reflection, and I pass on into the 10th grade uneventfully. I had some problems that year, so to speak, keeping my head out of the clouds (haze), and turned in every English assignment at least one week late. I read every last work, with only a bit of help from the bee-stripped flimsies. It really is the books that mattered, and matter to me, and when I hadn’t finished a book for the test, I postponed until the work was read. It didn’t earn me high marks, but I knew I wasn’t copping out and buzzing exclusively on the cliff notes. 

I choose Brave New World out of a list of books, this being  my introduction to Huxley and the heady world of intellectualism. I have since read many of his works, mostly those after his notorious experience with Mescaline. This period of his life, starting approximately at The Doors of Perception and Heaven and Hell, set him on a course for spiritual enlightenment and Mystical understanding. Critics who drooled over his earlier works, especially Brave New World, had little good to say about Island, which is without a shadow of a doubt, the most hopeful and inspiring book I’ve ever read, except for the ending. The critics could see the hopeful tone of this work, unlike all his other works, including Brave New World. I can imagine why they would fawn over Brave New World so much, owing to the fact that it gives them a good squeal at all the hedonistic rabble, who let their passions rule their lives, instead of higher pursuits. Island was a visionary novel, with innovative ideas about communal living, the Mutual Adoption Club, in which the raising of the children was the community’s responsibility and children had many, many ‘parents’. Parents, in Pala, were roles that people played. 

The one idea that had critics seething was that of the Moksha sessions, in which a Palanese would take a certain drug named Moksha,ceremoniously each year, to cleanse their ‘Doors of Perception’, so to speak. Critics accused Huxley of substituting spirituality for drug-taking folly, and roundly criticized his cop out approach to what was such an important question. Were they expecting some miracle, what could Huxley have said. What kind of miracle were they expecting that they’re so bitter that the result wasn’t up to snuff. Huxley tries to propose a new religion, that was attainable by the common masses(same as those critics squealed at over Huxley’s portrayal of the masses in BNW), and that didn’t please the critics, because they considered it a beer-brand spirituality. What infuriated me the most is their closed-mindedness, their vicious attacks on anything fragile or new or different. As if spiritual revelations were old hat to them, that behooved them to pass judgement. To quote Ben Harper in his song “Burn One Down”:


“So before you knock it, try it first,


For you’ll see it’s a blessing and it’s not a curse,


If you don’t like my fire, then don’t come around,


Cause I’m gonna burn one down”


For all you cynics and critics out there, please don’t come around.

Sincerely,


Justin Beck

