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      “Jodorowsky is a brilliant, wise, gentle, and cunning wizard with tremendous depth of imagination and crystalline insight into the human condition.”

      DANIEL PINCHBECK, AUTHOR OF
BREAKING OPEN THE HEAD

      “Alejandro Jodorowsky seamlessly and effortlessly weaves together the worlds of art, the confined social structure, and things we can only touch with an open heart and mind.”

      ERYKAH BADU, ARTIST AND ALCHEMIST

      “One of the most inspiring artists of our time. . . . A prophet of creativity.”

      KANYE WEST, RECORDING ARTIST

      “The Dance of Reality begs to be read as a culminating work. . . .”

      
        LOS ANGELES TIMES
      

      “The Dance of Reality [film] is a trippy but big-hearted reimagining of the young Alejandro’s unhappy childhood in a Chilean town. . . .”

      
        NEW YORK TIMES MAGAZINE
      

      “Manual of Psychomagic is great . . . like a cookbook of very useful recipes that can help us to understand our life and the universe we live in.”

      MARINA ABRAMOVIĆ, PERFORMANCE ARTIST

      “His films El Topo and The Holy Mountain were trippy, perverse, and blasphemous.”

      
        WALL STREET JOURNAL
      

      “The best movie director ever!”

      MARILYN MANSON, MUSICIAN, ACTOR, AND MULTIMEDIA ARTIST
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      TRICKERY, FIFTEEN YEARS LATER

      
        By Gilles Farcet
      

      In 1989 Dervy published La Tricherie sacrée, a small volume of spontaneous conversations between Alejandro Jodorowsky and myself. This little book had a surprising destiny: without causing any hubbub, it continued to attract new readers over the years. “Jodo” already had a solid reputation as a storyline writer of bandes dessinées, which he insisted on calling by their American name, “comics.”*1 He was also known in France, his adopted country, as well as on the other side of the Atlantic, as a director of pioneering cult films. He was less well known as a free and brilliant spiritual maverick.

      A free and brilliant maverick indeed, for how can one describe this man? A tarologist? But he is more than that, even though the consultations one finds advertised today in numerous trendy coffee shops have their origins in his “Mystic Cabaret” and in many cases are offered by his disciples. Spiritual master? Even though he sometimes likes to describe himself as a “poor guru exploited by the spiritual business,” Jodo is not and does not pretend to be a “master” in the traditional sense of the term. He does not fit into any specific tradition, even though he often makes reference to the masters who crossed his path, notably the Zen roshi Ejo Takata, the sorceress Pachita, and the mysterious Castaneda. As he has explained in our more recent conversations, when he believes that someone who has come to consult with him needs contact with a spiritual master, he directs her toward Arnaud Desjardins, because Jodorowsky does not see himself as proposing a path. An extraordinary esotericist? A healer always ready to pull a “psychomagical act” out of his hat? An atypical sorcerer? A transcendental illusionist? A sublime charlatan? In truth, regarding his spiritual life, as in all other aspects of his incredibly rich life, Jodorowsky is a being outside of the norm, one of those people whose very existence is an initiatory saga.

      However abundant and varied his creativity may be, it is supported by an inner life, a truly spiritual journey. And the present book was the first significant account of that journey. Coming about as a small miracle, this book, conceived of when its subject had just reached the age of sixty, inaugurated a new era for him. While still pursuing his artistic activities—essentially the “comics”—he became increasingly known among certain people in his role as a “magus,” much like Gurdjieff in his time, with whom Jodorowsky shares the distinction of having influenced numerous artists, as the testimonies in the third part of this book will show.

      La Tricherie was also the prelude to another book, Le Théâtre de la guérison, in which Alejandro developed his “psychomagical” vision.

      Here I would like to share some memories from the era following the publication of La Tricherie.

      I saw Alejandro and Arnaud Desjardins again on the occasion of their first meeting together, at my residence in Paris. I remember Arnaud as his familiar self—curious—as a producer, to meet another filmmaker, and interested, as a disciple of the way—for although he acted as master, Arnaud lived above all as a disciple—to meet this unusual person whose depths he had become aware of through the reading of La Tricherie. And I remember Alejandro starting out sincerely shy, retreating into a corner at the beginning of the evening, wearing his purple suit, repeating in a candid tone: “I am so in awe to meet such a person as Arnaud, I am only a poor man, what inestimable luck for a poor man like me . . .”

      The ice melted very quickly, and the timidity gave way to a very eloquent Jodo and an Arnaud radiating contentment. The former embarked upon a long discussion, as incomprehensible as it was fascinating, on the subject of the Ninja Turtles—in which, at the time, he saw as an esoteric saga (“You understand, all explanations of the world today come down to the Ninja Turtles”)—as well as his memories of David Carradine, the Kung Fu hero, giving a stunning demonstration of karate in his living room in Los Angeles, finally returning to his magical encounter with Castaneda.

      When I met Arnaud at his publisher’s the next morning, he—who was always so measured, prudent, and difficult to impress, even when rubbing shoulders with some of the biggest spiritual names of the century—said to me, with a childlike smile, “Now I’ve slept on it, I admit it: I am amazed by this Jodorowsky . . .”

      This was the beginning of a relationship of mutual respect. As Alejandro likes to say, they recognized one another mutually in their honesty.

      And while we are on the subject of spiritual guides, I also remember a day in April 1992 when Lee Lozowick arrived. He was an American rock singer, relatively well known in France today, but at the time totally unknown.

      As soon as he got off the plane from Arizona, on his first stay in France (which I had organized), he declared with a resolute air: “I don’t want to relax. No rest! I want action!”

      Because people at the end of a fourteen-hour trip involving a time change generally prefer a gentle beginning for their visit, I thought I had done well not to plan anything in particular for that first evening. What, then, could I suggest? How to improvise a fun time for a frenetic American guru and his entourage (for he was traveling with about ten people, his students, family, friends)? And then the obvious solution suddenly presented itself. Jodo! What other person could I call on the spur of the moment to entertain a clan of American shamanic rock disciples?

      “Hello, Alejandro?”

      “Good evening. . . . An American guru? Bring them all over; I’ll be expecting you at my place . . .”

      So it was that Lee and his entourage headed for the suburb of Vincennes and spent their first evening in Paris in very creative company, for besides the master of the house, we found there none other than Mœbius and Boucq, two masters of “comics” reunited with their scriptwriter, mentor, and friend. We all sat around on cushions in a room of the house and improvised a sort of spontaneous workshop, led by Jodo with great verve in an English that was as fluent and melodious as his French. Each person talked about his practices, his manner of working, until Alejandro delivered the conclusion with his typical serious humor: “The problem is, we all agree!” The evening ended with Mœbius and Boucq each hunched over a piece of paper on the floor, working on drawings for Lee. These drawings can be seen today, hanging in the refectory of his ashram in Arizona.

      During this period I also remember beginning to panic when I found that Jodo appeared not to know how to follow a schedule and wrote nothing down. When we had to be at public engagements, this led to situations that were disconcerting but, in the end, always instructive. Later he relied on his partner, Marianne, to help him keep his appointments, but at that time he had no stable companion to look out for him. As a consequence I was left with the task of calming down an auditorium full of several hundred people who had come to see him and of tracking down Jodo—who had simply forgotten—while praying that he had not fled to Mexico or embarked on some other adventure.

      A few more jumbled images: Jodo consulting his magnificent notebook of dreams, an enormous colored volume in which he wrote them down, and a letter suddenly falling out of it, which, when I picked it up, turned out to be from John Lennon . . .

      Jodo at the Marjolaine, getting up in front of a conference room full of people who had come, due to an error in the program, to hear Dr. Woestlandt, and declaring royally: “Listen . . . I am not the Dr. Westphaler whom you have come to see. But the person is of no importance. I did not want to come to the Marjolaine, but I am here. So because I am here, pretend that I am Dr. Wiesen-Wiesen and ask me your questions. I will answer as if I were Dr. Woof-Woof . . .”

      What could have been relatively disastrous ended in triumph, with Jodo tearing himself away from a crowd of new admirers in order to search for the stand where he could find the book written by the person the audience had originally come to see: “In any case, I will buy the book of this Doctor Westphallus . . .”

      Jodo publicly breaking all the rules of the spiritually correct and improvising a psychomagical act to teach a lesson to a conference organizer whom he considered greedy—see the story he tells in our interviews. Jodo telling dirty jokes and extracting esoteric meaning from them—see his book La Sagesse des blagues (The Wisdom of Jokes).

      Jodo presiding over his “Mystic Cabaret” in front of an auditorium packed with aficionados who had come, drawn solely by word of mouth, to participate in this free weekly workshop . . .

      I am certain of one thing: whatever the many and sometimes disturbing facets of his personality, Jodorowsky is a good man, kind and brilliant, driven by generous intentions.

      The 2004 edition of La Tricherie sacrée is an expanded version of the little book that was published in 1989 and is organized as follows:

      First following this preface is the unaltered main text of the 1989 edition, including the original preface and the brief postscript. This is followed by a new, briefer dialogue between us, where we catch up with each other fifteen years later. Finally the third section of this new edition consists of testimonies from four very different personalities, their common factor being that they were marked, in some way or another, by their encounter with Jodorowsky. For this I thank Philippe Manœuvre, Coralie Trin Thi, François Boucq, and Arnaud Desjardins, who kindly shared some time with me in order to pay homage to Jodo. I believe that these testimonies allow for a better glimpse into the dimension and universality of his personality.

      I am grateful also for the confidences of one of his three living sons, Adan.

      Finally there is a Jodorowskian pirouette in which the interviewer becomes the interviewee.

      I would like to thank Lila Faure for her excellent work in recapturing the text of the first edition and Éditions Dervy for breathing new life into La Tricherie.

      Let the party go on!

      GILLES FARCET
CHARMES, JANUARY 2004
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      UNDER JODO’S SUN

      It was many years ago that I first viewed Alejandro Jodorowsky with admiration, tinged with fear . . .

      I must have been seventeen years old when a substantial article in Rock & Folk made me aware of the existence on this planet of a madman determined to put the world of Frank Herbert’s initiatory novel, Dune, onto film. For that purpose this maniac was associating with another demented demiurge, the artist Mœbius, otherwise Jean Giraud, whose adventures of Lieutenant Blueberry had marked the lost prairie of my childhood. Those first years, passing so slowly, leading unbeknownst toward the crevice of adolescence, remain forever like a Far West of my soul.

      I was seventeen, then, and aching to rediscover the trail of some Far West of my consciousness, leading in some direction in which I could go adventuring, filled with the confusing forces of adolescence. And here was Alejandro Jodorowsky, revealing himself as a dancer of the frontier, a cosmic clown shaped by immemorial wisdom and futuristic imagination.

      At first without having approached him in person, what I admired in him was the multivoiced creator, the Panic-instigator, the burlesque sorcerer, the picaresque character traveling through the shimmering network of traditions, archetypes, and forms of expression, gathering beams of light and mixing them in his cauldron in order to concoct an elixir of awakening, of which we were allowed a few sips, sometimes in the form of a film, sometimes a bande dessinée, sometimes a novel, or even a lecture-happening.

      I wandered into an art/experimental cinema where, by chance, El Topo and The Holy Mountain were playing. This Jodorowsky was manifestly not a stunted intellectual, but a heroic figure. I became determined to meet him and gave him a prominent place in the midst of my little personal pantheon.

      In matters of human contact, as in all other things, haste is a bad guide; therefore I did not seek to bring about the meeting, convinced that it would occur on its own.

      And it did, thirty years later. I should explain that although I had long been aware of the talks given by Jodorowsky in his “Mystic Cabarets,” I never thought it suitable for me to attend. The meeting I hoped for was more intimate.

      And behold, at the beginning of this year 1989, propitious for so many revolutions, Marc de Smedt asked me to find this man for the magazine Nouvelles Clés, in order to pick his brain regarding his interactions in Mexico with Carlos Castaneda, another heroic figure surrounded by his own smoky halo.

      Telling myself that these two sorcerers must have had an understanding between them, I picked up the telephone and found myself listening to a melodious voice that told me to come to Vincennes immediately if I wanted a chance to conduct my interview. “You see, I leave tomorrow, I take the airplane at two o’clock in the afternoon . . .”

      “Could we not meet in the morning?”

      “No, tonight I have my lecture, then I have dinner with my family, and I go to bed at four in the morning. Tomorrow, I sleep until eleven, and I take the airplane. So you must come now.”

      Understanding that this devil of a man was not one of those people who live riveted to a schedule, and that with him it was best to act on the spur of the moment, I hung up the phone, shoved a blank cassette and tape recorder into a bag, and abandoned the battlefield of my office to catch a taxi for Vincennes, where Jodorowsky lived with his family.

      My friend Christian Charrière, founder of the Bureau of Dreams, had taught me to listen for the “confused words” that reality whispers to us, to travel through the world as if it were a “forest of symbols.” Thus I noted that my demiurge happened to live on the “Boulevard de la Libération.” The taxi driver, understandably, got lost and drove around several streets before dropping me on the aforesaid boulevard, in front of a little garden—a presage of innocence regained.

      The house I entered was obviously devoted to creativity: there was a piano at which a very young boy was toiling, a drum set, a typewriter, a great many books, and above all, a vague feeling of freedom, a climate of joyous spontaneity, very far removed from the malaise that one sometimes feels in those homes that are called “bohemian” but are in fact abandoned to sloppiness. At last, the master of the house stood before me, in a vast library, a space consecrated to books and furnished only with two or three chairs. It was as if the thousands of volumes were surrounding emptiness, delimiting a void, in which we now had to fill the space.

      This cave of knowledge was accessed by walking through the house and another larger garden at the bottom of which was Jodo’s lair. The library windows faced onto vegetation, hence the feeling of open space. To say that Jodorowsky did not disappoint me would be an understatement. Here I risk being relegated to the ranks of the panegyrists. But why? We have descended to the point of not daring to admire anyone, hardened as we are by cynicism.

      In these times, when it is customary to dwell upon the limitations of one’s fellow humans in order to feel better in one’s own mediocrity, I dare to reclaim the right to admire. Not in the manner of those who undiscerningly put someone else on a pedestal, hoping to unload their burdens upon him, and often end up setting fire to the object of their admiration; but rather, in the manner of those who are, if not “strong,” sufficiently sure of themselves to doff their hats and thrive on doing so. The former leads to imitation, the latter to elevation. As Emerson wrote, “The young man reveres men of genius, because, to speak truly, they are more himself than he is.” I subscribe to these words and truly believe the recognition of the accomplishments of others—whatever may be their necessary imperfections—to be the seeds of my own accomplishment.

      Face to face with Jodorowsky, I was immediately struck by his simplicity and touching goodness. I felt welcomed, treated as a familiar, even though I was a stranger by all appearances. (On this subject see the explanations given by Jodo himself over the course of our interviews.)

      Alejandro told me of his dazzling encounter with Carlos Castaneda, the magician of the devil’s weed, of the almost vanished race of legend-makers. Once this subject was exhausted, I prepared to leave, but my host, observing me out of the corner of his eye as I got ready, asked me:

      “Why are you leaving now? You are in a hurry?”

      “Oh, no . . .”

      “Then,” he persisted gently, “stay, speak with me a little more. . . .” And although I had lost the thread of our conversation, we now resumed it, full of spontaneity and enlightening profundity.

      I have been around enough famous people to know that some of them like to make an impression on the young people who come to absorb their words. But with Jodorowsky I found no trace of this desire to gain the upper hand, spiritual or otherwise. I simply felt the heaviness of that weight that indicates inner experience and great human breadth, and I felt his presence to be tinged with a burlesque note—did he not aspire to be the Raymond Devos of mysticism?—as well as a colorful immoderation, with a very Latin-American flavor.

      And we separated on the best of terms. On the way out he showed me how my clothing style betrayed my character and autographed a copy of the booklet in which he narrates the initiatory failure that was, for him, the Dune project.

      A few months passed, my article was published, and we each kept busy in our own way. But I remembered, nostalgically, that melodious accent that is unfortunately lost from Jodorowsky’s words once they were printed on paper. It was then that I resolved to devote a volume to him in the collection À Mots ouverts [In Open Words].

      The temptation was all the stronger because Jodo is one of those few people who really has something to say: not to join in some sort of journalistic chatter, but to speak the word that illuminates reality. With him, as one can see from reading these interviews, the anecdote is never gratuitous. Often amusing it leads to unsuspected perspectives, like a Zen story. What is extraordinary about Jodorowsky’s language is that its field of action is the frontier between the personal and the universal: it reflects his view, which discerns the timeless within the immediate and gauges the everyday by the measure of eternity.

      Therefore, I picked up the telephone in order to present my project to its subject. If some personality makes no difficulty about granting a short interview, it is usual—and reasonable—to consider a full-length project, perhaps a book of interviews.

      Sensing that my interlocutor was susceptible to disregarding these customs, I placed a cassette in my bag before rushing off to the Boulevard de la Libération. I found Jodo in his garden, armed with a pair of shears, and we headed straightaway for his den.

      I was about to start discussing contracts and justifying my plan, but I had hardly had time to sit down when my host said, without any other preamble: “You want to make a book of interviews? Bueno, let’s begin. Do the interview now. You have a tape?”

      “Uh, yes,” I stammered, waving around a C-90, “but no tape recorder . . .”

      At this point Jodo called one of his sons, who immediately brought us a portable recorder, and I was invited to begin, at a moment’s notice, a series of conversations destined for publication, divested of my usual battery of questions and of all preparation save my long-standing familiarity with Jodorowsky’s work. There was no question at all of discussing contracts or other concrete matters. Given the ease with which our first interview had come about, I realized that it made no sense to stick to conventional methods. With such a phenomenal personality, I decided that the best method was to have none beyond keeping a guiding thread to our conversations. To our great delight we continued for the next few days in the mode of “Panic” interview-happenings.

      These days spent under the sun of Jodo were “Panics,” without a doubt. As luck would have it, I was in the middle of a move at the time, a highly symbolic situation in itself. Sometime before we had begun our interviews, burglars had broken into my old apartment and stolen my answering machine and the equipment that I used exclusively for recording my interviews. At the end of our first recorded conversation, Jodo and I went to a neighborhood café where I recounted this misadventure. “It’s bizarre,” he reflected, “they stole your instruments of communication . . .”

      Having finished our drinks we rose and left the café. Upon returning to Alejandro’s house, I realized that I had left my bag at the café, containing all my papers, a checkbook, and worst of all, the cassette onto which we had just recorded our conversation. I ran back, but to my despair there was no trace of my precious bag. Seriously rattled, I pondered the meaning of these events: what to think of this new theft, occurring at the moment when Jodo had encouraged me to meditate upon the symbolism of the preceding one?

      Jodo, in any case, never stopped talking: there I was, symbolically stripped of my identity (my papers), my possessions (my checkbook), my work, and the knowledge that had been communicated to me (the cassette), and all this while my belongings were in transition from one apartment to the other. I felt as if I were between two homes, between two lives as it were, in a sort of “Bardo,” an initiatory limbo . . . not to mention my love life, which, at the time, was pretty well in pieces.

      A message was being sent to me: Beware of the scattering of things! Watch out for dispersal! Pull yourself together or stagnate into purgatory . . .

      At that moment I decided to do everything I could to recover the stolen cassette. As for Jodo he was completely undisturbed by these vicissitudes and told me: “The next time you come, we continue, until the point where we stop”—some involuntary irony due to the psychomagician’s sometimes rough French—“and if you have not found the cassette, then we begin again . . .”

      There were many conversations with the North African proprietor of the fateful café, who was thrilled to have discovered in the French newspaper Libération (again!) the photo of his filmmaker client. Moustapha—that was his name—finally revealed to me the identity of the thief, a junkie who was a regular at the bar.

      I will not recount all the details of our transactions. Suffice it to say that one morning I slipped into the phone booth at the café and rummaged through a garbage bag in which I found my possessions: papers, checkbook, and, oh joy, the C-90 containing the Jodorowskian Word.

      That whole week unfurled like a comedic film, of which I was the unhappy yet endearing protagonist, rather like Woody Allen. Rushing back and forth to and from Vincennes to talk with Alejandro, I was faced with a persistent reality: since I had placed a stop payment on my stolen checkbook by telephone, I was unable to access any of my money, even though my confirmation letter had not yet reached my bank’s far-off headquarters. I attempted to use my ATM card; before my crazed eyes the gorgon of a machine gobbled it up, just at the time when I needed to acquire furniture, settle with the movers, and pay some thirty-six bills. I had no choice but to borrow large sums of money from my most faithful friends.

      I called taxis that never came. I made an appointment with the telephone company, and when they did not arrive at the scheduled time to install my telephone, I learned that they had gone on strike, while in my old apartment, the phone kept ringing into emptiness since the answering machine had been stolen. Jodo told me that the previous week he had left an envelope in a café containing fifteen thousand francs in cash and that eight hours later it had been returned to him intact. He saw this as a good omen for our book.

      In short these interviews took place in the midst of a period that was agitated to say the least and which, in retrospect, seems to me like a little initiatory tale.

      It was the end of August 1989. The summer was over. One morning I retraced the route to Vincennes to find Jodo busy renovating his house from top to bottom. Was it not curious that our interviews had begun while I was in the middle of moving and were now concluding during a time when my interlocutor was remodeling his entire abode? I, for my part, had gotten my affairs in order and was not about to move any more furniture until the next spring cleaning.

      Jodo and I went to the café. I had expected to see our acolyte Moustapha there, but learned that he had left—as if to indicate to me that everything in this world passes by—and the café, now run by an older couple, had a more respectable appearance.

      Seated in a sunny spot we started to chat, and the magic began working. We talked without any goal, without a tape recorder, but Alejandro’s words were to become just as much a part of this book as any others. Once again he had nonchalantly transported me into a world replete with signs and symbols, in which the least incident is a path to explore and in which wonder is the watchword.

      We took a few photos (“I should have taken a bath; I look like the Yeti”), then returned to the cavernous library at the bottom of the garden, where Jodo, before my eyes and all in one go, wrote the postscript to this book.
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