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FOREWORD

In 1978, my wife Aveline and I founded the Kushi Institute to teach, guide, and motivate individuals to greater personal freedom, health, and happiness through macrobiotics. Inspired by many thinkers and philosophers, including George Ohsawa, we came to appreciate the importance of food as our biological, biopsychological, and biospiritual foundation. The institute is now the leading macrobiotic center in the world and hosts teaching seminars, retreats, training classes, and special programs for health recovery.
It inspires me to see a new generation coming to macrobiotics who are young, vital, and in good health–people who want to live their lives more fully and naturally. It is these people who, by practicing macrobiotics in their daily lives, can go on to fulfill their dreams and live truly great (macro) lives (bios). And their actions are global: when many people are healthy and happy, and live in harmony with nature, the world becomes a more peaceful place. These days, we need macrobiotic foods and principles more than ever.
I have known Jessica Porter for more than ten years; she is a performer, a teacher, and a very funny lady. Because of her playful spirit, she has the ability to communicate macrobiotic ideas to those who learn through laughter. I trust you will enjoy this book, and I wish you congratulations as you embark on your wonderful macrobiotic adventure.
Michio Kushi
Becket, Massachusetts


PREFACE

We all bitch and moan about freedom. And it's important. If you live in North America, chances are you are free from overt oppression. You could even be free of economic want. It is your inalienable right to choose your religion, your shoes, and your cat. It is still possible to walk down the street without being microchipped, and you're free to eat at McDonald's any day of the week. All these freedoms are important and real.
But are you free within your own body? Or do you struggle against yourself, mentally and emotionally? Do you feel a connection to nature? To whatever you call “God”? Are you free of medication? Do you experience your creativity in joyous ways? Are you uninhibited in your sex life? Do you feel good about your relationships? Are you ridiculously happy?
Me neither. But I'm better than I used to be.
These freedoms are easily as important as the political and social ones, but we cannot achieve them through legislation. Fortunately, and unfortunately, it is each person's responsibility to discover and explore those deep, inner freedoms. For some, that comes through organized religion, for others it may be going to the gym. Still others, not knowing how to pursue these invisible goals, shut down, turn on the TV, and ignore their inner worlds completely.
This book is about freedom and food. I believe that what you put in your mouth has a direct impact on your freedom–physically, emotionally, mentally, and spiritually. We can eat in ways that repress our life force, making us into passive automatons within our culture. Or we can eat to be free, connected, and responding to the larger natural world that created us, and continues to create us. The more we eat natural foods and understand the laws of the universe, the more our spirits play freely within it.
Freedom is not chaos. It is not the right or ability to simply do whatever I want whenever I want. True freedom depends upon discovering one's own personal inner compass and following its direction. This occurs in a healthy body that understands and respects the Order of the Universe, laws that the Western world has yet to consciously embrace. When the simple rules of yin and yang are respected, freedom follows naturally.
These laws are exquisitely democratic, and all violations of the laws produce consequences, no matter who you are; the millionaire in the limo has a colon that's rusting out. I can complain all I want, but sugar still gives me cavities. “The president will see you now,” but only if his prostate hasn't exploded. Even celebs like Madonna and Gwyneth Paltrow–recent macro devotees–are happier when they eat healthy food. Even they must look inside themselves and on their dinner plates for true freedom. Yin and yang rule the day.
The world can only change through the humans that inhabit it. When we as individuals are free and healthy, we tend to affect our families in a positive way; our communities benefit, too. We can legislate all we want, trying to pin our souls' happiness to the ground with laws and statutes. But until we go inside, discovering and responding to our own inner compass, we become miserable trying to create a false freedom on the outside.
The Hip Chick's Guide to Macrobiotics is about ideas as much as it is about food. Take in the philosophy at your own pace. I found that I needed to eat whole foods for a while before the big ideas really started to sink in. If you've already been dabbling in Eastern thought, you may dive straight into yin and yang very easily. I have inserted funny little stories within the philosophy to give your mind a break from all the thinking. But whatever you do, don't ignore the philosophy completely. It is very important in helping to keep you inspired and to fuel your inner freedom.
Please keep studying macrobiotics. Buy other people's books. Get a personal consultation. Go to cooking classes, dinner lectures, or start a potluck. Yin and yang will keep you interested and awake for a lifetime, and there is no end to what they can teach all of us. Meet others who practice macrobiotics. Seek out those with gleams in their eyes, and senses of humor, and learn from them. If you need help from a therapist or a support group to move through heavy feelings or issues, by all means seek it out. I certainly did. But always remember that your intuition, as it is strengthened with macrobiotic food, will eventually become your ultimate authority.
Finally, I hope you make friends with this book, referring to it and rereading it whenever necessary. May it feed you, inspire you, and make you laugh till the carrot juice spews out your nose.
Sincerely,
Jessica Porter


INTRODUCTION

More than a diet, macrobiotics is a philosophy. “Macro” means large and “bio” means life. It is the art of creating a big life–a rich, full, exciting life. But how? It is by tuning into how the universe functions that we live the big life. This begins by understanding the grand forces that govern us–basically, the pulse of the universe. The universe expands, and the universe contracts. Whether you call it “God,” “Goddess,” “Great Spirit,” or “Hey, You!” we are all products of this active, pulsing creation; our hearts beat, our lungs fill and empty, our pupils dilate and contract. As we learn the steps of this dance, we become more graceful, happy, and free.
the diet
The Standard Macrobiotic Diet is a template that was created by Michio Kushi, a student of George Ohsawa's, for a presentation he made to the U.S. Congress in the 1970s. They are sound recommendations for developing a sense of balance and strengthening one's health. I mention it here because it is the most recognized set of macrobiotic guidelines that exists. The foods included in the Standard Diet are whole grains, a variety of vegetables, beans and bean products, sea vegetables, soups, pickles, desserts, condiments, and nonaromatic teas. Occasional foods include fish, fruit, and some alcoholic beverages. Normally eschewed are highly refined sugars, chemicalized and processed foods, nightshade vegetables, dairy products, eggs, and most other animal foods (except fish).
However, nothing is forbidden in the practice of macrobiotics because more than anything, macrobiotics is about freedom–the freedom you enjoy as an inhabitant of the universe. You are free to make your choices, and you are free to feel the consequences. It is only through testing the limits of the physical world that we recognize and harmonize with the principles that govern it. Some people need to get an expensive ticket before learning to drive at a moderate speed, just as you may need to feel the headache of a Twinkie binge to truly appreciate brown rice. You are a growing, learning, organic work in progress, and you are free to learn the principles of the universe your way–through pain or through pleasure–on your own timetable. Once the inner compass is discovered and relied upon, all limitations become obsolete.
Also, the macrobiotic diet is different for everyone; kids and parents have different needs, as do men and women. A lumberjack will crave a dinner altogether inappropriate to a monk. It's just a matter of what your goals are. If you want to feel peaceful and connected to nature, you may choose to let go of processed, chemicalized, refined foods. If you are interested in healing your body, you may adopt the standard macrobiotic diet for a while. If you are a boxer, you may want to eat more animal food for physical strength. Whatever brings you closer to your dream in life is what is right for you. And for most people who practice macrobiotics over the long haul, there are vicissitudes. And yes, binges. Whether it's on ice cream or just too many almond butter balls, macrobiotic people, like everyone else, have their own strange food peccadilloes. But when the macrobiotic person makes the journey back to “normal,” it is to the peaceful, soft, and forgiving bed of whole grains and other natural foods.
gain grain
The principal food in macrobiotic practice is whole grain. Not whole-grain bread, or whole-grain noodles (although they are eaten as well), but whole grains. The actual little grains themselves–intact. This “wholeness” is essential not only to physical health but also to mental stability and spiritual connectedness. The energy packed into a little whole grain is so strong that, left in its hull, undisturbed, it will endure for centuries, even millennia. Although the recent carbophobia that has swept the nation has finally brought to our consciousness the deleterious effects of refined and processed sugars, we have yet to shine our cultural spotlight on the lowly, yet noble, whole grain.
If you are in good health, you don't have to make any radical changes. Too many times, I have been hired by people to “make them macrobiotic.” The first day of the job was spent going through the cupboards like a SWAT team, letting fly crackers, candies, and Coke. By the end of the day, the client was left with some austere glass jars full of ugly dried seaweed and the quivering lower lip of a five-year-old. All this book asks you to do, at first, is GAIN GRAIN in your life. Allow grain to work its wonderful voodoo on you, and your journey will unfold the way it is supposed to. If you are turned on by the changes that occur, you can move on to phases two and three–YOU may be the one throwing out the candies eventually.
the benefits
By practicing macrobiotics, you will achieve a radiant mind because eating whole grains produces a more holistic way of thinking. It makes sense that eating foods created by nature helps us to harmonize with natural rhythms, while eating foods made in a factory helps us to harmonize with video games. By tuning in to the bigger forces, we are freed from former limits; illnesses reverse themselves, unnecessary conflicts disappear, and we become peaceful, playful, and free. Reflecting more deeply, we discover that our biggest problems are actually our teachers, and we end up tipping our hats to our enemies for helping us grow.
Practicing macrobiotics will also lead to a balanced, healthy physical life, but remember: weigh your soul, not your body. My weight has stayed the same for the last seven years as I hit my mid-thirties, and I rarely think about it. It is very rare for macrobiotic people to be overweight. Wholesome foods actually nourish the body, as opposed to starving it, creating beautiful skin, shiny hair, smooth energy. As the body feels happy and nourished, it lets go of excess, dropping it like luggage in the lobby of the Plaza. In our quest to serve the mental images of perfection we carry around, we are tragically starving ourselves of the actual nourishment–physical, emotional, and spiritual–we can derive from healthy food. Feed it well, and your exquisite body will reveal itself to you.

george
This whole thing began when a Japanese boy watched his two little sisters die of tuberculosis. And then his mother. And then his brother. A scourge in Japan at the time, “consumption” was having its way with this island population. At fifteen, Yukikazu Sakurazawa himself came down with the disease, probably coughing blood into a hankie, as most of our great consumptive protagonists do, and knew he was going to die. But instead of playing endless Nintendo, or visiting a geisha, or any other thing that your average teenage boy might do upon hearing the death knell, Yukikazu decided to fight back. 
Yukikazu's mother, having studied Western nutrition, fed her children lots of eggs and dairy food, and, in 1912, Japanese cuisine was thoroughly awash in polished grains. The vital integrity of the whole grain of rice, the staple of this exceptionally strong nation until recent times, had been lost. Like truffles or caviar for us, white rice had become the “cool” thing to eat, as it was considered classy and nutritionally superior. Luckily, there was a doctor at the time, Sagen Ishizuka, treating very ill patients with natural food. Dr. Ishizuka believed that everyone was falling ill precisely because stripping the grain had skewed the natural sodium/potassium balance of the food and, as a result, had left the people stripped of their natural balance as well. Yukikazu heard about this doctor and, with the desperation of a dying man, jumped on the bandwagon. 
At nineteen years old, he returned to brown rice. And vegetables. A little oil and some sea salt. He eschewed the sugar, eggs, and dairy products that had crept their way into society and his body. Day by day, little by little, Yukikazu restored his health and his strength. After a few months, the TB was completely cured. Not only had this boy come out the other side of disaster a man of glowing health, he had opened spiritually, too; the energy that had pushed his healing, what he would call the “Infinite Universe,” urged him to spread the news of this natural cure to the entire world. Freedom and enthusiasm exploded from his every pore. He had seen the light, and it was on his plate.
George was a cowboy with a genuine lust for true freedom. He believed that life is to be lived as freely and as playfully as possible. Ohsawa even treated his body like a chemistry set, inviting illnesses upon himself in order to cure them. Before he died, he was working on a health-food root beer made from several herbs as a macrobiotic treat.
George Ohsawa distilled the universe into some tidy theorems. Among them, the “Twelve Laws of Change”* are my favorites. He laughed and lectured and served brown rice, insisting that world peace would begin in the body of the individual through biological health. Ohsawa knew from his own experience that we could turn suffering into happiness very easily by eating whole foods and embracing the order of the universe. A voracious reader, constantly tackling the works of the greatest minds of both Western and Eastern cultures, George found in every great tome, every enduring philosophy, even in the Bible, the simple laws of yin and yang.


Macrobiotics is not just about food. In this book you will study what are called the Twelve Laws of Change of the Infinite Universe, all of which help us to see how the basic forces of the universe work. It is by aligning with the universe, or “God,” that we feel peace and happiness; we can hook up with this power through prayer, meditation, fellowship, and service. In macrobiotics, it is understood that the more we eat natural, energized foods, the more we can sense our intuition, which is our direct line to the universe. In this book, I have created exercises to strengthen your “inner compass” and help you sense your relationship to the bigger picture.
You don't have to follow the diet flawlessly in order to experience the benefits; I certainly don't. While your diet may never be perfect, your relationship to the universe can feel perfectly satisfying every moment. And happily, the more you hook up with the Infinite Universe in your way, the more your body will actually gravitate toward whole foods. I used to practice macrobiotics very rigidly–beating myself up whenever I ate junky foods–because I was afraid of wrecking my chances at “perfect” health. But I had to remember that no one is gettin' out of here alive. This is not about immortality, or perfection, or escaping the challenges of being human. Instead, it's about diving deep into this mysterious gift called life. Macrobiotic practice has helped me to enjoy my freaky journey from a free and flexible consciousness; I take no medications, my energy is young and vital, and my relationships feel smooth, honest, and loving. I get to experience my creativity every day, and I am of service to other people. I used to treat macrobiotic practice as an insurance policy against illness, but there is no such thing. Instead, I see it now as a rock-solid investment in a full and rich life. We all die–that is a given. But do we all truly live?

for readers with serious health concerns
For Readers Facing Serious Health Challenges: if you are being challenged by a serious illness, this book should serve only as a primer for you. It would be helpful for you to find a qualified macrobiotic counselor (see Resources, p. 282) and get specific dietary recommendations to balance your condition. You will not find them in this book. This book was not written to reverse specific physical illnesses. Let this book inspire you, be a teacher to your loved ones, and keep you spiritually engaged. I suggest you read the stories of others who have recovered and surround yourself with loving, positive people looking to achieve the same goals. Fear not: in many ways, you are the luckiest of readers because you are taking a crash course on the secrets of the universe. It is possible to experience amazing, breathtaking changes. I have met hundreds of people like you, who have made it through their odysseys completely transformed and profoundly happy.
Pregnant? If you're pregnant, or even think you may be, check with your caregiver before making any radical changes in your eating, and follow his/her advice. Although adding whole grains to your diet is good for you (and your baby), going on a strict desludging diet is not appropriate for making babies. Pregnancy is a time of building, and a strict macro diet is about releasing excess. Macrobiotic women tend to loosen up their diets, obeying their natural cravings during pregnancy.


my sludge
In my household growing up, cooking consisted of opening cans and heating up the contents. Dessert was diet ice cream straight from the freezer, and TV dinners were culinary touchdowns. During my glorious high-school years, I worshiped at the altar of the microwave.
It's not that my mother wasn't a good cook; in fact, when she had to impress guests, she could produce the most fantastic roast beef, complete with her mind-blowing gravy and yummy potatoes, topped off with a shiny cherry cheesecake. She just didn't enjoy cooking. And I understand that. Cooking can be a drag.
So it wasn't until I had my own apartment during junior year of college that I was confronted with the challenge of cooking for myself. It was crazy that I had studied five foreign languages, some basic psychoanalytic theory, and dabbled in geology before I ever contributed consciously to what went in my mouth.
Of course, I started with noodles. Who doesn't? My first gourmet exploits consisted of making a huge plate of Ronzoni spaghetti, covered in a bottle of Ragu, my personal touch being the half can of Kraft Parmesan cheese melted in during the heating of the sauce. Of course this daily fare produced fabulous results: pudginess, sloth, and a wonderful lack of direction. And luckily, after a couple of years, I knew I needed a change.
I stood in my kitchen, hands on hips, apron over belly, pushing the ancestral envelope beyond my mother's distaste for cooking. Oh, to be the noble spearhead of humankind's evolution! In that very moment, the universe demanded that I learn how to cook–actual food.
But where would I start? I didn't even know what qualified as real food. Did this mean…vegetables? Did this mean cleaning things and (oh, God) cutting things? I became frightened and exhausted just thinking about it. No way. I didn't have the time. I didn't have the…ROOM! Surely vegetables took up too much space, with all their leaves and dirt and roots. There was absolutely no way. Not in my tiny New York apartment!
To really, really cook, I needed a sumptuous, sprawling mansion complete with pantry and root cellar somewhere in Connecticut abutting a country club golf course! I needed perfect sunny days and angelic blond children laughing softly around my ankles. I needed nothing less than a six-burner stove with copper-bottom pans and a vast expanse of cutting boards to do justice to my Iron Chef techniques. Everybody knows that dinky Manhattan kitchens can accommodate a toaster and a coffeemaker and that's it. It was painfully obvious: I was a victim of circumstance, and I simply couldn't do it. Too bad.
God bless Ben and Jerry. Two simple moves: open freezer, dip spoon. Nice and easy. I luxuriated for a while in my cool, chocolatey lunch, letting my thoughts roam like a junkie. I would probably have to read a book, right? No, no. Take a class. But wait. Were there actual cooking classes? The question cocked my head. For a split second, I honestly wasn't sure. It seemed like something out of a Stanley Kubrick movie: a person demonstrating to other humans how to manipulate and handle food over fire struck me as so strange–both futuristic and caveman-ish–that I couldn't fit it in my head. A cooking class? Did people actually do that? And then I remembered that my sister had taken a cooking class once. Back in high school she had a big crush on a macrobiotic guy. For a whole summer she got into it, buying books and going to freaky restaurants. I wondered if it was really worth it…the guy was very cute.
Cut to: rice. Brown rice. The teacher washes it by swirling it around in water and pouring the water off. Then she does it again. And now she's measuring the water, which is the actual water it's gonna cook in. Pouring it in, carefully, so as not to “disturb the energy of the rice.” Excuse me? Come again? Disturb the…what? I squelch my perverse urge to interject: “Better be quiet! I wouldn't want to WAKE UP THE RICE!” Ha ha ha. I am killing myself inside. These people are whacked. Get a grip. Get a life!
The class is dull, dull, dull. No loud and flamboyant Italian chef sprinkling “essence” over every dish, no funny Martin Yan, not even a George Foreman grill being hawked. Just a woman, who looks exceedingly…human. Like an anatomical doll complete with smooth, shiny skin and veins protruding in exactly the right places, she has an almost creepy consistency to all her bits and pieces. For instance, the skin of my thighs can look pretty different from that of my hands, or my chest, or my face. On any given day, my two hands can seem different, one blotchy, the other smooth. But she looked like she had been sewn together with just one piece of skin, everything harmonious, together, complete, like a football. She emitted a translucence that was far from unattractive but dangerously close to unnerving. The whites of her eyes too white, too…alive.
I wasn't sure about this whole thing. The vegetables she used were like nothing I had ever seen before, with names I couldn't pronounce, let alone remember. She used seaweed–Jesus! The word itself made me queasy. Grains like millet and buckwheat were bandied about like we were all chirpy participants at an ornithological convention. Brownies and milk shakes began to flash through my mind like illicit pornography. My butt was getting numb, and I was becoming restless while the boring pudding made of watered-down apple juice and some crazy seaweed was handed out to all the students. Some of the participants were as annoyingly alive as the teacher, smacking their lips and cooing over the pathetic health-food Jell-O. I couldn't stand them.
One woman wore a turban to cover up what I assumed was chemotherapy-induced baldness. At the time, she gave me the creeps. I had heard that people came to macrobiotics to cure illness, but it just seemed too weird at the time. I know now, years later, that everything turns into its opposite: this woman, weak and pale, hanging on against all hope to the miso soup and the crummy pudding, was expecting to turn into our super–Homo sapiens teacher just by eating this weird food. And since then, I have seen that happen enough times to know that her faith was actually wisdom.
Class was finally over, and I got the hell out. So grateful to be spilled back into the throbbing, angry bloodstream of New York, I left the building alone, took a huge lungful of sour, metallic air, and relaxed.
But I had paid up front. For five classes. The ex-slacker in me was now into completing things, just for the sake of completing them, having left a small city of half-written papers, fruition-less world-saving strokes of genius, and dangling relationships in my wake. I may not have had cancer in my body, but I had a sort of behavioral cancer that even I knew about. It was a matter of pride to finish this out, just as an experiment in closure. Shoot.
I spent the next week enjoying cookies, ice cream, and the salty, oily specials at my local Polish diner. I jammed the photocopied recipe sheets I'd gotten from class into a crevice between the kitchen sink and the wall. When, after a short while, they got wet and blurry, I moved them to a hard-to-reach cupboard, demonstrating to myself my noble, newfound sense of responsibility.
Monday evening rolled around again, as it always seems to do, and suddenly my legs got very heavy. My butt was mysteriously soldered to the couch. Thick like peanut butter, thick like my sticky blood, resistance crossed its arms and stood before me like a frowning Mr. T. But I had to go. Hating every step, every second, every goddamned breath, I made my way back to the chrome-and-porcelain world of cooking class.
I sat down and did my best to avoid eye contact with the other students. The week's recipes were handed out. Hijiki! Daikon! Aduki beans?! Not again! If I wanted a trip to Japan, I thought, I'd buy a plane ticket! Ooooh, I was getting good and agitated, despising this and judging that. Miss Perfect Human Specimen glided in and sparkled up the room a bit. I wanted to kill her. I wondered whether the sentence for her murder would be harsher than normal, given her elevated humanocity. I didn't care. I'm sick of your millet with squash. Get lost with your split-pea soup! If you try to get another ridiculous excuse for a dessert past me tonight, you've got one coming!
Having never displayed any violent tendencies in my life (with the exception of one little spitting, scratching, lit-match-throwing catfight with my older sister while on vacation in Barbados), I wasn't sure what I was actually planning to do here. So I just let my inner T get off on saying “I pity the fool who tries to mock me with a wimpy, woody, health-food dessert! I pity the fool….”
You know the ending to this story. You know that, somewhere along the line, I got hooked. Somewhere between the hiss of the pressure cooker and the nutty smell of the crushed sesame seeds, I was a goner. Mr. T took off his gold chains and just slipped away.
You see, the energy generated in that room by that natural food was clearer, crisper, and more electrified than what I was channeling in my own life. My apartment felt sludgy. My personality felt sludgy. I was only twenty-one, so my body felt only mildly sludgy, but I knew it was just a matter of time, observing all the sludged-up elders around me. And although my ego despised these clean, light vibes, because it knew they were going to shine a flashlight on all its baloney, my soul was utterly, utterly seduced.
Because this sparky, lightning vibe that is inside all of us is invisible, silent, and untouchable, it is impossible to describe. But it is definitely feel-able. As I ate macrobiotic foods, the sludge began to melt away, and the lightning sparks whipped through me. I had more energy than I had had since childhood. My skin felt soft, like a kid's. Pockets of fat, which had never before budged for a sit-up or a Diet Coke, began to melt away.
But more than that, the energy the food imparted was sustainable and even. My moods began to stabilize. I wasn't freaking out at things that would have made me crazy before. I started to feel really connected to nature for the first time in my life because, as the spark fired through me, it resonated with other channels of this force, namely trees, flowers, and birds. New York City buses started to seem like humongous, dirty aliens, having no connection to anything organic.
People seemed to me the weirdest things of all: part spark, part sludge. I began to see people as organisms fighting to express, to release, to breathe energetically through all their sludge. And as mine melted away, theirs became doubly apparent to me. I was feeling like a little alfalfa sprout, so fresh and alive, while the people around me were overcooked pot roasts stuck in the pan.
And the cooking itself was getting interesting. I found that when I was in physical contact with these natural foods–especially grains–I calmed down. My mind cleared instantly, concentrating itself on the task at hand, like an effortless moving meditation. And another thing: I felt too afraid to tell anyone that I was sure–swear to God–that it was the grain, that little grain of rice (or barley or millet) that was reeling me in; it was doing all the work, not me. All I did was show up and let it work through me. But that just seemed too crazy.
I was learning how to cook the foods with spark. Not spark like a double espresso or a line of cocaine, but spark like the twinkly snow on a moonlit December night. Spark like the buzzy crickets of August. Spark like the thunderbolt of energy that shoots through you when a new lover draws near. The spark of life.
It is the energy that is flowing through you now, holding this book, reading these words. You can either push it down, inviting it to sneak out in weird and neurotic ways, or surrender to its laws and let it reveal the goddess that you are.
There is no right or wrong way to approach this book. One of the things I love about macrobiotics is that there is a food component and a philosophy component–theory and practice tucked side by side on your fork. You can start with your brain or with your belly.
This book is formatted in “phases” that sketch out a reasonable path for a person to follow, but may not be your destiny at all. You may want to jump straight to a desludging diet tomorrow or just read some of the philosophy over brown rice and see what happens next. Either way, you will learn what you are meant to learn on your personal timetable. I believe that if you are intrigued at all by either the cooking or the theory, then your intuition will guide you like a benevolent dominatrix.


part one
life lessons: the 12 laws of change of the infinite universe

After taking macrobiotic cooking classes for a while, I began to listen to the philosophy underlying the food; while casually chopping carrots, my teachers were talking about huge, ridiculous things like the universe and the galaxies. What a grain of rice had to do with my relationship to eternity, I had no idea. But I just kept chewing and listening, and slowly some little cosmic puzzle pieces clicked into place.
I began to understand that if you want inner freedom, peace of mind, and a healthy, beautiful body, it's important to understand the fundamental forces of the universe. These forces, yin and yang, are creating the natural world, your body, the food you eat, and everything else in your environment. By recognizing and understanding yin and yang, you can make food and lifestyles choices that help you harmonize with the bigger picture. And when you “tune in” to the greater whole, freedom and happiness will follow you like puppy dogs.
Since you are made of yin and yang forces, you have the ability to sense the yinness and yangness of things. After every law, I have included exercises for your “inner compass” to help you sense the world from the yin/yang energy plane. As you go “macro,” eating whole and natural foods, your inner compass will become more and more accurate and dependable, and soon you will function freely from a healthy, clear intuition all the time. Yay!



part two
becoming a macro chick

 

Welcome to the next stop on your adventure. Having learned so much about the order of the universe, you are armed with a new pair of glasses through which to see the world. So put on your yin/yang specs as we look at food and the role it will play in your life as a healthy, beautiful, tuned-in macro chick!
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CHAPTER ONE
laws 1, 2, and 3

In this chapter, we explore the first three laws of change. Starting from the widest perspective possible, we begin with God or, as George Ohsawa sometimes called it, “the Infinite Universe.”
This abundant source of all energy and things expresses itself through two forces, yin and yang, in its endless creation. Yin force is expansive and produces certain qualities in nature, foods, and people, while yang force is contractive and produces the opposite qualities in the world.
Yin and yang are IT–the whole enchilada. Every single thing in the universe can be seen through the lens of these opposites, expansion and contraction: nature, humans, ideas, art, relationships, sports, history, politics, religion. When this simple template is used for understanding the world, layers of confusion and concept fall away. But, most important, by understanding yin and yang, you can learn to cook in order to support your health physically, emotionally, and spiritually. Let's go!
law #1: one infinity manifests itself into complementary and antagonistic tendencies, yin and yang, in its endless change
Let's break this down into chunks. First, George Ohsawa called “One Infinity” the “infinite pure expansion.” This is not the space we're floating in right now, but the spaceless origin of space. It is the oneness from which everything arises and to which everything returns. In his inimitable way, George Ohsawa liked to call it the “beginningless beginning and the endless end.”
Shoot. We've already stumbled upon the ultimate ideological question: Do you believe in “One Infinity”? Do you have a name for it? Is it in the form of a person? A great spirit? Have you assigned it certain qualities? Or do you dismiss this concept out of hand? How do you relate to it? Do you believe in “energy” or scoff at your friend's feng shui crystals?
I didn't grapple with the idea of an infinite dimension infusing and underlying everything until the VISA card maxed out. I was fifty pounds overweight, and nothing was working the way my nice Torontonian parents had told me it would. Fame refused to land on my doorstep. Fortune seemed to fly away from me with the exact same speed that cookies mysteriously flew into my mouth. Sometimes, in the vast expanse of the night, I felt suicidal. If my navel was all there was to ponder, into eternity, no wonder we had invented TV. I started considering that maybe, just maybe, there was a world beyond the visible–a weird, bewitching dimension that held a meaning beyond my compulsive trek from deli to nightclub to aerobics class. Perhaps–God forbid–the parents were wrong.
As far as I am concerned, it doesn't matter the form or shape that this entity takes, as long as you acknowledge a source bigger than yourself. Although we have been told that it is so huge and mighty that it is impossible to truly comprehend, George Ohsawa believed that it was actually alarmingly simple. The purpose of this book is to help you sense and relate to the Infinite Universe by learning its laws and bringing your body back to its natural balance. Through macrobiotic practice you will regain your common sense.

non credo
But wait: George Ohsawa told his students never to believe a thing he said. He was very fond of a concept called Non Credo, meaning “I do not believe” in Latin. He thought that to be a living, breathing organism, hooked up to the Infinite Universe like everyone else, our experiences and intuition would give us all the lessons we need from our greatest teacher–the Infinite Universe. To believe blindly, without “discovering,” was to be a slave, so one must go out (and in) to find the truth, never borrowing it cowardly from another. You didn't take your girlfriends' sordid stories about steamy Buicks and pimply adolescent shoulder blades as a substitute for your own experience of sex, did you? Of course not. You dove right in and found out for yourself. Well, one could argue that this God stuff is at least as important as that. So if you do not believe that there is one unity creating, animating, and uncreating the material world, test it for yourself. Argue with me. Argue with this book. Look around and find the evidence or lack thereof. Ask yourself how your hair grows and intestines glurg away, without your effort, thought, or direction. Where is all that energy coming from? What is its source? What pushes the moon to control the tides to lap at your toes on the beach? After eating whole grains for a while (which are themselves natural and united), your perceptions may change. Have fun. Live. Don't be a slave to this book, or any other. In macrobiotics, to learn and explore as a free being is encouraged. Discover for yourself.


Before we move on, here's a little tip: it helps to think of this source as neither benevolent nor malevolent, for it is beyond both. As the source of all things, it is both life-giving and life-withdrawing, and its laws are just, steadfast, and crystal clear. As you learn them, you will find that working with the Infinite Universe brings freedom and working against it brings suffering. By practicing macrobiotics you will polish your inner compass, which is your tool to align with the Infinite Universe, and the rest of your life is about buffing it to a shine and following its direction.
If the God of your childhood was vengeful, you might want to rename it the “Infinite Universe” for a while and keep an open mind about Its characteristics. Hopefully, you will begin to see that this Infinite Universe–regardless of the temper of your “God”–makes room for lots of play. Nature, left to its own devices, is abundant, creative, and just.
So we're beginning with the assumption that there is this infinite source and that it presents as “One.” You can call it God, Goddess, Allah, Brahman, P. Diddy, or Great Spirit. I tend to call it the Infinite Universe, but I'll also refer to it as God. The point is that we connect to something eternal and just, no matter the name it goes by. This book is about relating to this source in a healthy way.
Chunk two reads, “Manifests itself into complementary and antagonistic tendencies, yin and yang.” Here we see that infinity–although it's actually “one”–presents itself to us as two. Tricky little universe. And these two are the nuts and bolts of creation.
Many religions seek to explore the relationship between what is considered the divine and the relative, material world of duality. There are various interpretations: from a great Oneness (Brahman, God, Allah) comes duality, whether that is interpreted as literal twosomes or simply the individual's separateness from God and others. The Bible opens up with “In the beginning, God [Infinite Universe] created the Heaven and the earth [yin and yang],” which is the Judeo-Christian introduction to duality. He then goes on to create many other dualities such as darkness and light, water and land, animal and vegetable, man and woman, blond and brunette. And the whole creative process is followed by its complementary opposite, a well-deserved rest.
This is the great paradox of our lives; we live in a world that we experience in a dual way; a world of opposites. And yet there is a great Oneness that creates and uncreates everything from behind the scenes and between our cells.
As creations of this oneness, we feel a natural pull to align with it. But our egos, from which we negotiate the material world, tend to be dualistic, limited, and self-centered. So we need assistance: spiritual pursuits are designed to help us remerge with this divine, creative life force. We meditate, partake in religious fellowship, or do service in order to bypass the ego and leap into the dimension of unity, where the soul hangs out and parties.
In macrobiotics, this fundamental paradox of spirit and ego–like all others–is happily embraced. By acknowledging this first law of the universe, we juggle the Oneness and duality of all things. However, instead of naming every single pair of opposites in the material world, we use Taoist terminology that identifies the essential tendencies underlying each pair; these tendencies are called yin and yang.
This dynamic duo is described as “complementary and antagonistic opposites.” In English, the word antagonistic is normally construed as negative; it conjures bitchiness and catfights. The antagonist in a movie tends to be the guy holding a knife to Keanu's throat, and our lovely hero feels compelled to destroy the enemy. But within macrobiotic philosophy, all antagonisms are complementary, generating spark and energy. It is the way your competitor triggers a pissed-off, passionate urge to grow in your gut. Or an attractive member of the opposite sex being near you ignites sparks throughout your whole body. It is the pull between opposites, the charge found in difference. The Tao.
The third chunk is “in its endless change.” Everything changes over time. We experience change within a day, a week, a year. We see great flux within our lifetimes, going from teen to grandma in what seems like the blink of an eye. Even plutonium, with a half-life of a bizillion years, does have a half-life. Civilizations rise and fall. Boyfriends come and go. And although they say that Twinkies will last a very, very, very long time, even their form is not eternal.
EXERCISE YOUR INNER COMPASS
Do you believe in an underlying creative force, or “God”?
If so, is this God faraway and detached from you, or do you feel a part of It?
How are men and women both antagonistic and complementary at the same time? How about liberals and conservatives? Sickness and health?
law #2: yin and yang are produced infinitely, continuously, and forever from the infinite pure expansion itself
In other words, “There's no gettin' outta this one.” Although we might like to transcend duality completely, the Infinite Universe is chugging away, creating yin and yang tendencies endlessly in order to keep everything moving and changing.
Yet we seem to want to stop this ride and get off. Many religions have produced the idea of panaceas existing for us after this life, places where we can finally put on our jammies and kick back for eternity. But this law is claiming that the Infinite Universe is always moving, and as manifestations of it, so are we.
None of us is stopping. Getting older, wiser, or sexier, we are constantly being created and uncreated by the Infinite Universe itself, sloughing off cells with each facial and growing spiritually with every prayer.
Of course, the ego bristles against this concept, feeling its sovereignty threatened. This endless movement challenges every single thing's existence, pushing it to change, then change again, ad infinitum…literally.
But George Ohsawa, having surrendered to this reality, decided that the only reasonable approach to the situation was to “play.” His theory was that if you've gotta sit around in the Duluth airport for all of eternity, you might as well have fun. He believed that a firm understanding of the laws of yin and yang, along with a healthy mind and body, could allow the individual to experience this eternal movement as a fabulous, fun adventure as opposed to a dreary life sentence. Some said life was suffering, but our boy “G” didn't buy that. Instead, he saw such flux within reality, and so much possibility within that flux, that suffering just seemed like one aspect of human experience. More precisely, by applying the laws of yin and yang, he saw all suffering become joy and all joy become suffering. Nothing was staying fixed for long, when perceived from eternity. By perceiving the complementary opposites in any phenomenon, you open the door to “play.”
Many people who practice meditation, yoga, or other spiritual disciplines are looking to merge with the divine. But sometimes people become addicted to their spiritual practices in an attempt to permanently transcend the material plane they consider so chaotic. Macrobiotic practice approaches life this way: by eating whole grains and vegetables, and chewing them well, we are dropped effortlessly into the moment, feeling peace and calm. Macrobiotic foods help us to harmonize with the rhythms of the Infinite Universe, and from this vantage point we can recognize the complementary antagonistic opposites everywhere. When yin and yang are identified in every circumstance, and the laws of change are recognized, all material conflicts make sense. So-called “chaos” has identifiable causes and patterns. So instead of trying to transcend the whole scary mess of life, we can dive right in and play.
Regardless of what they eat, some people have already found ways to play happily in the river of continual manifestation: Nelson Mandela, Donald Trump, and Oprah Winfrey have all demonstrated their capacities to adapt to, and learn from, the ebb and flow of change within their lives.
And let us not forget America's first lady of change, Madonna. First we saw her shift from image to image with the flexibility of the wind, enjoying the flux and play of change faster than we could handle it. Each new wave of shock and criticism we lobbed at her seemed only to make her stronger, as struggle naturally should. Then it became clear that she was experiencing deep, personal transformation which she was unafraid to share with the world. This required great humility, faith, and self-esteem all at the same time. Instead of stagnating, which is our cultural synonym for aging, Madonna seems to be getting deeper and wiser, following the actual dictates of the Infinite Universe. A perpetual mold-breaker, she is like the Tibetan monk who spends months creating a complicated sand mandala with meticulous, concentrated devotion, and then sweeps it away in an afternoon.
It is understood in Buddhism that craving produces misery. In other words, getting too attached to the yin or yang of any situation sucks. Waiting desperately by the phone sucks. Believing that those five extra pounds are ruining your life sucks. George Ohsawa used a very specific word for this kind of attachment: slavery. We must remain flexible and playful, learning the laws of yin and yang because spending one's precious life attaching to the extremes of good and bad, us and them, or rich and poor becomes totally exhausting and ultimately fruitless.
However, allowing ourselves to perceive and identify with the unity creating our dualistic reality brings inner peace. But don't assume this means a lonely life with a shaved head and an ugly pair of sandals. On the contrary, from this perspective, we can indulge in the play of duality, enjoying the endless games of yin and yang without becoming enslaved by them. That is truly a big life. As big as Madonna's, or Gandhi's, or…Camilla Parker Bowles's. And what we eat can take us there.
EXERCISE YOUR INNER COMPASS
How do you feel about change?
What makes some changes “good” and other changes “bad”? What role does attachment



CHAPTER TWO
laws 4 and 5



CHAPTER THREE
laws 6, 7, 8, and 9
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laws 10, 11, and 12
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