








  God and gods — Book One: The East

  Ezekiel Evans



God and gods — Book One: The East
	God and gods	Book One: The East
	Chapter One: Babylon — Where All the Roads Begin
	Chapter Two: The Wreckage of One Tongue
	Chapter Three: Interlude — The Gods Hiding in Your Week
	Chapter Four: Hinduism — The Family Firm, Eastern Branch
	Chapter Five: Buddhism — The Branch That Left the Trunk
	Chapter Six: China — The God They Forgot and the Government of Heaven
	Chapter Seven: Japan — Eight Million Spirits and the Empty Mirror
	Chapter Eight: Korea — The Name That Was Waiting
	Chapter Nine: The Steppe — The Eternal Blue Sky
	Chapter Ten: Vietnam — Mr. Heaven
	Chapter Eleven: Persia — The Star Rides West
	Chapter Twelve: The Karen — The People Who Were Waiting for the Book
	Chapter Thirteen: The Signs Themselves — Unhiding What Was Hidden





  
    	
      Title Page
    

    	
      Cover
    

    	
      Table of Contents
    

  




God and gods


Book One: The East


The Only Ruler That Measures Truth






Chapter One: Babylon — Where All the Roads Begin

Before we can walk east, we have to stand at the crossroads where every road starts. And the crossroads has a name: Babylon — the land between the two rivers that the schoolbooks still call the cradle of civilization. They’re righter than they know: this is the cradle every nation on earth was rocked in before it grew up and walked away from home.

But first, the honest ground rules for this whole book. I’m not here to claim who’s right and who’s wrong on every point — I’m here to show you something stranger: the most commonly said things are very often the most incorrect things. Ask ten people about the Tower of Babel and you’ll hear it was about a tall building. Ask about the flood and you’ll hear it’s “just a Bible story.” Ask about Hinduism and you’ll hear it’s polytheistic — then ask a Hindu and he’ll tell you it’s monotheistic. Everybody’s sure. Almost nobody has looked. So we’re going to look — at dates, at tablets dug out of the ground, at what these peoples actually wrote down with their own hands — and where we don’t know, I’ll say we don’t know, because curiosity about what we don’t know is worth more than fake certainty about what we do. And so you can check my work line by line, every claim in this book wears one of four grades, and I’ll use the words consistently: record — a name on the side of the ship, something written or carved or dug up that a man can read; estimate — chemistry and a model, honest arithmetic built on assumptions, held loose; theory — a reading of the evidence, mine or theirs, and I’ll tell you whose; and legend — a story told as the tellers told it, valuable for what it remembers, binding on nobody. The heavyweights fall because they let their theories wear the record’s uniform. Hold me to the grades — that’s what they’re for.

And one rule stands over all the rest, because it’s the spirit the whole book is written in: we speak of these peoples in love. Every nation in these pages is family — sons and daughters of the same first parents, carrying the same memory of the same Father down a thousand different roads. When I show you where a people took a wrong turn, I’m not scoring a point off a stranger; I’m reading a letter from a brother who got lost on the way home. These are not fools to be laughed at, nor enemies to be beaten. They are men and women who kept the faith the only way they knew how — half-remembered, packed in with the household goods, guarded across four thousand years of hard road — and every last one of them is loved by the very God they were reaching for. If a single line in this book ever makes you sneer at another people instead of ache for them, then I’ve written that line wrong. We hold the ruler up to measure a thing, never to strike a man with it.

The story leading up to the tower. Genesis doesn’t open the Babel account with a building. It opens with a unity: “the whole earth was of one language, and of one speech” (Genesis 11:1). One human family, one tongue, moving together, settling in the plain of Shinar — which is the land the ancients called Sumer, and later Babylonia. Modern-day Iraq.

And before we go a step further, notice something hiding in plain sight: the geography itself. Babylon isn’t eastern and isn’t western — it sits dead center, in the land we still call the Middle East. The hinge of the old world. Stand on the plain of Shinar and every civilization on earth lies outward from your feet: Greece and Rome to the northwest, India to the southeast, China beyond her, Egypt to the southwest. When the families scattered, they walked out from the middle — and the world’s religions still show the tracks, radiating from that one hub like spokes from a wheel. Even secular history tips its hat without meaning to: it calls that very river valley “the cradle of civilization” — first cities, first writing, first laws, all rising from the same mud Genesis names. And the Bible had already put its finger on that spot long before the archaeologists did: the rivers of Eden include the Hiddekel — the Tigris — and the Euphrates (Genesis 2:14), the two rivers that frame that exact land. Garden, flood, tower — Scripture sets the whole opening act of the human story in one river valley, and then says mankind spread out from there. The shovels keep agreeing. The beginnings are central, not scattered — because the scattering came second.

And there on that plain they made a decision: “let us build us a city and a tower, whose top may reach unto heaven; and let us make us a name, lest we be scattered abroad” (Genesis 11:4).

Read that slow, because the common telling gets it wrong. The sin wasn’t height. They weren’t fools who thought bricks could poke God in the foot. Look at their own two stated goals: make us a name — glory to ourselves, not the Maker — and lest we be scattered — direct defiance of the standing order, “be fruitful, and multiply, and replenish the earth” (Genesis 9:1). God said spread out and fill the world. They said no — we’ll pile up in one place, under one government, one project, one name. Babel was mankind’s first united rebellion — not a tall building, but a one-world huddle built against the command to scatter. Keep that in your pocket; it’ll matter when we get to governments and control at the end of this series.

And the tower itself? The men of Shinar built a kind of structure we’ve found — the ziggurat, a stepped mountain of brick with a temple on top. Dozens of them still stand in Iraq, four-and-a-half-thousand years’ worth. Their names tell you what they were for: the great ziggurat of Babylon was called Etemenanki — “the House of the Foundation of Heaven and Earth.” These weren’t skyscrapers for living in. They were man-made mountains built to be meeting-points between heaven and earth — a staircase for the gods to come down. Now doesn’t that put a colder light on it? The tower wasn’t man trying to climb up to heaven. It was man building a landing pad — inviting something down. The supernatural at its fullest. And Genesis answers it with the driest irony in the whole Bible: they build their tower to reach unto heaven, “and the LORD came down to see the city and the tower” (Genesis 11:5). He had to come down even to look at it. That’s not architecture criticism. That’s a Father laughing at a toddler’s stepladder — right before He takes it seriously enough to act.

The scattering. “Let us go down, and there confound their language, that they may not understand one another’s speech. So the LORD scattered them abroad from thence upon the face of all the earth” (Genesis 11:7–9). One people, one tongue — shattered into many peoples, many tongues, driven outward in every direction. And here’s a nuance almost nobody quotes: God’s own stated reason. “Behold, the people is one, and they have all one language… and now nothing will be restrained from them, which they have imagined to do” (Genesis 11:6). That’s not the voice of a threatened god. That’s a surgeon’s diagnosis: united, fallen mankind has no brakes. The scattering wasn’t spite — it was mercy, the way a firebreak is mercy for a forest.





Chapter Two: The Wreckage of One Tongue

And right here is where we need to stop and stare at language itself — because language is the strangest thing you own, and you’ve never once questioned it.

Do you remember learning to talk? Think hard. Do you remember learning your own language — sitting down with your mom or dad and being taught the ten thousand words you use every day? You don’t. Nobody does. It got into you before your memory even turned on. You speak a system so complicated that grown scholars spend lifetimes mapping its rules — and you mastered it as a toddler, without a single lesson you can recall. That alone ought to make a man suspicious. And set down right here a pair of truths this series will keep meeting on every road, because they never stop being true: mankind is limited — we are born forgetting; the first thing you ever forgot was your own birth, the biggest day of your life to that point, and you were there — and yet our ignorance is a kindness that never lets you down: the man who can’t carry his whole past doesn’t have to, and the honest we don’t know keeps more truth safe than a thousand confident answers. Cold truth, kind truth. Keep the pair in your pocket; we’ll need them at every door.

Now go further back. Who invented language? Nobody knows. Not the scholars, not the scientists — nobody. There’s no tablet that says “here’s the day we started talking.” Every human people ever found, no matter how remote, already had a full language when we met them — grammar, tenses, poetry, jokes. There’s no half-language anywhere on earth, no tribe stuck at the grunting stage. Language shows up in the human record the way the flood shows up in the king lists: already there, already complete, origin unknown. It is a thing that is very suspicious and concealing about its beginnings — and, as we’re about to see, about its endings too.

Because here’s the other end of the mystery: how does a language die? How does a whole tongue — something carried in millions of living minds — just disappear? Yet they do. The graveyard of dead languages is enormous, and we only know the names of the ones that got lucky. And what does “lucky” mean? Stone. The languages we can still read from the deep past survived for one reason only: somebody carved them. Egyptian hieroglyphs stuck around because they were cut into granite and painted in tombs — and even then, the sound of Egyptian died so completely that for well over a thousand years no living soul on earth could read a word of it, until the Rosetta Stone handed us the key back. Sanskrit survived because priests drilled it letter-perfect into their sons for a hundred generations and carved it into temple walls. The written word outlived the speaking mouths. Think about that: a language is a living thing that can die out from under its own alphabet — the shell remains, the creature gone.

And the languages that live? They never hold still. Look at English — your own mouth is a museum and you don’t know it. Half your vocabulary is borrowed loot: words hauled in from Greek, from old Latin, from French, from Norse raiders, from a dozen conquered and conquering peoples, all melted down and recast until we call it “English” with a straight face. Languages bleed into one another — constantly mixing, evolving, swapping parts like neighbors borrowing tools that never get returned. Even slang bleeds in: the gutter word of one generation is the dictionary word of the next.

And the funny part — the same language won’t even stay the same language across one ocean. Ask for pudding in the States and you get a soft sweet cup of chocolate or vanilla. Ask for pudding in England and you might get served almost any dessert on the menu — or a blood sausage, if it’s black pudding. Same word, two countries, two different things on your plate. A boot in England is the trunk of a car and the thing on your foot — both true over there; only one is true over here. One word, one people, split by nothing but water and a few hundred years — and the meanings have already walked apart. Now stretch that same drift across four thousand years and every continent on earth, and tell me what you’d expect to find. You’d expect exactly what we do find: a world full of tongues that can’t understand each other, all descended from something they can no longer remember.

So when Genesis says God confounded language in a single stroke at Babel, understand what kind of claim that is. It’s a supernatural explanation for a thing that genuinely has no natural one. The scoffer laughs at Babel but then shrugs at the same three questions Babel answers: where language came from, why it shows up everywhere already complete, and why one human family speaks in thousands of mutually locked boxes. I’m not demanding you take Genesis’s answer. I’m pointing out that the common position — laugh at the tower, offer nothing in its place — isn’t knowledge. It’s a shrug wearing a smirk. And of the two, the eight verses in Genesis are at least an answer: language came from God, was broken by God on purpose, and every dictionary on earth is a piece of the wreckage from that one day on the plain of Shinar. We’ve been drifting — pudding by pudding, boot by boot — ever since.

Now — is there anything outside the Bible that remembers this? Careful, honest answer: there’s something, and it’s interesting, and it’s not proof. A Sumerian poem called Enmerkar and the Lord of Aratta, written down around four thousand years ago, looks back to a golden age when “the whole universe, the people in unison, to Enlil in one tongue gave praise” — one speech, one people — and speaks of the confounding of tongues. The Sumerians themselves, the very people of the plain of Shinar, carried a memory of a time when language was one and then wasn’t. Take it for what it is: not a court verdict, but a second witness standing in the same doorway.

And the flood behind the tower. Babel isn’t the beginning of the story — it’s the second chapter. Behind it stands the flood, and here’s where the dates and tablets get loud. The common thing said is “the flood is a Bible story.” Here’s what the ground says:


	The Sumerian King List — a clay document from around 4,000 years ago listing Sumer’s kings — splits all of history at one event, with the words: “then the flood swept over.” Kings before the flood, kings after. That’s not a preacher talking; that’s a government record treating the flood as a fixed point in time.

	The Eridu Genesis tells of Ziusudra, warned by a god to build a great boat and save the seed of living things.

	The Epic of Atrahasis — copies date to roughly 1700 BC, older than Moses by most reckonings — same story: gods send a flood, one man is warned, builds a vessel, mankind survives through him.

	The Epic of Gilgamesh, Tablet XI: Utnapishtim, warned to build a boat, loads his family and animals, rides out the deluge, and — mark this — sends out birds to find dry land, and offers a sacrifice when he lands. Birds and a sacrifice. Genesis 8 in Babylonian dress.

	And it doesn’t stop in Mesopotamia. India has Manu, warned by a divine fish to build a boat before the waters came — the flood is in Hinduism too. China’s ancient histories open with a world-drowning flood. Greece had Deucalion. Native peoples of the Americas, the Pacific islands, Africa — hundreds of flood traditions, all over the earth.



And let me tell you how the world found out about that Gilgamesh tablet, because the story of the finding is nearly as good as the tablet. RECORD: in 1872, in a back workroom of the British Museum, a man named George Smith was sorting broken clay tablets shipped home from the ruins of Nineveh. Smith was no professor — he was a banknote engraver’s apprentice, a working-class Londoner who had taught himself cuneiform on his lunch hours because the museum was free and his curiosity wasn’t for sale. A working man, friend, reading Babylonian by gaslight because nobody told him he couldn’t. And one afternoon he cleaned the dirt off a fragment and started reading — a ship aground on a mountain, a dove sent out, the dove finding no rest and coming back — and Smith realized he was holding the flood, in Babylonian, written centuries before anybody could claim the Hebrews invented it. The museum’s own account of that moment says he jumped up, ran around the room in excitement, and — to the astonishment of everybody present — began tearing his clothes off. A London newspaper put up the money to send him to Nineveh to find the missing piece of the tablet, and — against odds no gambler would touch — dig in a mound the size of a town and he found it, days in. Smith worked himself to death in that country at thirty-six, and the tablets he read first are sitting in the museum today where any man can walk in free of charge — the way Smith did — and look at the flood with his own eyes. I keep his story in this chapter for a reason bigger than color: every discovery in this book was made by somebody — usually somebody dusty, underpaid, and too curious to quit — and half the time the somebody wasn’t a credentialed man at all. The record is open. The door is open. Smith walked through it on his lunch hour.

Now think like a juror, not a churchman or a scoffer. If the flood were merely a Hebrew campfire tale, why does the whole scattered human family still tell a version of it around its fires? The scoffer says “rivers flood everywhere, so everyone made up flood stories.” Maybe — but rivers don’t explain the matching details: the divine warning, the one chosen family, the boat, the animals, the birds, the sacrifice after. The Babel account offers the simpler answer: they all remember it because they were all there — one family, one memory, broken into a thousand dialects at the scattering, each fragment drifting and warping as it traveled, the names changing, the details bending, but the skeleton holding. The flood stories aren’t competitors to Genesis. They’re the scattered children’s memories of the same grandfather’s funeral.

And here’s where the curiosity should start burning. Every one of these tablets was written after the flood, by peoples looking back at it. Which forces the question nobody can fully answer: what was believed before the flood? We get eight verses of a hint — the sons of God, the daughters of men, the Nephilim, “the wickedness of man was great” (Genesis 6:1–5) — and Enoch’s fuller account, held as a lamp, not canon, from Book One. The pagan tablets hint too: the Babylonians remembered apkallu — seven sages from before the flood who brought forbidden knowledge, half-fish, half-divine. Pre-flood teachers of secret arts… that should sound familiar; Enoch names the Watchers as exactly that. Two traditions, one shape. What was the religion of the world before the water came? We don’t know. We genuinely don’t know. And I’d rather stand honest in that mystery than paper it over — because the things we don’t know are the doorway, not the wall.

One family, very close relatives. So by the time the families walk away from Babel — east to India and China, west to Greece and Rome, north to the forests — they’re not carrying different religions. They’re carrying torn pieces of one memory: a Maker, a rebellion, a flood, a boat, a scattering, and something in the sky that once came down. Watch what each family does with its piece as this book goes on. The resemblances between the world’s religions aren’t borrowing between strangers. They’re family resemblance — very close relatives who stopped speaking to each other four thousand years ago and have been telling their own version of the family story ever since.

Which brings us to the first “commonly said” thing to put under the light: “Hinduism is monotheistic.” Educated Hindus will tell you this — that the million gods are all faces of one ultimate reality, Brahman, and so Hinduism is really a One-God faith. I take the claim seriously, and I won’t strawman it. But now watch the funny thing: the claim says one; the story is painted many. Open their own scriptures and you don’t find one God acting alone — you find Indra warring with serpents, gods jealous of gods, wives and sons and rivalries, gods born, gods demoted, gods dying and rising in cycles. The philosophy says monotheism; the paint on the walls is a full family of squabbling kin — the same divided estate we saw on Olympus and in Asgard. And notice what kind of “one” Brahman is even when you grant it: an impersonal ocean, not a Father — a one that doesn’t speak, command, love, or judge. Scripture’s One is a Somebody: “Hear, O Israel: The LORD our God is one LORD” (Deuteronomy 6:4) — one Person with a voice and a name, not one fog behind a million masks. So when they say “we’re monotheistic too,” the honest answer is: your philosophers say that; your stories don’t. And in this book we judge a faith by the story it actually tells — because the story is what the people actually believed, prayed to, and painted on the walls.





Chapter Three: Interlude — The Gods Hiding in Your Week

Before we walk the east road, stop and check your own pockets. Because the fastest way to believe that dead gods hide inside living language is to catch them hiding in yours. This interlude is a deliberate side-trip — two stops, both close to home: a word you say every week, and a day you keep every week. Neither one is eastern. That’s the point. If the wreckage of Babel is still rattling around in your mouth and your calendar, four thousand years on and an ocean away, then you’ll know exactly what to look for when we open the Vedas. If Thor’s in Thursday, what’s in the East?


First Stop: What Is Luck?

Stay in the language a minute longer, because there’s a word you say every week that’s worth dragging into the light: luck.

First, the proof that pagan gods really do hide in your everyday mouth — because this part isn’t a theory, it’s your calendar. Say the days of the week out loud. Tuesday is Tiw’s day — the Norse god of war. Wednesday is Woden’s day — that’s Odin. Thursday is Thor’s day — the thunder god, still getting a weekly mention in every appointment book in the English-speaking world. Friday is Frigg’s day — Odin’s wife. Saturday is Saturn’s day — Rome’s old god still holding a spot on the week. Four Norse gods and a Roman one, named by billions of people every seven days, and almost nobody knows they’re doing it. And it doesn’t stop with the calendar: fortune is Fortuna, the Roman goddess spinning her wheel of chance. Fate is the Fates, three sisters snipping men’s life-threads. A jovial man is under Jove — Jupiter’s influence. Martial arts belong to Mars. The scattering buried the old gods, but their bones got mixed into the mortar of the language, and men rattle them daily without a clue. Language conceals its dead — we just proved it.

Now to luck itself — and here I’m going to show you












Second Stop: Sunday — The Day of the Sun
















Chapter Four: Hinduism — The Family Firm, Eastern Branch
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Chapter Five: Buddhism — The Branch That Left the Trunk
















Chapter Six: China — The God They Forgot and the Government of Heaven




	Xia dynasty — traditionally around 2070–1600 BC, founded by Yu the Great, the flood-tamer. Semi-legendary; no confirmed writing survives from it.

	Shang dynasty — around 1600–1046 BC. This is where China’s written record begins, and where Shangdi reigns supreme.

	Zhou dynasty — 1046–256 BC, the longest dynasty, founded when King Wu overthrew the last Shang tyrant. This is the age of the Mandate of Heaven — and of Confucius and Laozi near its end.

	Qin (221–206 BC, the First Emperor, the terracotta army), Han (206 BC–220 AD, when Buddhism arrives), and onward through Tang (618–907), Song (960–1279), Ming (1368–1644), and Qing (1644–1912), the last dynasty, ending with the boy emperor Puyi.







	帝令雨 — Dì lìng yǔ — “Di commands the rain.”

	帝其降堇 — “Will Di send down drought?”

	Whether Di will grant harvest, whether Di will give the king aid in war, whether Di approves the building of a city — question after question, reign after reign.
























	獲罪於天，無所禱也 (Analects 3:13) — “He who sins against Heaven has nowhere left to pray.” Read that five times. No ritual, no spirit, no middleman can help the man who has offended Heaven itself — every other altar is useless. That is Psalm 51 compressed into eight characters: “Against thee, thee only, have I sinned” (Psalm 51:4). Confucius saw the vertical problem with perfect clarity. What he didn’t have was the vertical answer — no atonement anywhere in his system, just the warning.

	己所不欲，勿施於人 (Analects 15:24) — “What you do not want done to yourself, do not do to others.” Asked for one word to live a whole life by, he gave 恕 (shù) — reciprocity — and then this sentence. It’s the Golden Rule in its negative form, five centuries early. Christ turned it positive — “all things whatsoever ye would that men should do to you, do ye even so to them” (Matthew 7:12) — and the difference is the whole difference: don’t-harm can be kept sitting still; do good sends you out the door.

	五十而知天命 (Analects 2:4) — “At fifty, I knew the Mandate of Heaven.” His autobiography in one line: a man’s life as a slow schooling under Heaven’s assignment.

	天生德於予 (Analects 7:22) — “Heaven begat the virtue that is in me.” Said while fleeing an assassin: if Heaven planted this in me, what can that man do to me? Compare: “The LORD is on my side; I will not fear: what can man do unto me?” (Psalm 118:6).

	未知生，焉知死 (Analects 11:12) — “You do not yet understand life — how could you understand death?” And there’s the boundary line of the whole system, drawn by the master’s own hand. Asked about serving the spirits, same answer: you can’t yet serve men. He wasn’t being evasive; he was being honest — he didn’t know, and rule two of this book salutes a man who says he doesn’t know. That’s the kind truth again — the pair from the language chapter: limited man, merciful ignorance — and Confucius is the rare teacher in any age who held the cold truth and the kind one in the same hand without flinching. But mark it: the best moral mind in Asia walks you to the edge of the grave and stops, lantern lighting only the road behind. Rules with no rescue; a standard with no strength supplied. Paul named exactly what such a system is: “the law was our schoolmaster to bring us unto Christ” (Galatians 3:24). Confucius is China’s schoolmaster — wise, honest, and standing at the schoolhouse door pointing past himself.






	~268–232 BC — Emperor Ashoka of India. The hinge of the whole story. Ashoka conquered the Kalinga coast in a war so bloody — his own inscription says a hundred thousand slain — that he converted to Buddhism in revulsion and turned the Mauryan empire into Buddhism’s engine. And here’s the record-of-records: Ashoka carved his edicts on rock faces and stone pillars across India, and they’re still standing — you can read them today. Rock Edict 13 names the Greek kings to whom he sent envoys of the dharma — Antiochus of Syria, Ptolemy of Egypt, Antigonus of Macedon, and others, by name, datable kings. Buddhist missionaries aimed at the Mediterranean while Rome was still a regional power. His son Mahinda carried Buddhism to Sri Lanka (~247 BC), where it rooted permanently.

	~1st century BC–1st century AD — the Silk Road. Merchant caravans carried monks north into Central Asia; the oasis kingdoms (Khotan, Kucha) became Buddhist way-stations pointing at China.

	64–68 AD — Buddhism enters China, by imperial invitation. The traditional account: Emperor Ming of Han dreamed of a golden man flying from the west, was told it was a sage called the Buddha, and sent envoys who returned with two monks, scriptures, and images carried on a white horse. The White Horse Temple (白馬寺) built for them outside Luoyang in 68 AD still exists — billed as the first Buddhist temple in China. Whatever you make of the dream, note the date: Buddhism arrives in China in the same generation the apostles are writing the New Testament. While Paul is planting churches in Asia Minor, monks are planting Buddhism in Henan — two missions launched east and west in the same century, and only one of them had an empty tomb behind it.

	148 AD — the Parthian monk An Shigao sets up shop in Luoyang translating Buddhist texts into Chinese; 401 AD — the great translator Kumarajiva arrives in Chang’an and renders the sutras into the elegant Chinese that made Buddhism readable to the educated class.

	372 AD — Korea (the kingdom of Goguryeo receives monks and scriptures); 552 AD — Japan (the king of Baekje in Korea sends the emperor of Japan a Buddha image and sutras as a diplomatic gift — Buddhism enters Japan as a present between kings); 7th century — Tibet (King Songtsen Gampo, whose Chinese and Nepalese Buddhist wives are credited with converting him).

	629–645 AD — the monk Xuanzang makes his epic seventeen-year journey from Tang China to India and back, hauling home 657 texts by his own count — a trip so famous it became China’s great fantasy novel, Journey to the West, a thousand years later. The Monkey King story your kids know from cartoons is a memory of a Buddhist supply run.

	845 AD — the backlash: Emperor Wuzong of Tang, a Taoist partisan, orders the Great Persecution — by the government’s own figures, some 4,600 monasteries dissolved and a quarter-million monks and nuns returned to lay life. Buddhism in China bent, absorbed, blended — and survived by fusing with the very folk religion and celestial bureaucracy we just toured.











Chapter Seven: Japan — Eight Million Spirits and the Empty Mirror































Chapter Eight: Korea — The Name That Was Waiting

















Chapter Nine: The Steppe — The Eternal Blue Sky
















Chapter Ten: Vietnam — Mr. Heaven














Chapter Eleven: Persia — The Star Rides West












Chapter Twelve: The Karen — The People Who Were Waiting for the Book












Chapter Thirteen: The Signs Themselves — Unhiding What Was Hidden
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