AL

THE
CONTINUATION

Alexander-'/’: Ann

Shulgin Shulgin

TRANSFORM
PRESS



Copyright © 1997 by Alexander Shulgin and Ann Shulgin.
Printed in the United States of America.

Parts of the Introduction were first published as "A New Vocabulary" in
Entheogens and the Future of Religion, © 1997 by the Council on Spiritual Practices.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be
reproduced in any form without written permission.
For information, contact:

TRANSFORM PRESS
P.O0. BOX 13675
BERKELEY, CA
94712

Additional copies may be purchased for $28.50 ($24.50 plus $4.00 postage and
handling). California residents add $2.02 State sales tax.

Edited by Dan Joy
Cover by Pamela Engebretson
Project Coordinator: Wendy Perry

First Edition
ISBN 0-9630096-9-9



g X{—oﬁ

trypt-amine \ ‘trip-ta-,mén \ n. [tryptophan fr. tryptic, fr.
trypsin, fr. Gk. tryein, to wear down (from its occurrence in
pancreatic juice as a proteolytic enzyme) + amine fr. NL
ammonia] 1: A naturally occurring compound found in
both the animal and plant kingdoms. It is an endogenous
component of the human brain. 2: Any of a series of
compounds containing the tryptamine skeleton, and
modified by chemical constituents at appropriate posi-
tions in the molecule.
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Foreword

FOREWORD

In 1991 an unusual book with an unusual title first began to circulate
among an unusual set of people: those convinced that there were significant
psychological and spiritual benefits to be derived from the use of psyche-
delic drugs. PIHKAL: A Chemical Love Story, consisted of two parts: Book I
included a number of first-hand accounts of the use of a dozen or so
psychedelics with enough detail for the reader to get a good feeling for the
set and setting. Woven in with this was the story of how the authors, Ann
and Alexander (Sasha) Shulgin (under the pseudonymous cloak of Alice
and Shura) met, loved, and eventually married. Like all good love stories,
a triangular suspense resolves when a German woman, with whom Shura
was initially involved, eventually fades into the permanent past tense. In
Book II of PIHKAL, the structures and syntheses of nearly 200 chemical
compounds were given in “recipe” form followed in most cases by brief
evaluations of their psychic or physical effects by self-experimentation on
the part of various anonymous volunteers. The compounds of PIHKAL's
Book II are all in the class known as phenethylamines, which explains the
acronym in the title: Phenethylamines I Have Known And Loved.

The present book is based on the same format, but the compounds
of its Part I now fall into that other structural class to which almost all the
remaining psychedelics belong, the tryptamines. TIHKAL stands for
Tryptamines I Have Known And Loved. In TIHKAL, the human love triangle
is no longer present, and so the first half of the book consists rather of arich
smorgasbord of narratives and essays concerning the origins and uses of
psychedelics. Here the natural products chemist can enjoy a delightful
ramble through the astonishing diversity of creatures — from fungi and
frogs to flowers — which contain DMT or its chemical near cousins. The
psychopharmacologist can wonder if a clue to the auditory hallucinations
so typical of schizophrenia can be found in the unique activity of DIPT. A
Jungian psychotherapist will be challenged by Alice’s stories of the gentle
synergism exercised by a skilled therapist and the entactogen MDMA. And,
sadly, the civil libertarian may find reason to fear that something much like
state-sanctioned religious persecution has found a foothold in this free
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country whose charter was penned by those who swore, “upon the altar of
God, eternal hostility against every form of tyranny over the mind of man.”

And yet the chemical love story continues for, throughout, Shura is

a chemist of the old school, one who has a parent’s — even a lover’s —
tenderness and affection for the structures he dreams of and creates. (Those
familiar with the story of Albert Hofmann’s discovery of LSD will be
reminded of his feeling that “from the very beginning” he had “thought this
substance was something special. It was just a feeling I had, when I was
working and preparing substances.”) Yet it is a scene of domestic content-
ment, a tranquil ménage a trois— for Alice developed her own chemical love
affair, blossoming as she did into a sensitive and effective psychedelic
psychotherapist.

But I have been preaching to the choir — musing with those who
have known of the long gestation period of TIHKAL and who are now
finally able to satisfy their curiosity. Most readers of this book will likely
belong to that unusual set mentioned above who need no convincing of the
value of psychedelic drugs. There will be others —not in the choir, not even
in the congregation of true believers — who will greet this book’s birthing
with bafflement, shock, or even anger. As one who not long ago was him-
self among the doubters, let me try to speak to them. (The choir will not
object, for they love hearing again and again the familiar story of repentance
and conversion.)

First let me say that from my 18th year to my 50th, some four years
ago, I was a member of the Jesuits, a Roman Catholic religious order of
brothers and priests (I was ordained in 1974). Iled a fairly sheltered life
during the revolutionary days of the 60’s and 70’s, and knew nothing about
psychedelic drugs except what the media told me: that they induced a
bizarre state of mind much like madness, with lurid hallucinations; that
people foolish enough to toy with these drugs would find themselves
tormented by unpredictable and incapacitating episodes of recurrent flash-
backs for the rest of their lives.

A decade ago, I earned my doctorate in synthetic organic chemistry
from the University of Illinois at Chicago, and came to Loyola College in
Maryland. After a few years there, I thought I would try to work up some
more interesting topics for the “baby chem” course our non-science majors
are required to take at Loyola College. “Drugs and Drug Dependency”
seemed a course title sexy enough to keep them awake for a few hours a
week. SoonIhad some rough class notes, and before long I had a contract
from the American Chemical Society to write a book stressing the history
and human context of these fascinating chemicals. The book appeared in
1996 under the title The Chemistry of Mind-Altering Drugs: History, Pharma-
cology, and Cultural Context. But the process of seriously researching the
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actual scientific and literary record of these substances had greatly changed
my opinions about many things. For example, as with many of those who
have studied drug policy, I became convinced that the War on Drugs was
atbest as counterproductive as Prohibition had been, and at worst it was the
first step on the path towards a police state.

But it was in the area of the psychedelics where my existing opinions
were most challenged. Ithink that I can justly say that I have a fairly deep
acquaintance with the Western tradition in meditation and mysticism, not
only as a subject of academic inquiry but in particular as a lifetime practice:
Jesuits inmy generation were required to spend an hour daily in meditation
which was expected to lead, in souls suitably disposed, to such higher states
as the “prayer of silence.” We made two or more 30-day retreats during the
course of our formation, and yearly 8-day retreats; and we were expected to
discuss our developing prayer life regularly with a “spiritual father.” We
also had a reasonably extensive training in pastoral counseling and psycho-
therapy.

And thus it was that when I read the accounts of the psychedelic
experiences of Aldous Huxley, Bill Wilson, Alan Watts, Henry Osmond,
Gordon Wasson, Walter Houston Clark, Huston Smith — (the list seemed
endless) — the tales were all quite familiar. Skeptics might doubt the
validity or significance of religious experience in general, but no one could
doubt that these people were encountering the classic phenomenon itself —
powerfully catalyzed, to my astonishment, by the ingestion of mescaline,
psilocybin, or LSD. And I was the more astonished when I found the
equally extensive and equally credible account of the use of these sub-
stances as adjuvants to psychotherapy. Providentially, I was in the very
city, Baltimore, where one of the largest psychedelic treatment centers had
been located — at Spring Grove Psychiatric Center, headed by Dr. Albert
Kurland. After many arevelatory conversation here in Baltimore with Drs.
Kurland, Richards, Yensen, and Dryer, my conversion was complete.

And so I return to the comforting faces of the choir. (I see they are
singing Hallelujah! Another soul come Home!) They need no persuading
thatthis class of drugs — nay, sacraments —needs to be researched with all
the energy and intelligence that mankind has ever devoted to any pursuit,
scientific or religious. They need no persuading that an animal model
cannot ever determine whether a subtle yet profound alteration of con-
sciousness has taken place; only courageous and experienced shamans and
seekers like those in Shura’s group will be able to tell the true from the
counterfeit gold. And they need no persuading that much of the depression,
despair, and hopelessness of our world — a world which foolishly fancies
itself so advanced, but is in so many ways cut off from the human depths
which were the everyday richness of “primitive” societies; a world which
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wearily turns to a new millennium after completing the most murderous
and barbarous century of its history — might find solace and peace through
the wise and compassionate use of these entheogens.

We are a small congregation, Sasha and Ann, but in our hearts there
echoes a warm service of praise and thanksgiving to you for all you have
done. You will never be forgotten!

Daniel M. Perrine, M.A., M.Div., Ph.D.
Associate Professor of Chemistry
Loyola College, Baltimore, Maryland
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NOTE TO THE READER

With thisbook, TTHKAL, we are making available a body of informa-
tion concerning the conception, synthesis, definition, and appropriate use
of certain consciousness-changing chemical compounds which we are
convinced are valuable tools for the study of the human mind and psyche.

At the present time, restrictive laws are in force in the United States
and it is very difficult for researchers to abide by the regulations which
govern efforts to obtain legal approval to do work with these compounds
in human beings. Consequently there has been almost no clinical research
conducted in this area for about thirty years. However, animal studies can
be done by the approved and qualified scientist who finds sources of
research funding and who appeals to and obtains his supplies of drugs from
an appropriate government agency, such as the National Institute for Drug
Abuse.

Some of the stories in Book I are fiction.

Over half of the recipes in Book II of TTHKAL have been taken from
the chemical literature. Some of these have been published with Shulgin as
an author. The remaining recipes appear here for the first time in print.

No one who is lacking legal authorization should attempt the
synthesis of any of the compounds described in the second half of this book,
with intent to give them to man. To do sois to risk legal action which might
lead to the tragic ruination of a life. It should also be noted that any person
anywhere who experiments on himself, or on another human being, with
any one of the drugs described herein, without being familiar with that
drug’saction and aware of the physical and / or mental disturbance or harm
it might cause, is acting irresponsibly and immorally, whether or not he is
doing so within the bounds of the law.

We strongly urge that a continuing effort be made by those who care
about freedom of inquiry and the search for knowledge to work toward
changes in the present drug laws, particularly in the United States. Open
inquiry and creative exploration of this important area of research must be
not only allowed but encouraged. It is essential that our present negative
propaganda regarding psychedelic drugs be replaced with honesty and
truthfulness about their effects, both good and bad.

There is much that we need to understand about the human psyche,
and this book is dedicated to the pursuit of that understanding.

xiii
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COMMENTS ON THE TITLE

The first offering of this two-volume combination was called PIHKAL,
which was constructed as an acronym for the true title, Phenethylamines I
Have Known and Loved. From this we should have learned alesson. Other
than comments and discussions concerning how it should be pronounced
(we like pee-cal but pickle is sometimes heard) the most frequent question
that Ann and I were asked was a painfully obvious one, “What is a
phenethylamine?” The answer was written out as a dictionary-like defini-
tionbut, as far as I know, no one except a chemist ever truly understood that
title. And here is TIHKAL (pronounced tee-cal) representing Tryptamines
IHave Known and Loved. We can anticipate the question now, “Whatis a
tryptamine?” Or a yet more difficult problem intrinsic to the use of the
plural, “What are tryptamines?”

Let me start with the term expressed in the singular. How does one
define a tryptamine to a non-chemist? Probably in exactly the same way
you would define it for a chemist, except that you wouldn’t use the tech-
nical jargon words that only a chemist would understand. Let’s try it in
everyday English words.

Tryptamine is a chemical. Whatisa chemical? It can be asolid thing
such as crystal, a powder or a chunk of stuff which can be hard or soft or
brittle. It can be any color from white toblack, and anything in-between. Or
itcanbealiquid or something wet, maybe a wax or soap, or maybe fluid and
runny. It may even be volatile. Or it can be gas which will tend to fill the
space around you. These gases are usually without color, but there are
exceptions which are brown or green or yellow. Some gases have no smell;
others can be pretty rich. A chemical can display any of these forms. In
short, achemical is something tangible, and canbe asolid or a liquid or a gas.

Most important, it is a single and homogeneous thing. Salt, for
example, is something pure because no matter how you divide it, grind it
up, pick it apart, sift or size it, the resulting solids are always exactly the
same. It happens to be a white crystalline material in the form of cubes with
a very high melting point and very water soluble. Tryptamine is a white
crystal that is in the form of needles with a rather low melting point and is
not soluble in water. These are two of the over ten million compounds that
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are known today. Tryptamines is a collective term that includes many
compounds, not only tryptamine itself but any of the many derivatives of
it that can be formed by putting some atoms, or a group of atoms, some-
where on the structural skeleton.

A few score of the more interesting ones are the stuff of the second
part of TIHKAL and are individually described as to both chemistry and
pharmacology. A great many more are gathered in the Appendix E. These
are known compounds and all are potentially active CNS agents. Within the
last year I saw two T-shirts bearing messages, clearly directed to these areas
of interest. One: “Reality is for those who can’t handle drugs;” the other:
“So many drugs, so little time.” Either one could be worn with pleasure. 1
wonder if I am now old enough to put them on?
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PREFACE

Returning from a conference on ecstasy, I sat next to a respected
toxicologist who works for the British government. Eventually our conver-
sation came round to the impending publication of this book. “It would be
acomplete disaster,” he said. “A whole lot of new drugs would be released
for which no tests exist and hundreds of new precursors would have to be
controlled... The situation would become completely out of control. Publi-
cation must be prevented.” But how? “I know the Americans have their
First Amendment and all that, but when it comes to something important
like this there are always ways.” With that he ended the conversation and
Iwaslefthaunted withimages of government men setting up "accidents" for
Sasha and Ann.

Completely out of control! Yes, this book not only reveals how
psychoactives can be synthesized, but also how they can be extracted from
so many ordinary plants that the means for psychedelic exploration can
never be controlled again. The genie is out of the bottle and all the king’s
horses and all the king’s men cannot put it back again.

What is the need for control? My traveling companion was con-
cerned about the waste of public money on law enforcement, the hampering
of industry through restrictions on precursors and the overloading of
medical services with extra problems. But perhaps there is a more funda-
mental reason for the establishment to discourage the use of psychedelics.

A recent article by an Oxford professor of pharmacology refers to
psychedelic experiences as “distorted sensations” and suggests that the real
danger of psychoactive drugs is that they may profoundly and perma-
nently alter the brain, ending with the warning: “Blowing one’s mind may
be literally just that.”

To call psychedelic experiences “distorted” is the judgment of a
sober, logical and materialistic thinker. However, a person under the
influence of a psychedelic drug may well regard ordinary perception as
severely limited, and therefore a distortion of the truth. I believe that the
problem is one of language: words belong to our normal consciousness and
are inadequate to describe another.

Conventional scientists cannot afford to accept the existence of other
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realities without undermining their own premises. In spite of having
achieved so much, science has failed to explain consciousness, and cannot
even accept the validity of many important aspects of human existence,
such as religion, 'life force' or love. Only by keeping “the doors of percep-
tion” safely closed can accepted science be kept intact. Yet science is the
exploration of nature, and should not be restricted just to avoid upsetting
the status quo.

What this book achieves is profound. The information contained
here provides a stepping stone for explorers of the spiritual side of our
existence. A time will come when the legal and social taboos against
psychedelic research will dissolve, and scientists will use this pioneering
book to help them explore the uncharted territories of existence and the
presently forbidden zones of the mind and life itself.

Nicholas Saunders
14 Neal’s Yard, London

Nicholas Saunders writes books on ecstasy and the spiritual use of
psychoactive drugs.
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INTRODUCTION
WHY I DO WHAT I DO

Somewhereback in the early 1980’s  was asked to come down to the
University of California campus at Santa Barbara and give an address to a
conference that was being put together by a small group of students. My
attention was caught by the unusual fact that the whole meeting was to be
devoted to the topic of psychedelic drugs. How does a student group at a
major campus of the University of California manage tosponsor and widely
advertise a symposium in a politically dicey area such as this?

I remembered a parallel occasion a number of years before this,
when arrangements were made for a conference to be held on the Berkeley
campus of the University of California, on the subject of LSD. As the date
came closer and closer, apparently the tension felt by some of the faculty
sponsors became intolerable. Pressure was being brought upon the orga-
nizers to cancel the meeting, to move it somewhere else, to make sure that
So-and-so did not show up, to limit the advertising, and to separate the
University name from it. A marvelous show of shared paranoia. Small
events, such as the scribbling of the words Jew! Jew! Jew! on one of the
announcement placards on the Berkeley campus (reputedly by a faculty
member in the department of Psychology who had gone over the edge)
encouraged the search for some alternate location. This was found in the
University Extension Building, on Laguna Street in San Francisco.

Oh my, that was a memorable event. There were some dozen
speakersand luminaries on the stage, several hundred very hip studentand
Haight Ashbury types in the audience, and five or six “suits” with white
shirts and ties, walking back and forth in the outer aisles, continuously
:’-?hlij\ng pictures of everything and everybody, presumably with high-speed

I can’t find my notes from this LSD conference, so I can only
comment on a scene or two taken from memory. One of the original invitees
was Allen Ginsberg, but part of the compromise that had been struck to
allow the show to proceed (besides moving it to San Francisco) was to
dis-invite Ginsberg, and to invite the State Attorney General (I believe his
name was Younger) to speak to the group, presumably about the legal
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aspects of drug use. By luck I caught a fascinating scene on the East porch
of the auditorium. Ginsberg was jumping up and down, fists clenched in
front of him, shouting directly at the AG who was facing him, “Eichmann,
Eichmann, Eichmann!” And the look on the face of the Attorney General
said quite clearly that he did not understand. In the opening address, an
announcement was made to the congregation that Ginsberg had
originally been invited (applause) but that orders had come down that he
was not to appear on the stage as a participant (booing), but that now he
could be on the stage as an observer and any comments he chose to make
would be in this new role (wild applause). This gives the flavor of the
meeting. In my memory the AG did not give a talk.

The evening sound show had the oil and colored filter light projec-
tions that were popular at the time, and the smell of pot was everywhere.
Tim Leary was everybody’s hero, and where he went, there followed a
dedicated band of groupies. Needless to say, this was the last of any such
conferences to be associated with the Berkeley campus.

But here was an invitation to something similar, at the somewhat
more laid-back Santa Barbara campus of U.C. I was intrigued and curious,
so I accepted.

My host was Robert Gordon-McCutcheon, an honor student in the
area of religious philosophy. He had indicated that there would be a large
audience of interested students and that I would be welcome with what-
ever I chose to say. Which s, after all, a very seductive invitation. But then,
I also remembered the disastrous LSD meeting in San Francisco, where the
invited speakers were not particularly welcomed by their academic hosts,
and went back home with a few psychic scars. So I figured, a bit of an
academically kosher image would be a superb defense against such a
challenge! I'd play it with that thought in mind.

I have a few vivid memories of some of the preliminaries to this
conference.

There was a meeting of many of the invited dignitaries at a private
home up in the hills behind Santa Barbara. Alice and I went by car and
found ourselves walking through a broad patio and into an equally broad
living room, with maybe forty people sitting around in a three-deep circle.
We were the unknowns, so we snuggled against a wall, behind a forward
barricade of eager souls. First this, and then that, well-known person was
introduced. Some names we recognized, but there was no opportunity to
meet and talk with any of them. There was some hope expressed that @s
conference might serve as the launching pad fora revival of thg gsychedehc
movement. This gentleman over here would write the definitive essay.
That lady over there would contact her publishing agent to assure that this
meeting would be recorded in history. Yet another person, over yonder,
would serve as the press agent to document — through a radio interview
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tomorrow — the earth-shaking impact of this gathering of the elite. Alice
and I left after a little while.

There was, indeed, a radio interview the next day. I satin a small
office with some half dozen notables of whom I can recall only Tim Leary.
He was really all that was needed for bringing public attention to the
meeting, and I was freed of having to answer anything, or even to speak to
anyone. I left quietly, as I had agreed to a separate public encounter, a
seminar at the U.C.S.B. Chemistry Department. This was one of the
academic glue pieces that allowed the organizers to lend the term “scien-
tific” to the conference. The University Administration could call upon the
fact that there had been a Research Seminar in the Graduate School of
Chemistry as a corollary to this “Psychedelic Meeting.” See! It all was really
proper and legitimate!

But things were not that smooth within the Chemistry Department
itself. The inviting professor did not know me, or of me, and assumed that
he would have to be host to some loose cannon who would be espousing
drug use and drug abuse. With some misgivings he allowed the posting of
the seminar, and was relieved to discover that there was to be an unprec-
edented turnout of graduates and undergraduates at the lecture. I was on
my very best behavior, and gave a manic but scientifically impeccable
presentation of the origins, syntheses, and possible mechanisms of action of
compounds in the area of neurotransmitter agonists. It was one hundred
percentkosher, filled with SN-2 reaction mechanisms and accurately drawn
chemical structures, which I call “dirty pictures.” It was a resounding
success, and perhaps lent a bit of support to the organizers of the actual
conference itself.

All ] can remember concerning the putting together of this talk for
the conference was sitting in the lab in the Life Science Building on the U.C.
Campus, in the Department of Criminology, typing away on an old type-

writer as my way of organizing the flow of what I wished to say. It was
single spaced on yellow paper. I remember that I was not completely sure
myselfjust why 1 did what1did, but that’s whatI wanted to express. Maybe
if 1 were left alone for a couple of hours I might find the answer. Although
Ireally didn’t know ahead of time what I wanted to say, it came together as
I wrote, and I ended up with an outline which I was sure would be okay.
The talk would be a bit revealing for a person who had, up to then, kept a
pretty low profile, but I was ready to catch a few people’s attention. This
is what I said almost twenty years ago, and it still speaks for me now.
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DRUGS OF PERCEPTION

WhenIwas first asked by Robert Gordon-McCutcheon to come here
tonight and talk about whatever I wished in the area of the psychedelic
drugs, my first inclination was to decline.

After all, I am a student of chemistry and pharmacology, not of
philosophy or religion, and I felt that I had contributed as much as I could
at last year’s meeting, with a review of the correlation between chemical
structure and psychological activity.

But my wife intervened: “Why not tell them just why you do the
work you do?”

This launched me onto an interesting question. Just why haveI, for
the last twenty-five years or so, conducted a persistent search into the
design, the preparation, and the evaluation of new and different psychotro-
pic drugs, be they hallucinogenic, psychedelic, dissociative, or merely
intoxicating?

The flippant answer was right there at hand: one does it because it
is there to be done. Like the answer to the question, “Why do you climb Mt.
Everest?” “Because it’s there.” But that is not the reason that I conduct the
research I do.

Whenever this question would come up during a seminar or panel
appearance within the academic environment, I would place special em-
phasis on the word, “psychotomimetic,” a term often applied by the
scientific community to refer to the psychedelic drugs. In its origin, itis a
blend of the prefix, “psychoto,” from psychosis, and “mimesis,” meaning to
imitate. Thus, the term described one of the earliest properties assigned to
these materials — that they could, to some measure, duplicate the symp-
toms of mental illness and, as such, might serve as exploratory tools in the
study of some forms of psychosis and sensory disorder.

As an explanation of why I do what I do, this was both systematic
and safe.

The explanation is systematic in that most of the many psychedelics
that are known, currently about two hundred, can be classified by their
structural backbone into two groups, one of them called the phenethyl-
amines, and the other called the tryptamines. In the phenethylamine group,
there are fifty or so relatives of mescaline, and an equal number of methyl
homologues with the chemical chain of amphetamine. In the tryptamine
group there is yet an equal number again, some of them quite simple with
varying ring, chain, or nitrogen substitution patterns; some of them are
condensed into yet more complex structures such as the f-carbolines (for
example, harmaline) and the ergolines (for example, LSD).

The two principal neurotransmitters in the brain just happen tobe a
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phenethylamine (dopamine) and a tryptamine (serotonin). Thus, there is
encouragement to the neuroscientists to search for some neurotransmitter
mismanagement, using the psychedelic drugs as chemically related probes.

This explanation is safe, because it is unthreatening and easily
accepted by the academic community as well as by those who must decide
who will receive government grants.

But it’s not the truth. My work is indeed dedicated to the develop-
ment of tools, but tools for quite a different purpose.

Let me lay a little background to establish a framework for these
tools, in part to define them, and in part to give emphasis to the urgency that
I feel is associated with them.

I firmly believe that there is a most remarkable balance being
maintained between all aspects of the human theater. When there seems to
be the development of a move that-a-way, there springs forth a compensa-
tory and balancing development that effects a move this-a-way. If there
must be a dichotomization of concepts into “good” and “evil,” then the
balance is maintained by the good containing a small but real quantity of
unexpressed evil, and the evil containing a corresponding amount of
unexpressed good. Within the human mind there must co-exist the Eros,
the life-loving and self-perpetuating force, with the Thanatos, which is
defined as “the death instinct, especially as expressed in violent aggres-
sion.” Both are present in each of us, but they are usually separated from
our awareness by the difficult-to-penetrate wall of the unconscious.

One definition of the tools I seek is that they should be words in a
vocabulary, a vocabulary that might allow each human being to more
consciously — and more clearly — communicate with the interior of his
own mind and psyche. This might be called a vocabulary of awareness. A
person who becomes increasingly aware of, and so begins to acknowledge,
the existence of the two opposite contributors to his motives and decisions,
may begin to make choices that are knowledgeable. And the learning path
that follows such choices is the path to wisdom.

Just as there is a need for balance within the individual mind, there
isan interesting parallel in society. Look for a few minutes at the record, the
coincidences in history that have kept our human race in precarious
balance.

Throughout the early centuries of this current millennium, there
were carried out some of the most viciously inhumane wars known to man,
all in the name of religion. The horrors of the Inquisition, with its lethal
intolerance of dissent (called heresy) are well documented. And yet, it was
during those dark years that the structure of alchemy was established, to
acquire knowledge through the study of matter. The oft-quoted goal of the
transmutation of lead into gold was not what was being sought. The value
of the quest was in the doing and re-doing, and yet again re-doing, the
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processes of distillation and sublimation and a more exact understanding
of these processes that there might emerge a synthesis, a union between the
physical and spiritual worlds.

It was the doing and the re-doing that was its own reward. It was the
learning of the discipline that established the vital balance in each indi-
vidual alchemist.

In the last 100 years or so, this learning process has evolved into
what we now call “science.” But with this evolution there has been a
gradual shift from the process itself to the results of the process. In this
currentage of science, itis only theend-result, the “gold” thatreally matters.
It is no longer the search itself or the learning, but the final achievement
that brings one the acknowledgment of one’s peers, and with that, the
recognition by the outside world, together with the wealth, influence, and
power that comes with that recognition. But these achievements, these
end-results, all show that same yin-yang structure of good and evil, with
each containing a bit of the other. This has been our history for the past
centuries. We have been taught to say that the fruits of science are devoid
of ethics or morality, and that there is no intrinsic good or evil in the
objective world of academic scientific inquiry. And of course that there is
no meaning to the idea of a need for maintaining some sort of balance. But,
still, Iwould like to illustrate some rather incredible coincidences of timing.

For example, in 1895, Wilheim von Roentgen observed that, when
electricity was applied to an evacuated tube that contained certain gases, a
nearby plate covered with an unusual inorganic film emitted a visible glow.
And the next year, in 1896, Antoine Henri Becqueril found that these same
metal-penetrating emanations, producing areas of light and color on the
platinocyanide-covered plate, were being emitted from uranium.

Radioactivity had been discovered.

But it was just the following year in Leipzig, Germany, at 11:45 AM
on the 23rd of November, 1897, that Arthur Heffter consumed an alkaloid
that he had isolated from the “dumpling cactus,” brought to the western
world by the irrepressible pharmacologist, Louis Lewin. As Heffter wrote
in his notes, following the ingestion of 150 milligrams:

“From time to time, dots with the mostbrilliant colors floated across
the field of vision. Later on, landscapes, halls, architectural scenes also
appeared ...”

Mescaline had been discovered.

During the 1920’s and 1930’s, both worlds — that of the physical
sciences, involving radiation, and that of the psychopharmacological, in-
volving psychotropic materials — continued to develop without any clear
sense of polarity, without the “mine is good, and yours is evil” duality that
was soon to come.

Radioactivity and radiation were becoming mainstays in medicine.
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X-ray photography was invaluable in diagnosis, and radium therapy was
broadly used in treatment. Controlled and localized radiation could
destroy malignant tissue, while sparing the host.

And in the area of psychology, there were parallel developments.
The theories of Freud and Jung were being developed into increasingly
useful clinical approaches to mental illness, and the basis of experimental
psychology was laid down in the pioneering studies of Pavlov.

There was another coincidence of timing, which in retrospect was
the beginning of the division of science onto two diverging pathways, that
occurred during World War II. In late 1942, Enrico Fermi and several other
scientists at the University of Chicago demonstrated, for the first time ever,
that nuclear fission could be achieved and controlled by man. The age of
“unlimited power, and freedom from dependency on our dwindling fossil
reserves” had begun.

The next year, on April 16, Dr. Albert Hofmann at the Sandoz Re-
search Laboratory in Switzerland somehow absorbed an unknown amount
of a chemical that he had made some five years earlier, and had just
resynthesized. There was a disturbing awareness of restlessness and
dizziness that lasted a couple of hours. Three days later, at 4:20 PM on the
19th of April, he took a measured dose, 250 micrograms, and subsequently
reported:

“... (after the crisis of confusion and despair) ... Ibegan to enjoy the
unprecedented colors and plays of shapes that persisted. Kaleidoscopic,
fantastic images surged in on me, alternating, variegated, opening and
closing themselves in circles and spirals ...”

LSD had also been discovered.

But still, then, and up until the last decade, it was the rich promise
of thenuclear age, first with the power of fission and later, with the virtually
limitless potential of fusion energy, that carried the banner of the hopes of
mankind. The area of the hallucinogens was categorized as being psycho-
tomimetic (psychosis-imitating), and generally negative. It was not until
sometime in the 1960’s that a strange and fascinating reversal of roles took
place.

The knowledge of nuclear fission and fusion took on a death-loving
aspect in the minds of the public, with country after country joining the
fraternity of those skilled in the capacity for eradicating the human species.
But, as I said earlier, when an imbalance develops, there seems to spring
forth a compensatory counterpart. In this case, the counterpart evolved on
many fronts, in many forms, but its general character can be summarized as
anincrease of interest in the spiritual aspect of man and a desire for greater
understanding of the human psyche. What had been seen as tools for the
study of psychosis (at best) or escapist self-gratification (at worst) — the



Introduction

psychedelic drugs — were increasingly viewed, by large numbers of young
adults in the western world, as tools of enlightenment and spiritual trans-
formation.

Now that mankind’s Thanatos has been entrusted with the in
perpetuo knowledge of how we can completely destroy ourselves and this
extraordinary experiment in life and love, some development must occur at
the Eros side of our psyche which will afford thelearning of how to live with
that perpetual knowledge. Itis the communication between these two sides
of the human mind that requires a new vocabulary, a vocabulary of insight
and awareness.

We need a way to communicate experiences of the deeper parts of
ourselves, a way to share knowledge which has traditionally been called
“occult,” or “hidden.” Until our time, this level of knowledge was con-
sidered the private preserve of those shamans, teachers or spiritual guides
who had earned their way to it. In their hands was the responsibility of
choosing the gifted, intuitive people who would become students or dis-
ciples. Those special individuals were taken into temples of learning, into
the pyramids, the secret lodges, the monasteries or sacred kivas, to be
gradually led into explorations of the spiritual world and an increased
understanding of their own unconscious landscapes. This kind of learning
was expected, in time, to produce healers and community leaders of
uncommon wisdom.

If we had the time that our ancestors had, we could expect to see a
gradual increase in the number of people aware of the inner workings, the
energies, the complex balancing of drives, fears, instincts and learned
patterns which make up the interior universe of the human being. We
would have reason to anticipate an eventual growth in understanding of the
nature of consciousness and the unconscious. However, in the last few
decades, developments in physics, chemistry, biology, electronics, math-
ematics and information distribution have occurred at a speed never before
seen in human history. These explosions of knowledge about the nature of
the physical world have not had their necessary and vital counterpart in an
increased understanding of the human psyche. Much has been discovered
about the brain, but not about the mind. There has been no leap forward in
our comprehension of those unconscious archetypes, emotions and ener-
gies which will determine how we eventually use our new scientific
knowledge. Since almost all discoveries about the physical world can be
used for both benign and lethal purposes, it is essential that we begin to
develop a way of exploring and understanding those forces within our
unconscious selves which will inevitably make those decisions.

What we do not allow ourselves to confront and acknowledge
consciously may kill, not just one race or culture, but ALL of us.
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Keep in mind that psychedelic drugs are not the only keys to our
unconscious minds; they cannot be used for learning and growth by
everyone. There is no single drug or dosage level that will benefit all
explorers equally. And it cannot be said too often that what is being
experienced in the use of a psychedelic drug or visionary plant does not
come from the ingested chemical components, but from the mind and
psyche of the person using the compound. Every such drug opens a door
within the user, and different drugs open different doors, which means that
an explorer must learn how to most safely and successfully make his way
through eachnew innerlandscape. This takes time and should be done with
the guidance of a veteran explorer, as is the case, ideally, with all deep
emotional and spiritual explorations.

All of the above cautions aside, these tools — the psychedelic drugs
and plants — offer a much faster method than most of the classic alterna-
tives for the accomplishment of the goals we seek: conscious awareness of
our interior workings and greater clarity as to our responsibilities towards
our own species and all others with whom we share this planet.

Itis in the crafting of these essential tools that I feel my skills lie, and
this is exactly why I do the work I do.

Since my talk at Santa Barbara, we have not blown ourselves into
oblivion or destroyed our species with biological warfare, but the potential
is still there. We have not established an open, mutually respectful commu-
nication between the leaders of the world’s countries, but the potential is
still there.

As in the past, the people who lead us are fueled by the archetype of
power, that aspect of the human psyche which drives to structure, control,
and formulate rules and systems. The power drive shapes our world, and
without it, mankind would have perished long ago. When it is kept in
balance with its several complementary energies, it gives us form; it builds
civilizations. But when the precarious balance is shifted, and too much

energy flows from this archetype, structure becomes constriction, control
becomes dictatorship, teaching degenerates into admonition and threat,
vision and intuition create dogma, and caution evolves into paranoia.
Communication with the loving and nurturing energy within usis lost, and
with it the ability to choose wisely, either for ourselves individually or for
our species.

Priests and kings, emperors and presidents, and all those who find
comfort and safety within the structures maintained by the powerful, tend
tobe disturbed and angered by individuals who insist on striking off in new
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directions, ignoring the guidance of appointed leaders. To those in author-
ity, there is the unconscious threat of chaos, the shattering of whatis known,
familiar and safe. The response to this threat can take many forms, from
killing the offender (witch-burning) to — at the very least — warning him
to keep his knowledge and opinions to himself (as with Galileo), lest they
provoke the self-protective anger of the established order and of those who
maintain power through it.

This has been the history of human development on this earth, a
balance maintained — usually with great difficulty and often with violence
— between the urge to control and the need to change and grow. And this
is the way it should have been able to continue, but the technological
growth-spurt of the past fifty years has put into mankind’s hands a body of
knowledge that changes the equation. However, just as the nuclear and
chemical warfare genies are out of the bottle, never to be put back in again,
so also will the psychedelic genie be forever amongst us.

Being human means being a soul that chooses — consciously or
unconsciously — what it will do and what it will become. For my part, I
prefer as much awareness as I can achieve in this lifetime, in order to make
my choices wisely.

I am reminded of a dark and humorous quotation, from a hero of
mine, Woody Allen. He was addressing a graduating class at a university,
and these were his opening remarks:

“More than any other time in history, mankind faces a
crossroads. One path leads to despair and utter hopeless-
ness. The other, to total extinction. Let us pray we have the
wisdom to choose correctly.”

I am more optimistic. We have survived for some decades with
technological threats whichhave remained unexpressed. Maybe the “coun-
terpoise” half of the human animal is making itself felt with reason and
love. I hope so. Irather suspect that it is.

In the meantime, I continue to devote myself to the work of discov-
ering new keys to an understanding of the human mind, and to the widest
possible dissemination of whatever knowledge and information I have
been able to gather. Whatever I cannot accomplish will be done by the
many others throughout the world who share these goals.

Alexander T. Shulgin, Ph.D.
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"The voters in this country should not be expected to
decide which medicines are safe and effective."

Gen. Barry McCaffrey, Drug Czar, 1996.

"If people let the government decide what foods they eat
and what medicines they take, their bodies will soon be a
sorry state as are the souls of those who live under

tyranny."

Thomas Jefferson, 3rd President of the U.S.
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CHAPTER 1. INVASION

(Alice’s voice)

For over 20 years Shura has had a Drug Enforcement Administra-
tion analytical license which allows him to possess, identify, and analyze
drugs in each of the five Schedules. He has to expect occasional (every few
years) inspections of his laboratory by agents who are experts in detecting
signs of illegal activity and/or non-adherence to regulations. Over the 15
years I've known him, he has been inspected twice — on each occasion by
different DEA agents, two at a time — and the inspections had resulted in
no complaints, no suggestions for changes to be made, and no difficulty in
renewing his license annually.

Shura made one mistake. When he was originally granted the
license, there was a handbook of regulations, and over the years he contin-
ued to do his work without inquiring as to whether new regulations might
have been written. He assumed that, since his license had to be renewed
every year, the DEA would notify him if there were any recent develop-
ments that he ought to be aware of. In retrospect, this was naive. As we
learned later, the DEA expects the head of any licensed lab to ask them, to
actively inquire, as to whether new rules might have been put into effect.

But, again, you’d think that the previous inspecting agents would
certainly have been aware of new rules and regulations, and would have
alerted Shura to their existence, as well as insisting that he conform to them.
They never did.

There was another reason for Shura’s lack of curiosity about pos-
sible new regulationsapplying to his license. For thirty years, one of hisbest
and dearest friends was the administrator for the DEA western laboratories,
Paul Freye. Paul liked to come out on an occasional Sunday and fool around
in Shura’s lab. He was fascinated by the chemistry of the psychedelics; he
was also, as he put it, “Chickenshit about ever putting one of those things
intomyself; Ijustdon’thave thatkind of courage.” Wenever suggested that
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he might do so, because all of us knew that Paul’s position in the DEA made
it impossible for him to nibble anything that even came close to being a
psychedelic drug, however legal.

During the years of friendship with Shura, Paul was in our house
countless times, as well as in the lab. He saw the anonymous drug samples
sent through the mail for analysis, most of which Shura had never touched,
since he didn’t want to do such work for people he didn’t know. The little
sample envelopes were piled up, gathering dust, here and there in two
rooms, one of them Shura’s office, the other a former bedroom, now a semi-
lab containing his IR (infra-red) and NMR (nuclear magnetic resonance)
machines, and shelves of records, both the business and music kind.

Among the samples sent to him for analysis, to give one example,
might be a small amount of a drug found at a rave party by a researcher
doing a government-funded study on rave dances. Such a researcher might
have been told that the sample was XTC or some other scheduled drug, and
knew he could send it to Shura for analysis, to find out exactly what the
material was. By doing his research this way, he could accumulate his data
and write his paper without running into such problems as having to report
to the DEA on the names of young people at the raves who had given him
samples (which would — needless to say — stop his research dead in its
tracks, not to speak of the damage it would do to the young rave dancers
involved). Shura would probably consider the analysis of such a sample to
be worth doing just for the information to be obtained about what was
happening on the rave scene.

Shura had always believed that his analytical license allowed him
to do analysis, and that included analysis of anonymous samples and
research samples. Our DEA friend Paul may have believed it did, too. But
once, as he passed by the dusty little mound of samples in the former-
bedroom-semi-lab, Paul remarked to Shura, “You know, these babies could
be more trouble than they’re worth: it wouldn’t hurt to just toss ‘em all out.”
Shura barely heard the words, his mind being focused on an exciting
development in the lab which he wanted to show his friend, and Paul’s
gentle warning was forgotten.

Shura is a great research scientist, not a great housekeeper. A few
small vials of questionable material —waiting for analysis or to be putaway
— might be found hiding behind stacked reprints on the top of his office
filing cabinets, or tucked into a shoe box in the room with the infra-red,
nicknamed Basement Four. There were no young children in our house,
and the study and Basement Four were closed and off-limits during any
party which might include children. The only people besides ourselves
who might be in our home were friends and trusted acquaintances, none of
whom would go to Shura’s lab without his knowledge, or pick up dusty
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little envelopes with question-marks on them in his study, or touch a vial
bearing chemical symbols in any room. Our friends are not sneaks, nor are
they idiots.

When, long before I knew him, Shura received a box containing
three peyote cacti from a priest of the Native American Church (a sort of
shaman-to-shaman gift), Paul expressed his delight. He knew that Shura’s
analytical license allowed him to have the Divine Cactus in his possession.
He also knew that Shura had a dream of someday taking apart the peyote,
in order to finally pin down the numerous unknown trace alkaloids present
in the plant, which have not—to this day —been analyzed. Shura putit this
way in a letter to a friend:

“The bulk of the minor alkaloids have indeed been analyzed quite
thoroughly. Actually my hope was to see if a synthetic mescaline analogue
that I had made, a methoxymethylenedioxyphenethylamine and a most
logical bio-synthetic precursor to peyote components such as anhalonine,
lophophorine and peyophorine, was itself a natural component of this
cactus. InfactI have, rather presumptively, named itlophophine, assuming
that it would be a trace component. With the reference sample in hand, and
a valid extract of the cactus, the ‘discovery’ of it as being there would be a
piece of cake.”

In the meantime, the beautiful, soft green cacti stood in their red
clay pots against a wall of the patio, getting water and occasional loving
words over the years.

Paul invited Shura several times to talk about psychedelic drugs to
the chemists in the San Francisco DEA lab. On Shura’s study wall was a
photograph of himself shaking hands with Paul, while holding a plaque
awarded to “Dr. Alexander Borodin, in Recognition of Your Significant
Personal Efforts to Help Eliminate Drug Abuse,” dated 1973; the bronze
medallion was engraved at the top, “Department of Justice,” and at the
bottom, “Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs,” the forerunner of the
present DEA. In the photograph, both Paul and Shura had full beards, wore,
dark suits and ties and looked appropriately stern.

Next to this plaque was a second award, given almost a decade
later, this time from the Drug Enforcement Administration, “With Appre-
ciation for the Valuable Contribution of Dr. Alexander Borodin, in Support
of The Western Laboratory,” signed by Paul, just before he retired. Shura
admitted to me that he wasn’t quite sure why he’d been awarded these
plaques, but I think they were acknowledgments of his scientific integrity
and his insistence on making available information about psychedelic
drugs, their chemistry and their effects to anyone who wanted to know,
including the government.

Paul officiated, as a minister of the Universal Life Church, at our
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wedding on the lawn behind our house. A year later, when he married a
little blonde DEA intelligence agent, a sweet, tough and compulsively
honestlady named Elena, the ceremony was performed on that same lawn.
The Farm, as we call it, swarmed with DEA chemists and agents, and Shura
took them all on a guided tour of our old farmhouse and the fabled lab, with
its delicate, long-legged spiders and dried leaves blown in through the door
by many gusts of wind over many winters. Among other sights shown to
the visitors, a few yards from the lab, was the sump; this was a hole, dug
deep by Shura, decades earlier, and lined with bricks, now filled almost to
the top with earth. Into it, Shura poured the occasional pot residues, as he
called them, and waste solvents— things that couldn’t be safely thrown into
a fire in the lab fireplace.

About two years after Paul retired, our book, PIHKAL, was pub-
lished. The first half of the book told the stories of Shura and myself, our
early lives and our difficult love affair, each one of us writing separately, in
our individual voices, to create the totality of the adventure. Much of the
story, which dealt with psychedelic experiences, was fiction, but it was
based on the explorations that we each had made during the 60’s, and the
research we had done before the passage of the Analogue Drug Bill in 1986,
which effectively brought all such exploration to a stop in this country.

That part of the book was controversial enough, because it also
spoke out about the damage being done to our basic freedoms by the so-
called War on Drugs, and it argued vehemently for the individual adult
citizen’s right to explore his own mind and soul in any way he chooses,
provided that he takes care not to intrude on the rights of any other human
being.

Itwas the second half of the book that caused shock wavesin certain
places. Itwas written for such time in the future when rationality would (we
sincerely hope) replace the ugly police state mentality rapidly growing in
this country. This second half consisted of 179 recipes, procedures for
making psychedelic drugs. It was written in the style of the respected
Journal of Medicinal Chemistry, and would be understood largely by
professional chemists. There were also pages of commentary from anony-
mous contributors detailing the effects of each of these drugs at various
dosage levels.

As soon as we had the completed, published book in hand, Shura
proceeded to distribute free copies to all the chemists he knew in the DEA
labs across the country, explaining that it should be a valuable reference
work for them. It was immediately put to use as exactly that, and it is
probable that many of those chemists never got around to reading the first

half of the book, finding all the excitement they could possibly hope for in
the second, the technical half.
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Right after PIHKAL came out, we would lie in bed at night,
imagining out loud to each other the various possible scenarios involving
angry government officials, but as time went on, we relaxed and told
ourselves that, after all, we live in a country that gives protection to free
speech, and Shura had maintained an excellent relationship, over the years,
with the people he knew in the DEA.

We had been aware for a long time that there were a few powerful
men in the Washington, D.C. headquarters of the DEA whose feelings
toward Shura were deeply hostile. There was one in particular who had the
reputation of beinga truly malignant person, determined torise through the
ranks of the agency. He was vehement in his hostility towards all uses of
visionary plants or drugs, even by Native Americans; we could only hope
that he would either ignore our book or dismiss it, after considering the fact
that it had proven useful to many of the DEA chemists. This, too, might be
seen in retrospect as naiveté on our part.

The general state of things in our house and in the lab was the same
when Paul had been around (and when the two earlier inspections had
taken place) as they were years later, in 1994, when our world was turned
upside down.

Two years after PIHKAL's publication, onaTuesdayinlate Septem-
ber of 1994, a red car drove up our road and into the parking area above our
old farmhouse. Three men got out and introduced themselves as agents of
the DEA. We expressed, gently, our surprise that they had not phoned
before coming, because during Paul’s administration, he had insisted that
agents who came to inspect the Borodin lab phone Shura in advance, to
make an appointment.

The head agent, Mr. Fosca, a neatly dressed man of medium height,
was polite and smiling; he ignored our reproachful comments as he shook
our hands. The other two were dressed quite casually in sports clothes,
which was most unusual for DEA people on duty. I offered coffee and tea,
but the three men declined. I remembered then that DEA agents don’t
usually accept food or drink in a place they are inspecting, at least not until
their work is finished and they have found nothing out of order.

The agents had broughta warrant with them. This was startling; no
previous inspection had ever involved a warrant, and both Shura and Iwere
taken aback and rather bewildered. Why did they need such a thing?

My daughter, Wendy, was working in Shura’s office, doing the
Transform Press business — processing orders for PIHKAL — as she did
every week. She glanced up as Shura brought Mr. Fosca through the door,
and smiled as he introduced her as the manager of the press. Then she went
on with her work.

' Shura and I were surprised by the unexpected visit, but not wor-
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ried. After all, two previous inspections had turned up nothing considered
a problem, and we assumed that this one would have the same outcome.

We were, at that moment, packing for a trip to Spain, where Shura
was due to present several talks at a conference not far from Barcelona. Our
plan was to leave the following day, and this official visit would mean
taking several hours out of our scheduled preparations. Aside from thatone
concern, we had no reason to be apprehensive.

The agents went to the lab with Shura. It was just a few minutes
later, around 2:00 p.m., when Wendy knocked on my bedroom door, where
I was busy folding and squeezing things into suitcases, and told me that
Michael Sun had arrived. I clapped my forehead, having forgotten com-
pletely that we’d made an appointment to meet with him for about an hour,
that afternoon, just to catch up on recent events. Michael was (and is) one
of my favorite people in the world, a gentle, soft-spoken, quietly brilliant
young man who wasengaged in pulling together a coalition of religious and
spiritual practitioners and teachers throughout the country who believe
that psychedelic plants and drugs have an immense potential as tools for
exploring the human soul and spirit. He believes (as do we) that the best
way to encourage changes in bad drug law is to work with people in the
government, to explain and persuade, and to open their understanding of
the ancient religious and spiritual traditions in most cultures which have
used such materials.

I'met Michael at the sliding glass doors between the dining room
and the small outside patio. He handed me a tall glass bud vase which
carried one single glowing red rose. I thanked himand gave him a hug, then
said inalow voice, “We have some unexpected visitors, inspectors from the
DEA; they came without phoning first—we didn’texpect them atall —and
I imagine you probably don’t want to stick around to be introduced.”

He grinned and agreed that he didn’t think it would benefit
anybody for him to remain. He said, “I'll phone you tomorrow and we can
set up another time — “ but I interrupted to remind him that tomorrow we
would be on our way to Spain.

“Call us in three weeks, honey,” I urged him, and after another hug
and his wishes fora good and happy trip, heleft. I put the rose in its shining
vase on the tiled counter under one of the kitchen windows, where it would
catch the sunlight.

I returned to the bedroom and continued packing until, about an
hour later, I heard voices in the hallway. Shura was telling the agents that,
yes, there were two other rooms in the house where some samples of drugs
mightbe found, “There’s stuff in my office and in the room we call Basement
Four, which isn’t a basement at all, by the way, but it’s where I keep my IR
—my infra-red equipment— and other instruments that might be corroded
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in the real lab.”

Ithought to myself, he sounds pretty cheerful; guess the inspection
went all right.

During the next thirty minutes or so, my casual attitude underwent
a change, as I heard Mr. Fosca say over and over again, “That is a violation
of the regulations,” always in a pleasant voice, sometimes with what I heard
asa faint overtone of regret, especially when adding, asT heard him do once,
“These violations can be worth a fine of up to twenty-five thousand dollars
each, you know.”

“Which regulations?” asked Shura, insistently, before retreating
into a resigned silence.

There was supposed to be a safe in the lab, Agent Fosca continued,
into which all scheduled drugs were placed under lock; there should be a
system by which the local police station could be alerted by an alarm if
unauthorized persons tried to gain access to the contents of that safe. He
added, “After all, you don’t want to be responsible for a tragedy, if some
visiting child happens to discover one of those vials, do you?”

That certainly sounds reasonable. But why didn’t the earlier inspectors
say anything about safes? They must have written an awful lot of new rules in the
past few years. And nobody told Shura.

I ventured out into the hallway, closing the bedroom door behind
me, and watched from the doorway of Basement Four as Agent Fosca,
moving from one cluttered surface to another, told Shura that, not only were
the anonymous drug samples stacked up somewhere other than in the lab
— where they belonged — but Shura’s license did not authorize him to
analyze anonymous drug samples anyway. “That kind of activity requires
a separate license, which you don’t have,” he said, his voice fractionally
more disapproving than before.

Shura replied, “Nobody ever told me that; after all, my license
allows me to do analysis, doesn’t it?” After a small silence, he shrugged,
“Butif [ have to give up doing an occasional analysis, that’ll be fine with me,
because I don’t like dealing with the damned things; I don’t get paid for
doing it, and most of the time, I don’t learn anything interesting enough to
justify the time and energy it takes.”

During the next hour, Mr. Fosca sat at our dining room table,
examining all of Shura’s records, including receipts for chemical purchases
going back several years. He asked for and got photo copies of purchase
orders. All these were reasonable requests, and Shura complied without
hesitation. But he was aware — more than I was, at that point — that the
questioning had already gone well beyond that involved in any previous
inspection.

By now, Shura’s attitude had become one of innocent surprise
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(which was certainly genuine), combined with an apparently good-natured
desire to cooperate, all of which he hoped would hide his growing anxiety.
He went very slightly manic, asking several times, “Where can I geta copy
of the new book of regulations?” and, “Why hasn’t anyone told me about
these new regulations?” There might have been a hint of disbelief to be
detected underneath these questions, but all he got from Mr. Fosca was a
promise that a copy would be mailed to our address, as soon as the agents
got back to the office.

During the fourth hour of questioning about what this or that
chemical wasintended for, and why this or thatscheduled drug was present
in such quantity, and Shura’s apparently cheerful explanations, I went and
sat outside the dining room, where all this was going on, making myself
comfortable in one of our molded plastic patio chairs, underneath the big
canvas umbrella, with my eternal glass of iced tea. I got into conversation
with the oldest of the three agents, about children and high schools — he
was planning to attend a parents’ night at his son’s school, that evening —
and now, when I offered him some plain iced water, he told me he would
appreciate that, yes; it was pretty hotand he could use a drink. Iwas pleased
that he was accepting my offer; I felt it was a generally good sign, although
of what I couldn’t be sure.

Attheend of the fourth hour, Agent Fosca closed his notepad, stood
up and said that he was going to need at least three — maybe four — more
days to complete his inspection, and he was very sorry we were leaving for
Spain,buthe would be in touch assoon as wehad returned, to set up the next
session. Shura said “Yes, of course,” and accompanied the three men out to
the car to say good-bye.

As soon as the agents had left, he came back into the dining room
and we stood and looked at each other, smiles gone, then we sat down at the

table, in silence, to let it all sink in. Wendy came out of the office, saying,
“Okay, I've finished,” then sat down with us. Ileaned back in my chair and
said, “Jeeezus!”

“Bummer, huh?” Wendy looked from me to Shura and nodded to
herself.

Shura muttered, “I wonder if there really are so many new regula-
tions!”

I said, “Oh, there probably are, honey. Remember, Mister Fosca
pointed out that the DEA can’tbe expected to notify every head of every lab
in the country whenever there’s a new regulation passed, so the lab heads
have to keep track themselves. Itjust didn’t occur to us that the rules might
have been changed.”

“Soif there were new regs, how come the last two inspections came
up with no complaints, not a single one!” Shura asked.
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“Yeah,” I said, “That doesn’t make sense.”

After a moment’s silence, Shura said, “There was one reference to
PIHKAL. 1mean, he must have read it — or maybe he was talking about
things we’ve said in interviews — because he asked me, when we were
looking at stuff in Basement Four, ‘Does your research group still meet these
days?’ and I said that we didn’t meet any more for research, just socially,
because you have to remember, the average age of the people is around
seventy, and that kind of exploration is a young person’s game. Besides, the
Analogue Drug Bill pretty much put an end to all research in that area.”

“What did he say?” Wendy asked.

“Nothing; just went on to other things.”

“So after you get back from Spain,” said Wendy, “They’re doing
some more inspecting?”

“He said three, maybe four more days,” answered Shura, shoving
his hair back with both hands, “What more can he do here that’d take three
or four more days, for Pete’s sake!”

“Twenty-five thousand dollars per violation,” I said to Wendy, but
Shura made a correction, “Up to, he said; up to twenty-five thousand
dollars.”

“Oh, okay. Depending on how benign they decide to be,” I said.

“And you can just guess how benign the DEA is going to feel
toward the author of PIHKAL, can’t you?” Shura bared his teeth in a
grimace.

For the first time that day, all three of us actually broke into
laughter.

During the next two weeks we attended a conference on Conscious-
ness Change in the ancient little town of Lerida, in the part of Spain known
as Catalonia, and when the conference was over, we spent a few days in
Barcelona, one of the loveliest cities in the world. During that time, Shura
wrote his own notes on what had happened and how he felt about it.

He entitled it:

VISITORS \FROM ANOTHER PLANET
{Shura’s voice)
Actl:
Within a week I have had two most extraordinary encounters. Both
seemed at first fundamentally benign and unthreatening, but both devel-

oped in ways that could nothave been predicted, and which Iamstill trying
to understand. In fact, both involved such complexities, L have lost most of
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the minute-to-minute detail, and will try here to give the music, accompa-
nied by what little I can remember. In a figurative sense, both were visits
from another planet.

The first of these occurred earlier this week, on Tuesday at the Farm,
the day before we were booked for a flight to Spain, where I was to give an
address to an international Change of States of Consciousness conference.
Alice and [ were in the final stages of preparation, she with the last odds and
ends of packing and I with the making of the arrangements to have our mail
picked up by the neighbors, and getting an itinerary made out for my son
Theo and Wendy. Wendy, Alice’s younger daughter, was doing the weekly
books for Transform Press. We were expecting a drop-in visitor at about
2:00 PM, so we had opened the big wooden gate at the bottom of the
driveway, but it was just a bit after noon when I heard a car drive up, above
the house.

I went out to meet it, and watched three men, one relatively young
and dressed in suit and tie, the other two older and more casually dressed,
get out of the car. They came down the stairs from the parking area, shook
my hand, and introduced themselves. Ididn’trecognize any of their names,
but I did know the organization they worked for. It was the Drug Enforce-
ment Administration, the DEA. I invited them into the house (they
accepted), offered them coffee or tea, or something else to drink (they
declined) and asked how Imight help them. They mentioned that they were
onan official visit (was it the office for compliance? the office for diversion?)
and wanted to look at everything that might bear on my handling of
scheduled drugs.

They handed me a few pages of something with a business card
attached (I thought it might be a listing of what they were looking for) but
I found out later on reading it that it was a search warrant allowing them
pretty much free reign to look for, and to take, whatever they felt might be
of interest to them. Alice came in from the packing tasks about then, and I
introduced her. Once she realized that I was not making a joke as to the
identity of our visitors, she played the role of the gracious hostess, and
introduced them to Wendy who had come into the kitchen for a coffee refill.

The principal investigator was a young man of perhaps 35, carry-
ing a clipboard with a yellow lined pad for taking notes, and a camera to
photograph everything of interest. He was the asker of most questions, and
heintroduced himself as Agent Fosca. The other two werejustsort of there,
perhaps to be of help if help was called for, or to be witnesses of things said
and done.

Our first major rallying point was over in the lab.

Theexchange pretty much went according to the following routine:
Mr. Fosca asks, “Where in this area (wherever we happened to be at the
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moment, with vials and petri dishes and small bottles and dirty beakers in
front of us) are materials that are scheduled drugs?”

Ireply, “Well, this is a sample from England, from a rave scene; it
might be Ecstasy. Is it? Thaven’t analyzed it yet, so I don’t know.”

Fosca: “Who sent it to you?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Where is the record of it having been received?”

“I don’t have any.”

“Why don’t you keep notes?”

“Why should I?”

“It is required by regulations.”

“I never heard of any such regulation.”

“There is a fine of up to $25,000 for every infraction of regulations.”

“Which regulations?”

There were many variations on this theme, but each of them
reflected the same basic content.

The two subordinate agents seemed to become more and more at
ease as the day progressed, asking occasional questions apparently out of
curiosity, rather than from any official need, and clearly disliking the smells
of the lab. So they stayed outside, talking to each other, while Fosca and I
continued as a twosome inside for an hour or so.

He inspected the licenses on the wall. There was one from the DEA
for Schedule I-V drugs, for analytical purposes. There was one from the
State Department of Radiology that allowed me some comfort in purchas-
ing radioisotopes for my research work, and there was a Clinical Chemist
toxicology registration.

Fosca picked up a Hamilton 100 microliter fixed needle syringe and
asked what it was for. I told him, “For injecting small, known volume
samples into the GC for chromatographic separations.”

He picked up a packet of #18 1-inch hypodermic needles in sterile
sleeves, and asked what they were for.

“For venting the positive argon gas pressure out through rubber
grommets in sealed systems that have to stay dry,” I said.

“They appear to be the size usually used for human injections.”

“That’sbecause I get them from the San Franasco General Hospital,
where they are used with patients.”

Everything that might be seen as having a drug orientation of
course had a legitimate lab use as well, and he seemed to accept this; at least,
he didn’t argue with my explanations. Still, he continuously took notes and
photographs. Scribble, scribble, click, click.

But the repeated emphasis was on scheduled drugs. Do you have
scheduled drugs here?
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“Well, yes.”

“Here is abottle that contains a few grams of 2C-B. How much does
it weigh?”

“I don’t know — a couple of grams.”

“Could you weigh it?” Sure. Onto a sheet of paper on the top-
loader scales. It was 3.4 grams.

“Why so much?”

“J useit as a chemical precursor for the synthetic exploration of new
compounds carrying the 2,5-dimethoxyphenethylamine orientation, but
with unusual substituents in the four position.”

Scribble, click.

“Qther scheduled drugs?”

“Well, here is a petri dish with some methcathinone in it.”

“Why do you have that?”

“I made it,” I said.

“Why did you make it?”

“To see if, from an analysis of trace impurities, I could tell which
method was used. What are the methods that could be used? The major two
are the oxidation of ephedrine with either permanganate or dichromate.”

“Which did you use?”

“Let me look it up in my notes,” I said, and looked it up. “It was
dichromate.”

“You keep notes on your research work?”

“Yes, in great detail.”

Ilwhy?ll

“Because I work towards publication in the scientific literature or
towards patents, and in either case things must be written up.”

“But you don’t take notes when you receive samples of what might
be scheduled drugs, from different sources?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Why should 1?”

My mind wandered abitas I remembered a somewhat parallel visit
that had occurred at Solano Laboratories, many years ago, when I worked
there, aninspection visit from a representative of the DEA forerunner which
was called the Bureau of Narcotics and Dangerous Drugs. There was a
gentleman named Special Agent Somebody, who sat in a small office with
the head of the lab and me, and most aggressively cross-examined the two
of us as to the security of our storage methods for poisons and drugs. Ashe
talked, he carefully adjusted himself so that the gun that was tucked in
behind the belt over his tummy was clearly visible.

I glanced at my DEA guest and saw no tell-tale bulge. There was a
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beeper evident; that was all. Maybe a concealed tape recorder? I wished I
had one tucked away in my own pocket. But I didn’t, and would have to
depend on my faulted memory. I suspect he had no tape, but rather
depended on scribble and click.

Another petri dish came to his attention, on the bench in the lab,
possibly because of the first three letters of the name written on it: MDMone.
“Whatis this?” he asked, tappingitalittle. Iexplained that the story behind
this was the search for an antidepressant akin to my Dimoxamine invention
of some years ago, but cautioned him that this sort of information had to be
kept confidential as I had not yet filed for a patent, and all this was
privileged information. We weighed it as well (why, I am not sure) and
everything was duly written down. Eventually I went outside to talk to the
other two, and my questioner stayed in the lab for a few more minutes alone.
Maybe he was taking pictures, maybe taking samples, maybe just tallying
what he saw. In any case, I had little choice in the matter.

Up to the Quonset hut at the top of the stairs behind the lab, which
I callmy magic stock room. “Are there any scheduled drugs here?” asks Mr.
Fosca, looking around at the shelves of glassware and chemical supplies. I
remembered a large bottle of chloral hydrate and managed to find it
amongst a large collection of dusty bottles on a shelf over at the far wall.

“Where did this come from?” asked Agent Fosca. I shrugged, “I

_don’tremember— perhaps I was cleaning out some stock room somewhere
-and it was there as a chemical. Ithas the big C with the superimposed IV on
the label, so it’s probably kosher.”

“Any record?” Fosca wanted to know. Isaid no. I decided to add
an explanation.

“You see, there were a lot of research groups that were being
harassed by environmental this and safety standards that, who simply
chose not to fight the bureaucracy. They found it less stressful to abandon
their store-rooms of occasionally used chemicals, and offered them tome for
my eventual needs.”

Outside, the other two agents were grooving on the view, and we
joined them.

“How long have you lived here?” asks Fosca.

“QOff and on, since my parents bought it in 1936 or 1937.”

“Did you build the house yourself?”

“Notreally — I helped my parents doit, butl was away in the Navy
during World War IL.” To myself, I thought: maybe that will help him see
this as a house-not-built-with-drug-money, as well as giving him a bit of
good ole United States patriotism. But then, I must remember that I am
dealing with a soldier and do not know his commanding officer, and this
soldier is here for cause, and I do not know the cause, although I do have
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some suspicions. It occurred to me that, since he had said, at some point, “I
don’t make the final decisions, Doctor; I'm just a soldier,” I should ask the
identity of thatun-named commanding officer, if only tobe able to relish his
attempts at evading the question. Sadly, I never got up the courage to say
the words, and of course he did not volunteer any name.

Back we went to the house, to rallying point number two, which
was the dining room. Here, Agent Fosca sat down at the oval table, put his
clipboard flat in front of him, and asked to see my records for purchases of
drugs — which is standard practice for any lab inspection — and asked a
few questions about my storage of reference samples. Rather than take him
to them, I brought them to him, which seemed to be okay.

I brought out my two vial boxes, with their indices. “May I have
copies?” asks Fosca. Sure. Wendy made copies. Also outcame my chemical
purchase records. Copies of all of this? No problem.

Next we went into my office. Wendy was there at her desk and
smiling, bless her.

“What do you call this room?”

“My office.”

I'hoped silently that Fosca would see and read the plaques on the
wall, given to me several years apart by the DEA for services rendered or
something of that sort. They were acknowledgments of my having given
freely of my knowledge of psychedelic drugs over the years, having
answered many questions from agents and chemists, and having given
talks to the staff of the San Francisco DEA lab.

Fosca saw the plaques and read them in silence, before resuming
the questioning.

“Are there any scheduled drugs in here?”

“I don’t really know,” I answered, truthfully. There were many
things piled on top of my filing cabinets — journals, letters, card files,
anonymous samples — all bearing an accumulation of dust, and I hadn’t
sorted any of it out for at least six months.

“Maybe herein thisbowl?” Fosca was poking around. We came up
with several things, all of them interesting. A setof small MDMA vials, with
my writing on them, saying something like 10 mgs. MDMA.,

“Is this your writing?”

“Looks like it,” I say.

“And this vial (pointing to a vial of fluid, almost full, of something
called LAD) what is this?”

“I don’t recall.”

“Is it LSD?”

“I doubt it, or I would have called it LSD.”

There was a small pile of Marinol capsules (Marinol is the govern-
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ment approved form of THC, the active component of marijuana, given to
selected patients suffering from certain medical problems) and I explained
that T had probably been asked to do an analysis for someone who thought
that his capsules did not contain the right ingredients.

“Who?”

“I can’t remember.”

“And, this vial with something called N-hydroxy-MDMA from
someone called Charles; who is Charles?”

“I can’t remember.”

All of these samples (taken, and completely receipted) were placed
on the top of my Xerox machine, and I was asked to write my thoughts and
recollections about each one, and I did my best, suffering as1 did froma very
poor memory. Everything was photographed.

(In case anyone fails to understand why I would not choose to
identify the senders of anonymous samples, I'll just say that these samples
were sent to me on the assumption — which I shared — that T had the legal
right to analyze them, without having to identify the sources to any
authorities. This kind of work had been done, in the past, by at least one
good laboratory which considered it a public service, but they had been
forced to shut it down on order of the DEA, who insisted that this kind of
quality control was an aid to illegal activity. In summary, my identification
of a sender of an anonymous sample — if I knew who it was or might be —
would be considered by me as a complete betrayal of a trust, and an
unforgivable act of cowardice. Isuspect that Agent Fosca understood this,
although he continued to press me for the information.)

Somewhere about this time, I asked Fosca, “If the name of a sender
of an anonymous sample had been kept, as a matter of record, and if the
sample proved to be a scheduled drug, and if the DEA ever chose to collect
this information, might not it be used as evidence in a criminal charge
against the sender?”

His answer was, “I really couldn’t say.”

Into Basement Four.

“What do you call this room?”

“Basement Four.” Ididn’t tell him that the room had been my son’s
bedroom and that, since there were three basement rooms below the house,
it had seemed logical to rename the room Basement Four when I turned it
intoasemi-laband library. Thad the feeling that Agent Foscamightnothave
quite enough whimsical humor in him to appreciate the story.

“Are there any scheduled drugs in here?”

“I have no idea.”

“What is this?” He had picked up a vial labeled with black pen,
“Rosa.”
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“Obviously a sample from someone called Rosa.”

“Who is she?”

“I don't know.”

“What does it contain?”

“I haven't looked at it yet.”

“ Are all these other samples from people, and are they scheduled
drugs?”

“I don’t know. I'haven’t analyzed them yet.”

I am exhausted. They know, because I had told them when they
first arrived, that my wife and I have a 5:30 date for the Berkeley Repertory
Theater and that we are expected in town soon. They seem to be prepared
to accommodate me. Agent Number Two writes out a longish receipt for
samples taken, and then Agent Fosca tells me that he will need three or four
more days to complete his inspection. He says he’ll phone to make
arrangements after I return from Spain. The three men leave. It has been
quite a day.

Off to the conference in Spain, and let’s see what’s what when we
return.

ActIl:

The second visitation was from an equally strange place, equally
beyond my control, and it occurred on Friday the 30th, in Spain, just three
days later. This was an interaction with my own unconscious. Ihad a most
vivid dream involving a large house that was constructed on four levels
which, Alice assured me, took no expertise to determine that it represented
a laboratory, clearly my laboratory and the several stages of visiting that I
had shared with the drug authorities. It was with fine humor that Alice
shared her interpretations of the three remembered aspects of this bit of
symbolism.

The earliest part of the dream that I recall was of abroom sweeping
up leaves. The broom was something like the bundle of twigs tied to a
handle that I had seen used in France by the street sweepers who collect
debrisin the gutters and push itall towards the sewer drain at the end of the
block.

I had a real life memory of a flower stand on a sidewalk curb, in
Paris, after a day’s business, with the seller cleaning up for the night. All the
leaves and blossoms and wrappings were cleared off the walkway into the
gutter, then pushed with the help of some water source down into the drain
hole under the sidewalk. All the unsold bunches of flowers were then
shoved and jammed into that same drain hole, and I had the problem of
imagining the status of the Parisian sewer system that evening, with the
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added burden of thousands of bouquets of roses from the many flower
stands throughout the city, all being pushed into sewer drains at the same
time. But then, simply trying to imagine the Parisian sewer system, even
without these flowers, is completely beyond me.

In my dream, I was sweeping up leaves with a Parisian street-
sweeper’s broom, and the leaves were all sticky and tended to clump
together. It wasa Sysiphean task in thatallIgot for my efforts were the same
leaves in a somewhat different arrangement. No piles, no constructive
rearrangements, simply pointless redistribution. I cannot locate the scene
in relationship to the four story house; maybe it was on the roof or maybe
itwas in front of it. I'm pretty sure it was an outdoors location as there was
some air movement, which neither helped nor hurt my futile efforts.

Another remembered detail was a milk canister, the kind that one
sees alongside the mail boxes on the rural roads in farming country, where
the day’s production is put out to be picked up by the tanker truck from the
creamery. This canister was on its side, but I did not make any connection
between the stickiness of the leaves and the possible presence of milk. They
were sort of separate events, unconnected at the time. Iignored the canister
and stayed with the task of rearranging the leaves. Itold Alice thatI felt it
took no remarkable insight to construct some interpretation involving spilt
milk. She laughed and said she had to agree.

Efforts to tidy up were being made as the house was apparently on
the market, to be sold. The basement was a very poorly constructed place,
due to the fact that it had been dug out after the rest of the house was
completed. There were sections of brick walls that were not quite level, and
the floor was concrete and sloped in some obscure direction, and there had
once been a plan of having something heavy down there, but it had been an
afterthought. At the time of the dream, I had wondered about a cyclotron,
but it has just occurred to me that this heavy thing concept might represent
the permanent magnet of an NMR, which is what I have in Basement Four,
toward the back of the room.

And the sloppiness, the not quite levelness in the dream, was
detectable in much of the rest of the construction of the house. Nothing quite
fit. Doors didn’t close well, drawers stuck, rain leaked in on occasion, and
somewhere there was a desk or counter top that was clearly not level. But
on it was something, maybe a balance, or computer, that was indeed level.
[ tried to bring into accord the non-levelness and the levelness, and it never
quite came together. I can hear the interpretationnow from my dear spouse,
involving stuck drawers, not-quite closed doors, cyclotrons or NMR mag-
nets in the basement, spectrophotometers that have functions that may be
seen by visitors as being not quite on the level, spilt milk and all that.

I wonder if, with a little practice, I might be able some day to
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interpret my own dreams, without having to call on Alice for help. Are they
all this obvious? That dream, at least, was pretty blatant.

I am writing this in Spain, during the almost three weeks that
immediately followed the surprise visit. This is a marvelous time for
reflection but it has the added twist that if there is a paranoid fantasy or
pessimistic scenario available, my mind will act it out. There are obviously
more acts of this play, but they cannot yetbe written as the scriptisnot under
my control.

Just what is the problem? Who has been offended that is of
sufficient clout tojustify this kind of inspection? What s the “for cause” that
convinced the judge to issue the search warrant that permitted this kind of
fishing expedition to take place?

Tobed, and sweeter dreams which I will not have cause to remem-
ber.

(Alice’s voice)

A couple of days after our return from Spain, Agent Fosca phoned,
as he had promised, to make an appointment for a continuation of the
inspection. Shura agreed to keep Thursday open, even though he usually
goes to the Owl Club on Thursdays around 3:30 p.m. to play his viola in the
orchestra. He told me it was worth losing one evening of rehearsal to get this
DEA thing over and done with, and I agreed.

Thave to admit that, up to this point, my attitude toward the intense
inspection of three weeks before was one of uneasy guilt, mixed with real
bewilderment. Guilt, because I had been forced to see our neglected little
vials and sample envelopes through the eyes of what I still believed was a
very, maybe over-conscientious, dedicated agent, who was not enchanted
by our magical, artistic mess, and saw only alack of good housekeeping and
basic inattention to the need for reasonable precautions.

The bewilderment was still there because of the unanswered ques-
tion: why had the previous inspection teams found nothing amiss under

exactly the same circumstances? I had certainly a strong suspicion, as did
Shura, that official anger about our book PIHKAL, back in Washington, had
fueled the intensity of the inspection, but1 felt that it must still have been our
fault; Shura’s failure to stay abreast of the regulation changes, and my
failure to insist on taking everything to do with drugs out of the house and
into thelab. Of course, Shura and I considered the office and Basement Four
as extensions of the lab, but I could understand that official outsiders might
well see it differently.

Our friend, Paul, had phoned several times from his new home in
Oregon, and told us he couldn’t imagine what Agent Fosca was talking
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about, with all this violations of regulations stuff, which cheered us both
somewhat, butonly momentarily. Perhaps Agent Fosca was new on thejob,
and a stickler for rules, and we would just have to deal with it as best we
could.

So, on Thursday morning, when Shura returned from the mailbox
with the Chronicle tucked under his arm, he left the big farm gate unlocked.
Wemanaged tofinish reading the paper with our morning coffee before 9:00
a.m., when we expected Agent Fosca and his two sidekicks to return.

At three minutes after nine, we heard the sound of engines and
went outside to stand together in the little patio, smiles ready.

The first thing to appear up on the paved parking area was a small,
square grey truck with the word, “Decontamination,” stenciled on its side.
It pulled up to the left of the garage. Behind it came Agent Fosca'’s red car;
behind that, a huge yellow fire truck, which parked right above us, facing
the house. Then, as we watched in mouth-open astonishment, a brown
sedan found a space to the right of the grey truck. People were getting out
of the first cars as yet another one, blue this time, drove up and parked. The
rest of them we couldn’t see from the patio, but the total for the day — I
discovered later from Shura — was eight vehicles.

We stood there, Shura and I, while people of both sexes, in all sizes,
wearing dark pants and jackets, bustled here and there, some of them calling
out to each other, sounding cheerful. I could see white letters stenciled on
the backs of the jackets. Some said, “DEA,” others said, “Sheriff’s Depart-
ment,” and one said, “State Narcotics.” People were walking down the
brick steps dressed in silvery moon suits with helmets. A portable shower
was sticking out of the top of the decontamination truck, and the whole
thing — funny little square vehicle with a dinky little shower head on a pole
— looked as if it had materialized out of a cartoon by Gary Larsen.

Jaws dropped, mouths gaping, we stood there, watching this flood
of cars and people as if it were a movie. Then Agent Fosca and a short,
round-faced man in his forties came down the small stairway to the patio.
The strange man held up a piece of paper about three feet from Shura’s face
and intoned, “Doctor Borodin, I have here a warrant to search these
premises,” and Agent Fosca, somewhat more diffidently, held out his own
piece of paper and explained, “This is a renewal of the warrant we showed
© you last time.”

For a small, endless moment, my one concern was that either Shura
or I might have a heart attack, or a stroke. I'm sure we were white with
shock. Our house, our sacred space, our beloved home, was about to be
clawed at, taken apart, dismantled. The image that most horrified me was
of strangers carrying out our files of correspondence, letters written over the
years by people who felt they could tell us things they couldn’t share with
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anyone else; people who might have signed names and addresses to long,
moving accounts of life-changing LSD trips, or sessions with depressed,
anxious friends, using that greatest of all therapy drugs, MDMA; people
who could now be watched, followed, challenged and harassed, all because
they had trusted us, not only to read and appreciate their stories — and
perhaps answer their questions — but to make sure that their letters didn’t
fall into the wrong hands.

Shura, as he told me later, thought they were also going to take his
computers and his reference files.

The stocky man was saying something. I caught the word, “Sump,”
and tried to focus on what was happening in front of me.

“This warrant entitles us to inspect the grounds around your
laboratory and the location known as the sump for hazardous wastes,” I
heard, and suddenly relief poured through me like cool water. The man,
probably aware of our state of shock — or at least seeing the blank
incomprehension in our faces — was repeating what he’d just said, some-
thing about being from the County Environmental Protection Agency or
some such, and the warrant was to enable him to —

“Sump,” I said, turning to Shura; “Sump,” he breathed back to me.

He managed a slight smile as he turned to the older official, “Sure,
I'understand. You have to do your job.”

“Thank you,” said that gentleman, heartily, “If we can have your
cooperation, it'll all go faster, and we can get out of here that much sooner.”

“Yes, yes,” said I, suddenly able to move again, “Would you like
some tea or coffee or mineral water?” I paused on my way back into the
house.

“No, thank you, Ma’am, we’ve brought our own stuff. We’llbejust
fine.”

Another middle-aged officer, his blue jacket declaring, in white
letters, SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT, asked me, “Is there anybody else
besides you and the Doctor — here in the house, Ma’am?”

I'said no, there was nobody else here.

Big uncle type, comfy paunch, business-like, but seems sort of benign.

I walked, arms folded, into the kitchen, wondered for a moment
why I was there, and decided it was to pour myself another cup of coffee.
Shura walked in behind me and muttered something about where did he
put his coffee mug, then found it on the dining room table, and held it out
to me for a refill.

We looked at each other, just for an instant, just long enough to see
what we were feeling reflected in the other’s eyes. Weboth knew what we
had to do: be friendly, as casual as possible, hang slightly loose; innocent
people with nothing to hide who were understandably upset by this
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invasion, but eager to cooperate. Et cetera, et cetera. The anger could wait
until we were alone.

Shura wentback outside, and I heard aloud voice from the hallway,
“There’s a locked door here; what do I do?”

I peered into the shadows of the hall and saw the officer who had
asked me about other people in the house. He was twisting the knob of our
bedroom door, and I called out to him, “It isn’t locked. It just sticks a bit.”

He turned his large, friendly face to me and said, “Thank you,” and
pushed the door open.

Oh, shit! I haven’t made the bed yet and everything’s a shambles.

Our bedroom was always off limits to anyone else. It was our
private place, and it was always messy, due to my habit of piling clean
clothes which I was too lazy to hang up on top of boxes of unsorted
photographs, on top of backpacks I hadn’t unpacked from the last trip, and
so on and so on. Shura never complained, which always amazed me and
made me deeply grateful, although no less guilty. He knew I'd eventually
sort the whole mountain of stuff out, and the room would be neat and tidy,
the tiled floors mopped, nothing out of place, for about 48 hours, before the
accumulation began again.

I stood behind the officer, squinting past him at the familiar mess,
and said some apologetic things about the unmade bed, while he looked
behind the door and quickly scanned the room. He said, “Don’t worry
about that, Ma’am; I just have to make sure there’s nobody else here.” He
closed the door behind him and continued down the hall, presumably to
check the other rooms.

So my word isn’t enough; he still has to check it out. Okay.

A second thought occurred to me: whom was he addressing, when
hecalled out,”“WhatdoIdo?” Wasit AgentFosca? If so, did that mean Fosca
was the Big Honcho in this whole Super Inspection, or whatever you’d call
it? Did the DEA always outrank everybody else in this sort of undertaking?

I went back to the kitchen and poured myself a glass of water and
opened the freezer to get ice cubes. I heard Fosca’s voice outside on the
patio, raised slightly to carry over the noise of the small crowd around him,
“Would you accompany us to the lab, Doctor Borodin, if you please?”

Shura’s voice replied, “Certainly. Glad to.”

My tall white-maned magician led Fosca through the dining room,
down the hallway and through the back door —as he had done the last time
— probably only vaguely aware of the number of people following him.
There was a tall, heavy man in a light grey suit and red tie, with a tight, hard
face; following him, a short, dark-haired woman who gave me a quick smile;
she was wearing a jacket that said DEA, and carried a camera case; after her
came a young, open-faced Japanese gentleman, whose jacket proclaimed
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STATE NARCOTICS, and finally, a slender man in his 40’s with curly hair
and a pleasant, intelligent face, dressed in slacks and tweed jacket, who
inclined his head briefly in greeting as he passed by me.

Istood, ice water in hand, as the crowd made their way outside, and
saw my old friend, Officer Uncle, returning from his room check. He came
up to me and asked, “Ma’am, do you have any guns in the house?”

Oh, God, I thought and said, “Yes, I have one.”

“Where is it, Ma’am?”

I whispered, “Under my bed.”

That's funny. Why did I have to whisper? Probably because there’s an
instinct to be secretive about having a gun and about where you keep it. Jesus, L hope
he’s not going to go back into the bedroom and look under the bed; he'll see all the
dust, and I'll die of embarrassment forever.

But all he said was, “Okay. Just don’t go into the bedroom, Ma’am,
until we're all through, if you don’t mind.”

I actually smiled with relief. “Oh, I won't, sir. I promise you I
won't.”

1 guess I don't look the dangerous type. That's good.

Suddenly, it occurred to me that this whole extraordinary event,
this — what would you call it? — polite invasion, vehicles, people, moon
suits, everything, should be photographed for posterity. Or at least for us
to enjoy, maybe on cold winter evenings in front of a fire. I could imagine
usleafing through the album and saying to each other, “Remember this? All
those people with guns in their belts, the cute little decontamination truck,
the warrants, the guys in moon suits, ah, what an amazing day that was!”

I went and got the camera.

Just as I was aiming it at the cars and trucks and the uniformed
peoplelounging against theirbumpers, above the housein the parking area,
a male voice behind me said, “Ah, please don’t do that, Ma’am,” and I
turned to see another member of the Sheriff’s Department, a younger man
this time, who was looking anxious and apologetic.

“What's the matter?” I asked, although I already knew the answer.

“We'd rather you didn't take pictures, Ma’am, if you don’t mind,”
he said, “Because, you know, some of the officers are undercover, and it
wouldn’t — ah —”

“Oh, of course,” I said, locking the camera and putting it down on
the dining room table, “I didn't think about that.”

Dammit. I'd give anything to have photos. Maybe I can put on my tape
recorder without anyone knowing. What if they find out? Could get angry. Don't
want anyone angry. Keep it peaceful and friendly, and we may survive all this —
whatever it is.

Iwent into the living room and sat down on my old blue couch, and
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thought to myself, how strange it was that the police, the authorities, could
use cameras and tape recorders all over the place (although I hadn’t actually
seen tape recorders yet) but when I wanted to take photographs and tape
conversations to document what was happening during this invasion of
strangers, I not only wasn’t allowed to, I actually felt like a criminal for
wanting to do such a thing.

That's very interesting. Why do I feel a faint sense of criminality when
think of getting things these people say on tape? Why should anyone feel they're
doing something wrong if they try to record what authorities do and say? Am I
identifying with the police’s view of what’s going on? Am I being sucked into their
reality? What is their reality, then? That they are the Right people, doing the Right
things, and that the rest of us are Wrong, or at least less Right than they are? And
taping the police, or photographing them, is a sign of disrespect. Why? Because —
because it implies that we Wrongies may be trying to catch the Righties in a mistake,
maybe an important mistake. And that’s disrespectful. And only the criminally
inclined are disrespectful towards authorities. THAT'S IT! THAT'S IT! What
brilliant thinking, by George! Brilliant!

It might have been a rather elaborate way of getting some slight
satisfaction out of this appalling day, but it felt good, and I realized I was
grinning broadly, for a small, bright and pleasantly criminal moment.

I turned on the television, but couldn’t concentrate on anything,
even CNN. All I got out of watching the news was a nasty reminder of an
old realization that the world outside, for the most part anyway, hadn’t the
slightest understanding of what Shura and I did, what we believed in or
what we were willing to fight for. And if they did know, they would be
shocked and outraged. Psychedelic drugs as research tools to understand
the human mind, the human unconscious? Psychedelic drugs as tools of
spiritual searching? Psychedelic drugs as ways of touching the spiritual
dimension, and whatever it is we tentatively call God, The Great Spirit, the
Ground of Being, and a thousand other names? Never heard of such
rubbish, most of them would say.

I turned off the television and walked back toward the kitchen. As
Icame through the door, I could heara male voice on the patio saying, “And
he describes what it’s like, you know, what you feel if you take them at
different dosages, what happens if you —" but the speaking stopped as
someone in his audience apparently caught sight of me. The voice had been
enthusiastic and admiring, not antagonistic. I glanced outside, casually,
wearing my usual friendly half-smile, as I passed by the glass doors and
headed down the hall. What I saw was the young Japanese man from State
Narcotics, perched on a brick ledge, facing a group of five officers seated
around the patio table, under the big canvas umbrella, some of them eating
lunch. There were shiny red and green soft drink cans on the white metal
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surface.

Oh, that's right; these people bring their own food and drink so they don’t
have to risk being poisoned or something in a suspect's house.

So he’s read PIHKAL and he liked it, I thought, with a rush of
affection for the one person in this whole pile of law enforcement who might
have some positive feelings towards us.

I had nowhere to go in the hallway, so I went out the back door and
stood there for a few moments, wondering what to do next. Then I heard
voices, far down the dirt path that led to the lab.

They’re coming back. Wonder what happened this time.

Up the hallway again. I was wearing only socks on my feet, so
nobody could hear me coming. Which is why I'was able to catch the tail end
of a sentence spoken by the same big, grey-suited, unfriendly looking man
I'd seen following Shura to the lab, earlier. He was standing with his back
to me and I heard him clearly say, “— up to me, they’d demolish this whole
damned place, just bring in a fucking bulldozer and plow it under,” and his
right hand made a wide, all-inclusive sweep in the air.

Who the hell is THAT? He dresses civilian, I've never seen him before
today, and he obviously hates us. Who is he and what’s he doing here?

There was an uncomfortable silence as I came into view, moving
purposefully toward the kitchen, again. I thought once more of trying to
sneak a tape recorder into some corner of the dining room, near enough to
the sliding glass doors to perhaps catch conversation on the patio, but I
couldn’t think of any way to do it without being seen.

Aha! Maybe if I take a drinking glass into the storage room, I can put it
against the outer wall and hear what’s being said outside on the patio. Won't hurt
to try.

I stepped down into the little room with its shelves and shelves of
everything from instant rice to light bulbs, carrying with me a clean glass
which I put, for the moment, next to a batch of evaporated milk cans. The
corner of the room next to the wall was piled high with cardboard flats of
cat food cans, and I began, in the aimost-dark (I hadn’t turned on the light),
to lift the cardboard flats out of my way, stacking them in the middle of the
floor. Suddenly, I was startled by a loud knock, and came around the edge
of the open door to see who it was, a flat of small cans still in my hands.

A young female officer, rather short and chunky in her blue jacket,
but with a round, pretty face, peered in at me and asked, “Would it be all
right if I used your bathroom, Ma’am?”

“Yes, of course. It’s the door next to this, to your right. You don’t
have to ask my permission; use it any time you want!”

Well, she’s seen me here, in the shadows, holding a flat of cans, apparently
busy. There’s no way I can stand in the corner, holding a glass to the wall, now. [



Invasion

could only have done that if nobody knew I was in here. I'll just have to leave and
take the flat into the kitchen, and look as if I'h busy doing something that makes
sense. Too bad. I would have enjoyed at least TRYING to overhear them.

By the time the lady had come out of the bathroom, I had opened
two of thelittle cans and was obviously carrying them somewhere, presum-
ably to feed cats. She smiled at me and said, “Thank you; that feels better!”
and we both laughed.

I guess there’s nothing like the joy of relieving a full bladder to  forgea bond
between strangers.

When I returmed from the cat porch (actually, considering the cast
of characters who scrambled up there every night to feed on the cats’
leftovers, it should have been called the “cat-raccoon-"possum porch”),
three people were seated at the dining table. Agent Foscahad hisback tome,
Shura was opposite him and at the head of the table was the slender man
with the tweed jacket and intelligent face who had nodded to me earlier as
he followed the group going to the lab.

Fosca had his big yellow legal pad in front of him again. Shura was
leaning an elbow on a stack of record books, engaged in conversation with
Tweed Jacket. AsIcame into the kitchen, a few feet away from them, Shura
looked up and made a grand gesture toward the stranger, telling me, “ Alice,
this is Mr. Joseph Goode from Washington. He’s a chemist!”

Mr. Goode rose halfway from his chair, smiling; I nodded to him
and sat down in my usual place, a carved captain’s chair on the border
between dining room and kitchen, where the smoke from my cigarette
wouldn’t intrude on people at the table.

For the next couple of hours, I sat and watched a three part drama,
starring an increasingly frustrated DEA agent who kept trying to get
answers to detailed questions from a slightly manic chemical genius, who
was finding it easier to make himself understood to an obviously interested
and even enthusiastic chief DEA chemist. The possibility that I might be
watching the game called, “Good cop, bad cop,” never entered my mind.

(Mr. Goode turned out, as we discovered later, to be the most
highly-placed administrator in the DEA’s headquarters, who had once been
achemist and knew thejargon; he’d been flown out from Washington, D.C.,
where he headed up the main DEA testing lab, just to join this investigation
and actas interpreter of Shura’s sophisticated chemistry-language to Agent
Fosca.)

1 watched Mr. Goode doing his best to translate the chemical
concepts and ideas to the agent, while occasionally being distracted by the
fun of the chemistry that was pouring out of Shura. At times, Fosca would
draw a deep breath and complain, politely, that he wasn't getting the
specific answers he needed for his report, at which both Shura and Goode
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would calm down and turn their heads towards the agent, and Mr. Goode
would translate and explain, slowly and carefully, while Shura’s eyes lost
their twinkle briefly, and I could see in his face that he had remembered, yet
again, where he was and what was going on at this table.

What I heard, generally speaking, were exchanges like this:

“This item here, do you have a record of that purchase?”

“Yes, of course, let me get it for you.”

] would like to take this with me, if you don’t mind.”

“Certainly, feel free!”

“Why do you have this amount of 2C-B in a bottle in your lab?”

“As 1 told you earlier, I use it for —” and he repeated what he had
said in the lab.

(Followed by translation by Mr. Goode.)

“What do you use (this or that material or solvent) for?”

“Well, mostly I use it for —,” then a rapid-fire list of chemical
compounds, or intermediate steps to them.

(Translation by Mr. Goode.)

By this time, it was obvious even to me that this was not the kind of
inspection we’d had before, and that Mr. Agent Fosca was doing more than
just being over-conscientious. And Fosca didn’t seem to have any satisfac-
tory answer to the question that both Shura and I had asked three weeks
earlier, and were asking again today. At one point, when Shura had gone
to the office to get something, I asked it once more, “Why didn’t our good
friend, Paul, and all the previous inspectors who saw exactly the same
conditions, tell us that something was out of order?”

Foscashifted his chair so thathe could glance in my direction, while
still making notes on his pad. He said, “Well, sometimes friends don't like
tosay things; you know how itis. And it’salso possible that your friend Paul
didn’t know all the regulations that applied to your license. He was an
administrator, after all, not a lab specialist.”

I persisted, “But the DEA inspectors should have known the
regulations. Why didn’t they say anything?”

Mr. Fosca looked at me and replied, a faint touch of impatience in
his voice, “They were probably incompetent inspectors, Ma’am. Unfortu-
nately, not all our inspectors are as good as they should be.”

I still didn’t get the message; I leaned forward, “Both teams of
inspectors, Mr. Fosca? Ali four of them incompetent?”

This time, his impatience was obvious. He looked down at his
papersand back up at me, and said abruptly, “Ithappens, Ma’am; sad tosay,
it happens.”

Incompetent. He can’t possibly mean that. Is he making a joke? No, this
man isn’t joking. He's telling me— us-— that this is his answer, and this is the way
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the story is going to be told. He's saying, Give It Up, Drop It.

I was finally beginning to understand.

It had certainly taken me long enough.

Shortly after Shura returned to the table, the young Japanese State
agent came in and made a remark to him, in a distinctly friendly voice, that
no signs of criminal activity had been found, anywhere, and that the Good
Doctor should keep in mind that this was merely a regulatory inspection.
He was obviously trying to be reassuring; he also sounded relieved.

Well at least theyve played it straight; they didn’t plant anything on us,
thank God.

The next act of the play took place in mid-afternoon, when Mr.
Goode and Shura had left the table for the moment, to hunt down some
reference in the office. Agent Fosca had changed his seat to the side of the
table opposite me, and he drew out of his briefcase a large file of papers.
Even from where I sat, across the room, I recognized a blurred photocopy
of an interview with Shura and myself, which had been published by the
interviewer, several months earlier, in a well-known counterculture maga-
zine, (although we had given the interview for a book that was being
written, not for publication in any magazine). It had amused and slightly
annoyed us, when we saw the article in print, but we’d forgotten about it,
until now. I said, brightly, “I see you've got a copy of the Flying High
article!”

Fosca looked up at me and replied, in absolute seriousness, “Yes.
You’re famous,” he said, “And your fame has saved you.”

“What?” I was dumbfounded. What did he mean, our fame had
saved us? From what?

Besides, we don’t have fame. Fame is the cover of Newsweek or Time.
We're just well-known in a very small, specialized world.

“Did you ever give scheduled drugs to the people in your research
group?” asked Fosca, changing the subject.

My stomach twisted. What an idiotic question, I thought.

“No, Mr.Fosca,” Isaid, “Please keep inmind that thebook s fiction.
The story part of it,  mean. Fiction.”

“Yes, well,” said Fosca, “A lot of people don’t think it's fiction.”

“Well, it is, Mr. Fosca. No matter what people may think.”

“If I ever hear from any of your research group,” continued Mr.
Fosca of the DEA, “If any one of them ever comes to me and tells me that you
gave them scheduled drugs —”

“Well, that’s not likely, Mr. Fosca, because it never happened.”

Fosca has goofed. He shouldn’t have let himself get into any kind of
discussion about PIHKAL. This whole nasty business is not supposed to have
anything to do with a book. It's purely a matter of regulations and making sure
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Shura is doing things safely and legally. Nothing to do with a book. But at least
I know for sure, now, what this is all about. It's called headquarters being mad as
hell about PIHKAL. It's called letting us know who has the power, who has the
clout, and who has to be feared.

When Shura and Mr. Goode returned and took their seats at the
table, the questioning continued, most of it around specific amounts of
certain precursors which had been ordered from this or that chemical
supply company. Then, finally, Mister Fosca was finished.

At this point, the strangest — and certainly the most schizophrenic
—of all the events of the day took place. Agent Fosca was standing, packing
up his notes, pads and various pieces of paper he had taken from Shura,
when two jacketed men made their way into the dining room. Each of them
held a copy of PIHKAL, and they asked Shura if he would autograph their
rather worn books. He said he’d be delighted, and asked me to add my
signature. Sure, said I, and obliged. Then a third agent (whose identifying
back I couldn’t see) asked if he might buy a copy. Of course, we said, and
Shurabrought out twobooks, and stripped the shrink-wrap off one of them,
to allow for autographing. Another agent picked it up and began leafing
through the pages, muttering, “Interesting, interesting,” so we urged him
to accept the second book as a gift, neither of us being sure that he could do
so, under these rather peculiar circumstances. After amoment’s hesitation,
he thanked us and requested that we autograph the copy, which we did
with genuine pleasure.

Mr. Fosca, having tucked his papers inside a briefcase, left the table
and headed down the hallway in the direction of Basement Four. I watched
him go, wondering if he was embarrassed, angry, or completely indifferent
to the book-signing.

Did they ask Fosca ahead of time if they could do this, or is it all a surprise
to him, too? Wonder how hefeels about it. He can’t be too pleased. How nicea thing
to have happened! How totally crazy and nice!

Shura’s facade of pleasantness cracked only once, when — toward
the end of the visit — the big Uncle-policeman who had asked me, hours
before, whether I had a gun, poked his head around the sliding glass door
and asked, “Do you have any peyote cactus here, Ma’am?”

I answered, “Yes, of course, right behind you, against the wall.”

There were several people on the patio, and every one of them
froze, as if I had pointed out a boa constrictor in a corner. Then Uncle
chuckled, “I thought so! Ijusthad a feeling....”

Suddenly, there was alot of activity around our little cactus friends.
Somebody asked Shura why he had peyote cactus growing in pots, and
Shura, seated at the dining table, talked through the open glass doors to the
men outside, telling them about the completely unknown and un-named
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trace alkaloids which no one had yet analyzed. He spoke enthusiastically,
comfortable in the knowledge that his license covered his possession of the
cacti.

A short, heavy Asian man in his forties, with a large, tight face,
pushed his way forward and leaned against the edge of the sliding door. He
looked at Shura and spoke very clearly, emphasizing every word, “Doctor
Borodin, we are going to have to take your peyote cactuses away. They are
going to have to be destroyed. Do you understand?”

Shura rose, his face showing disbelief. “But I have a legal right to
possess them, sir,” he said, “My DEA license covers them; please check the
regulations, and you’ll find that I'm right.”

Someone else spoke up, “Go get Fosca.”

While Fosca was being summoned, the group of agents moved this
way and that, looking down at the cacti, stooping down to examine them
more closely, pointing out various interesting details to their companions.
I'leaned forward in my captain’s chair, watching them.

Well, well, so these DEA agents don’t recognize peyote when it's right
under their noses! Weird. When I pointed them out, they acted as if the poor little
things might fly up and bite them. They're actually frightened of them, or is it that
they re scared of what they think some of that cactus can do inside their heads or their
souls? That's more like it. They ve heard words like “crazy,” and “psychotic,” and
they imagine all sorts of terrible amorphous horrors, because everyone’s told them
that's what you get when you eat a piece of one of these little soft green things.

Agent Fosca came on the scene, and the stocky Asian man with the
angry face took his arm and pointed at the cacti. Then he pulled Fosca off
to the side of the patio and spoke urgently into his ear. Shura waited by the
glass doors, eyes riveted on the two men. After a moment, Fosca walked
over to where Shura stood and said, almost apologetically, “I'm afraid the
cacti will have to go, Doctor Borodin.”

“But I've been keeping them for years to do analytical work on
them. Where in the regulations does it say I can’t keep a peyote to do
analysis for the alkaloids?”

“Show me,” replied Fosca, “Where there’s a cut, or where you've
taken a slice; there isn’t any sign of work being done on any of them, is
there?”

“Not yet,” said Shura, desperately, “I haven’t had time yet. But
that’s what they're here for —”

He was interrupted by the Asian gentleman, who brought his face
within a foot of Shura’s and spat out, “We are taking the cactuses, Doctor,
and if you keep onarguing aboutit, I'm going tohave toread you your rights
and put on the handcuffs. Am I making myself clear?”

Hesquinted atShura long enough to see thathe had made his point,
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then turned and gestured to the other men. They stooped and got to work.

Shura sat down again, slowly, like an old man with painful joints.
There was no way to help it; all the people in that patio could tell they’d
wounded him. I swore to myself that they would not read hurt in my face,
but it didn’t matter; Shura was the target, and they’d gotten to him. He was
the one they wanted to punish, and Mr. Fosca and his hostile friend had the
satisfaction, finally, of tearing the mask of cheerful pleasantness off Shura
and exposing the helpless anger and sorrow underneath it.

The peyote were his darlings, his treasures, his honored and
respected friends, full of mysteries called alkaloids, mysteries called Time
and Space and Pattern and Meaning; it had taken ten years for the baby
peyotes to grow to the modest size they now were, and before our eyes they
were being ripped out of their pots and trampled under boots. We both
turned our heads away.

It’s done. Even if they apologize later, it's done. If I were not on another
path, Iwould be tremendously tempted to shapea curse on these people. But it would
be wrong; it would poison me to carry that kind of hate inside. They even believe
it'sall right to enjoy a moment of triumph over a person like Shura, to enjoy his pain,
because he’s the Bad Man, the enemy, and they are the Good and Righteous. And
it's okay. They’ll die, some day, then they’ll understand what theyve done. They'll
feel exactly what we're feeling right now, and they’ll see what the Divine Cactus
really is.

By 5:00 p.m. it was all over. They were gone, leaving behind a
promise by Mr. Fosca to return the next day for more questions and
answers.

Late that night, curled up together in our bed, we summarized and
speculated and reassured each other, and Shura said, “After all, keep in
mind that, if this were Guatemala or Bolivia, they would simply have stood
us up against the patio wall and executed us, right?”

“You have a point. And they didn’t plant anything, either.”

“Soitisn’tall bad.”

“And they didn’t take the house apart and they didn’t remove our
letters and computers.”

“They still could, you know; they still might.”

“No, honey,” I said, “Tomorrow, we get in touch with that lawyer
you liked when you talked with him over the phone, remember? You said
he sounded intelligent and to the point and if you ever needed a lawyer ...”

. “Yes, yes. Good idea. Cassman. First thing tomorrow, I'll give him
acall.”

“And we'll take every damned piece of correspondence out of here
and — well, we’ll put them somewhere safe.”

“Let’s wait and see what the lawyer advises.”
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“And we canback up all our writing and put the floppiesin the care
of friends, just in case they do take the computers,” I added, not really
believing that was going to happen, at this point.

“Remember,” said Shura, “Tomorrow, the bastards are coming
back for the last mop-up.”

“You know, they were really amazingly polite, all in all. They even
asked permission to use the bathroom. Wonder why they were so polite?”

“Stomping little peyote cacti under foot is not what I call good
manners,” he said, and the hurt was back again. I hugged him and kept
quiet.

Fosca did return on Friday, this time with one fellow agent. The
questioning took only a couple of hours, and was mostly a review of what
had been asked and answered the previous day. The one important— and
new — statement from Mr. Fosca was as follows:

“Washington wants your license, Dr. Borodin. That'’s the bottom
line.”

Shura, calm and quiet and not smiling today, said, “I assumed as
much.”

There was a discussion about whether, by offering to relinquish the
license without a battle, Shura might guarantee that he would not be fined
or further attacked by County, State or Federal authorities. And Agent
Fosca repeated what he had said the day before, “It's not up to me, Doctor;
I'm just a soldier, doing my job.”

And although we're sure we know who the General is, we'll never prove
it. Andwhat good would it do if we could? Hegave the order, and it must have gone
like this: “Get the bastard. Close him down. He's an embarrassment to us, with this
book, and I want our license off his wall. Anyway you can manage it. Keep it legal,
but get that license from him.” Yes, something like that. But one thing they can’t
do; they can’t stop us from writing. They can’t stop the information from going out.
There’s the First Amendment to the Constitution, and it's still alive and well.
Maybe not forever, the way things are going, but long enough.

Finally, the Great Inspection was over. Or appeared to be.

A few days later, we went to the law offices of Mr. Ted Cassman,
who turned out to be sharply intelligent, with a marvelously wry smile and
a gently sardonic sense of humor, and told him our story.

The day after that, Shura and I brought carton after carton of letters
— correspondence going back more than a decade — to the law offices, and
left them there, as we’d been given permission to do by our new attorney.

What did we learn from all this? For one thing, that what one DEA
inspector, years before, had referred to in his reports as a “quaint” labora-
tory, could be described by a later one in his report, as a “pigsty;” that just
because you have absolute certainty as to your own rightness and the value
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and merit of what you do, you are not immune —nobody is immune — to
attack by others whobelieve equally strongly that you are mistaken, wrong,
and perhapseven truly “bad.” For the most part, however, if the people you
have annoyed are part of the government, their actions against you will be
motivated less by beliefs or philosophies which run counter to your own,
than by the simple desire to remind you that they have far more power than
youdo, and that, evenif youdon’t fear that power, you should at least have
a healthy respect for it.

(If you don’t want, or can’t afford, to take the risk of bringing down
on your head some of the weight of the Great Grey Battleship of Govern-
ment Authority, get out of the game and keep quiet.)

We also learned that, despite hostility and desire to punish, in this
case at least, one government agency played it straight and did not do
anything illegal. They did pull a few dirty tricks, as explained below, and
lies were told, but nothing was planted on us, and soil samples were not
doctored.

Finally, there was one lesson learned which was quite unexpected,
and perhaps among the most valuable, since it had to do with human
behavior. It was an insight into what I call the prosecutorial mind-set, and
Thad never understood this aspect of it before we saw it in action. I can put
it this way: when people who are in law enforcement go into a place (in our
case, a home) where there is a possibility of finding something amiss, they
do not think, “I wonder if this person (suspect) is guilty of wrongdoing or
not?” They do seem to go in thinking, “What can we find here which will
help us make a case against this individual?”

The mind-set is one of assumption that something wrong has been
done, whether it is a civil or criminal matter. The truth is, anyone who has

spent time in law-enforcement of any kind, at any level — from beat cop to
district attorney — gets used to people being found guilty of breaking
regulations or laws. After a certain time, an unconscious assumption takes
root, “If he weren’t guilty, he wouldn't be under suspicion.” Considering
their day-to-day experiences, it is understandable that they should develop

this perspective, but it is not good, either for them as individuals, or for the
community which they serve.

Aftermath:

AsT've explained earlier, the men in moon suits had been called in
by the DEA to take samples of soil, both from the sump outside the lab, and
from portions of the hill in that same area. It wasn’t hard to guess that the
DEA hoped to have the State Environmental Protection people do what the
DEA wanted done: find severe pollution and order Shura’s lab destroyed as
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a hazard to the community.

All the moon suits found, however, was a fraction too much
mercury in one soil sample, and Shura followed up with the right sequence
of actions, involving expensive soil-removal companies with steel drums
and special trucks, who hauled away the offending yards of dirt. There
were no other complaints.

Some months later, the DEA, obviously frustrated, brought in the
Federal Environmental Protection Agency, hoping that they would do a
better job. Their representatives were friendly, and made some sugges-
tions, such as a fan to be set in the wall, to better ventilate the lab (Shura
complied immediately), and a few other, very reasonable precautions
against glass test tubes falling off shelves in an earthquake (Shura got to
work on the problem), and these inspectors, too, declined to report the
laboratory as a threat to humanity.

The magical laboratory still stands. In their official paper detailing
their reasons for wanting Shura to relinquish his license, Agent Fosca
reported that he felt extremely ill the day following the Thursday inspec-
tion, which he attributed to unknown hazardous influences in the lab air.
Shura and I remember him clearly, that very same day-after, sitting with the
single fellow agent, telling us about two other agents from the Thursday
event who had fallen ill and couldn’t come to work, after having breathed
the air of the Dangerous Lab. Fosca, himself, was obviously fit and healthy,
and did not claim to have felt any noxious, toxic effects.

We were told, later, that much of the film shot within the lab that
Thursday, when developed, was unaccountably flawed and browned.
Unusable. (When we heard that, we laughed and laughed, and I whistled
the Twilight Zone theme.)

Not long after that Thursday, Mr. Fosca (with one fellow agent in
tow) paid a visit to our friend Peter’s laboratory in a San Francisco hospital,
where Shura works once a week, doing research on nicotine. Mr. Fosca was
more of abully with the young Dr. Seltzer. He was, in fact, quite aggressive,
mistaking Peter’s quiet gentleness for weakness. Peter is, indeed, a very
polite person, but his tolerance for rudeness is extremely limited, and he
reached a boiling point within minutes; he gritted his teeth and continued
answering questions, but an anger began to burn which was still throwing
off sparks six months later.

Among other things, Mr. Fosca, it turned out, insisted on seeing
“All your phenethylamines,” which was a foolish request, since the only
phenethylamines present in the lab (as Peter told him) were reference
samples, of no use to anyone except as analytical standards in various
chromatographic assays. However, the demand made glaringly clear that
Mr. Fosca was focused on the main subject of PIHKAL — phenethylamines
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— not on scheduled drugs in particular (the laboratory has its own DEA
license) or on safety conditions or correct lab procedures. He didn’t ask to
be shown tryptamines; he didn’t make a request for opiates; he didn’t show
any interest in stimulants; Mr. Fosca’s insistence on seeing specifically any
and all phenethylamines was tantamount to an admission that this lab
inspection, too, was in reprisal for the publication of a book that had
“Phenethylamines” in its title.

It was also a not very subtle attempt to poison the working condi-
tions for one employee, Dr. Alexander Borodin.

A couple of mean-spirited actions (in the time of Watergate, this
kind of thing was known as Dirty Tricks) were taken by person or persons
unknown, after the Great Invasion. One day, a man representing the DEA,
but otherwise notidentified to Shura, made a phone call toan administrator
at the Langley Porter Psychiatric Institute, with which Shura was linked by
his job at the research lab.

To the administrator, the un-named man said, in effect, “Why do
you employ a man like Doctor Borodin? Don’t you realize he’s one of the
worst environmental polluters in the county?” The bewildered administra-
tor mentioned the call to Peter, who told him what was going on, and
informed him what the EPA inspectors had really found: of several samples
taken and analyzed, one contained an amount of mercury just above the
acceptablelimit. It was easily cleaned up,and there wereno other problems.

Second of the dirty tricks: two large chemical supply companies,
with whom Shura had maintained a good business relationship for over 25
years, suddenly informed him that their rules of doing business had

changed and that they, regretfully, had found it necessary to close his
accounts with them. It was not, of course, possible to prove pressure by the
authorities, and there would have been nothing gained by doing so.

The seemingly nice, sympathetic DEA chemist, Mr. Goode, upon
meeting a friend of ours at a Washington, D.C. social function, was asked,
“I hear you met the famous Doctor Borodin out West; what was your
impression of him?” To which Mr. Goode replied, stiffly, “I haven't the
slightest idea what you're talking about; I've never met the man,” then
turned and walked away.

Shura’s possession of the peyote cacti was confirmed as being
perfectly legal under hislicense. There was only one reason to destroy them,
which was to cause pain.

A year later, having faced the fact that a court battle to retain his
license would cost more than we could possibly afford, and realizing that
in the end, he would undoubtedly be found guilty of having broken DEA
lab rules (ignorance of the law is no excuse), Shura relinquished his
analytical license and submitted to a heavy fine of $25,000, levied by a local
deputy District Attorney who dismissed out of hand the suggestion that
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what was being attacked was, in truth, not broken rules, but a book.

Never again will Shura work with a sense of absolute freedom;
he’s had a taste of that particular form of power-flexing peculiar to people
who are employed by government agencies. The authorities intended to
frighten him and perhaps they evenhoped to silence him, but that is not and
will not be possible, while we are alive and able to speak and write. We felt,
and still feel, that drug use is the right of a free adult citizen, aslong as there
is information supplied as to proper and safe use of each drug. Drugabuse,
we believe, should be the concern of the medical community, not the police.
We are far from alone in this point of view, but it runs counter to the
presently accepted official policy in this country.

Education and legal access would, almost overnight, eliminate the
drug cartels, the street wars and inner city killings associated with the drug/
money/power circuit. But the education would have to be just that:
education, not propaganda. (Several generations of high school and college
students have grown up ignoring and disbelieving everything they’ve
heard from officials and police about drugs, including information that was
factual and valid, because they had discovered for themselves that most of
what had been taught them was simply not true.)

Nobody in a position of real power and influence in government
has the courage to say, publicly:

“We made a mistake. Certain drugs which are now illegal
can be used by healthy adults with relative safety and no
threat of addiction, but you have to know what their effects
are and how to use them properly. These include most
psychedelics. Other drugs can be used safely by most
people, but could be habituating to a few. Those few must
have access to good medical care if they get into trouble.
Some drugs seem to be either harmful or addicting to most
users, and we will do our best to inform you fully regard-
ing their effects and track records, as we now do with
prescription drugs. Drug education will be provided
across the country and the teachers will no longer be police
or politicians, but physicians, chemists and pharmacolo-
gists who specialize in this field.”

Most of those who believe that the War on Drugs is destructive, un-
winnable and morally wrong, tend to blame an almost universal ignorance
on the part of lawmakers, as well as most of the general public, about drugs
in general and most particularly about the psychedelics and their appropri-
ate uses in psychotherapy and spiritual exploration. It is also possible to
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blame the extraordinarily lucrative industries that have grown in response
to the needs of the drug-war: urine testing, prison-building and mainten-
ance and expansion of military power, among others, as explained later in
Shura’s chapter, “Cui Bono.”

I blame something else. Ibelieve that there is an intense, uncon-
scious fear of the hidden depths of the human psyche, and an unacknowl-
edged certainty that the Shadow, the dark side, is indeed the final, terrible,
rockbottom truth about the nature of mankind. This fear, in most of us, has
been nurtured in a thousand ways by family and culture, and too often by
religion. Until there is a growth of understanding of the Shadow side of us,
and realization thatitis possible for that dark aspect to undergo transforma-
tion, this fear and hostility towards anything that opens up the human
unconscious will continue. The present beginnings of a police state will
flower into something still called the United States, but unrecognizable as
a democracy and a land of freedom.

As far as the human species is concerned, if it is to survive much
longer on earth, it will have to urge its best minds and most moral souls to
devote their time and energy to further and deeper study of the human
psycheand its dark side, using all the tools available, including psychedelic
drugs and plants. Otherwise, between nuclear power, bacteriological
mutations, ecological devastation and the rising anger of hungry, deprived

people all across the world, our civilizations and our very species may have
a short future indeed.
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CHAPTER 2. LOURDES

(Alice’s voice)

One evening, I brought home a video tape of a movie. 1told Shura,
“This one’s pure action, and it’s famous for the special effects. It’s called
‘Terminator 2’ and I thought we might give it a try.”

Hesaid, “Sure, why not,” and then I filled him in on the gossip part
of things — who the Great Arnold was, whom he had married, and the fact
that his greatest virtue, I gathered, was that he didn’t take himself too
seriously. I said that the plot might or might not be terrific, but that in a
movie like this, you don’t pay attention to plot, just to the action and special
effects.

I should add, parenthetically, that the only time Shura will sit still
to watch a movie, or anything else on television, is when we’ve set aside an
evening to spend with each other, usually once or twice a week. We call it
"closing off,” and we dojust that; phone calls go on the answering machine,
we warm up the bedroom with the little floor heater if it’s winter, or turn on
the big portable fan if it’s the middle of summer, and we find music on the
radio, and we make love and talk. By the time we’re ready to leave the bed
and heat up some good soup on the stove, we will have discussed every-
thing that has happened during the past few days: phone calls we forgot to
share, our worries and delights, and everything else we could think of.

When the soup is hot, we go into the living room and watch
something on television. We both love “Northern Exposure,” even in
reruns, and perhaps I will have taped a few really interesting things, like an
archeological dig in ancient Mayan ruins, or a documentary on the gang-
sters of the ‘30’s, which I urge him to watch in the interests of his general
education. (I sincerely believe that anyone raised in the United States who
doesn’t know anything about the St. Valentine’s Day Massacre is suffering
from severe cultural deprivation.)

Or I will have rented a movie, as was the case last night.

In the beginning of Terminator 2, there is a scene where the first
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Terminator — the “good” one — is about to be delivered onto the floor of
awide, dimly-litalley, in the middle of thenight, his naked body spilling out
of a patch of darkness. He has been sent there from the future. Before he
appears, there is a lot of fancy crackling and zapping of electricity. 1
explained to Shura that all the lightning effects were — in case he was
wondering — “A rent in the space-time continuum, of course,” to which he
grunted, as I continued, “There are always lots of electromagnetic distur-
bances when you tear a hole in the space-time continuum.” Shura replied
with a barely detectable nod of the head, knowing full well how much I
know about electromagnetism and/or space-time continuums.

The movie was tremendous fun, as I'd hoped it would be. And
today, in an idle moment, thinking about rents in time and space with or
without lightning bolts, I remembered the closest ] ever came — at least
consciously and knowingly — to a real place where such a rent, such a tear,
had actually happened.

The place is a very famous grotto in a town called Lourdes, in the
south of France, and Shura and I stopped there — at my urging — during
a trip to Europe in the early ‘80’s.

We had attended a conference in northern Germany, at which
Shurahad givenatalk. Now, wehad embarked on therest of ouradventure,
which included a stop in Lourdes, to be followed by a train trip along the
French and Italian Rivieras, just to see what it all looked like.

After a stay overnight in a delightful little town we’d never heard
of, called Libourne, (just in time for the weekly street market), we took our
next train and settled down for a long stretch through beautiful wine-
growing countryside around the Bordeaux area. As we watched through
the train windows, the rolling hills and fields, the miles of grapevines and
fruit trees, richly green against red-brown earth were — very gradually —
replaced by a flatter, increasingly drier landscape. The earlier large, neatly
tended cottages with their pretty gardens slowly gave way to little houses
with bare, untended yards, unmistakable evidence of the depression of
spirit and loss of energy that seeps in with poverty.

Most people of my children’s generation have never heard of
Lourdesand don'thave the slightestidea who Saint Bernadette was. People
of my age, in the United States at least, had some exposure to the story of the
miracle of Lourdes when the movie, “The Song of Bernadette,” came out —
I'think it was in the 40’s — making a young actress, Jennifer Jones, famous
and sending people like me to the libraries and bookstores to find out more.

I've always had a strong interest in so-called miracles, and I read
everything available about Bernadette Soubirous. She was a not-very-
bright 14 year-old who, in 1878, happened on a cave in the side of a hill near
her village, where she was greeted by a Being she called “The Lady,” and
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found herself in trouble when she told other people about it. Ever sinceI'd
seen the movie and read those books, I had wanted to visit the actual place,
to see and feel it for myself.

The grotto had become a Catholic shrine, famous for healings that
had reputedly taken place (for a few lucky people), when water from the
“miraculous” spring had been drunk, bathed in, or poured onto a sick limb
or troubled head. The spring had come into being when the Lady told
young Bernadette to scratch in the earth just inside the shallow cave; when
water bubbled up, she informed the child that the water was holy and had
the power to heal.

I knew that the shrine at Lourdes had become big business, and I
was prepared for the inevitable commercialization and cheapening of it. 1
didn’t care about any of that, and since I'm not a Catholic I wasn’t coming
to see the grotto with expectations of a cure or any kinds of answers to deep
questions. I just wanted to see the actual rock, or cave, or tunnel, or
whatever the grotto turned out to be, where the original miracle had taken
place.

When I first proposed that we visit Lourdes, Shura had been his
usual accommodating self, and said he thought it might be an interesting
experience to actually see the site of a long-past miraculous event. He
would roll up his scientific skepticism with the extra socks in his backpack,
and enjoy the adventure with me. He had only one reservation, “You
realize, don’t you, there’ll probably be a lot of crutches hanging around and
tourist junk all over the place; are you ready for that?”

“Sure, I'm expecting junk and crutches; no sweat. It doesn’t make
me want to see the grotto less. It’s just that I've never had a chance to see a
miracle site, if that’s what you call it ... “

“Well, it's all right with me,” said Shura, “Just don’t want you to be
disappointed.”

The dry foothills had grown into tree-covered mountains, the
Pyrenees. We took our places near the open metal gate in the foyer of the
train car and stood watching the dramatic peaks and chasms flashing by,
taking in lungfuls of the sharp, piney air.

The first thing visible of Lourdes was a wideriver flowing cleanand
ice-blue far below us. Then, as the train rounded a curve, there appeared on
the bank of the river — completely unexpected and somehow shocking —
an immense cathedral, white and blue and gold, shining against the deep
green of the hills.

Good ole Catholic Church, they sure know how to catch your attention!

Finally, we pulled into the Lourdes station. Shouldering our
backpacks, we stepped down from the train, somewhat surprised at the
number of variously capped and cloaked nurses gathered on the platform,

41



42

TIHKAL — The Continuation

waiting for disabled and ill pilgrims who would need their help. There were
numerous large black wheelchairs with hoods, lined up against the station
wall. We didn’tstay around to watch the stretchers coming off the train, but
proceeded into the town to find a place tostay the night. Tired from thelong
ride, we registered at a modest little hotel on what appeared to be the main
street, and went to bed early. Exploration would wait until morning.

The town of Lourdes, as we discovered after breakfast, is built on
sloping hills which eventually take all feet down to the river which rushes,
spitting and foaming under a wide, grey stone bridge.

As we made our way from our hotel along the gradually descend-
ing main street, we saw shop after shop, many with fronts open to the street,
selling plastic water bottles (for the holy water from the spring) with
Madonnas on them, Madonna spoons, hats, scarves, and even ashtrays.
There were also little statues of Bernadette, of course, but it was obviously
the Madonna who kept the tourist trade bustling.

We crossed over the river and walked into a lovely park which
stretched far ahead of us to where we could see the spires of the cathedral.
There were carefully tended lawns and beds of bright flowers. On the
winding path we passed monks dressed in long, brown robes, sashed at the
waist, walking at varying speeds. Some strolled meditatively, hands
clasped behind them, while a few hurried, rosaries swinging and bouncing
from their woven belts. I nudged Shura and whispered, “Looks like
something out of the Middle Ages, doesn’tit?” He grinned and focused his
camera on a venerable patriarch in a long black robe, complete with bushy
white beard and a somewhat incongruous black beret perched at a jaunty
angle over his springing white eyebrows.

We came to a large oval of grass, and paused to appreciate and
photograph. In the center of the oval was a stone pillar, supporting a life-
sized statue of the Madonna, all of it surrounded by a bed of marigolds,
petunias and tiny blue flowers I couldn’t name.

We walked on until we came upon a modest statue of Bernadette
Soubirous under a branching tree at the side of the path. She was kneeling
over her own little garden of marigolds and pansies growing in the shade.
I paused to look at the figure and Shura asked, “Is that the kid who started
it all?” Isaid “Yes, indeed it is, bless her heart.”

When we finally reached the plaza in front of the cathedral, my legs
were beginning to tire. We paused toread the signs which indicated that the
Grotto was somewhere to the right of the elaborate edifice towering above
us. Strolling in that general direction, we soon found ourselves on a long,
very wideboulevard, planted down the middle with carefully spaced trees.
Theriver flowed toourright. Toourleft,as webegan moving down the grey
paving stones of the boulevard, was the side of the cathedral, built on top
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of a cliff which continued straight ahead for what might have been a quarter
of a mile before it vanished into a hillside full of trees. Against the face of
the cliff there were open bins of pale blue candles, priced according to
length. We exchanged amused looks.

We moved on, and after a few minutes Shura turned to me and
made a suggestion, “Well, now, why don’t I leave you to wander at your
own pace for a while, and I'm going to get brisk and follow the pavement
to where it ends, just to get a general view — okay?”

“Sure, honey,” I said, “Go ahead. I'll be somewhere around here.
I've just got to track down the cave, and I'll be satisfied. See ya later.”

He gave me a fast kiss on the cheek, wheeled around and took off.

There were people everywhere, nurses pushing what appeared to
be mostly bent-over, elderly patients in the big, black-hooded wheelchairs,
but I caught sight of one young invalid with a pale face, his thin body
sprawled awkwardly in the seat, going past me. There were long benches
and plain wooden chairs scattered across the promenade, facing in all
directions. I passed some large, dark grey, room-sized enclosures, set
against the cliff, whichIdecided mustbe the bathsI'd read about, where sick
people were immersed in the holy water.

Istill couldn’t see anything ahead of me to indicate the presence of
a special place, a holy cave in the cliff side. So I went up to a French
gendarme who was standing near one of the planted trees, hands clasped
behind him, looking very bored.

“On estla Grotto?” [ asked in my best French, feeling rather stupid.

“C’est 14, Madame,” he snapped, gesturing toward the cliff face
ahead of me in a way that implied I had to be blind not to see it. I thanked
him profusely and continued walking.

As I approached the next tree, still scanning what I could see of the
cliff face beyond where I was walking, I tried to guess from the placement
of benches whether I was getting nearer. Suddenly, I felt wetness on my
cheeks. Istopped, completely astonished. Tears wereactually flowing from
my eyes, for no discernible reason. I wasn't feeling sad; in fact, Iwas feeling
very cheerful, even a bit excited by the search. I would have described
myself as actually quite happy, at that moment. Tears made no sense. I
decided to ignore them, and resumed walking.

Maybe there’s more emotion in my unconscious about this whole thing
than I've realized. Maybe the tears are a sign of that. Maybe maybe.

I had gone only a little way when it occurred to me that the benches
immediately ahead were placed somewhat more purposefully than most of
the others on theboulevard. Tworows of them were lined up at right-angles
to the rock face, separated by several yards, and four or five benches faced
the cliff, connecting the ends of the rows, forming three sides of a square.
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And suddenly, I saw it. The place. Not a deep tunnel into the cliff, as I had
imagined, but a shallow little cave, only a few feet deep.

Ibreathed deeply, and stopped tolook. Halfway up the curve of the
cave wall, on the right, was a ledge, and on it was standing a statue —
perhaps four feet high — of the Madonna. My gaze followed the back of the
cave around to the left, where bunches of flowers were gathered in ceramic
vases on the ground, presumably surrounding the miracle spring.

Then, as I stood there, just taking everything in, I felt it: a sense of
singing, almost but not quite audible, and an intense joy that beamed out
directly to me from the cave. My breath caught, and I let it out very slowly,
while my body resonated with the euphoria.

My God! It’s still here! Whatever happened to Bernadette Soubirous is
still going on, still alive!

I looked at the people sitting here and there on the benches,
searching for a face among them which would reflect what I was sensing
from the cave; someone else who was tuned in. I couldn’t spot any face
which conveyed a response to that unheard singing, but there were some
still figures whose heads werebent to their chests; perhaps they were feeling
it, I thought, maybe they were sitting so quietly, so unmoving, not looking
around, because they were bathing in that energy.

I can’t ask them, so I'll never be sure.

I walked slowly over to where worn velvet ropes indicated the
proper place to stand in line. There were only a couple of people ahead of
me, and I could move at my own pace. As I went past the statue, with its
white robe and blue cape, I saw on the feet, which were at my eye-level, the

gold-painted roses placed next to each big toe, and my mind sang a silly
phrase, “She has rosies on her toesies,” as I turned away, remembering that
Saint Bernadette had described The Lady as having bare feet, with a golden
rose on each.

I bent down to see the bubbling water of the sacred stream, under
a thick oval of glass set in the floor of the cave, then straightened up and
;vaéked out. The sense of piercing joy was still there, singing through my

ody.

When Shura came up to me, a few minutes later, I was sitting on a
bench, facing the cave, floating in what was coming from it. I turned at the

feel of his hand on my shoulder and said, “Wow, honey, what an experi-
ence!”

He said, “Tell me about it.”

“Stand here for a minute. Can you feel what’s coming from the
cave?”

Shura looked where I was pointing, and stood very still, then
shrugged, “I guess I can’t, sweet potatuh. What are you feeling?”
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I'stood and took his hand, “Well,” I began, then realized that my
throat was closing on tears. I coughed and continued, “It’s like a singing
withoutany sound. And there’s an intense feeling of happiness, joy; it's just
beaming out from that cave as if no time has passed since the whole thing
first happened.”

“Wow," said Shura, adding regretfully, “Wish I could tune into it.
I'm picking up something, but it’s probably from you.”

“That’sallright,” I reassured him, feeling rather selfish, wishing he
could share it. “Okay, let’s go,” I said, pulling him by the hand, heading
back the way we’d come, “Want to take a look at the cathedral?”

“Sure,” said my lovely, patient man, “May as well see all the
highlights, while we’re here!”

I paused and opened my purse, to search for the small plastic
envelope containing 120 milligrams of MDMA that I'd brought with me
from home. I told Shura, “I thought Id take this now, so that maybe I can
sharpen my ability to see whatever’s in the cathedral. Do you mind?”

“Go ahead,” said Shura, “Whatever turns you on!”

Iwentover to one of the taps built into the side of the rock face, near
the bins of candles, and swallowed the white powder with water held in my
cupped hands. ThenIrejoined Shura, who was standing where I'd left him,
hands in his pockets, rocking slightly on his heels. We resumed our slow
walk toward the cathedral stairs which were visible at the end of the cliff
face.

I told Shura about the strange tears which had run down my face,
for no apparent reason, just before I'd reached the grotto, and described all
over again the radiance which had pushed into me.

We reached the bottom of the broad stairway which led up to the
cathedral, and I realized that my usually tired legs not only felt strong; they
were actually tingling with energy, and before I could think about it, [found
myself running up the stairs, shouting something like “Yah, yah, yah!”

At the top, there was a marble apron, ringed by abalustrade, where
I panted for a while until I'd caught my breath. While I waited for Shura,
who was climbing the stairs in the normal way, I gave myself a chance to
look inward, to see if the MDMA had perhaps taken effect much faster than
usual. I could feel nothing familiar. My energy level was more than high;
I felt like a teenager, but I could detect nothing yet of the expected MDMA
effect.

There hasn't been enough time to feel effects since I took it. Needs ten more
minutes, maybe.

We went into the cathedral, but after only a few moments, we
turned around and made our way back out, because there was nothing
important inside to be experienced, for us, and we both knew it. The
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mystery was outside, in the little grotto, and all the rest was the Catholic
church.

When we were walking in the park again, the cathedral behind us,

I told Shura, “You know what, babe? The MDMA never took effect! I've
been trying to figure out why, and I think I've got the answer. My energy
level is so high — it’s been extraordinary ever since I was at the grotto —1
think the MDMA simply couldn’t take me anywhere. I was already there!
I still am, as a matter of fact,” I added, laughing.

In the town, we stopped at a bookstore and when we went in, 1
asked for any book they might have about Bernadette Soubirous, and a
young woman handed me what she explained was the only one available,
a short, somewhat cheaply produced paperback in French; she apologized
for not having anything in English.

Back at our hotel, I began to read, stopping occasionally to ask
Shura to translate a word I didn’t know, and what thelittle book told me was
not only surprising, it was deeply satisfying. The only obvious question, I
said to Shura, was why the church hadn’t gotten rid of this publication,
considering the holes it punched in their official story.

“Itsays that when the local priests told Bernadette to ask “The Lady’
what her name was, she did as she was ordered, kneeling as always at the
entrance of the cave. The Lady answered, ‘My name is Aquero,’ whichis a
word used in this region to mean something like ‘That’s the way it is,” or ‘So
be it,” which made no sense to Bernadette, but she obediently carried the
message back to the village authorities, who passed it on to the Vatican.
After that, the Catholic church pronounced officially that the being known
as The Lady was, indeed, the Madonna, mother of Christ, and would be
venerated as such from then on. How do you like them apples?”

“And you're excited because the Lady didn’t say she was the
Madonna, is that it?”

“Yeah! She never said anything of the sort! She said, ‘My name is
Aquero,” which is a wonderful, in-your-face, zen kind of name, calculated
to bewilder everyone, especially the church people. It’s a totally new piece
of information that nobody ever talks about. The church just took her over,
and declared her the Madonna, and that was that. They weren’t about to
have some over-imaginative young girl’s fantasy leaving the impression
that there might be another explanation of who and what The Lady was!”

“Pretty good, I'd say,” chuckled Shura, “And no one’s questioned
it since then, huh?”

“Of course not,” I grinned, putting the book down and clasping my
handsbehind my neck, “And probably nobody bothers reading a little book
like this, when they’ve come for a healing, and most of the tourists are
probably Catholic anyway, and this whole Aquero thing wouldn’t seem
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important to them.”

“Makes sense,” agreed Shura.

“And the more miraculous healings there were at the spring, the
more it had to be the Madonna, of course.”

We were both silent, thinking to ourselves, until I got up and said
I thought it was a good time for me to start packing if we were leaving on
the train early in the morning.

There's still the great question remaining: how can that blast of joyous,
heart-piercing singing still be going on, so many years afterwards? Does it mean
that, once a tear is made in the fabric of our reality, it stays open? Does it mean that
whatever came through in Bernadette’s time will continue to come through, to be
caught by the occasional visitor like me? What is its message?

I folded shirts and socks into our backpacks, trying to sort out the
sensations that had pushed into and around me.

It was a kind of love — a form of love — which simply says Yes to
everything. Love as energy, love as joy, love as the only reason there is, the only
meaning. Which, of course, makes no sense, considering. But there it was. There
it is. All you have to do is stand in front of that place, where the original opening
was made, and it’s all there. Time has nothing to do with it. It's outside of time.
Whatever space it exists in, it can make a bridge to where we are, and the bridge
remains.

After I'd finished repacking, we went to bed. Curled to Shura’s
back, I murmured, “Thank you so, so, so much, honey, for coming here for
me. [t was much more thanI’d expected. It turns outit’s areal miracle place,
and Inever thoughtI'd actually experience one. I'm very grateful, and Ilove
you to bits.”

He yawned, then said, “Love you, too, little one. See you in the
morning.”

I kissed his spine, said goodnight, and, with the friendly sounds of
people talking and laughing as they passed in the lamplit street below, we
slept.
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CHAPTER 3. THE DRED AND OTHER
LEARNING EXPERIENCES

(Alice's voice)

Shura and I are very different people; in body chemistry, in the
waysour minds work, in dozens of small yea’s and nay’s. We have different
abilities and gifts, and sometimes dissimilar reactions to experimental
drugs. But we are alike in alot of ways, and one of the many things we share
is an inability to enjoy marijuana. (We also share a dislike of Wagner’s
music, but that’s another story.) We agree with the proponents of the plant
about its incredible virtues, its general usefulness as a source of fabric and
paper, and its well-established medical value. For millions of people
around the world, it is the preferred drug for relaxation and de-stressing.
We also know that it can be habituating to some. Not physically addicting,
but strongly habituating, which is certainly not in its favor. But whenIsay
we dislike it, I mean something entirely personal; we feel uncomfortable
with its effects, and as Shura says, neither of us seems to be able to learn
anything worthwhile from taking it.

Ah, yes. There’s one exception to that non-learning statement:
marijuana can be used, like no other drug I know, to slow down one’s sense
of time, and that can be a fascinating experience.

My first experiment with marijuana was when I was in my twen-
ties, and it was a disastrous one. I found my awareness chopped into ten-
second segments, separated by a wall of amnesia that clanged down, just as
I had managed to remember who 1 was, where I was, and what was
happening. After the wall had cut me off, I would begin the entire process
of identifying myself and my reality all over again.

CLANG:
“Who am I?”
“TI'm Alice.”
“Oh, yes, that’s right. Well, where am I?”
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“Sitting on my couch, in my home.”
“What am I doing?”
“I've taken marijuana, and I'm trying to make sense out of all this.”

CLANG:

“Who am I?”
“My name is Alice.”

And so on and so on, for hours. When I finally came out of it,
resolved never to touch the stuff again.

But, of course, people are resilient and forgetful. In my thirties, for
a while, I had a boyfriend called Steven who was brilliant, arrogant and
extremely controlling, and he decided that the circumstances of my first
experiment with pot—mind-set perhaps — must have been wrong in some
way, and he insisted that I should take it once more, with him. “I promise
you,” he said firmly, “This time it will be a wonderful experience. Justleave
it to me!”

He took me outside, had me sit down under the trees at the back of
thehouse, gave me a marijuana cigarette and watched while I went through
the usual coughing and recovery. He kept telling me to inhale, and inhale
again, “Come on, come on! I want you to give this stuff a real try, this time.
Trust me, Alice. Just breathe it in, that’s my girl!”

So I kept inhaling until I began to feel very dizzy. When I'said I'd
had enough, that’s it, he let me stop. He patted my head approvingly, took
the cigarette out of my fingers and finished it himself, while I sat and saw
the world split into one, two, three, four levels of vision, four levels of
reality, four versions of Alice watching sunlight flowing over branches and
twigs, wild plants and brown-edged leaves in the dry riverbed below.

I sat cross-legged, feeling the intense push of wave after wave of
sensation, wondering if it would ever mellow out, slow down, stop coming
atme. It was impossible to relax, because I had to stay braced against the
next surge. I didn’t enjoy the feeling. I knew it wasn’t dangerous or hostile,
just very strong, and it made me uncomfortable.

Suddenly there was a fifth and a sixth level, and I turned to Steven
and said, “I want to go in, please. Things are getting complicated.”

Inside the house, seated on my couch, I counted a final total of eight
levels, and wondered which was the real one, the one I had been living in
before smoking the marijuana.

Looking at the eight levels or tracks from the outside, which 1 could
occasionally do, was like seeing an eight-story apartment building with the
outer wall removed. I hoped that one of the apartments was my normal
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world. The other apartments looked similar, but here and there a piece of
furniture — so to speak — was out of place, or a door didn’t have the right
shape, and everything kept shifting into something else. So I had to look
carefully, to feel out every thought-form and all the not-quite-right versions
of myself, if  was to sort it all out and bring an end to the loud confusion.

I glanced at my friend, seated across from me in an armchair, eyes
closed, smiling, and became aware of a growing suspicion that he had
known all this would happen — the fracturing, splitting —

Wonder if this is how paranoia feels. I've got a sense that there’s a secret
agenda somewhere, that I'm being set up, betrayed, by somebody or something. I've
got to get out. Got to find my way out.

And on several of the eight levels or tracks, some versions of me
decided, quite coldly and finally, that I'd had enough of this relationship
with Steven, that it was time to stop being the classic approval-seeking
victim; time to grow up and move on.

By the time the defensive mental scrambling had begun to clear,
hours had gone by. The reality track that I belonged to had settled in,
friendly and familiar, while the others slowly faded and thinned until
finally, Iwas myself, I was where Ibelonged, and anxiety had been replaced
by a lovely, simmering anger.

The next experiment with marijuana was many years later, and I
shared it with Shura Borodin.

At the time,  hadn’t known Shura for long — six or seven months,
perhaps —and one day he invited me to go with him to a party. He phoned

me on a Thursday evening and, after we’d caught up on general news, he
said, “By the way, a couple of good friends of mine are having some kind
of get-together on Saturday; they have a house in the woods near Santa
Cruz, and I think you'd really enjoy them. Want to give it a try?”

“I'dlove to, Shura. Butaren’t we going to the Gilbert and Sullivan
thing on Saturday, with Ruth and George?”

“That’s not ‘til much later. The party in the woods is between noon
?nld ﬁt;rle-ish, so that gives us plenty of time to get back to San Francisco for

olanthe.”

“Oh, great! That'll work out nicely, then. Thank you — it sounds
wonderful.”

“I'll pick you up Saturday at eleven, all right?”

“T'll be ready.”

Itwasalongdrive, and the coasthighway was unusually sunny; the
fog hadn't yet resumed its summer habit of moving in from the ocean onto
the coastal hills in the afternoon. The little car rounded a curve and we
caught our breath at the sight of a particularly dramatic rock formation
rising from the cobalt and silver sea. When we had passed it, Shura asked,
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“Have I told you anything about Aaron and Grace, our hosts? I don’t think
I'have.”

“No, I don’t remember hearing those names.”

“Well, I've known them both for years; they’re two of my favorite
people; intelligent, funny, good friends. They co-authored a superbbook on
psychoactive mushrooms in ancient Scandinavia, including the use of the
Amanita muscaria by a tribe known as the Berserkers — which you may
have heard of — “

“I've heard of the Berserkers, but I didn’t know about the Amanita
part of it. That’s the famous magic mushroom with the red cap and white
spots, right?”

“You've got it. The one they put on the pretty Christmas cards.”

Weleft the highway and drove uphill. Through the windows of the
little green car, I caught glimpses of houses built on the slopes above and
below us, snug redwood nests looking out over the blue-misted valley.
Finally, Shura swung off the road, into a space between two parked cars,
and announced, “Here’s where we disembark. The house is about a block
down from here.”

Aaron met us at his gate, which was made out of raw redwood
planks, and when Shura put his hand on my shoulder and introduced me,
the stocky, curly-haired man smiled with real warmth, “Glad to meet you,
Alice. Grace is in the kitchen, directing the food traffic.” He led us down
a short stairway between immense fern plants, to the front door. Inside,
there was a living room with large windows, a long, worn leather couch and
a couple of padded armchairs. Several oversized floor pillows were
occupied (like the rest of the furniture) by a variety of sprawling people,
some waving celery sticks and pretzels as they talked.

Aaron led us to the kitchen, where I was introduced to a slim
woman, a few inches taller than I, who wore her long, red-brown hair in a
thick braid down her back. She had a handsome, alive face, and when Isaid
hello she leaned close to me, trying to be heard above the noise, “Hi, Alice!
Make yourself at home. There’s food everywhere. What would you like to
drink?”

Beautiful eyes that really see you, and the face says she laughs a lot. Lovely
lady, with a figure to die for.

Equipped with a glass of chilled apple juice, I left Shura talking
animatedly with Aaron and another man he apparently knew, and made
my way through sliding glass doors onto a wide deck running the length of
thehouse. A few feetaway, the trunk of animmense live-oak thrustupward
through a circle cut in the weathered redwood floor, itsbranches and leaves
shading almost the entire deck. People were everywhere, sitting and
standing, talking and laughing, and I sat down on a bench, next to a long
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wooden table covered with a red and white checked tablecloth. I helped
myself to some potato chips and salsa from earthenware bowls, and turned
around on the bench so I could watch the other guests and see Shura when
he came outside.

When Shura emerged onto the deck, he spotted me immediately
and waved, smiling the smile I was already in love with. He joined me on
the bench, holding a glass of red wine, as usual, and asked, “How ya doin’,
kid?”

Isaid I was doing fine, and that, from what I'd seen of them, Aaron
and Grace seemed like the kind of people I would enjoy knowing. He said,
cheerfully, “Believe me, they are and you will!”

Alittle over an hour later, Shura and I and one of the guests —a tall,
lanky blond man who had happily identified himself as the best unrecog-
nized artistic genius in Northern California — were engaged in an enthusi-
astic discussion of an exhibit at the Oakland Museum to which Shura had
taken me the previous weekend. We found ourselves competing to deliver
the most devastating description of the work of the featured artist, who —
we all agreed — was an absolute con-man. His name was easy for me to
remember, because there was a famous classical pianist I admired who had
the same name.

Suddenly, a deep voice called out, “Hey, anybody who wants to
share this with me is welcome.” We turned and saw, at the far end of the
deck, arather stout man with thinning hair, dressed in old jeans and a bulky,
bluejacket, waving whatlooked likea verylarge, fat, black cigar. Somebody
called out, “What the hell is it, Chuck?”

“It's from Africa, it's marijuana, and it's called The Dred. Don’task
me why, man, that's its name. Real good stuff, powerful. It's like nothing
you ever tried before, take my word!”

Shurasaid to me, “Some kind of African pot, looks like. Want to try
it?”

“Maybe, just a bit.” I shrugged, “I haven’t had much luck with
marijuana, so far, sorry to say.”

“It’snotmy particular ally, either,” said Shura, “But I guess a quick
toke or two isn’t going to do any harm.”

“Probably not.”

“Iusually have a rule for myself.” said Shura, “Don’t take anybody
else’s drug, especially at somebody else’s house.”

“Well, if you think we shouldn’t —” I began, hesitantly.

“No, no,” he interrupted, “I confess I'm curious about that weird
looking cigar. I'm not going to take more than a couple of drags, though, just

in case that name constitutes a warning to the consumer. I wonder how
‘Dred’ is spelled?”
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Ilaughed and we both joined the line of guests waiting to sample
the cigar. When it was in front of me, I drew in the smoke carefully, not
wanting to have a coughing fit in front of everyone. Despite the fact that
smoked cigarettes and should have been able to handle it smoothly,
drawing in pot smoke always made me cough violently.

This time was no exception. I was surrounded by understanding
smiles asI made my way, stopping every few steps for a coughing fit, to the
opposite end of the deck, Shura just behind me. When we reached the
railing, I turned to him and said, my voice rasping, “I'm sorry; that always
happens to me.”

“Don’t apologize.” he grinned, patting me on the back, “You okay
now?”

I drew a shaky breath, and told him I was fine.

We stood together, sharing impressions about the house and its
surrounding trees. Our young artist friend had gone elsewhere and,
looking around for him, I noticed that the owner of the cigar was walking
around the deck, apparently offering second draws to those who wanted
them. When he came abreast of us, Shura accepted the cigarand took adeep
lungful of the smoke, then I did the same, concentrating on inhaling
smoothly, this time, not hurrying it. Only one cough followed, and I
recovered immediately.

Shura said to the man called Chuck, “I think we’ll stop there, thanks
very much.”

The blue jacket moved away, and Shura looked down at me,
“Would you mind if I left you on your own, for a couple of minutes? Ijust
spotted anold friend,” he gestured, “And I'd like to say hello.” Hehesitated,
looked closely at my face, and added, grinning, “Iwould introduce you, but
this may not be quite the moment, am I right?”

I giggled, “Yeah, I can just see me in the middle of shaking hands
when the effects hit!”

Shura pressed my arm, “That’s what I was thinking, too.”

“Go ahead,” I said, “I'll be over at the food table, in case I get the
munchies.”

This time, I sat on the bench facing the plates of celery stalks and
carrot sticks, potato chips, and pretty painted bowls of olives and salsa. I
folded my hands on the checkered cloth in front of me, waiting — a bit
nervously — for something to happen. I remembered that it usually took
ten to fifteen minutes between inhaling and becoming aware of the first
changes, at least with ordinary marijuana.

I was still sitting there, when, a moment later, something came
down fast, from over my head. It felt like a narrow tent, or cone, and it
enveloped me. There was no sound within the cone. I couldn’t hear the
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voices of others on the deck; I couldn’t hear anything. The Cone of Silence
is not unknown among people who take psychedelic drugs, and itis usually
associated with a feeling of peacefulness and interior quiet. But this was
different. I was imprisoned, cut off. Then I realized that I was being
poisoned. It was as if, from head to toe, T had been cored like an apple, and
something toxic and acid-green was being poured into the hole.

I couldn’t move. Isat frozen, helpless, wondering if I was going to
pass out, or die. Strangely enough, there was a feeling of concern, perhaps
even worry, but no real fear; my emotions, like my body, were in a state of
suspension. ButI could think.

If I topple over sideways, it’s going to scare everybody. Shura will be
horrified, not knowing what's wrong, and I'll be dreadfully embarrassed in front of
all these people. Maybe 1 won’t fall over, if I just sit here, if I keep leaning forward
onto the table until it passes. If I don’t die, I'm sure it will pass.

A hand cupped my shoulder, and Shura’s voice came through the
walls of the cone, sounding far away, “Are you all right, Alice?”

I couldn’t manage speech. I could only sit there and hope I stayed
upright.

I could see Shura’s face in the periphery of my vision. He spoke
again, the words echoing slightly inside the greenish cone that surrounded
me, “Can you talk?”

I managed to move my head slowly from side to side.

“All right, then, my dear, listen to me carefully. I'm going to help
youup and take you to where you can lie down, and then I'm going to bring
you out of this, okay?”

Inodded, very slowly, my eyes fixed on the fingers tightly locked
on the table before me.

I felt Shura’s big hands in my armpits, and observed with calm
interest that my body was standing. He guided me away from my bench,
and — still holding me up —led me to a lounge chair a few feet away, at the
sunny end of the deck. He lowered me into it, then pulled up a stool and sat
down right in front of me, leaning one elbow on the end of the long table.

He knows I can’t move my head, so he’s making sure he’s within my field
of vision.

“Now, Alice,” he said, speaking slowly, “I want you to concentrate
on what my hand is doing. I'm putting my right thumb on top of the edge
of this table, and my index finger on the bottom, and I want you to tell me
how thick this tabletop is; how many inches are between my two fingers?”

What the hellis he talking about? I'msitting here, paralyzed and poisoned,
and he’s asking me to guess how thick a tabletop is! What's he DOING?”

“I’know this doesn’t make sense, honey,” urged Shura, “But please
indulge me foramoment, okay? Justdo yourbest to focus onmy two fingers
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and tell me how many inches you think there are between them.”

Oh, God, 1 suppose I'm just going to have to play his silly game, because
he's going to keep at me until I give him an answer. All right. Concentrate. How
many inches of wood between the two fingers? Looks like two. Open my mouth and
say the words.

“Two,” I heard my voice croaking, “Two inches.”

Shura smiled and leaned forward to grasp my hands, “You did it!
Now you can move! You're going to be okay!”

I looked at him in disbelief, but my arm had already gone up to
protect my eyes from the sunlight, and I realized that he was absolutely
right; the paralysis had gone. Isat back and smiled shakily at him.

“How did you do that? What was all that idiotic stuff about the
thickness of a tabletop?”

“It'sanold trick; if you can getyourself to focus on something, really
focus your mind on a single point, you can break out of that kind of freeze.
Maybe it has something to do with getting your ego back in control; Idon't
know. I only know it works!”

My irritation was beginning to dissipate. It should have been
completely gone, but there was still a prickle left that was hard to shake.

I'm going to have to appear grateful, because there’s no excuse for being
anything else, right now. Shura rescued me; he knew what to do and I'm going to
be all right. But I'm still feeling pretty edgy.

I smiled at him and gave myself a shake. Isaid, “Wow!”

“Come out of the sun, Alice,” my tall magician said, and held out
both hands to pull me up, and when I was sure I wasn’t dizzy and could
move without doing anything embarrassing, he walked me slowly between
small clusters of people talking on the deck. They paid us no attention, for
the most part, although there was an occasional friendly, “Hi!” Shura
guided me to the shaded side of the deck, where there was a rainbow-
colored hammock strung between a tree trunk and a heavy post. He settled
meinto a big Mexican cane chairnext to the post, and wiggled himself down
into the hammock. Then he leaned towards me, his hands on his knees, and
opened his mouth to speak.

I was watching his face, wondering what he was going to say, when
his color changed, and his hands flew apart to grasp the edges of the
hammock. Then he was propelling himself like arocket out of thebig woven
cradle, and I watched him run, staggering a bit, into the house.

It was probably no more than ten or fifteen minutes before he
reappeared, but time was still a bit stretched, as it usually is with marijuana,
and I felt asif it had been close to an hour. Ihadn’t minded, though;I'd been
watching the other peopleon the deck, particularly one man who wasacting
strangely. He was alone, and all he seemed to want to do was hold onto the
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tree trunk growing through the floorboards. He had both arms around it,
and from the look on his very pale face, | knew what he was going through.

Looks like the black cigar got him, too, poor guy.

Under normal circumstances, I would have gone over to him and
tried to help in some way, but these weren’t exactly normal circumstances,
and my body had no intention of moving out of the chair until it had to.

How am Ifeeling? Body recovering. Irritability fading. Why was I feeling
that way, instead of being relieved and grateful when Shura got me out? Aaaah, of
course! Loss of power, total helplessness; the recipe for resentment and anger. My
emotions are still a bit flat, right now. So that explains the irritability; it was all [
could feel of the anger underneath. Maybe I'll feel real anger later; I'm pretty sure
I'll feel anger later.

When Shura returned, he wasn’t smiling. He didn’t even make an
efforttosmile. Ilooked up and asked him if he was okay, and all he said was,
“Let’s get out of here.”

I followed him into the house and through the crowded living
room. We made no effort to find our hosts to say goodbye, on our way to
the front door.

We climbed the hill to the parked car, slowly and in silence.

Whatever happened to him must have been pretty bad, but he obviously
doesn’t want to talk right now, so I'll stay quiet.

Shura backed the car out of the parking space very carefully, with
several false starts and squeals of brake. Finally, we were on the narrow
road, driving a bit faster than I thought wise. I was about to make a gentle
suggestion that he slow down abit, whenhebegan to dojust that. Ibreathed
deeply and tried to relax.

After a few minutes, he said to me, “Could you watch — watch the
road behind us? I can’t look in the — the mirror, the rear — the rear-view
mirror. Ilose track of — uh — the — uh — where I'm going. Can’t look in
the mirror.”

(He explained to me later that what he saw in the rear-view mirror
became confused with the road ahead of him, that he couldn’t tell which

direction was which.)

“Oh, boy!” I muttered, then reassured him, “Don’t worry, I'll turn
around and keep my eyes on the road in back, so leave that part to me, and
you can concentrate on what'’s in front.”

Boy-oh-boy-oh-boy! We should have stayed at the house until he was all
r;'zght.bNot too smart, driving when he’s like this. Hope our guardian angels are on
the job.

I turned around in my seat so I could see through the rear window
of the car, prepared to tell him whenever another car approached, but for

some reason no one else was sharing our road at that particular time, so we



The Dred and Other Learning Experiences

didn’t have to deal with traffic.

After about ten of the longest minutes in human history, Shura
pulled to the side of the road and parked. 1looked around. To our right I
could see only trees, but across the road was a little outdoor cafe,

Shura said, “Let’s go get ourselves a cup of coffee or something,
okay?”

I'smiled at him, “Sure. Looks like a nice place. Ihope you want to
sit outside.”

“Yeah. Outside is fine with me.”

His voice is still a bit flat.

We sat down at a table in the patio. There were no other customers
in sight. Shura took my right hand, squeezed it gently, then let go. A stout
man inastained white apronappeared, carrying a small pad. Whenweboth
ordered coffee, he sethislips disapprovingly, but Shura repeated thatall we
wanted, for the moment, was coffee.

“I'd like to make him happy,” said Shura, when the man had
disappeared through the cafe door, “ButI can’t bear the thought of food, for
the moment.”

“Me, neither,” I said, having already tested out images of sand-
wiches in my mind without noting any enthusiasm.

There was a moment’s silence, and I openly searched his face,
which was still set and grim, finally deciding it was time to try my first
question.

“What happened to you?”

“Well, I was feeling pretty pleased with myself for having gotten
you out of your bad place, and not being really much affected personally,
then I sat in that damned hammock,” he said, finally letting a small smile
happen, “And — well — I suppose it was probably the swinging motion,
just thatbit of rocking back and forth; it wasn’t much, butit was enough, and
suddenly I knew I was about to vomit, and right on top of that, I had the
sensation that — well, I figured I was going to let go at the other end, too,
soTheaded for the bathroom as fastasIcould. Got therebarely in time. Both
ends exploded. Had to do some mopping up in that bathroom; it was a
mess. That’s what took me so long.”

“How are you feeling now?”

He looked intently at my eyes and ground the words out, “I'm
furious. Angry, angry. Mostly at myself, for having broken my own rule.”

“Which is?”

“I think I mentioned it before. It goes: never takeanyone else’s drug
in anyone else’s house. And I broke it. And got slapped. What a damned
fool I was!”

The grumpy man in the apron appeared with our coffees, and
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waited stolidly while Shura got out his bilifold and paid.

When we were alone again, we talked. We speculated on what
might havebeen in the fat black cigar besides marijuana; the guesses ranged
from PCP to exotic-sounding plants I had never heard of. Shura even
expressed some doubt as to whether there had been any marijuana in it at
all.

We drank from our cups and a small silence fell. Ilooked inward
and concluded that I was experiencing a mixture of two states: pleasure at
being with Shura, sharing a difficult experience, and on the other hand —
a quietly growing awareness of my own outrage at what had happened.

Well, if it WAS marijuana, then this will be the third time I've taken it and
ended up being angry. Interesting.

Shura hit his forehead and muttered, “Why didn’t I pay attention
to the nickname of that cigar!”

I heard myself actually laughing for the first time since the troubles
on the deck. I had forgotten about that particular example of Truth in
Advertising.

Shura looked at me and managed a wry smile.

Gradually, the conversation became broader and a bit less intense,
as Shura found his way into reminiscences about previous near-death drug
experiences, as he called them, and I discovered myself laughing again. We
ordered more coffee. Finally, we examined each other’s faces and eyes, and
asked each other one more time, “How are you feeling now?” and decided
we were back to baseline. Close enough, anyway, for the long drive north
to San Francisco.

We saw Iolanthe. At least, everyone said we saw Iolanthe. [ have
never been able to remember a single moment of that performance. Total
amnesia. Well, not really total. There is a faint impression of a blonde
woman in pink, and a glitter of sequins. But that’s all.

It was a very long time before we told Aaron and Grace what had
happened that day, and why we both left so hurriedly. When we asked

them, point-blank, if they knew what had been in that fat black cigar, they
assured us that their friend had told them it contained nothing but a
powerful African marijuana. Only one other guest, they said, reported
having trouble with it (at which I nodded, remembering the man with his
arms wrapped around the tree), and they were very sorry we’d had such a
miserable experience.

We assured them we didn’t hold them responsible, and Shura said,
“Hey,noharm was done, my friends, and we both learned a valuable lesson,
namely, pay attention to nick-names!”

The fourth and last time I tried marijuana finally gave me some-
thing of great value. It was many years after the Dred and, again, with
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Shura. A friend had given us what were, at that time, called Alice B. Toklas
brownies, named after the friend and lover of the writer, Gertrude Stein.
Ms. Toklas’ marijuana brownies were famous. Neither of us had tried them
before, and we told each other one Saturday evening that we owed our-
selves one try of marijuana in this form, just to find out if there was any
appreciable difference in its effects, compared with the smoke.

Thad my bath, then Shura took a shower, and we met in the dining
room in our dressing gowns. The two small brownies sat on a blue plate on
the table. Welooked down at the plate, we looked at each other, then Shura
chuckled and I broke into frank laughter.

“Oh, boy!” 1 said, “Are we wary? Are we apprehensive? Are we
chicken? Noooo. Not us, we aren’t!”

“Well,” Shura protested, “Do keep in mind that one of the measures
of intelligence is supposed to be the ability to learn from experience, n’est
pas?”

“Yes, indeedy, thy point is well made. But we’ve never tried this
particular form of the stuff, have we? And as researchers, how can we
express opinions on that which we tasteth not, et cetera, et cetera. Right?”

In reply, Shura picked up one of the innocent looking fudge
squares, and handed it to me. He took the remaining one in his fingers and
we touched brownies, as we would ordinarily have clinked glasses.

Waiting for the first signs of effects, we went to the bedroom and
turned on the radio. Shura searched among our three available classical
music stations until he found music we liked; a passionate piano concerto
by Brahms. We lay back on the pillows and held hands.

When — about half an hour later — the experience began to
blossom, I was aware of it mostly as a stretching of time, a slowing down of
everything — thought, motion, the flow of life itself — which was certainly
familiar enough. It wasn’t any friendlier than before; there was again the
push, the surge of sensation that made me uneasy, but I was reassured by
Shura’s presence and touch.

“How ya doin’, buns?” asked my friend and lover.

“It’s pretty strong, but I'm okay.”

“Yeabh, it does kind of come right at you, doesn't it.”

“You all right?” 1 asked him, rolling over to nestle on his shoulder.

“I’'m fine,” he said, “But it still isn’t my drug of choice.”

After a while, I felt the pressure of a full bladder, and told Shura I
would have to leave him for amoment. He got up with me and followed as
Iwobbled my way down the hall, through the dining room and kitchen, and
into the bathroom. I called to him through the closed door, “I think that
journey took about five days, give or take a week.”

There was a brief silence beyond the door, then Shura said, “Hey,
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do you want to do an experiment?”

“Sure,” I said, “What do you have in mind?”

“Wait a moment; I'm going to get a watch. Stay where you are,
okay?”

“ All right,” I replied, “Don’t take more than a month getting back
to me.”

I remember looking at myself in the mirror, combing my hair for
what seemed like hours, then Shura’s voice through the door, “Hey, still in
there?”

“Uh-huh,” I drawled, “I think so0.”

I haven't the slightest idea whether I'm making sense or not, and it doesn’t
matter, because he hasn't the slightest idea either.

The door opened and a mass of electrified silver hair, with Shura’s
bearded face beaming under it, poked itself into my field of vision.

“Hello!” I said, putting down the comb.

” Are you ready for some scientific research?”

“Absolutely! What do you want me to do?”

“I'm going to go back out and close the door, and I'll say “Start,” and
you keep doing whatever you're doing, then when I say ‘Stop,” you tell me
how many minutes you think have gone by since the ‘Start.” Got it?”

The words crawled through my mind, occasionally taking a wrong
turn or two through labyrinthian caverns, but eventually, I thought I
understood what he’d said.

“Allright,” I nodded, “Go to it.”

I turned to the mirror again and heard the word “Start,” reverber-
ating through the closed door. I looked at the eyes in the mirror and
remembered being told that one should be careful, while under the influ-
ence of any psychedelic, not tolook too long at reflected eyes, because it was
easy to become hypnotized.

What would happen if I got hypnotized? Would I stand here for hours and
hours, my mind lost in hyperspace, or would it be like a state of sleep? I really should
try it sometime, as long as Shura’s around to rescue me.

Images swam through my mind, and I sat down to pursue them.
Planets, rivers, blackbirds cawing in dark woods —

Ah, yes, that's England, the sound of those birds everywhere in the
countryside.

I remembered. Getting out of the downy bed, at the Bell Inn, the
only place to stay in the village of Charlbury, my first morning in England,
with Shura —all thoseyears ago— going out onto the little porch and seeing
the vegetable garden down below, and the stone wall and, across the fields,
a wood full of loud blackbirds; standing there, watching the last of the
morning mist curling around little cabbages, half expecting Peter Rabbit to
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trot into view any moment, wearing his blue jacket with the brass buttons.
It was England asI'd imagined it all my life, a watercolor painted by Beatrix
Potter, and all the bone-deep exhaustion of the previous day’s travels was
forgotten.

Suddenly, I heard Shura’s muffled voice, “Stop!”

I opened the door.

“How long do you think it’s been since I gave you ‘Start’?"

I thought back, reviewing my movements from here to there, my
thoughts and memories, and I said, “I would say at least twenty minutes.”

Shura was obviously pleased. “That’s a time-stretch of four to one!
Pretty impressive!”

I poked his chest, “Well, fine, but how long was it really? You
haven’t told me!”

“Oh, sorry. It was all of five minutes.”

“That’s impossible!”

“Nope. Five minutes exactly,” he grinned, waving a wristwatch.

“Boy,” I muttered, “That’s really hard to believe. Five minutes!”

The push of the unwelcome sensation that marijuana always im-
posed on me was less present, now. I could ignore it most of the time.

Getting used to it. But it still isn’t my ally, as Shura would say. No, not
my ally.

I was about to turn on heat under a pot of soup when Shura said,
“Come here a minute, babe.”

I turned to see him standing about a foot from the sink, looking at
the large electric clock on the wall above the faucets. He motioned to me,
so I joined him and put an arm around his waist. He whispered, “Look at
the second hand.”

“Okay, I'm looking,” I said, not whispering.

“Notice anything?”

I watched the second hand and realized that it was moving very
slowly, ridiculously slowly. I said so to Shura.

“Let’s both concentrate on it,” he said, “And see how much more
slowing we can get.”

We were focusing tightly on the second hand, willing it to hold
back, slow down, when a surprising thing, a magically strange thing,
happened. We both saw it at the same time: a curtain of translucent beads,
threaded on lines of energy, between us and the clock face. The energy-
curtain didn’t block our view; we could see our second hand with absolute
clarity, but I knew — I knew — that, in reaching through the curtain with our
will, we were moving our entire selves — at least, mind and spirit — closer
to going through the shimmering beads, into a very different place, a reality
I couldn’t conceive of.
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This time it was I who whispered, “You see the curtain, too, don’t

ou?”
¢ “Of course I see it,” he replied, almost impatiently.

The second hand was almost still. Almost unmoving. I was hold-
ing my breath, knowing that it was about to stop, when Shura broke the
spell, loudly, “That’s it! Now we know we can do it, we don’t have to
actually go all the way, right?”

“What are you falking about!” I asked, astonished, “Why did you
pull back?”

There was something in his face, alook I couldn’t decipher; at least,
not until he said to me, “I don’t like to admit it, but I suddenly got scared.”

“Of what, honey?”

“Well, let me ask you this: what do you think happens when the
second hand stops moving?”

I didn’t have to think out the answer, “It probably means time has
stopped.”

“Exactly. And what happens to you and me when we find our-
selves in a place where there is no time?”

Iwasbeginning to understand, “Wemight getstuckand notbe able
to find our way out.”

“See, once you're in a place with no time, no sequence of events,
how can you even formulate the intent to get out?”

“Well, Imustadmit that the territory on the other side of the curtain
did have a strange — ah — feel to it. Maybe next time, we'll have somebody
babysit us; of course, I don’t know what a third person could actually do,
when you come down to it.”

“I don’t either.” said Shura, then stooped to kiss me, “Do you
forgive me, please?”

“Don’t be silly, sweetheart; nothing to forgive. It's even possible
you saved us both from a fate worse than — ,” and it suddenly hit me,

forcefully, that there really are fates worse than death, and that finding
yourself trapped in timelessness might well be one of them.

On the way back to our bedroom nest, I told him that one of the
most fascinating things about this experiment was the appearance of the
energy curtain, because it was identical to the curtain I had told him about
seeing on my life-changing peyote day, twenty-odd years ago, in the
Natural Science Museum with Sam Golding.

“Remember I told you about the time when we walked into the
dioramas, where there was nothing living — it was all steel and marble and
glass— and after just a moment or two, I began coming down, do you
remember?”

“Uh-hub, yes, I remember,” said my man, “You said you saw a
curtain —”



The Dred and Other Learning Experiences

“It was exactly like this one tonight, only bigger, and it separated
the two worlds, the one I had been in since eating the peyote, and the
ordinary world Iwas falling back into. Same curtain, honey. Iwonder what
it is?”

Shura pulled me onto the bed, “Oh, it’s probably just an ordinary
worlds-separator curtain, kid; nothing to fuss about. They’re a dime a
dozen, where I come from. Now, how about taking off all that unnecessary
clothing, hmm?”

Howwonderful, toend up with laughter instead of anger. 1t's thefirst time
THAT'’S happened, with pot. Maybe we should quit, while we’re ahead. Find other
ways to experience time-warping.

And so, indeed, it came to pass. Clearly, marijuana was simply not
our cup of tea, and we never took it again.
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CHAPTER 4. THE BRAZIL CAPER

(Alice’s voice)

In the mid 1980’s, somewhere around the month of April, Shura
received a phone call from a gentleman who introduced himself as Senhor
Giorgio Paros, a businessman from Brazil. He said, “I am here in the Bay
Area to consult with an American company, and also to see you, Doctor
Shura, on a very important matter.”

Shura replied, “Well, Senhor — excuse me, could you repeat your
name?”

The man gave his last name again and added, “Please call me
Senhor Giorgio, Sir. In Brazil, we do not use last names very much. Iwould
like also to bring with me a very good friend, Doctor Hector, the former
Assistant Secretary of Housing and Transportation of Brazil, if that would
be acceptable?”

Shura told me later, “He obviously didn’t want to go into details on
the phone, so I thought, what the heck, maybe you wouldn’t mind making
a few sandwiches for lunch tomorrow, and I invited them over. Is that okay
with you?”

Ilaughed, “Sure. It sounds pretty intriguing, with a former —what
was it? — assistant minister of something for Brazil, right?”

“Yeah,” said Shura, “Transportation, I think he said. Sounds as if
it might be interesting. And if it turns out to be a total dud, it'll only have
cost us a couple of hours and a bit of lunch.”

Well, it's hard not to be impressed by a minister ofanything of any country,
when you get down to it. Of course, this one’s a Former, which isn’t as good as a
Presently, and he was only an Assistant, not the Main Man, but so what! Former
Assistant Minister of anything coming to lunch is still pretty good, if you're an
ordinary run-of-the-mill social climber. Besides, it should make a good dining-out
story, if nothing else.

The next day, shortly after noon, the Boys from Brazil arrived with
abunch of flowers for the hostess, both of them carrying serious briefcases.
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The businessman, Georgio, was a big, burly character who looked like an
aging stormtrooper, with thinning hair and pale blue, penetrating eyes.

We sat down on the patio and talked, exchanging the necessary
pieces of basic information. Sr. Giorgio, it turned out, had long been a major
player in Brazilian radio as the owner of several stations, and was now
moving into television. Despite the faintly threatening first impression,
particularly when he scowled over some remembered annoyance, Giorgio
gradually emerged as something of a pussycat, a bit sentimental and rather
romantic in a way peculiar to Brazilians (as we were to discover later).

Giorgio’s friend, Dr. Hector, was a small-boned man in his late
sixties who seemed, at first, rather quiet for a politician; a bit self-effacing,
in fact. But as the afternoon wore on, as we all became increasingly familiar
with each other’s faces and voices, Dr. Hector relaxed and smiled more
often, and we began to understand his peculiar charm, the mixture of
sincerity — sometimes approaching intensity — and humor which must
have served him well in his government post.

But that’s getting ahead of my tale. Back to the first few minutes of
the meeting.

As I carried out plates of sandwiches to the patio, Giorgio was
saying, “Even in the banks, they list customers under their first names! Yes,
believe it, this is so!”

I didn’t have to look at Shura to know what the expression on his
face was: polite skepticism, mixed with frank amusement.

I can't believe that, either. Must be a bit of exaggeration somewhere. But
it does make a great Third World anecdote!

I brought out a large pitcher of iced tea and some bottles of
Calistoga water, then sat down and prepared to listen.

Asbackground to their not-yet-specified proposition, Giorgio told
us a story. It seems that, several years earlier, an American gentleman we
will call Borch, who had relocated to Rio de Janeiro, and who could not fully
explain to anyone’s satisfaction why he was unable to return to the United
States, married a wealthy Brazilianlady, and produced a couple of children.
Then he moved his entire family to an island in the Caribbean whose
authorities were notoriously friendly and accommodating towards for-
eigners with money, and within a few months, all his upper class acquain-
tances in Rio had received invitations to a new health spa. The brochure
emphasized a kind of therapy not usually offered by spas: psychological,
with emphasis on the resolving of marital discord and problems like
alcoholism.

The Brazilians poured into the new spa. Every Wednesday, the
owner, Mr. Borch, would bring out two vials from his private refrigerator.
The fluid in the first vial was red; that in the second, yellow. Each clientwas
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givena carefully measured amount from one or the other of the vials, served
in a beautifully designed miniature goblet, a small crystal bowl cradled in
a network of pewter. Borch referred to the medicine as The Essence, and
refused to further identify it.

The effect of the Essence medicine was astonishing, Georgio told
us. “You had a feeling that God had entered your soul, and all was peace
inside you,” he said, “If you looked at somebody, you felt love for him,
compassion, you understand? For married couples, it was miraculous. All
the emotions — yes? — the feelings they had in the past for each other; all
these returned, just like the day of their marriage.”

Shura and I listened to the account in fascinated silence, but both of
us were beginning to feel the pressure of questions needing tobe asked, and
I actually had my mouth open to say something, when Dr. Hector spoke up
for the first time since the story began, and stunned us back into listening.

“Once, when I had expressed myself to Mr. Borch again,” the grey-
suited little gentleman said, “About wishing to know what was in the
Essence, he told me that I could have faith in its value and its purity, because
ithad been created by one of the world’s most respected scientists, a chemist
called Alexander Borodin, and that it was not necessary for me to know
anything else.”

“Oh, my God!” I breathed, then laughed.

Shura protested, “I've never heard of anyone named Borch, and I
certainly never supplied him with any drug!”

Georgio gestured impatiently, “Yes, yes, Hector and I decided this
ourselves—that you had nothing to do with it—when weinvestigated and
found out who you were.”

I'wonder if he uses the word, “investigated,” the same way we would use
it. Sort of implies private detectives and all that sort of thing. Maybe better not to
know.

One burning question had arisen in my mind, and I decided now
was the time to get an answer, before the conversation got any more
complicated. Ileaned forward in my chair and asked, looking from one to
the other, “How much did these clients pay for the miraculous spa treat-
ment, if you don’t mind my curiosity?”

“Most of us paid twenty-five thousand dollars per week,” said
Giorgio.

Shura and I looked at each other, eyes wide.

“Oog,” I said, brilliantly.

“Sounds like a pretty good scam,” said Shura, nodding his appre-
ciation.

“In the last week at the spa,” said Hector, “Georgio and I managed
to divert some of our Essence medicine, and we took the sample with us
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when we left. Wehad it analyzed in the United States. It was a drug called
MDMA.”

“Oh, boy,” I said.

Shura just grunted.

Giorgio leaned forward, and I saw how the expensive suit pulled
under his arms. I'said, “Why don’t you gentlemen take off your jackets; it's
too warm to be formal.”

They both smiled and followed my suggestion.

Sr. Giorgio leaned forward again, his elbows on the white patio
table. He was wearing dark red garters around his shirtsleeves. His hands
met each other in prayer position at the tip of his nose as he paused,
obviously reviewing what was to come next.

Shura and I waited, respectfully. Dr. Hector sat back in his chair,
eyes closed in the soft sunlight, apparently content to have his friend do the
talking, for the moment.

Finally, Giorgio opened up Stage Two. “The reason we are here,
Doctor Shura,” he said, speaking slowly, “Is that we do not wish to go back
to the Borch spa, for many reasons.”

Twenty-five thousand a week would be reason enough for me.

Shura nodded.

“But we —all of my friends who have been there —believe that this
medicine, this Essence — the MDMA — is of great value. We have a plan
to open a clinic in Rio, where we live, and teach people to administer it to
patients, yes?”

Shura shifted in his chair.

“We would like to do research,” continued Giorgio, “ And establish
this medicine as a respected way to solve many problems for people who
have pain in their souls. Do you understand?”

He's hitting all the right buttons, so far.

Shura said, “Do you have permission from the authorities in Brazil
to do this?”

Dr. Hector spoke up, “Yes, we are working on that now. I have a
good friend who has access to the President, and it will be only a matter of
time.”

Shura asked another blunt one, “What is the legal status of MDMA
in Brazil?”

Giorgio looked over at Dr. Hector, then answered, “At the present
time, it is not named in any of our laws. It is legal.”

“You mean,” said Shura, smiling gently, “It is not illegal, am I
right?”

The light blue eyes squinted, then the big man laughed, “Yes, I
suppose that is true. We hope to sanctify the use of this medicine by
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employing it in our clinic. Does this make sense to you?”

Sanctify? Wouw.

“It sounds very interesting.” replied Shura, cautiously. He paused
for a moment, then asked, “And how can I be of help to you?”

“We would like,” said Giorgio, glancing at Dr. Hector, who nod-
ded, “To invite you— and your wife, of course — to come down to Rio and
meet our friends, and talk to a group of doctors and psychiatrists about this
medicine, and how it canbe used. And we would like you to make a supply
of MDMA for us, for our clinic, so that we can begin the good work.”

“I would be most happy to do so,” said Shura, courteously, even a
bit formally, “As long as you can assure me that I will not be breaking any
of thelaws of Brazil. Ihave to have absolute certainty about that. At present,
MDMA is not illegal in the United States, but I don’t know anything about
Brazilian drug law, and I cannot be put in the position of doing anything in
a foreign country which is even slightly questionable, as I'm sure you
understand.”

“Absolutely!” declared Giorgio, while Dr. Hector murmured, “Of
course, of course.”

“By the time you get to Rio, my dear friend,” assured Giorgio, “We
willhave copies of all Brazilian law that has relation to this project. ButIcan
promise you already that you will not be breaking any laws of our country.
We would not ask you to do such a thing. You are a great man, a great
scientist, and we have deep respect for you, for your reputation. Beassured,
all will be legal and honorable.”

So we agreed to go to Rio de Janeiro.

When the airline tickets arrived in the mail, they were for mid-June,
on Pan American, in first class for the first leg of the journey, and business
class for the second. The return trip tickets were included in the package,
for a date two weeks later, also Pan American, again first and business class.

“Oh, my God, Honey,” I breathed, “First class! I've never flown first
class in my life, have you?”

“Nope,” said The Great Scientist, “And I don’t expect to again, to
tell the truth. Should be an interesting experience.”

“Interesting?” 1 gasped, “You bet yore sweet bippy, it’s gonna be

interesting!” Igot up and went around in back of him, and planted a loud,
smoochy kiss on his neck. He kept his dignity, as usual, barely glancing up

as 1 did a modified Bossa Nova past him, through the kitchen and into the
hall.

FRIDAY Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 10 p.m.

“It seems only wise to begin making notes now, considering the
amount of activity that might continue for the rest of our stay. If today —
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our first day here — is any indication, we are going to be inundated by
people, energy, questions, enthusiasms, happy noise, food, sightseeing,
and maybe even some chemistry.”

The entire trip had been as comfortable and smooth as a long
journey by air could possibly be. We had been in first class from San
Francisco to Miami, a new experience, since each of us had always before
traveled as a peasant among peasants. Both leg room and food are worlds
better in first class. They gave us a menu from which to choose our main
course (in this case for breakfast) and what we got was an omelet with an
exquisite filet mignon and potatoes, along with fresh fruit, yeasty rolls,
coffee and a choice of liquors and wines. I did a small double-take at the
alcohol on the menu, right up there with eggs and strawberry jam.

I wonder why they offer alcohol with breakfast; maybe a lot of people who
fly first class are alcoholics; successful, driven people who can’t relax unless they
drink? And the airline wants those kinds of customers to feel that it's okay to order
wine early in the day without being embarrassed or defensive?

In Miami, we faced a seven-hour layover, which we spent in utter
comfort in a room reserved for us at the Miami International Airport
Hotel, where we fooled around on the fresh sheets as the air conditioning
hummed away. All the hotel reservations, as well as the airline tickets, had
been arranged and paid for by our Brazilian hosts. By the time our Pan Am
flight to Rio was ready for boarding, we were refreshed, cleaned up and
minimally tired.

All we knew about our next plane, Pam Am flight 441, was that we
would be in something called Clipper Class. Turned out to be their term for
what other airlines usually call business class, between first and peasant.
We had never before flown that, either.

The leg room was still good, and the food only slightly less impres-
sive than first, and we were perfectly content. My faith in Pan Am was, at
that point, absolute.

Finally, we landed in Rio de Janeiro. The first proof of our hosts’
influence and importance was in the way we went through immigration
and customs. Dr. Hector met us coming off the plane and introduced us to
two young men who apparently worked for the airport; one spoke good
English, the other no English at all. While one of them stayed with us,
obliging Shura’s desire for a lesson in Portuguese (I was watching the
carousel for our suitcases), the other went off with our passports and visas
(Shura told me later that he felt a stab of panic as our vital papers disap-
peared in the hands of a stranger). Within a few minutes, the gentleman
returned with our papers in order, properly stamped.

“Thus is the path smoothed for the Great One,” I intoned, making
a token curtsey, “And the Great One’s humble and adoring wife.”

“It certainly beats waiting in line,” grinned Shura.
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When the bags had been retrieved, we were shepherded past a line
of waiting people and through an electronic gateway with a sign that said:
“If vou don’t have anything to declare, push the green button and go
through,” which wedid. At that point, we were apparently finished with
anv offidal procedures and free to leave the airport. I whispered to Shura,
“Sort of like the King and Queen of California, yes?”

One could not help being impressed.

Once out of the Rio airport, in an area where cars picked up
passengers, we saw Sr. Giorgio and his lovely wife, Lena, of whom he had
spoken with some pride, and Dr. Hector’s wife, Rita, who was equally
attractive.

I wrote: “Both women are in their forties or maybe fifties, but the
evelids and dewlaps have been expertly taken care of by one or another of
Rio’s famous plastic surgeons. As we were to discover, it isn’t considered
something to be kept secret here, if youve had the signs of aging smoothed
out; women boast about 'their’ plastic surgeon, who is always the best and
owns three homes in at least two countries to prove it.”

There was animmediate sense of being welcomed without reserva-
tions, with none of the cool surveying, the critical inspection underneath the
polite smiles, that would be expected from upper-class women in North
America, meeting you for the first time. That isn’t to say the inspection
wasn’t going on; after all, we look, we evaluate, we do a lot of comparing the
first time we meet a stranger, no matter who we are or in what country. It’s
just that the instinct to make the new person welcome seemed uppermost
at that moment, and the watchfulness less obvious.

We got into Giorgio and Lena’s big American car, since it was their
house (the “summer house”) we were to stay in. Within a few minutes, I
found myself regretting thatI'd packed the camera in the back of the car; we
were driving past the favelas — the shacks of the poor — climbing steeply
up the hillsides. Red, blue, green, yellow, black and pink shacks, the paint
scuffed and peeling. It was apparent that, in a reversal of what one finds in
most countries, the Brazilian poor have the hills and the rich have the
flatlands.

The famed Rio hills are quite extraordinary; they are like very large
versions of the sharply up and down hills of China. Sugar Loaf is a massive,
round-topped rock, a great solid piece, scored deeply on ts sides as if it had
risen in one huge, screaming up-thrust from the depths of the earth, eons
ago.

Qur car drove along the beautiful beachfront sidewalk familiar
from photographs, with its lovely tilework in wave patterns, stretching as
far as we could see.

Lena turned to me and said, regretfully, “You cannot go into the
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water. Itis so pretty, but you cannot swim.”

We asked why.

“It is poisoned,” said Giorgio, “Because there are no sewers in the
favelas, you understand? So the— everything — comes down the hills, and
it all goes into the bay.”

Shura was in the front passenger seat, but I knew we must be
thinking pretty much the same thing.

Jesus! That’s what's meant by Third World. Instead of building sewers
for the poor on the hill, they let the sewerage flow into their bay and ruin it, then they
shrug and say what a pity it is, what a shame, as if it were all an act of God.

I realized suddenly that I was extremely tired from the long trip,
and would have to pay attention to what I said out loud, and the tone in
which I said it.

Keep your irritables to yourself, kid.

There was a remark made by Giorgio, somewhere during the ride
— perhaps while we were passing the clustered favelas up on the hillsides
— about democracy being a fine idea, but it wasn’t working here in Brazil;
that things had been better controlled when the military was in power
(althoughhe added, perhaps out of courtesy to his guests, that he didn’t feel
comfortable with the idea of a military government). I think this was said
just after he mentioned that the inflation rate was now one per cent every
day.

The attitude expressed, during that car ride and afterwards, toward
the people who live in the favelas was pretty much the same attitude to be
found in every city when the rich are talking about the poor: resentment
overlying anxiety and a certain chronic sense of guilt. It is a subject that
outsiders are well advised to stay away from in any country, but especially
ina placelike Brazil, where thereis nota large middle class, where thereare,
for the most part, only the very rich and the extremely poor.

On the beachfront, we passed huge hotels with carefully tended
tropical gardens in front. Graffiti were everywhere, even on second and
third stories of some of the tall buildings; many were faced with marble and
all looked expensive. There were palm trees, fig trees, and one could
glimpse carefully maintained miniature gardens between the hotels. Yet,
despite the luxuriousness of this rich peoples’ playground, I was aware of
something typical of the tropics: an impression that decay was just around
the corner, that if those in charge of maintenance failed for a week or two to
make sure things were polished and cleaned, there would be a fast deterio-
ration of surfaces, a growth of fungus in the crevices, grey-brown dust
everywhere. It could have been an effect of the overcast sky, this sense-
impression; perhaps it was the result of too few hours of sleep.

It was now winter in Brazil, which meant daytime temperatures in
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the 70’s, for the most part, although sometimes it slipped into the low 80's.
(We eventually got used to the Brazilians apologizing for the cold weather.)

What our hosts called the summer house had been built by Giorgio
(he said) for Lena, and he complained during the drive there that, once it
was built, she decided she didn’t want to live in it, preferring their down-
town apartment.

Lena looked over at me (we were in the back seat) and grinned.
Giorgio's voice had conveyed a distinct touch of indulgence along with the
exasperation, and I thought about Brazil being aman’s world, and the subtle
power games that go on between male and female in a patriarchal, ma-
chismo society.

It became clear, as the conversation continued, that the new place
actually was used, despite Giorgio’s complaints. They entertained there,
because it had more room than their old apartment, and when friends from
out of town came to stay, everybody moved into the summer house. The
neighborhood was one of Rio’s finest and most expensive, with brand new
houses going up in every block. There was a watchman at the entrance gate
and he was in charge of a movable crossing barrier, and there were speed
bumps staggered on the pavement to insure that “unauthorized” vehicles
would have a very tough time getting through. Authorized cars didn't
exactly speed along, either.

Giorgio told us astory about life in the enclaves of therich. He said,
“Six months ago, we began to have many burglaries here, one house after
another. Whenever the people would leave to go back to their apartments
in the city, their house would become a victim. We were broken into, also.
Finally, itwas discovered that the watchman at the entrance gate was telling
his friends which houses were empty, and they would come in at night and
take everything. They could take their time, without fear, because the
watchman always knew when the owners would return. That is part of his
job, you see, to know which houses are empty, without servants, so he can
keep his eye on them and protect them from thieves!”

We laughed, and Shura asked if the present watchman had been
put through a very complete inspection before being hired.

“You bet,” chuckled Giorgio, “He was investigated like he was
taking a position inabank vault. Heisso clean, he hasahalo over hishead!”
His booming laughter filled the car. Then we pulled into a driveway and
parked.

The house was five stories (if you counted the little outlook on the
top as a story), built of concrete and wood. Not particularly pretty outside,
but very attractive inside, with white plaster walls and rich brown wood.
Some delicious pieces of carved furniture — I was told they were Brazilian
antiques — tempted me to stroke surfaces and edges. On one wall of the
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living room was a huge African ceremonial mask. Giorgio said this was in
honor of his Negroblood (like many people in Brazil, and especially in Rio,
heisamixtureof several racesand proud of all of them). Inoted some potted
plants with thick trunks, their large green leaves climbing up the white
walls. Big armchairs all over the room, and a long couch.

In the kitchen, we met Corazon, (which means “heart”) who, Lena
explained, was to be our cook, housekeeper and friend. She was a mixture
of Portuguese, Italian, Negro (the Brazilians are comfortable with that
word)and Amazonian Indian, and shehad lived for four yearsin New York,
so her English was very good. During our stay, she did our laundry with
loving care, made the beds, cooked extraordinary meals, made constant
strong Brazilian coffee for us, and interpreted the world around us whenwe
needed to understand this very different culture.

She was also very, very pregnant.

On the second floor was our bedroom, very big, with furniture
Shura finally, after some thought, identified as French moderne of the
Jacques Tati era.

No facecloths anywhere. (I was to discover that facecloths are
unknown in Brazil, as well as in many other countries, First as well as Third
World.)

The bed had a hard mattress which Shura liked. The view from one
side of the room, when we opened the sliding doors, was lovely: below us
was the tree-lined cobblestoned street, and we could glimpse houses roofed
in red tile on the other side of it. There were palms and mimosa trees
growing in their gardens.

We slept for a couple of hours, then dressed for the first social
obligation of our visit: meeting the “Family.” This was what they called
themselves, the group of about 35 people who took MDMA either once a
week or perhaps only once a month. Giorgio explained that usually not all
of them would be gathering together in the same house —eight to ten being
considered the preferred maximum for the MDMA experience — but that
this evening, in honor of our visit, the whole group had been invited for
questions and answers and general celebration.

I wore a long, loose, white cotton dress with ruffles, comfortable
and relatively graceful. Shura had already been told that ties simply were
not worn in Brazil, except to the office when necessary and when meeting
with VIP’s of certain kinds, so he had on a sports shirt with his new dark

ants.
P The first lesson was in the ways of greeting. Women are welcomed
in the French manner with a kiss on each cheek, kiss left then right; men
shake hands with men or grip each other’s arms or shoulders. Several of the
guests did their best to confine themselves to the U.S. handshake, but we all
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soon adopted the nicer French double-buss. (By the time we fell into bed,
Shura and I had kissed more cheeks and gripped more forearms than we
would have believed possible in one single evening.)

Among the guests, this first time and the following day: Sr. Draggo
(the only one of the Family known by his last name) who waslightly scarred
from a crash in another South American country several years before. It
seems he was in a limousine which was mistaken for that of the president,
by some rebels or Communists or the CIA or whoever it is that’s in the
business of assassinating South American presidents. All in the car were
killed but Sr. Draggo. We were informed that he was an importer whose
specialty was trade with China, and that he owned four little companies of
various kinds, all of them in Brazil.

Sr. Leo: heavyset, with a big round face I liked immediately;
humorous, sad-funny and warm. He was also in business, import-export,
and spoke French, English, Arabic, Portuguese and Spanish.

His wife, Anita, was quite pretty. She wore her very blond hair in
a corona around her face, a style that I finally decided was old-fashioned
Parisian.

Pierre and Helena, who stayed in the house next door (on week-
ends) with daughter Delia and her husband Tomas. They were French.
Pierre owned half a dozen stores in Sao Paulo, all of them selling fabrics to
interior decorators.

Sr. Waldo, masseur. He was present the following day, giving
massages upstairs in the second-floor mini living room, but we weren’t sure
he had taken the MDMA. We speculated to each other that he probably
couldn’t afford it very often. (It had gradually become clear that our hosts
charged for the MDMA, although we were never told the price, and didn’t
ask. They had tobuy it from somebody, obviously, and Shura and I thought
it likely that they had made some kind of arrangement with the infamous
Borch — which would probably make it very expensive, indeed.)

Sr. Waldo was a gentle, sweet man who spoke no English. I made
allkinds of passionate gestures and noises about the incense he wasburning
during the massages, and the next day he brought me several bundles of it,
asa gift, along with some herbs, including one called Guarana (pronounced
with emphasis on the last “a”), an herb which interested Shura very much,
being apparently some kind of stimulant.

Doctor Roberto, plastic surgeon. A Good-looking, slender, talland
compulsively seductive man who appeared to be intelligent, and struck me
as being somewhat calculating. He asked some sharp and insightful
questions the first evening. Supposedly one of the best in his business.

Marina: a beautiful young woman, black haired, immature and
lovable, very spontaneous and expressive. She was the mistress of Dr.
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Roberto and the mother of his young daughter, Katya, who was also
beautiful (we met her some days later). Roberto had a wife (whom we were
to meet on Wednesday night at his birthday party) and two grown sons, one
of them a doctor who assisted Daddy at the plastic surgery clinic. Mistress
wasa member of the MDMA family; wife was not. Marina was studying art.

(All this information was fed to us — with undisguised relish —by
Giorgio and Lena, late that first night, after all the guests had gone.)

There were other people whose names were never quite made clear
in the general cheerful confusion. One was a heavy-set mulatto woman
with short hair and an open, friendly face, whose hobby was taking Kirlian
photographs. She handed round a set of them which was quite impressive,
showing before and after MDMA finger-tips from various family members.
The “after” revealed expansion of the glowing halo around each fingertip,
and the group responded to the photos with what sounded like expressions
of admiration and congratulations in Portuguese.

Oh, yes, the multi-millionaire. One hundred and twenty million or
so. Looked a lot like a certain handsome Spanish-American actor, and
seemed gracious, observantand self-contained. Senhor Carlos. (Onealways
finds out the name of a multi-millionaire.)

Another young plastic surgeon, dressed all in white, with his wife.
Open-faced, nice, good-looking, rather boyish.

And others, whose names we did hear and didn’t write down, but
should have, because we couldn’t remember any of them by the next day.

The gathering was in honor of us. We sat like royalty, side by side,
and answered questions all evening. Each guest took a turn presenting
himself, his business or profession, and history of MDMA use and benefits
derived therefrom. Then came the questions and discussions, with either
Giorgio or Dr. Hector translating when necessary. There seemed to be a
willingness, even an eagerness, to confess to emotional problems worked
through, marital problems straightened out, and weight problems over-
come.

A great many of the guests had been introduced to MDMA by Mr.
Borch, some others by members of the Family, we gathered. Although
everyone present had left the Borch operation, he was still regarded with
some reverence.

Shura and I had the impression that Mr. Borch was a consummate
salesman and persuader, with a very strong, charismatic personality.
Despite their expressed skepticism about this gentleman, our hosts still
talked about him with a touch of awe. It seemed to me that all these people
had given over a lot of their power to this would-be guru, and hadn’t yet
taken it all back.

We were still annoyed about his unauthorized use of Shura’s name
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in connection with his MDMA, and had discussed the possibility of con-
fronting him, but finally decided to forget the whole thing, because it simply
wasn’t worth the trouble. Besides, as Shura said at one point, “My name has
probably been mis-used more times and by more con artists than I really
want to know about, and I can’t sue all of them. Better to let it go.”

I agreed.

In any case, as Shura kept reminding me, we were well advised to
be subtle about our opinions regarding Mr. Borch, since he was still an
influence, evenif only slightly so,among these rich and naive Brazilians. He
said, “We should avoid making too many strong statements about some-
body we’ve never met and hope never to meet.”

That first evening, one of Shura’s most important (and, to judge
from the shocked silence, most surprising) bits of information to the group
was his remark that the cost of a dose of MDMA (they used 125 milligrams,
without supplement) was about a dollar. He felt it was a nice bit of data for
them.

The gathering lasted many hours, with constant excited talk and the
beginning of our multi-lingual experience. We found ourselves trying to
communicate in every language we had between us, Shura being better at
French and I at Spanish. Most of these people had some knowledge of one
or both, along with their native Portuguese.

Questions about MDMA use ranged from whether there is neuro-
logical damage to humans from the drug, to why the first experience is
never quite recaptured, and so on. The usual questions, in other words.

Shura’s answer to the first was, “At the usual therapeutic dosage
levels of between 100 and 150 milligrams per session, with or without a
supplement of 40 or 50 milligrams, there is no scientific evidence that there
is any neurological damage in humans. In certain laboratory animals, very
high dosage levels — higher than any equivalent dose that would be given
to humans — have shown damage, and in other lab animals, no damage at
all.”

His reply to the second question about the difficulty of recapturing
the first wonderful experience was, “Nobody knows why, but it seems to be
the case for most people I've talked to.”

One of the guests, a man who had been identified by Lena as a
psychiatrist, a middle-aged man with sharp, perceptive eyes in a kind face,
came over toward the end of the evening and gave me that most wonderful
of all compliments, telling me I was very “sympatico.” My favorite word,
in any language. Especially when applied to me. (We have no exact
translation, but it means that you're sympathetic, empathetic, understand-

ing and generally a nice, warm-fuzzy person.)

Then it was time to fold everything for the night, and we went
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through another round of kiss-kiss, hearty back-slaps (and occasional shy
hugs between men), explosive appreciations and gratitudes and all that.
We had begun what I later came to think of as The Week of Constant
Smiling.

SATURDAY:

The day of the MDMA. The people from last night's group, plus
some new ones who hadn’t been able to come before. Perhaps thirty five
peoplein all, give or take. Our hosts had made clear that they needed us to
“oversee” their MDMA experience, which would be very different from
what they were used to, in that the entire Family would be present, instead
of the usual eight or ten. Some of them were, they said later, a bit nervous
about the size of the group, but relaxed into it as time passed. We were not
expected to take the “medicine,” but just to be present and see if anything
was being done unwisely, or should be changed. We were relieved, not
having wanted to take anything at all, under any circumstances, downhere.
(The truth is, we usually did not participate in experiences with groups of
people whom we didn’t know very intimately, anywhere, in any country.)

After perhaps half an hour of very Latin noise and laughter, mouths
moving and hands flying, our hosts quieted everyone down and the
program began. First, they were each given 75 milligrams of the red
MDMA. Then the gentle mulatto woman led what she called a meditation,
in the softest of sing-song Portuguese. About thirty minutes after the first
half of the dose, came the second half, 50 milligrams. People talked, or sat
quietly by themselves, or wandered around, just like our own research
group. Shura and I were kept busy by people asking questions or telling us
theirlife stories and innermost secrets. Just like most people taking MDMA.
In four languages.

Well, there aren’t that many advantages to growing older, when you get
down to it, but now and then you do find yourself enjoying a situation that wouldn't
have happened when you were young and beautiful. Herewe are, Shuraand I, being
treated like Old Wise Man and Woman, being told things, being asked for our
opinions, being looked at as if we know more than anyone else, as if we can solve what
10 one else can solve. We are the wise elders, and best of all, we're strangers, so we
get all the juiciest positive projections. It’s enough to turn your head, yes it is.

Isatand talked for some time with a young man in his late twenties,
who told me he’d had a terrible alcohol problem and alot of depression and
anger, which was relieved by MDMA (his parents joined us later and
confirmed his story).

The weather was muggy and the sky slightly overcast. Somebody
mentioned that it was one of the many Brazilian holidays, the feast of Saint
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Somebody, and webegan to hear the fireworks which continued, offand on,
throughout the day.

Our group dispersed relatively early, after several hours of talk
with people who had wanted to share intimate thoughts, or ask advice on
some deeply personal problem, or even to say thank you to us for having
come. More kiss left, kiss right, hugs, more, “See you tomorrow.”

In the evening, we went for a ride with our hosts to the nearest
beach, where we parked, locked the car and went down onto the fine sand
to pick up tiny shells and watch the old fishermen sitting with their lines in
the surf, lanterns glowing beside their chairs. As the stars began to appear,
Shura and I had our first view of the Southern Cross. Westood, arms around
each other’s waists, looking at the unfamiliar constellations and marveling
at their beauty.

Back at the house, we excused ourselves and while Shura wrote
upstairs in the little not-quite-finished astronomy-study with its big win-
dows, I unpacked some of our clothes and hung them up in the bedroom
closet.

Peace and quiet for a while, then Dr. Hector arrived. People do that
in Rio, we were told. They just arrive, expected or not. When we heard
Giorgio’s booming voice calling us downstairs to “Hear the good news that
Doctor Hector has for you,” we obliged with eagerness only slightly
tempered by tiredness.

Shura had, by now, heard from several different sources that there
were going to be two labs for the making of MDMA. The original plan, to
use a lab in the university, had fallen through when the university went on
strike, so there had been a search for a substitute. Of course, there were
politics to be considered — the Family kind — (we didn’t really know what
they were, only that they existed, and we’d heard hints of concerns, such as
how much of the magic alchemical procedure was to be made known to this
person or that, and does half of the MDMA go to the use of the Family and
the other half to the future clinjc?). Shura had been getting increasingly
anxious to know whether he would have to split the procedure between two
labs, or whether he could do it in the most convenient way: in one place at
one time.

But first and foremost, as he reminded me on our way down the
stairs, he wanted definite word on the legal aspects of what he was being
asked to do, and Dr. Hector was the person to give him answers.

In the big living room, we went through the usual hugs and
greetings before settling into armchairs. In response to Shura’s direct
question, Dr. Hector smiled and told him that, after intensive investigation
and consultation with friends in the government, he could say without
hesitation that the proposed manufacturing of MDMA, especially for
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clinical use, was absolutely legal in Brazil. He added, “We will have final
approval for our project in a few days, when my friend has a chance to talk
to the right authorities, but that is only a formality.”

Shurabreathed a very audible sigh of relief, and thanked Dr. Hector
for having cleared up the question of most importance to him, what he
called the only remaining barrier to making MDMA for the Family and the
shortly-to-be-launched clinic.

A sherbert-cool breeze was coming through the open doors, to my
immense relief; T had been sweating in the earlier humid warmth, and now,
finally, I was feeling comfortable.

Dr. Hector, looking even thinner than usual on the long, blue-and-
green patterned couch, leaned forward and braced himself on his knees. He
said to Shura, “We have decided we will use Doctor Roberto’s laboratory,
in his clinic where he does surgery, in the town of Niteroi. I think you will
like it; it is a nice place.”

Shura nodded, smiling, obviously relieved at hearing something
that sounded like a plan taking shape. “It’s all well and good,” he’d told me
earlier, “To be lionized and consulted and treated with respect and so on,
but if I'm down here to make MDMA for a clinic which might actually
produce some good publications, I'd like to get going.”

Dr. Hector continued, “We will have our chemist, Doctor Sol —he
speaks very good English — and he will bring all available equipment and
basic chemicals. He can work with you and learn the procedures.”

“Where does Doctor Sol usually work?” asked Shura.

“He is chief chemist at a large pharmaceutical company,” said Dr.
Hector, “And he is very intelligent, very sympatico.”

“Wonderful,” beamed Shura, “I look forward to getting started.”

Lena brought in a large pitcher of iced tea and glasses.

The discussion was now about the future clinic, and Shura was
telling our three friends that he had brought with him some 2C-B, just
enough for our hosts and wives to try, atleast for now, and we talked about
the use of 2C-B in psychotherapy. This time I joined in, because I was the
only one who had actually used it with patients.

After mentioning the most practical aspect of 2C-B, its relative
shortness, I explained that not as many patients would be able to benefit
from 2C-B as from MDMA, “Because MDMA is not a true psychedelic, as
you probably know. It opens the soul, or the psyche, to parts of itself that
are not usually accessible — “

I paused for some iced tea, and to glance at the faces around me; no
one looked particularly bored, so I continued.

“ —and itallows for a dropping of fear, the fear of seeing something
terrible inside yourself, so there can be a lot of insight work done. 2C-B, on
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the other hand, opens up a great deal more than that; it's a true psychedelic.
1like to say that while MDMA opens up the mind and the heart, 2C-B opens
up the gut, so to speak, the strong emotions, the great psychic energies, the
unconscious images — what they call archetypes — and I really think that
a patient should have worked with MDMA and intensive psychotherapy
for at least six months before you begin thinking about introducing them to
the different and deeper world of 2C-B.”

Was that understandable to peoplewho don’t speak Englishall that much?
I've got to watch the words I use here, try to be clear to everyone.

Suddenly, we were interrupted by the sound of loud firecrackers,
very close by, and I remembered somebody telling us earlier that today was
a saint’s birthday. We trooped upstairs to the second floor and out onto a
balcony, to see a fireworks display from a back yard two houses away,
where they were having a big barbecue party with traditional miniature
flags strung above the lawn.

No safe and sane firecrackers, these, but great whooshes of fire,
thunking and crackling to make crazy the ears. Several pieces of flaming
something fell back onto the tops of trees growing in the party yard and
stayed there, burning happily away, while we speculated as to how much
of the neighborhood was going to go up in smoke. Corazon, who had come
onto the balcony behind us to see the sight, remarked that whatever parts
of the tree had been burned would probably all grow back in a couple of
days. (Asit turned out, the next day there was no sign of tree damage at all.)

Lena pointed at balloons being sent up into the sky, and said, “You
see there, they have tied paper sacks onto the balloons, and inside the sacks
there are lighted candles, and they will wander all over the countryside like
flying stars!”

And set pretty little fires wherever they happen to come down.

Shura chuckled, probably only halfbelieving her, then asked, “Isn’t
that rather dangerous? I mean, what if they land on somebody’s roof, or in
a forest?”

Giorgio laughed, “Yes, yes, it is very dangerous, and every year
then:i are fires, but nobody wants to stop the beautiful balloons, so what can
you do?”

I could feel the Brazilian shrugs all around me, in the dark.

Finally, concluding that the neighborhood was going to stay intact,
we all hugged and kissed goodnight and went to bed.

SUNDAY:

Iwrote: “Warmer, maybe early 80’s in mid-morning. What I could
remember of my dreams last night had a negative, slightly anxious tinge, as
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if the unconscious had been working overtime, trying to deal with under-
currents of doubt about this whole situation, as well as the constant need to
interpret different languages, and fear of making social boo-boos.”

We had breakfast with our hosts; there was a large plate of fruit of
all kinds (I had read that in Brazil fresh fruit is eaten — usually — only for
breakfast, but we were told that thisjustisn’tso;it's used all the time inevery
kind of dish). There were pieces of pineapple, mango, papaya, some pear-
oranges (there are many kinds of oranges here as well as ten varieties of
bananas) and grapes. Coarse wheat bread, fine wheat bread, a kind of
cinnamon roll bread and superb Provolone cheese. Corazon cooked excel-
lent scrambled eggs with bacon. And there was plenty of the strong,
addictive Brazilian coffee, which most people here took with a lot of sugar.

This was tobe our sightseeing day. Despite Lena’s worry about the
probability that there would be too many tourists on Sugar Loaf, it was in
the program, and Giorgio wanted to stick to it. (As it turned out, it was just
as well he did, because the next day — and the next, and the next — we had
rain.)

We reached the entrance to the Sugar Loaf ticket place, and when
Giorgio parked his car and paid the car-person, he left his windshield
wipers sticking up and out. This is the way, he explained, to indicate that
one has already paid for parking.

We got into a gondola car running on cables, windows all around,
which left us on top of an intermediate mountain, Urca. Somehow, Shura
and I failed to understand from our friends that this was not the top of Sugar
Loaf; just one of those small glitches in communication. We posed for each
other’s photos while a small mariachi band, dressed in dowdy Disneyland
costumes (big mice and other strange animals) played what Shura de-
scribed as “Execrable music, a Junior High School band before it knows
which end of the instrument is up.” Then we heard shouts from Giorgio,
who waved us along and explained that we were only half way to Sugar
Loaf. Oh. We hurried along to the next gondola car,amused at the pathway,
which had been carefully set through the middle of the ultimate in souvenir
tourist-traps, numerous little booths hawking everything from miniature
flags to exercise videos.

On to Sugar Loaf. The top of the mountain, when we finally
disembarked, revealed a view which must be absolutely unrivaled in the
world. You couldn’t possibly have a more fantastic bay. Its fame is totally
justified. We just stood there, like all the other gawking tourists, and tried
totakeitallin. Giorgio and Lena watched us fondly, as we cohed and aahed
and pointed and gaped in astonishment.

Back to the city and lunch at Porxo, (pronounced somewhat like
Porshao) which is a chain of restaurants specializing in a great big salad-

81



82

TIHKAL — The Continuation

and-vegetable bar, with waiters who come around to your table with
various meats on metal skewers — chicken wrapped in bacon, several cuts
of roast beef, sausages — and they keep coming back, until you’ve had your
fill.

Wewerejoined by Dr. Hector and his pretty wife, Rita, at Porxo. We
ate,and ate, and ate. So far, Brazilian food had been totally irresistible. Now
we were eating hearts of palm, superb vegetables and farinas. Brazilians
like their food and rich Brazilians are gourmets; at least, our rich Brazilians
were.

Then on again, driving to the only shopping open on Sunday, a
spread of colored tents, striped awnings and handmade booths in a city
park, called the Hippie Market. There, I found exactly the kinds of things
I wanted to buy in Rio, including handmade clay pipes from the Amazon,
decorated with bits of jaguar fur or teeth.

Wedrove home to get ready for an evening spectacular. Shura and
I dressed up (no tie, of course) and were driven to a big theater called Scala.
Our transportation was furnished by the daughter and son-in-law of the
neighbors, Delia and Tomas. Delia spoke French and Portuguese, her
husband only Portuguese, so Shura and I talked in French, with a bit of
Spanish thrown in (usually by me) when in doubt.

Delia translated for Tomas. He had a few questions to ask about
psychedelic mushrooms, whichhehad taken and liked. He wanted to know
how to identify them, and Shura launched into one of his professorial
expositions, speaking a bit slower than usual, because he had to explain
everything in somewhat halting French; he also gave Tomas some informa-
tion about poisonous species and their dire effects.

At Scala, which was an immense two-tiered tourist showplace, we
had a long table right next to the stage. Our companions were the core
members of the Family, again, with one new and welcome addition: Dr. Sol,
the young chemist who had been assigned to assist Shura in the lab, and
learn his method of making MDMA.

Sr. Leo bought a program for us and later insisted on paying for
photos taken by the theater photographer. We had no Brazilian money,
since we hadn’t had a chance to change our American dollars, and Giorgio
had told us to wait until Monday, when such exchanges would open again.
In the meantime, everyone made clear, we should ask for anything we
wanted and it would be provided. We had no choice, but promised each
other we’d repay somehow.

The gold curtains parted, and the show, “Golden Brasil” began.
Musicveryloud, costumesloaded with sequins, the showgirls’ smiles glued
in place, host of ceremonies in white satin with lots of dark face makeup and
Las Vegas good looks. His smile was a dazzling gleam-o-rama of white
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teeth. Ziegfield Follies costumes, towering headdresses, feathers every-
where, even on the shoulders of the host of ceremonies. Bare breasts for
most of the girls and minimum underwear, if any, under the satin pants of
the young male dancers. My impression was that you could tell the status
of the females by whether or not they wore something over their breasts.
Claudia, the singing star, was fully dressed in satin, sequins and feathers.

Very pretty ladies, around 18 to 20 years old, good dancers. Some
of them actually seemed to be enjoying themselves, during some of the acts,
but most looked the way showgirls usually look — capped teeth fixed in
professional smiles, eyes focused elsewhere. A few probably stoned.
Excellent dancing.

The costumes emphasized the same thing that the mini-Bikinis of
Rio emphasize: the derriere. (I had seen postcards of mini-clad bathing
beauties on the beach, and nota single card showed any girl from the front.)
Derrieres are very popular, and there was a lot of fooling around on the
stage which emphasized the attraction of the “bum-bum,” (pronounced
“boom-boom,”) as it’s called in Brazil.

One thing was quite apparent on stage, as it is everywhere else in
Rio: they are proud of their mixture of races, and like to draw attention to
it. Which is very nice. The U.S. could use a bit of what they have here, in
regard to race-mixing. People boast about their native Indian or “Negro”
roots, and on the stage, the “naughty boys” running after the girls were
black, and the most popular and acclaimed dancing group were the Mulat-
tos.

The Mulattos did a real samba. The real samba is quite a dance. It's
said that very few people can do it properly, since it takes a flexibility of
joints, including hips, and an unbelievable quickness of foot. Whatever it
takes, the Mulattos had it. One of the best parts of the show.

The second best part of the show was a bearded man who danced
as The Gaucho (which is apparently Brazilian as well as Argentinian) and
did extraordinary things with two strings tipped with small wooden balls,
swinging them faster than the eye could see, the balls rattling in a fierce
rhythm on the floor. Wonderful.

The loud, stomping, brassy show, the glittering tons of sequins, the
Las Vegas atmosphere, reminded me of what we were already discovering
about Brazil — at least, the Rio part of it — a lot of sparkle and activity
overlying a great disquiet, anxiety and anger, because of theimpossible and
getting worse economic and political situation. I found myself thinking of
the tall skyscraper apartment, buildings set against the hills with their
massed favela shacks, the poor living in utter deprivation, no sewage
system, no running water, barely enough food to keep the children alive.
And then, of course, the inflation, not as bad as Argentina, but bad enough
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to promise serious trouble very soon. '

Corazon had told us, “Men work but sometimes they aren’t paid.
Eggs used to be, about a year ago, 10 cents a dozen; now they’re a dollar.
Often the workers can’t afford the bus fare to get to their jobs.”

Inevitably, as she explained it, a dreadful hopelessness sets in, and
nobody cares any more, because even those with two or three jobs can’t
make enough to keep up with the inflation, so they stop trying to work hard.
The increase in street crime reflects all this, and the increase in house break-
ins.

Dr. Sol, Shura’s new partner in chemistry, turned out to be young,
funny, very bright, and slightly Americanized, having spent four years on
the East Coast, where he studied. When the show ended, he said to Shura,
“Since I am invited to your house this evening, perhaps you and your wife
would like to go with me, in my car?” We accepted with pleasure.

During the drive, we were made aware of a quite different point of
view, regarding the MDMA-making and the proposed clinic.

Shura began the conversation by saying, “Well, 1 am very happy to
hear that you will be working with me in Doctor Roberto’s hospital, making
the MDMA. I've heard that you area fine chemist, and it will certainly make
my job easier to have you by my side!”

Dr. Sol smiled broadly and nodded, then turned serious, “I don’t
know if anyone has mentioned it to you, but my participation in this
adventure must be kept — ah — as quiet as possible, because of my
company, you understand?”

Shura said he understood, although I knew he didn’t at all; neither
of us did.

A small, uncomfortable silence settled in, and I decided to open up
the subject and find out exactly why Dr. Sol was uncomfortable. Ispoke up
from the back seat, “Why would your company object to your involvement
with this matter?”

His answer was a bit hesitant, as if he were searching for the right
words, perhaps not wanting to offend, “The owners are American, and they
are quite — ah — conservative. They would not be happy that I am doing
chemistry work outside of the company.” He paused, then continued,
“And there is another concern. The legal status of MDMA is not clear in
Brazil. But, in general, we follow the First World industrialized countries
when it comes to recommendations on drugs, unless our government
decides otherwise for reasons of its own.”

Uh-oh. That means nobody really knows for sure if making MDMA in
Brazil actually is legal or just not illegal, or what. Maybe Giorgio and company are

just being very optimistic, when they talk to us, and maybe it’s not as clear-cut as
they're making it seem.
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Shura shifted in his seat and tried to summarize, “So it's actually in
limbo, not really clear, whether it’s legal to make it here and use it in a clinic,
is that what you mean?”

“AsTunderstand it,” said Dr. Sol, “It is important for our people to
give good reasons, maybe like research in AIDS patients, or terminally ill
people, and to get permission from somebody in the government to do this.
But without such permission, it is, yes, a limbo situation. Unknown.”

Another small silence. Then Shura said, “Do you know if anyone
is actually proposing this plan to the right people in government, or are we
hearing only intentions and hopes?”

Dr. Sol made a sharp right turn and I saw the familiar entrance gate
to the Rich People’s enclave where we were staying. In the headlights I
caught sight of a large tree with immense white flowers, and caught my
breath.

These are the tropics, the tropics; it’s all so luxuriant, so rich, everything
growing, growing, sometimes inches every day. Almost too much to take in.

Dr. Sol slowed the car for the first speed bump within the com-
pound, and replied to Shura’s question, “Yes and no. Doctor Hector has a
close friend who knows the right officials in the government, and I under-
stand that he — the friend — is very soon going to talk to them and get
approval for the clinic plans, so it seems to me logical that we can go ahead
and prepare the MDMA for use, now that you are down here to show us the
procedure.”

I could feel Shura relaxing, letting it all go.

We have to trust these people. After all, Giorgio and Dr. Hector are pretty
powerful; they know important people, and they have access to them, so if they
believe it’s okay to go ahead, then we need to stop worrying about it and leave it in
their hands.

Back at the house, Dr. Hector and our hosts were already settling in
on the big, comfy couch and chairs. Lena served iced tea and wine, and the
conversation for the first few minutes was about the show attheScala. After
the laughter and reminiscences subsided, Giorgio leaned forward and said,
“Now, I have some interesting pieces of information concerning Mr. Borch
that Doctor Hector and I think you will want to hear.”

Everyone looked at him, and in the sudden silence, I could hear the
leaves of the house plants rustling slightly.

It's so damned muggy; I hope that’s the sound of moving air.

“First,” Giorgio said, “I read to you from a report by a private
detective who was employed to find out why Mr. Borch left the United
States, so many years ago.” Our host, blue eyes hooded, looked around at
the rest of us, his large face serious and intent.

I'll bet he’s enjoying the drama, though.
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“The subject,” he read outloud, “Is suspected of having embezzled
stock from a well-known investment firm in Chicago, and is still being
sought for questioning in that matter.”

Oh, boy! That should do it for any lingering emotional ties to the charming
Mpr. Borch!

Lena sat, hands to her face, looking truly shocked. She said
something in Portuguese which I guessed meant, “My God!” Dr. Sol leaned
back in his armchair and nodded thoughtfully, while Shura and I did our
best to look grave and hide our satisfaction. (As we admitted to each other
in private, later, we were relieved to hear some solid evidence of what had
been mostly, up to now, only a continuing sense of unease and distrust,
whenever we heard about the doings of Mister B.)

After some spirited talk about Mr. Borch, the Fugitive From Chi-
cago, Dr. Hector came up with the gem of the evening, atleast for Shura and
me. He chuckled and said to Giorgio, “Do you remember when he told us
that the Essence medicine at the spa had been made personally by Borodin,
and I'said that Iwanted to go and find Alexander Borodin myself, to ask him
questions about it? He told us that Borodin was ‘the Pope’ of this entire area
of knowledge, do youremember, Giorgio? And he warned me thatIshould
not try to see him under any circumstances, that this great scientist was
unapproachable and high up and that only Borch himself had any chance
of gaining admittance to that particular holy of holies!”

Shura was grinning, and I gave way completely to laughter, arms
wrapped over my stomach, almost sliding off the chair. It just wasn’t the
moment to worry about being ladylike.

Shura asked, “Did he actually use the word, ‘Pope?’”

Giorgio nodded vehemently, “Yes, yes, I swear to you!”

y I managed to croak, “1 especially like the idea of being the Pope’s
wife!”

On that supremely cheerful note, we called it a night.

MONDAY:

It wasraining in Rio. We were alone with Corazon in the house, our
hosts having gone back to their apartment in the city for the day. Over
lunch, Corazon filled us in on the situation in Brazil as she knew or believed
it, including who were the best and worst presidents (the current one was
among the worst). She explained the virtues of the young man running for
president in the November election, and told us about his idiotic mother,
who made a television appearance and said all the wrong things about the
blacks, the Indians and the poor. “But,” she added, “People know that you
can'tbe held responsible for your relatives. I do not think it will hurt him.”
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She believed that the former Brazilian presidents who died by
“suicide” or “accident” were murdered (probably true). She told us about
the “big hats,” who are in positions of power, and who accumulate money
without doing anything at all for the public. She said that all workers are
paid at the end of the month — if they are paid, that is — because that way
the employers can get the interest from the banks, which they don’t pass on
to the workers. Political corruption is rife, endemic, pervasive and all over
the place.

Corazon talked about her good and wonderful former employers,
the Draggo family (he was the one burned in the attempted assassination),
who were not what she calls “uppy-noses,” but very good people with good
minds. And she warned us about shopping, “Look at the prices before you
talk to the manager of the store tobuy, because otherwise, they see your face,
the price goes up.”

1 guess she means they can tell you're a foreigner.

She poured our second cups of coffee, cleared away the scrambled
egg plates, and said, “Jacques Cousteau made a documentary about the
cutting down of the Rain Forest, and made all Brazilians aware of the
situation, and he is a great hero for doing this.”

Shura and I exchanged glances and turned in our seats to face her,
nodding encouragement. Neither of us had seen the documentary, but we
were both deeply concerned about the Rain Forest and what was happening
toit.

According to Corazon, Cousteau had made clear that the Indian
tribes in the Amazon are or were being killed off or forced into 20th century
ways of life, which was destructive to them. But Corazon believed that the
real villains in the Amazon were not the Brazilian government people, but
the “Spanish people.” We understood thatshe meant the Spanish-speaking
people, the non-Brazilians, who had come barging in from other South
American countries to rape the Amazon Rain Forest of its wealth. She had
apparently not heard that the Brazilians themselves, and their government,
were doing most of the damage. What she had been told was that the poor
government couldn’t do anything, that it was powerless to prevent the
trouble.

Isuppose this was one place where we privately doubted Corazon's
information, keeping in mind that most of the time we trusted her views
more than those of the wealthy people who usually surrounded us. Wehad
seen their response to the favelas, heard their theories about laziness and
bad character being the cause of poverty and unemployment, and failed to
hear a single word, so far, from any of those generous and thoughtful
people, about the destruction of the great green Lungs-of-the-World to the
north.
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After breakfast, we retired to our little writing nest on the top floor,
and did a bit of work, then felt sleepy (both of us tended to have moments
like that, now and then, probably adjusting to the tropical humidity). We
went to the bedroom and lay together on the bed, looking out through the
open sliding door to the lovely view outside. Across the street, the colors of
roof tiles (red) and tree leaves (yellow and green) were sharpened by the
rain. We napped for a while.

Later, in the afternoon, Corazon enticed us into a superb dish she’d
made for us, a chayote souffle, which I raved over, since I had long loved
chayotes — called chou-chou in Brazil —but didn’t really know how to use
them well.

That evening, we were due to talk — both of us — to a roomful of
people, including some VIP’s, doctors and psychiatrists who were inter-
ested in the general area of psychoactive drugs. Dr. Hector would translate.
Shura decided to wear a white shirtand tie for thisevent, and I agreed it was
probably a good idea, tacticly speaking, when addressing a professional
audience, even in relaxed, informally dressed Rio.

Wedrove to the Miramar Hotel with Pierre and Helena again, using
our French. Actually, it was mostly Shura’s French, but I chimed in every
now and then, just to show that my heart was in the right place.

In the penthouse of the hotel, we were escorted into a room with
large windows and a bar where I was able to get a glass of ice water, and
there we met with some of the people who had come to hear from us about
psychoactive drugs in general, and MDMA therapy in particular. Men, in
this case, shook hands with Shura, North American style, while women did
the kiss-kiss as usual. Dr. Hector introduced the people — several physi-
cians among them — who spoke minimal or no English; those who spoke
English well introduced themselves.

After about fifteen minutes of handshaking and smiling, we were
shown to another room and a small stage, where a long table had been set
up. There were three chairs for Shura, me, and our translator, Dr. Hector.
I'sat to his right, Shura to his left, and while he addressed the audience in
Portuguese, I scanned the faces, recognizing our hosts and several people
from the Saturday MDMA group, as well as the medical contingent we had
just met in the other room.

It was my debut as an official speaker. I heard Dr. Hector introduce
me as “Doctor Alice,”(despite my request not to) and prepared for someone
in the audience, sooner or later, to ask whether I was a psychiatrist or a
psychologist, at which point I was going to have to say, “Neither, just a
therapist,” which might or might not lead to even more probing questions.

Shura gave his presentation, having some difficulty with the brand
new experience of being translated as he went along. It took a while for him
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to remember to deliver only a phrase or twobefore turning to Dr. Hector for
the translation. Since Shura is used to talking to an audience at 150 mph,
with digressions right and left, it presented him with some moments of
frustration, until he got the hang of it. And it was certainly the first time I'd
ever heard him talk at a normal rate of speed in public.

The usual questions came from all quarters. Now and then, when
it was a matter of a therapeutic application of MDMA, for instance, Shura
would turn tome, or Dr. Hector would. Ifound myself without the expected
stage-fright, perhaps because I already knew a great many of the faces by
then. But also, most probably, because I felt absolutely sure of what I was
saying, and of how to say it. Nice feeling.

Halfway through the whole business, we got another translator
whonot only knew English better than Dr. Hector, healsohad a gift of being
able to present ideas — Shura’s and his own — with great flair and poetry.
He kept getting applause. This was Dr. Leon, whom we had not metbefore.

There were about twenty or so people in the audience, and the
entire thing lasted, not the expected hour and ahalf, buta whole three hours.
Toward the end, when I had been the recipient of the questions for some
time, I felt my face flushing with the increased expectation of that dreaded
confrontation, but it didn’t happen. I was never asked for my credentials,
heaven knows why.

When it was over, Shura came up tome and quietly said thathe was
very proud of me, thatI had acquitted myself superbly, and a couple of other
nice things along that line. It was the best compliment I could possibly have
been given, and he was the one person from whom it was most meaningful.

We had supper in the hotel dining room with Dr. Roberto, the
charming, shrewd plastic surgeon, his mistress Marina, and the young Dr.
Leon, who had helped us out as second translator. He turned out to be the
head of the department of pharmacology at one of the universities, and was
apparently well respected by the medical community. He revealed that he
had taken many psychedelics, having both good and bad trips, and he
expressed to us his immense respect for their power, for what they made
possible.

We went to bed late, knowing that — as Shura phrased it — “We
done good, kid!”

TUESDAY:

Up at6:00a.m. for Lab Day. The original plan had allowed for three
days, but that had been the plan attached to the early idea of two labs.
Gradually, from odd conversations around us, we began to understand the
two-lab plan ashaving been an effort on the part of Dr. Roberto and his allies
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upstairs to what turned out to be a very large, well-equipped lab indeed,
and I expressed my surprise and admiration. He grinned proudly, then
excused himself, “Thave toleave you now; thereisa breast-implant waiting
for me. Please tell your husband I send to him my good wishes for his
endeavors, and I will see all of you later!”

When I returned to the scene of the chemistry, Dr. Sol had arrived.
Giorgio informed us that he, himself, would hang around to watch the
proceedings until a bit later, when he had an appointment with a Brigadier
General back in Rio.

Now and then, some stranger would pop in through the door and
lookaround, then duck back out, but nobody paid any attention. I assumed
they were clinic personnel who had heard rumors about something going
on in the old lab, and wanted to see for themselves. Shura and Sol were
already busy, unpacking equipment, and I heard the beginning of what
would become a familiar accompaniment to the doings of the day — bursts
of soft-voiced, sing-song cursing on the part of Shura, as he examined the
equipment he was expected to use in making MDMA.

At one point, he called me over from my seat in the far corner of the
lab, to look at a roll of aluminum foil, one of the essential ingredients in the
process. It hadn’t occurred to us that we perhaps should have brought our
own aluminum foil from the United States, until we looked at the rolls they
had there for our use.

Shura said to me, “Feel this, kid. It's thinner than the U.S. regular
foil — much thinner.” He looked concerned.

I crumpled a piece and agreed, “Yes, I see what you mean. But I
don’t understand; what difference does that make?”

“It's going to react faster and burn hotter, that’s what it means.”

“Oh,” I said.

Idon’tknow the first thing about chemistry, but Thad learned some
of the steps in making MDMA, many years ago; Id done it not just to help
make a good supply for the use of our therapist friends, but also to find out
whether I had any unsuspected knack for chemistry. (It hadn’t taken long
for both of us to come to the conclusion that I didn’t.)

One part of the process I remembered very well, the part where you
weigh out a certain amount of cut aluminum foil into a big flask, then add
a whole series of other chemicals and watch for heat to develop in the
mixture, and as soon as it gets pretty hot, you dunk the glass flask into a pot
of cold water, and you continue swirling the mixture and immersing the
bottom half of the flask in the water until the heat begins to drop and the
threat of a boil-over is gone.

I had volunteered to take care of this early part of the process, and
I could visualize all too well what Shura was warning me about: rapid heat
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to have MDMA synthesized in one lab for the use of an inner circle (chosen
by Dr. Roberto from among his intimate friends) and another batch made
in another lab for the clinic-to-be. Now it was onelab, one synthesis, and the
battle between the two factions would take place without our participation;
it wasn't our concern.

Giorgio was taking us in his car and, during the ride, the conversa-
tion turned to the driving of cars, and Giorgio filled us in on the rules of the
road in Rio. First, he said, nobody pays attention to lane markings. You just
sort of drive ahead, being careful to avoid everyone else who is just sort of
driving ahead, too. Rio trafficis like traffic on the German Autobahn; those
who are at the wheel are liable to be excellent drivers, because all others are
either dead or in the hospital. Also, after 10 p.m., nobody stops for red lights,
apparently to avoid being held up by robbers. The red lights are observed
again after 7:30 a.m., when the rush hour begins, but inbetween, you simply
watch out and drive carefully. (Especially when the light is green.)

We drove over the bridge to the city of Niteroi. It was raining, off
and on, asitwould all day —and the rest of the week. The tropics, I thought
to myself, look most tropical in the rain. The poor-cousin city of Niteroi
looked more genuinely Brazilian, somehow, than the glamorous Rio. There
were more of the little cantinas with their bottled fruit drinks, and lots of
small children in short pants and dirty undershirts. I glimpsed grey-white
walls invaded by the ever-present fungus, and noted that the tall condo-
miniums were fewer than in Rio. The graffiti were the same, though; no
building was safe from them.

We arrived at a place on the far side of the city, in a suburb full of
large, luxurious-looking houses.

The clinic building was large, and we were told that it was entirely
devoted to plastic surgery. Its lobby had all the marble and leather
appropriate to a place whose clientele is mostly wealthy women.

The lab turned out to be a recently abandoned one, a long, narrow
room with a bench running its entire length, and a sink. Someone had
boasted to Shura, the day before, that “The laboratory has running water!”
Which had led us both to some feverish speculation as to how impossible
this whole situation was going to be. We already knew that all, or most, of
the lab equipment, glassware and essential chemicals, would be brought in
by Dr. Sol, Shura’s fellow chemist for the day — from his own company
laboratory. What else we would find, what conditions, we were afraid to
guess.

There were windowsall along thebench-wall, and we opened most
of them in anticipation of wild smells to come. Dr. Hector came in, then Sr.
Draggo, then the handsome Dr. Roberto, who took my armand said, “Come
with me for a moment; I want you to see my new laboratory!” He led me
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upstairs to what turned out to be a very large, well-equipped lab indeed,
and I expressed my surprise and admiration. He grinned proudly, then
excused himself, “I have to leave you now; there is a breast-implant waiting
for me. Please tell your husband I send to him my good wishes for his
endeavors, and I will see all of you later!”

When I returned to the scene of the chemistry, Dr. Sol had arrived.
Giorgio informed us that he, himself, would hang around to watch the
proceedings until a bit later, when he had an appointment with a Brigadier
General back in Rio.

Now and then, some stranger would pop in through the door and
look around, then duck back out, but nobody paid any attention. Iassumed
they were clinic personnel who had heard rumors about something going
on in the old lab, and wanted to see for themselves. Shura and Sol were
already busy, unpacking equipment, and I heard the beginning of what
would become a familiar accompaniment to the doings of the day —bursts
of soft-voiced, sing-song cursing on the part of Shura, as he examined the
equipment he was expected to use in making MDMA.

Atone point, he called me over from my seat in the far corner of the
lab, to look at a roll of aluminum foil, one of the essential ingredients in the
process. It hadn’t occurred to us that we perhaps should have brought our
own aluminum foil from the United States, until we looked at the rolls they
had there for our use.

Shura said to me, “Feel this, kid. It’s thinner than the U.S. regular
foil — much thinner.” He looked concerned.

I crumpled a piece and agreed, “Yes, I see what you mean. But I
don’t understand; what difference does that make?”

“It’s going to react faster and burn hotter, that’s what it means.”

“Oh,” 1 said.

Idon’tknow the first thing about chemistry, butThad learned some
of the steps in making MDMA, many years ago; I’d done it not just to help
make a good supply for the use of our therapist friends, but also to find out
whether I had any unsuspected knack for chemistry. (It hadn’t taken long
for both of us to come to the conclusion that I didn't.)

One partof the process I remembered very well, the part where you
weigh out a certain amount of cut aluminum foil into a big flask, then add
a whole series of other chemicals and watch for heat to develop in the
mixture, and as soon as it gets pretty hot, you dunk the glass flask into a pot
of cold water, and you continue swirling the mixture and immersing the
bottom half of the flask in the water until the heat begins to drop and the
threat of a boil-over is gone.

T'had volunteered to take care of this early part of the process, and
I could visualize all too well what Shura was warning me about: rapid heat
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gain, boil-over, loss of too much valuable product, mess.

But first, we had to get to work, tearing strips of aluminum foil. Dr.
Hector was drafted to help me, and had to suffer the inevitable teasing from
both Sol and Shura, things like, “Who would have thought to see the former
Assistant Minister of Transportation and Housingsitting onastoolinan old
lab, tearing up aluminum foill What is going on here?” And other such
idiocies. To all of which he replied with a slightly conspiratorial smile,
followed by even more diligent tearing.

Dr. Sol had carried in several cartons of equipment, some of it
perfectly fine, some of it barely usable. There was an old rotary evaporator
which wobbled alarmingly; Shura patched it with duct tape. There was a
superb Buchner funnel among the treasures, but no sign of filter paper of the
right size, so our boys cut out a substitute from a piece of paper towel.

Shura was beginning to go happily manic, and kept teasing Sol
about Third World this and that, and the young chemist teased right back,
caught in the energy. Hooking up, pulling down, fitting on, screwing in,
both of them were delighted with the challenge one moment, despairing the
next, hoping all over again, and mildly hysterical most of the time. They
knew pretty well what they were dealing with, and what they would have
to invent or do without, and — as Dr. Hector said later, reverently — “We
were treated to a ballet of enthusiastic creativity, with Sol moving grace-
fully, doing what he had to do, following Shura’s directions and cautions,
while Shura danced.” Occasionally, when the Pope’s eyes met mine, he
rolled them wildly, and I grinned back.

I should note that our group of people (upper-crust? uppy-nose?
The Rich?) not only didn’t hesitate to refer to Brazil as Third World, they
were almost eager to point out that that’s what it was. However, after the
day in the lab, I did suggest to Shura that perhaps he should tone down his
references to Fourth, Fifth and Seventh World (this last being used to
describe the balance brought into the clinic by Sol).

When it was time to manage the first reaction — by dunking the
rapidly heating flask in a large stainless steel bucket of cold water at the
appropriate time — I sat on the floor at the end of the lab, and soon
discovered that I'd made a mistake. I was down in a corner, and there was
no flow of air from the windows to dissipate the fumes. There wasn’t much
I'could do about it for the moment, though; once the reaction was launched,
it kept going, and had to be attended to.

Because of the thin-ness of the aluminum, the reaction was going
hotter and faster than Id ever seen it go before, and suddenly it boiled up
and out of the top of the flask, although only a fraction of material was lost.
I continued immersing it in the water, and the boiling subsided. As

everyone was talking about getting ice-cubes from somewhere to keep the
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water cold, Dr. Hector, in shirtsleeves, came over and sat down beside me
on the small stool he had used earlier. He produced a folded magazine and
vigorously fanned my face, trying to get some air to me as I coughed — and
laughed — in a cloud of methylamine.

For the second flask (we were only doing two), the chemists sat me
up over the sink, and a fan was brought in to train on my face. The fan had
no front guard; otherwise it was fine. The second flask heated much more
slowly, withnoboilover, and whenIasked why it was going so much better,
Shura said, “I madesome adjustments,” and Isaid, “Well, they seem to have
worked.”

Finally, I'd done my part, and I went on a brief exploratory journey
down the corridors of the clinic, passing nurses and doctors and the
occasional patient in bandages, before returning to the lab and its strange
crew. Dr. Hector was still seated on his little stool, watching Shura and Sol
as they measured, stirred and poured, occasionally grunting in code to each
other.

I'went over to Dr. Hector. He pulled my sleeve to bring my head
closer to his, and whispered to me, “It is like being present at the birth of a
royal baby.” Ismiled at him and patted his shoulder.

He's such a funny, dear man; pretty romantic for a politician. But, then,
this is Brazil; everything’s a bit different in Brazil.

Dr. Roberto dropped in again, this time with his physician son, both
of themdressed for surgery, just to see thateverything was proceeding well.

I kept feeding small cups of Brazilian coffee to the chemists and
myself, then finally went off to a small room which Dr. Roberto had invited
me to use if I wanted to rest. In the small attached bathroom, I washed my
face and combed my hair and noted that there were no washcloths.

I wonder if washcloths just aren’t used in Brazil. Do other South
American countries have them? Funny how you take little things like that for
granted because you grow up with them, but washcloths aren’t really essential to
life, are they? They use these little handtowels instead, I guess.

Dr. Roberto took us to lunch — Dr. Hector, Sol, Shura and myself
— at another Porxo. This time, we ate more modestly. We talked briefly
about what was happening in the Rain Forest, and Dr. Roberto dismissed all
“rumors” about the killing of Indians. Never happened, he said, and we
said Oh, happy to hear that, and didn’t pursue the subject. The Rain Forest
and its Indians were obviously not one of the great doctor’s major concerns.

After lunch, he drove us to what I later decided was one of my
favorite places of the entire trip. The drive was up a hill, past banana trees,
which I'd never seen in person before. Small green bunches of ripening
bananas were visible, with alarge, wine-colored, heart-shaped pod hanging
from each tree.
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At the top of the hill, there was a crumbling cement overlook and
the remnants of a spiral staircase to an upper level which no longer existed.
The view was lovely, and we were surrounded by palm trees and flowering
bushes of different kinds, and it was the tropics, the real tropics, again. I
liked that place, with its quiet, and the humid air which had been cooled by
the rain, and I would have liked spending some time there. But after a few
minutes, we were off again, back to the Great Work. On the way down, Dr.
Roberto pointed out a mango tree, which looked to me a lot like a mimosa,
only not quite.

When we got back to the lab, I stood for a few minutes watching as
the two chemists resumed work. Then I remembered that this was the 4th
of July, and Shura’s and my wedding anniversary.

What better place to spend our anniversary than in a Third World clinic
laboratory, making MDMA for research which might or might not ever actually
take place, and if it did take place, might or might not ever produce an acceptable
scientific paper; with an ever-changing audience watching two hilarious chemists
wondering how they were going to manage with the antiquated equipment, trading
friendly insults, thoroughly enjoying the challenge. No better place.

Iretired to my own personal room and went to sleep on the hospital
bed. Slept soundly for a couple of hours.

When I returned to the lab, things were coming to an end. Shura
told me that there was no proper distillation equipment, so Sol was going
to take the product to his own company lab and complete the distillation
there. Discreetly.

They started repacking the glassware and the chemicals in their
cardboard boxes, while a tired audience watched. Now it was Dr. Roberto
and Marina, with their little daughter, the beautiful Katya. Also Dr. Hector
and Giorgio, and a young man who was introduced as an assistant to Sol.

Little bites of Brazilian pastry were brought up on a tray, and
between mouthfuls, everyone talked and asked questions and laughed and
offered congratulations.

Finally, the guests left for a while, and the two chemists were alone
in the lab, cleaning up. I was outside the door, at that point, just standing
there withanother cup of the strong, fragrant coffee, whenIheard loud yells
from inside. Both Shura and Sol were shouting, “Gimme five! Gimme
another five!” at the top of their lungs. I opened the door, stifling laughter,
and reminded them, in a stage whisper, that this WAS a hospital, yes, and
maybe a bit quieter, no? They put their fingers to their mouths like guilty
SCh];(;lbOYS, and subsided after one last vehement slap of each other’s
palms.

Back home, our host and hostess settled in front of the television
downstairs, to watch a Portuguese-dubbed re-run of the movie “Dune.” I
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told them that my favorite person in the movie was the hero’s baby sister,
the blue-eyed, lisping little girl with telekinetic powers. This seemed to
amuse them.

We went upstairs to write our notes for the day and fall into bed.

WEDNESDAY:

This was supposed to be a day of writing and quiet — nothing
exciting going on — until the evening, when we would dress up for Dr.
Roberto’sbirthday party athishome. So we wereall alone in the house, both
of us writing in the little study, with only Corazon downstairs. Ataround
11 a.m., we heard her feet on the stairs, and she appeared with a carafe of
coffee and two mugs for us, moving slowly because she was seven months
pregnant, going on eight. We thanked her effusively for having gone to all
that trouble, then we asked her some questions about her young husband’s
new job in Mato Grosso, questions such as, is Mato Grosso a state or a town
or both, and what kind of job, and she began telling us, tracing on the map
the location of the town called Mato Grosso, talking a bit slower than usual.

Then, suddenly, shesat down ona chairbeside me and said, “I have
to tell yousomething. I am feeling very strange, and itisbecause I took some
of the medicine thatis in the refrigerator. Delia (nextdoor)said thatshe took
it when she had problems and it helped her very much, and that I should
take some, just a little bit, so I did.”

Shura and I looked at each other, then Shura asked her how much
shehad taken, and she tried to indicate with thumb and forefinger, then said
she would show us in the refrigerator, so we all went very carefully down
the stairs, Corazon holding onto my hand for dear life, until we reached the
kitchen. We were making reassuring noises, telling her to go slowly, step
over the telephone cord, be careful here, take it easy there.

In the refrigerator door, there were two bottles, one empty. Thered
liquid was gone; the yellow wasleft. Corazonshowed ushow much she had
measured out in the bottle cap, and we later estimated that it might have
been, probably, possibly, maybe about 150 milligrams of MDMA. We
helped her recap the bottle and put everything back in the ‘frig, telling her
that this would remain a secret between the three of us, and she said thank
you.

(That, of course, was a somewhat unrealistic promise, because
eventually, someone would be sure to notice the empty bottle and probably
ask questions, but for the moment, we were going to pretend that none of
that would happen.)

We went into the living room, Corazon holding onto the back of my
shoulders as I moved, saying to both of us, “Ilike you very much,” to which
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we replied, truthfully, that we liked her very much, too. On the couch, she
sat with her knee touching mine, holding onto my hand except when
waving both of hers to illustrate a point. Her eyes were dilated and you
could actually see the nystagmus, the eye-wiggle, if you watched forit. We
told her it was normal with the medicine and would calm down, and not to
worry aboutit. Shelaughed and told us it didn’tbother her. Shura observed
that she was talking through her teeth, and she laughed again when she
realized he was right. We suggested a wet cloth (no washcloths in Brazil)
and I brought her a handtowel to chew on. I told her that the grinding of
teeth wasnormal, too, “Ithappens to everybody who takes this medicine for
the first time, my dear — for the first few times, in fact — this and the eye
wiggling; they won’t hurt you, they‘re just annoying.”

Corazon said she didn’t mind any of it; it was all right. She added,
“Everything is all right.”

Yes, yes; she’s getting that first magical gift of a good MDMA experience,
the deep sense that the universe is in balance, that — despite all evidence to the
contrary — all things really are going the way they’re supposed to.

We sat there, Shura and I, gazing at the familiar features, now
transformed. This was a different Corazon, her shining black hair framing
abrown-skinned face softened and radiant as that of a girl of sixteen; frown
lines had vanished from around eyes and mouth, and she was one of the
most beautiful people I had ever seen. When I glanced at Shura, at the
expression of awe on his face as he looked at Corazon, I knew he was seeing
her as I did.

Then she said, “I want to tell you about myself, because you are
good people, with good minds, and I do not want you to see me as just the
maid and a good cook, you know? I want you to see me as a person.”

Wenodded and Shurareplied, softly, “We are very glad to have the
opportunity to know you as a person.”

I smiled and squeezed her hand.

She had gone to New York, she said, when she was 16 or 17, and
married a young Italian, a blond Italian whose family was very white and
didn’tlike her because she was dark. “In my family,” she said, “Because we
are a mixture of races, some of my sisters are blond and some are dark like
me, and I am proud of all the different bloods I have inside me.”

But the Italian family treated her like dirt and kept telling the boy
he should get rid of her and marry someone who didn't look like a Negro.
She said she had never had this kind of treatment before in Brazil, and itwas
very hard, but she kept her pride.

One of the things she was proudest of, she told us, was her
grandmother on her mother’s side, who had been an Indian woman in the
Amazonjungle, painted face and all, climbing trees for fruit, knowing about
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the uses of plants and leaves and roots and stems for different kinds of
sickness.

“She was a wonderful, wise woman,” said Corazon, “And Ilearned
very much about that kind of medicine from her, and I wrote everything
down in a little notebook that I keep always with me.”

She said she had to work in New York and that her family in Brazil,
which is very large, kept asking her to send money, and she sent all she
could, but she had to live also, and she and her husband were very poor.
Finally, she told us, the pressures got too much for her; the hard work, the
discrimination, the hostility of her in-laws, the loneliness, the constant
demands from her family back home. One day she’d had enough, she was
too tired, always too tired so she couldn’t think clearly anymore, and she
climbed out of a window and let herself fall.

We didn’t ask from what floor.

Corazon said, several times, emphatically, “I did not have the plan
to kill myself. Tjust wanted arest. I wanted everything to stop for a while,
you know? So I could rest.”

We both nodded.

She sustained fractures of most of her facial bones, hip and leg
bones, and she was in the hospital for eight months. “Igot therest,” shesaid.
There was a good doctor who talked to her and gave her courage, and when
she was healed, he got her a good job at a fancy restaurant, where she made
decent money.

She told her husband that she was going back to Brazil, and asked
him to come with her, but he didn’t want to. She said, “Weloved each other,
butitwasn’tenough.” He told her he would go to Africa and marry another
black woman (so there! to his parents) and she said goodbye and went back
home.

She asked us if we would mind if she showed us something very
personal, and we said go ahead. She released my hand and took out her
upper teeth and her lower teeth, then popped them back in. Her jaw, she
told us, was synthetic and her cheekbones were too. She pulled up her skirt,
just far enough to show us the long, wide scar down the side of her right leg.

“You see?” she said, with an almost conspiratorial smile.

We told her, speaking the truth, that she was beautiful.

She reached over and took my hand again.

“When I returned to Brazil,” she told us, “I took some of the money
I'saved from my good job in New York, and I went to the best cooking school
in Rio.” Now, in the town of Mato Grosso, where her new young husband
had a job doing carpentry, some people who ran a ranch of some kind had

“asked her to train their kitchen staff. She was very pleased because it was
something she knew she could do well. She was going to journey to Mato
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Grosso as soon as this job — taking care of us — was over.

Shesaid, “I want to learn everything Ican whileIam alive, and I like
to spend time around people with good, rich minds, and you are people
who have minds like that, and I am so glad I met you.”

We told her we were learning a lot from her, more than from the
other people around us, and Shura said, “Thank you for sharing so much
with us — about Brazil and about yourself.”

Corazon reached out with her free left hand, and Shura took it in
both of his. His eyes were wet.

When she began coming down, we urged her to rest on her bed,
while we dressed for our evening out. She said that the doctor had told her
the baby was small, so she had to try to make it bigger before it was born.
She asked if we thought she had done something wrong in taking the
medicine, and we said no, it wasn’t wrong (this was not the time for a
lecture), but she shouldn’t take anything like that again until after the baby
was born and weaned. She said all right, she understood.

We hugged each other, and she went downstairs to her room.

“You never know —” said Shura, back in our bedroom, “— where
the next lesson is going to come from.”

"Wow,” said .

When we were dressed, we were picked up by Giorgio and Lena
and driven to the home of Dr. Roberto. We were now going to meet his wife,
the handsome, gracious (according to our hosts) Clara, who went through
life admired by all who knew her, and never mentioned or in any way
acknowledged the existence of the mistress, Marina, or the lovely little
Katya.

Shura, seated in frontbecause of hislong legs, turned to Giorgio and
said, “I remember, on the lab day, Dr. Roberto came in with his doctor son
forafew minutes. Then, muchlater, when we were packing up, his mistress
came in with the little girl. They must have met each other; I mean, the —
Marina and her daughter and Roberto’s son — *

Lena replied with a chuckle, “But it has not happened yet. And if
it did happen, everyone thinks probably they would ignore each other.”

Isaid what a pity that the adult sons and the young Katya could not
form some kind of relationship; it seemed un-natural and sad that they
pretended each other didn’t exist. Our hosts said, but that's the way they
are doing it, and yes, it is a pity.

Soap opera of Rio de Janeiro’s Uppy-Noses.

Our surgeon’s house was very large, with an immense living room
whose walls were hung with paintings — good ones, mostly modern and
by Brazilian artists, but one signed Klee — and we were greeted by the
gracious Clara, who was, as advertised, a very handsome woman; she had
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_aslim figure and was dressed in red and black sequins. Looking around at
the roomful of expensively dressed women, one gathered that sequins were
in, this season.

Outside theliving room was abig deck with numerous tables set for
guests. The deck ended at what I thought was a swimming pool (I hadn’t
realized we were on the bay), until I looked to the right and saw a yacht
floating on the water. A large yacht. Shura came out onto the deck behind
me, and [ poked hisarm and pointed. He whistled softly,and weboth stood
there, looking at the pretty boat in reverent silence.

“This,” I remarked, “Is why people become plastic surgeons in
Brazil.”

“I do congratulate you,” he said, “On a remarkable bit of insight.”

A few minutes later, rain was beginning to fall. We satata table in
a protected part of the huge deck with Giorgio and Lena, and soon Dr.
Hector’s wife, Rita, joined us. The rain was now coming down heavily and
a strong wind was blowing, making the exposed part of the deck uninhab-
itable. Servants unrolled canvas walls with plastic windows in them, to
shield us from the weather, and I saw lightning outside, to my great delight.
I'love lightning.

Our table now included the chemist, Sol, Sr. Draggo and his pretty
young wife, Sonia, who was wearing a simple, expensive little dress of black
velvet. Chairs were being borrowed from other tables and dragged over to
ours, and the sounds of laughter and loud talk competed with the storm
howling outside the canvas cover. I wondered how the yacht was doing.

There was a kind of musical chairs going on with the seat next to
Shura. When one inhabitant got up to greet a friend, someone else would
sitdown. Fora while, the young plastic surgeon we’d met the firstnight was
there, talking and asking the usual questions. There was discussion of what
everybody had heard about the ballet in the laboratory, the wonderful sight
of Senhor Shura dancing around, showing the world that one’s work should
be joyful.

Ah, yes; new legends are being born, even as we sit and drink our little
drinkies.

Whatlooked like the rest of Rio’s high society was pouring through
the front door, visible through the glass wall behind our table. A middle-
aged lady with dark hair worn in a tight bun sat at the table next to us, and
Lena identified her as a very famous singer, but the name was scattered by
a gust of wind. The singer was dressed in dark red sequins.

My ever-present little notepad was remarked on with amusement
by all, and I explained that I was gathering names and addresses from our
table-mates, omitting the fact that the rest of the notes were somewhat more
personal and certainly not for public consumption.
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Waiters served canapes, including (of course) caviar, and Iwatched
people atother tables, the women loaded with whatI guessed were genuine
jewels, some watching our group and whispering discreetly among them-
selves. Oneof the late arrivals at our table (hugs and kiss-kiss all round) was
the multi-millionaire, Sr. Carlos, and surely everyone at that party knew
him by sight (one does not fail to recognize a man worth $120 million) and
his affectionate greeting of Shura and me inspired more whispering.

The clothes were expensive and generally in good taste; the women
did their hair in European styles, with no short hair that I could see. Figures
were generally svelte, and when I remarked on this, Lena reminded me that
most of the women there had had their plastic surgery done by Dr. Roberto,
of course. And “lipo,” she said, “Everyone loves to have lipo.”

I muttered that I was beginning to seriously think about lipo
(liposuction), myself. Not to speak of neck, jawline and eyelids. Shura gave
me the expected dirty look.

Ithen said that Shura preferred that I remain my un-retouched self,
which occasioned frankly pitying looks all round. They obviously didn’t
understand how that could be. At that point, neither did I. Ah, well.

There came a call toeveryone to come and see the table in the dining
room, to admire the setting and the food before the eating began. We all
piled into the dining room and made appreciative noises at the beauty of it
all, including a centerpiece of fruit and flowers that could well have served
as a monument to harvest season at Rockefeller Center.

Then the serving peoplebegan filling plates. When I turned around
to take mine back to our table, I saw Shura being drawn by Dr. Roberto to
the side of the room, where a photographer waited. Ismiled and let the
crowd jostle me forward again, in the general direction of fresh air.

When Shura rejoined our group, about ten minutes later, I asked
him what had happened.

“Well,” he said, “Roberto asked me to pose for a picture for some
society column, and I gather he was explaining to them about the great

scientist from the United States — that’s me —and then he took his arm from
around my throat —"

I laughed.

“— and I went and got some supper, and here I am.”

“Well, at least you're alive, and safe, and that’s all that matters,

right?”
“Just because you can’t see any blood,” mumbled Shura, “Doesn’t

mean there isn’t serious trauma. Deeply buried, maybe, but trauma

nonetheless.” '

“I'll keep an eye on you,” I said, my mouth half full of asparagus,
“Just in case there are symptoms.”
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Lightning continued to flash outside the walls of our deck, and
gusts of wind flapped the canvas. It was a lovely storm.

Dr. Hector told me that he would like to bring two people over to
thehouse on Friday, give them MDMA, and have me do therapy with them,
with himself translating and watching, to “See how you do what you do.”
I explained, urgently, why I did not wish to do such a thing, pointing out
that, first, I only work with one patient at a time and second, that whoever
works with people who have problems (one of them was apparently his
cousin, who has myasthenia gravis and is very depressed), should be the
person who can continue working with them in the future, and I was going
to be leaving in a few days.

My dear Dr. Hector thought for a while about what I'd said, then
shrugged his disappointment and turned away.

(My reluctance was due, in no small part, to the idea of trying to
communicate intently with a patient, using terms which are not part of the
usual social vocabulary, with a translator between me and the person I'm
trying to touch at a very deep level. Not the most satisfying image.)

When we were ready to leave, the handsome, suave Dr. Roberto
wasn’t around, but we bussed his wife and thanked her enthusiastically for
the beautiful evening, while she nodded her head (graciously), probably
understanding not a word (we’d been warned that she knew no English),
but certainly getting the music, and we left.

THURSDAY:

Shura came upstairs with a cup of coffee for me, to help me wake
up. This was to be the shopping day.

He sat on the edge of the bed and said, “Our hosts don’t seem to
quite understand me when I tell them that I don’t necessarily want to buy
things, just to ‘go shopping.’ They don’t seem to understand the distinction
between shopping and buying.”

I told him, “You should have tried using the expression, ‘window
shopping,” but I'm not sure that would have been understood, either. It’s
okay, though,” I added, “Because I fully intend to do buying.”

Stopping at various bookstores to find something on the Amazon,
Shura found two Portuguese-to-French dictionaries, which we couldn’t get
at home. I bought two Brazilian cookbooks. We went into a couple of
souvenir stores, in which I found great little native nonsense to take home,
over-priced. There were countless jewelry stores, some of them with
barkers outside them, like North Beach exotic nightclubs, which seemed a
bit strange. One is inclined to be suspicious of the quality of gemsin a store
that hires barkers.
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Then up we went to Sonia’s apartment to wait for Giorgio tojoin us,
after his dentist appointment. The apartment was gorgeous, luxurious, full
of Persian rugs of great quality, mostly Chinese furnishing and porcelain,
reminders of Draggo’s import and export connections.

Sonia insisted on giving us a giftof twolovely Chinese drawings on
rice paper and a wonderful ashtray showing one of the “balagandans”
(which means bunches) that the Indians make for good luck, like one I'd
bought earlier that day. The Brazilians use them as coffee-table knick-
knacks or to hang on the wall. They are usually a half-moon of tin or brass
from which hang various symbolic fruits and a miniature fist with the
thumb protruding between the first two fingers, always made of wood —
the Brazilian (phallic) good-luck symbol.

In one corner of the large living room stood a most unusual statue.
Shura told me, later, that it was one of probably only three or four in the
world outside of China. A life-size-plus terracotta figure of one of the
soldiers unearthed at Xian.

I liked Sonia. She had been patient and pleasant company, with
Lena, on our shopping trip, and Corazon had spoken of her as a truly good
person. And she’d been good to Corazon, which counted for much with
Shura and me.

On the way back home there was a discussion in the car about the
Family politics. Giorgio said, “You understand that Dr. Roberto wants use
of the magic elixir kept for an inner circle of special people, mostly his
friends, with almost nothing available for the rest of the Family. Of course,
we don't agree.” .

Neither do we, kiddo. Amazing, how some people who use MDMA for
“spiritual enlightenment” can manage to forget everything they might have learned
under the influence, once they're back in their normal state.

Lena was saying, “— and everyone has a friend or relative who
needs MDMA and should have it to help their problems.”

Shura asked, “Does that mean he isn’t interested in the new clinic
and the research?”

Giorgio glanced athim, thenback at theroad, “Ah, but don’t worry,
my friend, because we are not going with Dr. Roberto’s plan, as I already
told you. It is just part of the story of what goes on in the Family.”

And we should keep in mind that we’re only hearing one person’s version
of that story.

FRIDAY:

At breakfast on Friday morning Giorgio told us that the new
MDMA was tobe brought over to the house on Saturday afternoon, and the
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Family would gather to try it out. Lena patted Shura’s arm and asked, “Do
you mind if on Saturday evening we gather together, just a small group, to
ask some questions?” Shura had replied, “Of course not.”

What the hell can they possibly ask that we haven't already answered? Oh,
well. We're tired, at this point, and ready to go home.

Shura and I remained upstairs, writing, until lunchtime, when we
went down to the kitchen and joined our hosts. Corazon had cooked the
national dish of Brazil, the feijoada (fey-joe-AH-dah). Black beans, veg-
etables, fruit and slices of meat. Wonderful. The kind of lunch that
guarantees you won't eat supper. It was served in the longest baking dish
I'd ever seen.

After lunch, we went with Giorgio to try to find a scale which could
weigh milligrams. We went into jewelry stores, into health food stores.
Nowhere, no-how. They wouldn’t be able to weigh out their new MDMA
without one, and now, with the failure of our expedition, Giorgio expressed
the hope that Tomas, the next door neighbor, could get one in Sao Paulo in
time for the Saturday gathering. My, oh my. The third world is such a
mixture of have’s and unexpected have-nots, and you can’t predict what
will or will not be available.

An interesting little incident happened during our expedition into
the city with Giorgio to find a proper balance. There is a system in Rio
whereby you keep your car protected from vandalism and theft (often of the
entire car). When you park, there is always a man who offers to watch your
car for you. When you come back, you tip him a couple of cruzados. It’s the
way he makes his living, and the way you keep your car out of the hands of
the Paraguayan military (which is where stolen cars apparently end up).

Now, this time, when Giorgio, Shura and I returned to the car, the
guardian was nowhere to be seen. Maybe off having coffee or taking a pee
break. I thought, as did Shura, that Giorgio would simply drive off. Butno,
he looked all around for the man and, not finding him, flagged a policeman
and told him that he had money for the man who watches the cars, and since
he was absent, could he leave the payment with the policeman? The
policeman (Giorgio told us later) said he didn’t want to be seen taking
money from somebody in a car, so Giorgio said, “Well, how about my
shaking your hand; there’s nothing suspicious about a handshake, is
there?” During the handshake, the money was passed. Shura and I were
impressed by the whole negotiation, especially by the desire of Giorgio to
make sure the car man got paid.

In response to our obvious question, Giorgio said no, he was sure
the policeman would pass on the money.

On we went to Dr. Hector’s physiotherapy clinic, which was small
but nicely furnished, with pleasant music playing in the background. (It
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simply hadn’t occurred to me to wonder how, after his government stervice,
he would be making a living.) There, we crowded into his little office and
met the only representative of a group of three or four physicians who
hadn’t yet managed to make it to any previous presentation of ours, due to
rainy weather, cold feet, or whatever. This turned out to be a cardiologist,
Dr. Jorge, for whom we both felt an immediate liking. Tall,.with thinning
white hair and a shy, quirky smile, tailor-made to elicit maternal response,
he had apparently asked Dr. Hector to arrange a personal meeting with us.

We sat alone with him for about an hour, as he talked about his
background, and certain growing symptoms of depression. Shura sat back
and nodded appropriately, but left the talking to me. Eventually, I sug-
gested that hypnotherapy would probably be his best bet. He asked me
whether he should take MDMA, and I told him that MDMA can be very
helpful with depression, but that I would suggest trying trance work first,
and emphasized theimportance of finding a well-respected hypnotherapist
with whom he could feel at ease.

When Shura asked me later why I'd dissuaded him from taking
MDMA, I explained, “Well, the only people we know who have MDMA
available are the so-called Family, and none of them are trained to do
therapy with MDMA, even the psychiatrists; they just haven’t the experi-
ence. Maybe they’ll get it in the new clinic. If and when. But this guy needs
a therapist who knows what he’s doing, and can do it one-on-one, because
a group session isn’t the right thing for him, right now. If he can find a good
hypnotherapist, he can probably get some real help immediately.”

The nice Dr. Jorge volunteered another problem, which he said he
hesitated to tell anyone, but after spending time with us, he thought we
might understand. He said, “I have a trouble of many nights dreaming
about my dead friends, who are loving and caring to me in the dream, but
Thave to fight their faces out of my mind in the morning. Itis very hard for
me to do this, and I am feeling too vulnerable and a little bit frightened.”

I thought for a moment, visualizing this gentle man facing his
bathroom mirror, half awake, with dear, dead faces crowding his mind,
afraid of the pull to another world that they symbolized.

Going on plain old gut instinct, I said, “Instead of pushing your
dead friends away when you wake up, try bringing them along as allies
during theday. Any time you feel their presence, invite them to see through
your eyes and feel through your skin, and enjoy being with you in what you
are doing and experiencing. Think of them as occasionally coming in
contact with you, especially in your dreams, to make sure you’'re all right,
because they love you. They arenota danger to you, and after a while they’ll

go on with their other business and leave you to get on with your life. Does
that make sense to you?”
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Hesatback inhis chair, looking at me thoughtfully, thensmiled and
said, “That makes very much sense, as you say. It is true that I should not
beafraid of them; why should I fear dead friends who love me?” He looked
over at Shura and back at me, “Thank you very much, both of you.”

Good, good. The idea might have horrified him; thank heaven it didn't.
Now, he can stop being afraid and feeling guilty because he's rejecting people he
loved when they were alive.

After the meeting at the clinic, we — Shura, Giorgio and I —
stopped at one of the stands that sold coffee and beer and some food. We
each had a small coffee, and to my great delight, I saw on the wall menu a
listing for “Chisbuger.”

SATURDAY:

We decided, right after breakfast, to give Corazon $40 (American),
“for the baby.” Just between her and us. The $40 would continually
appreciate, because inflation in Brazil was about 40% a month, so if she was
as wise as we believed her to be, she would resist changing it into Brazilian
money for as long as she could.

The 13 people for the day’s ceremony arrived late, of course, for the
11:30 a.m. start, but that’s another Rio habit — being late.

The usual group, including the quiet sweet mulatto lady, and the
modest masseur, Sr. Waldo.

The session was supposed tostartat 11:30a.m. and by 11:00 o’ clock,
Tomas had brought the promised balance scale (out of the turn of the
century, said Shura), which was on loan from some friend of his in Sao
Paulo. On this rather delicate-looking machine, the Pope — watched
intently by Dr. Hector, Sol, Giorgio, Lena and the Pope’s Wife — measured
out 13 doses of 120 mgs. each. New material and a new way of taking it
(powder, undisguised by colored liquids). I took pictures with our sturdy
old camera, as the faces of our friends, wearing a mixture of expectancy and
something close to reverence, clustered over the Great One’s shoulder,
observing every move.

It was almost noon before the rest of the group began arriving.

Sr. Leo and his Anita gave us a lovely table display of dried plants
of Brazil, enclosed in a round plastic container, with a stand. The gentle
masseur brought more guarana powder in a plastic wrap as a goodbye gift.

Shura and I ate lunch in the kitchen while the group was having its
session. Corazon served us the remains of Friday’s gorgeous feijoada,
which tasted just as good as it had the day before. When we showed her the
collection of Brazilian plants, she pointed at some tiny dried stems visible
through the plastic and told us that these were called prickle-plants, and
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that if you touched one, and a little spine got into your skin, a mother-wart
would form and send out roots, and another wart would grow, and another
and another. She said her husband had them all over hisbody. Apparently
they weren’t toxic or dangerous, but a bloody nuisance, and once estab-
lished, couldn’t be removed.

We stared silently at the innocent-looking collection, resolving to
never, never open the seal.

After lunch, I packed. In aboutan hour, the meditation and silence
were over in the living room and people began talking and laughing. We
were called down for photos by everybody’s cameras and brief reports —
all good, of course. A couple of the women had experienced a return of the
early effect, which they had not been able to recapture since the first few
times taking the Borch MDMA. Carlos (Lena told us) had refused to take
Borch’s stuff for some time, but said he wanted to take Shura’s. Results were
reported to be generally excellent. No one seemed to have had a bad
experience.

When we were alone again, Shura said, grinning, “Why am I not
surprised that everyone had a great time with the new stuff?”

Ilaughed and remarked thatI couldn’timagine why, “ButIsuspect
that you suspect that something called mind-set could be involved. Positive
expectations, yes? Strong desire not to betray their faith in the sacred works
of the Pope, no?”

“Uh-huh, could be, could be.”

For now, we agreed, it was enough that there seemed to have been
no negative effects, and that everybody seemed genuinely pleased.

We retired to our writing upstairs. We had both felt that our
writing had been a Godsend to us (and to our hosts) because it had given
us avalid reason to absent ourselves when we were tired of interacting with
everybody (and it had given our hosts more time to themselves).

We worked until almost 5:00 p.m., when Giorgio called us down-
stairs to sit in the royal seats again, while Dr. Hector gave The Speech about
how Shura (and Alice) led in important work for humanity, inspiring all of
them to do the same, and so on. They were going to follow our example, he
said, and help people instead of making money.

Hooray, hooray. We are not cynical and we believe. We also hope.
Whether the clinic will ever materialize, there’s no way to tell, but Dr. Hector and
Giorgio, particularly, seem to really want it to happen. So do we.

Then Giorgio said more wonderful things, and we replied, Shura
choking up a bit.

Idid not choke up at all, feeling just the tiniest bit removed from all
f.he heartfelt emotions, wondering how long all these idealistic plans and
intentions would last, once we had left the scene.
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SUNDAY:

Wehad coffee with our hosts and then the four of us took a walk up
and down the street to take photos of the pretty houses and the magnificent
flowers and trees, and of each other.

At 12:30 p.m. we loaded our packed bags into Giorgio’s car and
went to a big hotel on the beach, for a lunch given in our honor by Sr. Leo.
A musical group played some Spanish songs, startling Shura, who realized
that he could now tell the difference between Portuguese and Spanish,
which he couldn’thave done the week before. The musicians wore the kind
of shirts I had expected to see all over Rio, and hadn’t: colorful ones.
These ones were bright red, with ruffles, embroidered in white. It turned
out that all the music men were from Paraguay.

A fast-moving storm came on-shore, scattering Sunday strollers
right and left on the tiled pavement and beach below.

A lawyer named Sr. Paro, who spoke no English, came over to us
with Giorgio by his side to interpret. He was a stocky man with black hair
turning grey at the sides, and around face that showed both toughness and
humor. He told Shura, through Giorgio, that he was extending to us an
invitation to come down and stay with him in Manaos, on the Amazon
River, for one week, sometime next year. Hesaid, “I have much information
on the use of the ayahuasca among the Indians in the forest, and I will take
you to a ceremony so that you can see for yourself.”

Shura stood up and shook the lawyer’s hand. “We would be
honored to have such an experience, Senhor. We are very grateful for the
opportunity, and we look forward to hearing from you next year. Thank
you very much for your kindness.”

They bowed to each other, and Sr. Paro returned to his seat, Giorgio
at his side.

After lunch, Dr. Hector informed us that Leo would drive us to the
airport, and we would be on our way home.

My notes for that day include this:

“I had a dream last night of a big, big yellow tiger without stripes,
asleep on the living room floor, his coat ragged and full of little pieces of
white carpet fluff, his paws clutching a long pillow covered in faded blue
cotton. Happy sleeping tiger. I thought, he needs brushing, but how does
one safely groom a tiger, even if it’s a pet? Occurred to me that I hadn't fed
him for days. What was he eating? Ah hah— the leftover cat food (our cats
at home were fed a lot of dry cat food while we were away).

“Okay. Isuspect the tiger is the Brazil Caper, with all the doubts
and suspicions which we had attached to it, (about the Brazilian drug laws,
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for instance, which were never fully explained, and the MDMA clinic,
which might or might not ever come to be), which isnow a happy, sleeping
tiger who presents no problems, except that he is a bit dusty and needs
brushing — but not now — and can be left in peace for the moment.”

After a last go-round of hugs, we took off for the airport with Leo.
When we arrived, he greeted a portly person with half his face showing
signs of stroke. The man, we were told, managed to smooth the way of Leo
every month or so, when he flew to various places around the world, and
was given a tip of some kind. Leo asked him to attend to us, and told us to
follow the man'’s lead. We found ourselves being pulled over into the First
Class line, even though our tickets were for Business Class. Portly Person
took our passports and the money for boarding passes and went ahead to
take care of things. There were several people around the airport (Leo had
told us) who specialized in doing just this sort of thing for people who could
pay for the service. This one was pretty damned good. For a while, our new
First Class seats were a half-plane apart, and the plane was oversold by 40
people — full load — yet somehow, he managed (after showing us to the
VIP Lounge) to get us places only one seatapart. (On the plane, thisresolved
itself immediately, when the person who sat between us agreed to move, so
we were finally seated side by side.)

We kept saying things to each other like, “I can’t believe this whole
trip!!” and from Shura, “Wait until I remark casually to Patrick (a good
friend, an ethnobotanist, who was fascinated by the shamanic use of
visionary plants) that we’ve been invited to explore the Amazon area by a
lawyer who lives there and knows all about ayahuasca and is going to take
us to a ceremony!”

“We'd betterleave out the fact that the lawyer can’t speak word One
of English,” I laughed.

We talked about the prospect of — next year — seeing the Orinoco
River, which Shura said he’d always wanted to see; I reminded him that it
was the favorite haunt of the piranha, but he wasn’t fazed.

(Ishould add here that the Amazon trip hasn’t yet taken place and
perhaps never will.)

As we began to settle down, Shura sighed, “I wonder if that clinic
will ever see the light of day.”

_ “Somehow, I doubt it,” I replied, “But, you know, maybe we’ll be
surprised, and the whole thing will actually happen. Giorgio and company
really seem to want it; it’s just that — well —”

“Things have a way of not quite getting done, in the Third World,”
finished Shura.

”Sorr}ething like that,” I shrugged a Brazilian shrug.
In Miami, we took our reserved room at the airport hotel again and
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slept like babes for a few hours, before the continuation of the flight to San
Francisco. The TV in the room remained dark. I hadn’t seen American
television for 12 days, but the U.S. was apparently still around; everything
else could wait until we got home.

My notes read: “From South America, the U.S. looks too powerful,
too Big Brother, too willing to push other countries to do what it wants, too
paranoid and dictatorial. However, it’s no different, I suppose, from any
other nation in a position of power. There is no such thing as a good, kind
or altruistic country with a lot of power. Countries get nicer as they lose
influence, when they have to sit back and watch and adapt and stay out of
the way of whichever nations happen to be filling the roles of Big Boys at the
time.

“In Rio, we were warned to be careful about guarding our pockets
and purses on the street, but I noted with some amusement that the first
thing I did, after we’d collected our suitcases in the San Francisco Airport,
was to tie the top bags to each other and to the baggage cart, lest somebody
run by and snatch, as tends to happen in the U.S.

“The Brazilians are aware of having parasites in their government
who milk the economy and the people, and the men who run for high office
doso on the one major promise of stopping corruption. But here in the good
old U.S. of America, we are riddled with corruption, too, and anyone with
any intelligence knows it.

“I'have now — as does Shura — a different view of what it means
to be Third World. For instance, the word ‘inflation” will never be a dry,
abstract economic concept again, for me. But, above all, this trip confirmed
and made very real to me the idea that the nations of this planet are tied
together with bonds of tremendous number and complexity and no one of
them can stand outside the mesh. What one country does eventually affects
every other, for good or for evil; it’s as true for nations as it is for individuals.
End of philosophical observations for the moment.”

It was so good to be home. And to have a home to return to.

AFTERTHOUGHTS:

The clinic, to this day, has not been built. No therapy has been done
in Brazil with MDMA; at least, none that has resulted in scientific papers
written and published. The good, kind people who welcomed usin Rio and
opened their hearts to us, went on to other interesting pursuits. Some of
them left Brazil, fearing economic collapse; others joined new groups of
spiritual seekers; a few discovered new drugs, such as 2C-B, and continued
trying to understand and improve themselves.

They are intensely interested in matters of the spirit, those gentle
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people; I only wish that they, along with the rest of us who do our seeking
with psychedelics, could find better ways of making changes in our world,
starting with our immediate neighborhoods.

How many psychedelic users — in any country — actually give
time to the local church soup kitchen, helping to feed the homeless and
hungry? How many of us, having had the experience, under the influence
of the visionary drugs, of seeing all human beings as incarnations of God,
have gone down to the local hospital to give affection and a listening ear to
lonely patients who need somebody to talk to? How many of us regularly
visitajail, to provide spiritual and emotional support to confused, damaged
people who have grown up unloved, uneducated and unguided by their
confused, damaged parents?

Have I done such kind and loving things for strangers? No, for the
most part, Thavenot. Likemost psychedelicseekers, I'vebeen toobusy with
other matters. There are many excuses, many reasons, many good rational-
izations. But the truth is, if we are to argue effectively for the value of these
drugs and plants as spiritual openers, as keys to the doors of the soul, we
must seriously consider how we should act, what we might do, and how we
can manifest those values we like to think of as belonging to the psychedelic
experience. Not just with our friends and families, but with our communi-
ties, with the rest of our tribe.

And what are those values? They are, of course, the same ones
expressed by the great religions and spiritual teachings of the world. They
arethe values of compassion, tolerance, forgiveness and the search for truth,
respect for living things and for the great mother-planet on whose skin we
walk and build our homes.

There has been a reassuring step taken in Brazil, since we were
there: the use of the consciousness-altering brew called ayahuasca has been
officially approved for use by two native religions, so at least this visionary
plant mixture has been acknowledged as having a valid use for spiritual
experience and growth.

Westill donotknow anything substantial about Brazilian druglaw,
and our impression is that none of our Brazilian friends do, either. We do
know that the United States does its best to force its destructive War on
Drugs on all the countries of South America, and as long as our country

gives out money, the Third World will go along with some of the First
World’s agenda in this, as well as many other areas.

With the worsening of the Brazilian economy, the rich people we
had met prospered, for the most part. The dear cook and housekeeper,
Corazon, had a baby boy and moved from one job to another. We were in
touch with her for a while, but haven’t heard from her for a long time now.
She taught us much of value, during those ten days, and we hope she and
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her child will be all right, in the confusion that is Brazil.

When I remember those ten days, among the images that present
themselves are the faces of the chorus girls at Scala, the skewers of meat
parading pastus at Porxo, the wine-colored hearts hanging from thebanana
trees, the silent glory of the Southern Cross over the beach, and — above all
— the radiant face of Corazon, that strange and unexpected day, her great
dark eyes glowing with love and humor as she sat on the couch and looked
at both of us, her slim hand firm and warm in mine, when she said, “It’s all
right. Everything is all right.”
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CHAPTER 5. 'SHROOMS

(Alice’s voice)

From my notes:

“1.5 Grams for each of us, of the type known as
psilocybe cubensis, mixed with a few bits of another type,
all crushed and eaten raw, at around 6:00 p.m. Taste was
pleasant.

First effects felt at 10 minutes after eating the little
devils. Shortly after that, the world erupted into patterns.
Patterns over everything. They seemed to fill all the space
between me and my surroundings. The most prevalent
design was that of a sort of squarish amoeba with a central
black dot, like a nucleus, repeated endlessly and in three
dimensions. Actually, it began to look most of all like
chickenwire, with a small black dot in the middle of each
square. In three dimensions.

Atthis point, quarter to8:00 p.m., we’ve plateau’d,
Iat plus three and Shura at around plus two (he speculates
that an experiment two days ago probably softened his
response).

I'm sitting at the computer, determined to get a
head start on my notes, but it’s getting increasingly diffi-
cult.

Well! I wanted a really intense psychedelic expe-
rience to write about, and here it is. Thank God we didn’t

take more. One and a half grams is quite enough to deal
with.”




‘Shrooms

Isat there, trying to see the room through the forest of linesand dots
and bands of musty reds and greens. The world surrounding me had
become strange, almost alien, and I had the sense of a personality present,
and it wasn't particularly friendly. It felt unloving, emotionally cool, and
it had a sense of humor which was not particularly kind.

Ireminded myself, “This personality I'm feeling is my own projec-
tion. Necessary to own it. It's all me. Like it or not, it’s me.”

1 squinted at the computer keyboard, did my best to focus, and
managed to get out of Xtree (Hooray!) and back into WordStar. I opened a
new file called ‘shrooms, and typed in the date at the top of the blank page
in the upper right-hand corner, but couldn’t go any further. The keyboard
had become impossible to see through the clusters of colored patterns
imposed on it, and the part of me that gives words to things, and conceptu-
alizes, was losing ground to another part which wanted only to immerse
itself in the three-dimensional pattern world, or at least to find out how to
relate to it. So I thought: later; I'll write later. No can do right now.

I'went to the bedroom with my man. Everything was moving. The
walls were moving, the sheets and blanket and pillows were full of moving
chickenwire amoebas and black dots, interwoven with streamers of dusky
colors, red and yellow, black and green and orange.

Shura took off his light robe and got under the sheets. Isat on top
of the blanket, cross-legged, and talked to him about what was happening,
what I was seeing. I realized — and told him — that, for the moment, I had
no interest whatsoever in making love; things would have to calm down
quite a bit before my thoughts might tend to drift in that direction.

Most interesting and disturbing of all, I explained to Shura, was the
fact that I was having a lot of trouble finding words to describe what I was
seeing. I simply could not connect easily with my own usually excellent
ability to verbalize. Left brain? Right brain? Whatever. Isaid it felt like a
distinct interruption between the sides of the brain, and those two aspects
of me.

He suggested, “Well, why don’t you close your eyes, and try to tell
me what you see inside your eyelids.”

I straightened my back and closed my eyes. What I saw against a
black background were short, curved pieces of what looked like ribbon
candy floating, and on the top edge of each ribbon were evenly spaced little
squares, three to a ribbon, and both the ribbons and squares were variously
colored greyish white, dark red, green and yellow, and the entire scene
struck me as ugly and boring, like a very bad-taste 1930’s linoleum floor
pattern. I opened my mouth to give the picture to Shura, and could not talk.
The strangest part of it was — as I then discovered — that Thad no difficulty
using words for anything else; anything other than the images I was seeing
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inside my head.

I said, “This is really weird; I can’t describe it!”

Shura, quite understandably, misunderstood. He asked, very
gently, “Are we talking ineffable, here? Is that what you mean?”

“No! Anything BUT ineffable! It’s boring, uninspiring and pain-

.fully ordinary, but I simply cannot apply words to it; there’s a total
disconnect as soon as I try!”

“Well,” he said, his voice warm and reassuring, “Stop trying and
just let yourself experience for now. The words will come back.”

“1 know, I know; it's just so bloody ANNOYING, to be able to talk
about anything else, but not be able to describe anything I see!”

I uncurled myself and lay down on my pillow, beside Shura.

There’sa part of me that's sort of wanting tofloat in theworld of the images.
It's kind of an ego-less feeling. That part doesn’t care about getting control of this
situation; it would just as soon wander around and — as Shura says — simply
experience. The other part of me is really determined to get control, and it's pretty
damned mad at not being able to do what it wants with words, especially. And I
don’t know which part to go with. Except that I don’t have much choice, because
there’s this weird disconnect. I wonder if the two sides of my brain really are
separated in some way!

It occurred to me to try an experiment in control. I asked myself
(speaking out loud all the time to Shura) whether, in case of a real-life
emergency, I could — in the words he would use — screw myself down,
back to baseline, in order to cope. It was instantly possible to do so. No
problema. At least, not if I took it one moment at a time.

After a while, I found that my sense of Self, of being centered, was
gradually increasing. And with it came an increase in fascination with
whatever this interior world, this place, was. So far, [ couldn’t see what
could be learned from it. The patterns were only the surface. Beneath all
that was a state of being /knowing/seeing which was not to my liking.

Why do 1 dislike it? Because it lacks most of the familiar emotions and
Jeelings I'm used to. 1t's a place of strangeness for me. Alien.

I'searched the air above me. The patterns were still there, moving
continuously between me and the ceiling.

‘ Which means I have to explore it, learn it, own whatever aspect of myself
it represents. Iwonder if it's just my Observer?

. There was music on the radio, and interestingly enough, I heard it
wx‘thout any particular increase of understanding or emotional relation-
ship, as usually happens with other psychedelics. In this state, it was music
am_i nice enough, but it had nothing to do with everything else that was
going on. It was beside the point.

Ilooked at my beloved’s face and saw it colored in mottled oranges,



‘Shrooms

yellows and browns. Not beautiful, but certainly earthy, and I’d seen that
kind of skin coloring before, during previous mushroom experiments.

My face probably looks all mottled to him, too.

Shura remarked, “It’s Beethoven; are you comfortable with it?”

Inodded, “It really doesn’t matter, but it’s fine. And familiar.”

But, even as I said it, I realized that I was no longer looking for
anchors like familiar music, because I had begun to be more aware of the
essential anchor within myself, and was very slowly beginning to feel less
pushed at by the chickenwire squares and the restless streams of color, and
increasingly stronger in my core.

I looked over at Shura. He was still my other Me, my essential
person, skin of my skin and blood of my blood. There was no rush of
emotion about him, just instant acknowledgement of who he was and what
we were to each other.

I turned back to search the patterns filling the air above the bed,
trying to feel out the nature of whatever form of consciousness was present.
Alll could sense wasa mind whose view of the world withits contradictions
and chaos was matter-of-fact; there was an attitude of “That’s the way it is;
you gain nothing by resisting or complaining; accept it.” It wasn’t unkind;
just calm and cool, down-to-earth.

Oh, yes. 1 know that one. That’s just a version of my own Observer again.
I'm projecting it onto something “out there,” but it’s part of my own psyche, like
it or not.

Ilay onmy back, gazing up at the frustrating tangle of lines and dots
between me and the ceiling, wondering what in heaven I was supposed to
do with any of it. I had recognized the projection of what I called my
Observer, but beyond that, of what use was it?

Owning it all as part of myself makes my sense of control better, but it
doesn’t do much to answer the question which continues to nag: what is this aspect
of my mind? Is it also an aspect of the universal mind? Yes, of course. So I'm back
in the old loop again. Whatever the universal consciousness is, our own is a mirror
of it. The part of ourselves which we (most of us) prefer, feel comfortable with — the
affectionate, loving, caring part — is balanced by other parts, including the one
which emerged in this experience, which is characterized by cool knowing, accep-
tance, lack of emotional warmth or response. It isn't hostile to such feelings, but it
isn't involved with them. And of course this describes my Observer, because its
function is to observe and learn.

We lay side by side, Shura and I, holding hands, listening now to
one of my favorite pieces of music, Rachmaninoff’s Symphonic Dances. The
ceiling was still busy with slightly pulsing amoeba squares and their black
nuclei, but I wasn’t trying to learn anything from them any more.

Suddenly, I remembered something that had disturbed me the day
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before, and told Shura. Isaid, “I'm thinking about a dream I rediscovered
on the computer. I’d written it down very carefully a long time ago, and as
I read it over, I couldn’t recall having had the dream at all. It was really
strange, not being able to remember even a trace of it. It was like reading a
stranger’s account. It bothered me. And just now, it came to me that, since
the dream had been totally understood at the time, and had been written
down, there was no further need for me to remember the actual dreaming
of it.”

Shura prompted me, “What was it about?”

I summarized, “You were in it, and my children, and we were all
interchangeable; we were all — we were each other. All of us were in this
place, and there was a tremendous energy field; | mean, we were an energy
field. A good dream. Actually, I think you'd call ita Samadhi dream, a bliss
state.”

We made some moves toward lovemaking, but my efforts were
half-hearted, and I finally told Shura there was too much distraction going
on, “I don’t think I can focus enough, honey. Maybe later.”

He pulled my head over to his shoulder, reassuring me, “You go
with your instincts, babe. Just keep me abreast of what’s happening.”

It occurred to me, finally, to ask him what he was experiencing. He
hesitated, then admitted, “I'm enjoying the music and I'm in a good place,
but — believe it or not — I've had no visual effects whatsoever.”

I raised my head and peered at him through mottled veils of color
—mostly brown and darkred, at that point—and said, “Good grief, Charlie
Brown; no visuals at ALL?”

He chuckled and shook his head, “I should have expected it, after
the experiment earlier this week. It's okay, though. You seem to be having
enough visuals for both of us!”

After cuddling beside him for some time, I told him I wanted to try
writing again, if he didnt mind. He said, “Sure. Give ita go. I'm going to
stay here awhile and listen to the music.”

Walking down the hall towards the dining room, I realized how
selfishIwas being, how focused onmy own experience, and wondered why
Iwasn’t more empathetic with Shura. What was even more interesting was
that my self-absorption didn’t particularly trouble me.

I'don’t think it would be right for me to pretend feelings that aren’t
genuine; he knows I love him; he knows I'm usually tuned into him. This is just the
way it’s going for me, this time, and I have to follow my instincts and not put on
any kind of act; that would be insulting to him, a betrayal.

This time, when I sat down at my computer, the keyboard was
clearly visible and when I began describing the formerly undescribable, it
was obvious that the separation within my mind which had so annoyed me
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earlier — the inability to apply words to what was being directly experi-
enced — had changed. I was in charge again; I could use words to do
anything I wanted. On the other hand, the patterns which had filled the air
everywhere I looked, only half an hour ago, had faded. In fact, they were
almost entirely gone. So there was nothing in the way of interior images for
me to deal with anymore.

At around 1:30 a.m., we went back to the bedroom. Love-making
flowed easily, but we couldn’t manage orgasm, either of us. There was no
distraction for me, this time; the visuals had disappeared. The music was
a lovely Schumann thing we’d both known from childhood, and we
hummed together through familiar passages. But still, I was aware of the
fact that a large part of my mental and emotional focus was somewhere
other than below my waist.

From my notes the next day:

“Sleep was pleasant, with dreams that were clear
and clean in color, amusing and friendly. Completely
unlike my usual post-2C-B dreams, which tend to be
shallow, annoying and very repetitive.

After sleeping for a long time, during the entire
next day I had energy and a quiet, calm pleasantness. No
need for a nap, as after 2C-B. Wanted to write, looked
forward to cooking, enjoyed whatever I was doing. Most
unusual.

Bewildering experience, and I want to explore a
different mushroom next time, at perhaps the same level,
and see what comes up. This was difficult and frustrating,
but it was also challenging, and in a strange way, reward-
ing. Much to learn.”

Some time later, | was at a pot-luck dinner in a friend’s house, with
about forty members of what we call the Network — people interested in
exploration of the human mind — and I was on the back deck, smoking and
sippinga fruitdrink. Iwas watching Shura through the big kitchen window
as he gestured dramatically, engaged in intense conversation with a young
blond man. Ilove watching him; with his enthusiasm, his pleasure in ideas,
he is an 18 year-old soul radiating life in a 69 year-old body.
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A friend of mine came onto the deck and headed toward where I
was sitting at a big glass-topped patio table. She gave my shoulders a hug
as she passed behind me. It was Sarah Vincent, another young soul in a
middle-aged body, whose book on telepathy experiments had just been
published.

Sarah was a completely extraordinary person. She’d been through
marriage, divorce, motherhood, loss and triumph, and even now, in her
sixties, with a full head of grey curls, she was usually involved in an affair,
often with a man quite a bit younger than she. With her sharply intelligent
eyes and lovely, animated face, she had the presence of a shaman and the
warmth of an empathetic mother, and I always learned something from her.
Sarah had been involved in the psychedelic movement from the beginning,
and her fascination with the way the mind works, stimulated by what she
had seen and experienced of the effects of psychedelic drugs, had led her to
become involved in the study of brain waves and telepathy.

After we'd talked for a while about her book and the work that had
gone into it, it occurred to me to ask Sarah if she could possibly help me
understand the aspect of my mushroom experiment that had interested —
and annoyed —me most: my inability, at the height of the effects, to describe
what I was seeing.

“I could describe anything else, I could talk about anything else; it
was just when I tried to apply words to whatever I was looking at, the
patterns, the visuals, even the eyes-closed pictures — which were totally
boring — I became wordless. Later on, as the images were beginning to
fade, I could use words again and describe everything, no problem. But
why that split, earlier?”

“The patterns, what were they like?” asked Sarah.

“Sort of traceries —no, not traceries; they were kind of like chicken-
wire fencing, but the spaces weren’t square, they were more like amoebas,
and in the center of each space was a black dot, like the dark center of an
amoeba. That's about as close as I can get.”

“Flat or dimensional?”

“All the space around me was filled with them, with this stuff, you

know, in three dimensions; I mean, the air was thick with them, everywhere
I'looked.”

“Right, right.”

“And everything was very dark — dark colors. It was not the most
pleasant experience I've ever had, but — but the important thing was the
inability to verbalize. I could tell Shura anything else, but I couldn’t say a
word about whatever I was seeing, and I thought that maybe there was

somekind of — it felt to me as if there was a separation of parts of my brain,
you know?”
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“Yes, there is that,” said Sarah, and took a drink from her glass.

“There is?”

Surprise, surprise — does she really mean that?

I asked, “Do you have any idea what happens — when everything
you'relooking atis perfectly simple, but you can’t use the part of your mind
— your brain — that finds words? And how come I could talk about
anything else?”

“Well, focus of attention is important in this,” said Sarah. “So often,
when [ want to say somebody’s name, I will see that person; I will hear her
talk; I will remember how she smells and how she’s dressed. But I can’t
think of her name for anything!”

/IYes 4

“And part of that's because I am used to using the visual system as
my dominant cognitive process, and it’s not necessarily connected to the
verbal. The stronger the visual, the less likely I will be able to name it.”

“Yeah, yeah — “

“And there comes a separation — ,” she closed her eyes as if to see
better, “Even in our telepathic work, a person might draw one picture and
give a different verbal report.”

She must mean when they’re doing remote-viewing experiments.

“And while one was attempting to receive, sometimes the picture
would be right, and the words unrelated, and sometimes the words would
be right and the picture unrelated.”

“That’s weird!”

“It is weird,” she agreed, laughing, “And it’s one of the things I
want to go over with you. The verbal system can be quite independent of
the visual system. There are people who use the verbal system most
dominantly in their thinking processes, you know, and they’ll often do
word puns and you know, I'll miss those puns, because while they're
talking, I'm visualizing — “

“Yes.”

“ — and all of a sudden, here comes this word pun, and I have to
stop and shift thinking gears, ‘Oh, yes, that mustbea joke,” and it’s just such
a blank wall for me, at first — a non sequitur — because my dominant
cognitive process is not verbal, but visual. So the punsters laugh about it,
because I'm so slow at getting jokes, but it’s because I'm not using that part
of my brain in the same way.”

“And the kind of visions that I'm describing — ” I began.

“It's like you're projecting from the inside out. You're projecting
onto the surface something that’s going on in your visual processes, and if
they’'re really, really dominant, they’re not connected to the verbal, so you
wouldn’t be able to talk about them at the same time.”
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“But why could I — uh — why was I able to talk about anything
else?”

“Because that's not the same process; you can — you see, you
simply haven’t made a verbal connection — “

“To what's going on visually,” I finished. o

I could talk to Shura because it wasn’t about things I was seeing, it was
about ideas and feelings, nothing being visually experienced.

Sarah went on, “You know, one of the difficulties in learning visual
thinking, if you're not a visual thinker — “

IIY e ah — "

“ — you know, somebody’s painting something, and they go —,”
she gestured in the air with an imaginary paintbrush, making little ch-ch-ch
sounds to accompany the stabs of the brush, “ —and the other person says,
‘What’s that?’ because they have to put words to it — “

“Yes,” I said.

“ — because it has to be a leaf, or it has to be a — a SOMEthing,
right?”

“You have to train them on Clyfford Still’s paintings,” I said, and
was rewarded by Sarah’s burst of laughter. She obviously knew Clyfford
Still’s work.

“If you're thinking in color,” she said, “If your color-intelligence

and your shape-intelligence are functioning, you don’t need to have words
for things at all.”

IIAh.II
Sarah continued, “If you're looking for Marianne Street, and you
find Marine Street, you'll probably make the turn before you realize it was

wrong, because youlooked at the first letters and then you filled in what you
expected to find —

“Uh-huh!”

“So there’s that — “ Sarah was picking her words carefully, I
thought, and wondered if she was sensing my confusion, “ — that mixup in
the area of intention.”

“Intention,” I repeated, “Meaning focus?”

“Well, like, you know, everything has to go through the thalamus
— except smell — to get to the cortex, and the thalamus is the area of
intention, as well as a switchboard; here it is, right here, in the center — half
way between your eyes and the back of your head, half way between your
ears, the switchboard —,” she demonstrated with a finger to her head, “ —
and sometimes there’ll be synaesthesia, where you smell sounds — ,” she
illustrated with interweaving fingers, as Inodded enthusiastically, smiling
because synaesthesia is one of my favorite experiences in the world.

“—and hear colors and that sort of thing, There’s a whole section
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of the Tibetan Book of the Dead that Tim Leary and others translated; do you
have that book around? They called it The Psychedelic Experience.”

“The Tibetan Book of the Dead? Yes. I don’t know exactly where
in the house it is, but we do have it.”

“Well, the way Leary and Alpert and Metzner translated that, it's
one of the Bardos. When you see all these patterns and shapes and you're
totally involved in these patterns and shapes, then that’s one of the places
you can go —“

I nodded.

“—and it's usually —ah —it's not a very advanced level, necessar-
ily, and you may not even appreciate it, or like it.”

“Ididn’t.”

I thought for a moment, then added, “By the way, Sarah, these
floating chickenwire sorts of things are familiar; I've seen them before. It
wasn’t that they were brand new or anything; they’re like the snakeskin
patterns, you know, that you can get with most real psychedelics.”

“Yes,” said Sarah, “We all know that one.”

“So these amoeba kind of shapes — you've seen them?”

“I've seen something like it, yes. There are energy patterns around
everything, and there are sort of these little transparent thingies — “

“Uh-huh.”

“—and part of what you're seeing is from your pre-conscious, part
is what you pick up from your environment, and part of what you're seeing
is the projection of your rods and cones, and those are the patterns they
make.”

Rods and cones, for Pete’s sake!

She sat back and smiled at me, “About four years ago, when I was
teaching students who were eager to experience mind games, I used an old
16 millimeter projector as a mild strobe light in which the flicker rate could
be changed to different frequencies to match the natural brainwaves. The
old movies ran at 18 frames per second, which was fast enough for us to see
theseparateimages as oneimage continuously moving. Butat 13 frames per
second, my students drew pictures of interference waveform patterns.”

Interference waveform — wonder what that looks like?

“At around 6 to 10 frames per second — “ continued Sarah, now
completely caught up in her subject, eyes shining with pleasure and
excitement, “— which matches the frequencies of the theta and alpha
brainwave range — the majority of the students drew pictures of mandala
patterns with polka-dots. They described the patterns as constantly mov-
ing, red to green, orred-orange tobluein opposite directions. Yousee, when
you are sending a signal to the eye at the rate it ‘sees’ it, then you're looking
at what you are looking with. I've collected about a hundred of these
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drawings, so you know I've studied the results.”

“Yeah,” I said softly, with just a tiny hesitation, letting her know [
needed more explanation — just a bit more.

“In other words,” said Sarah, slowing down slightly, “If you take a
projector and project its own plain light on a wall, and then you close down
the opening for the light, what you will see on the wall is the filament of the
projector lamp itself! When youshinea lightinsomebody’seyesat thesame
rate as the brainwave of the visual cortex, it’s like looking at the projector
filament; the rods and cones are projected into the flickering light. Some-
times thought forms are projected into the middle of this as well.”

What? Thought forms?

But Sarah was continuing, “The focus in the visual system becomes
so intense that the pathways become dominant and the verbal system can
seem to be unconnected to what you are seeing. Flickering lights are not the
only way to stimulate this process; mind chemistry can also trigger strange
activity of the visuals, as you know.”

“Ah, yes!”

“So it’s — part of what you're seeing may be related to the energy
of the person you're looking at, and part of it is what you're looking with.
It's a very, very primary state of vision.”

“Yes, yes, right.”

“And it’s a very creative state of vision. Now, some of the other
kinds of patterns that sort of dominate and seem to be meaningless, that’s
one of the Bardo’s, and you can get stuck in it for a while.”

“You used the word, ‘creative,” though,” I prompted, “Is it creative
because it's down well beneath the intellect, and it’s more open to the
unconscious, so things can flow more freely?”

“Yes, that’s one way of saying it; your pre-conscious is influencing

what you're seeing, as well as the influences of the environment that’s
around you.”

“Okay.”

Sarah drank from her glass, then put it down and smiled at me,
“One of the reasons I like to study telepathic imagery is because we are
really scratching the surface of that creative space, and that brings deeper
thoughts into conscious focus. I've collected over hundreds of telepathy
trials between couples who just wanted to try to improve their communica-
tion with each other. They often find that the inner thoughts which they
haven’t confided to each other yet — or perhaps haven’t admitted to
themselves — are brought right up to the surface. The intelligence of the
visual system is often more direct in exposing pre-conscious issues than the
verbal system is.”

“Well, now, with the business of — ” I stumbled, “If you really



'‘Shrooms

wanted to, could you — by doing ‘shrooms often enough, could you learn
to translate what you're seeing and experiencing into the verbal, or do you
just have to learn to wait until later, when the words can be found easily?”

“Ah —” began Sarah, but I interrupted.

“Is there any point in trying to learn to bring them — “

“To do it simultaneously? Idon’t think so. The non-verbal realms
are their own reward.”

“Okay, so it's more a matter of — it’s a control issue.”

“But you can recall it later on, just as you’ve done for me.”

“Yes, oh yes, easily,” I agreed.

“You know, if you're totally focused on making love, for example,
you’'re not writing poetry.”

“Yeah.”

“That comes later,” she chuckled, “And if you're totally focused on
synchronizing your brain waves with somebody, then that’s all you're
doing and, like, if you do something else, you're not synchronizing any-
more. If you talk about it, you’ve shifted the whole EEG, and you’re no
longer doing what you started out to do.”

”So there really is no point to it.”

“Notmuch. Inhypnosis, I'll take a person into a deep space, watch
the face very carefully, so I know when they’re visualizing, Iknow if they’ve
run into an emotional thing —

I nodded firmly. I was remembering my own experience as a
therapist, and how much I had learned from watching patients as they lay
on the couch, dropping into the trance state as they’d been taught to do.

Sarah was saying, “ — and at a certain point, I'll ask them to
verbalize, in order to stabilize the memory for later, and to integrate the
mental functions. But during the experience, there has to be a whole period
of time when they’re not verbalizing, because they have to be experienc-
in !/I

s I said, “Okay. Isee what you mean. Trying to force verbalization
blocks me from really experiencing, and there’s nothing to be gained by all
that effort, considering the fact that — eventually — the verbal ability
returns, good as new.”

Sarah reached across the table and patted my hand, “That’s the way
I see it, yes.”

“Thanks, honey,” I said, “I needed to find a different way of
thinking about something I had assumed was a problem, and you've given
it to me.”

“You're welcome,” she laughed, and we went on to talk about other
things.

Thanks to Sarah, I’'ve learned not to try to control experiences like
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these, but to go with what’s being presented. I'm still not sure how to avoid
being stuck in any of what the Buddhists call the Bardo’s, which are usually
described as being states through which a soul journeys after the body’s
death. The images in the Bardo’s range from cartoon-like, silly figures
without apparent meaning or depth, to demons and monsters which mirror
the soul’s unresolved dark side. I've always believed that what one is
supposed to do in the Bardo’s (whether one is a newly released soul or a
psychedelic traveler) is confront and acknowledge these reflections of one’s
unconscious self, then move on.

But what in heaven’s name could I possibly have done with floating
bits of musty ribbon candy? Just wait it all out, probably, with patience and
resignation. After all, everything transforms, if you give it enough time.

When I next see Sarah, I'll ask.
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CHAPTER 6. PANSOPH-2

(Shura’s voice)

I have never been particularly satisfied with my dream life. Not
that it was uninteresting, it is just that I don’t remember much of it. Oh yes,
I have been told that if I were to ask myself immediately on awakening,
“What were you dreaming?” I would be able to recall a lot of it. This is
nothing more than exchanging one problem for another, since I can never
remember to ask myself that question when I wake up.

There is one personal dream property of which I am pretty confi-
dent, however. Idonot dream in color. When there is color called for by the
plot, so to speak, it is intellectually supplied. Walk on the green light. I
watch the light change, and I know that this is now the green light, and I
walk. But the actual light itself is in shades of gray. Once in a long while
something will colorize the scene, such as a field of flowers actually being
yellow spots on a grey landscape, and I am awake immediately. Itis as if
I weren’t allowed that particular modality.

An exception to the amnesia pattern occurred on the night follow-
ing a group experiment with o,O-DMT. In the next day’s reports, two of the
participants mentioned having nightmares about cataclysmic events, with
buildings toppling and people in agony. I can identify with these com-
ments, since that very night I too had a most remarkable dream. And,
completely unexpectedly, whenIawokeIremembered the entire story with
total clarity. This, Isaid to myself, will never be forgotten. It was structured
like a movie script, with scenes all set and dialogue in place. Now, some
fifteen years later, I am able to write it up from that still vivid memory. Even
to the terrible pun built into the title, BARE-ASS as a play on the vehicle’s
name: PanSoph-2, or pants-off, too. Here is the story which, I note, might
also be seen as a nightmare and even cataclysmic. But I found it totally
entertaining. And it was, incidently, in black and white.



126 TIHKAL — The Continuation

BARE-ASS: A STORY ABOUT INFORMATION
TUESDAY: A DAY OF CURIOSITY

The sky was an incredible expanse of black, peppered with count-
less stars, scattered as if by some random process. Some looked like
smudges; perhaps these were galaxies. Others were individuals and kept
to themselves. None of the constellations that had been the sky-maps of
generations of humans could be identified; the stars were surely still there
somewhere, but the viewing perspective was new and always changing.

Willard was the son of the daughter of one of the original crew of
the ship PanSoph 2. That launch had been 62 years ago, and his grand-
mother Jane Willard Robertson was no more than a myth and a photograph
on his desk. How strange and unnecessary, to have three names when you
were, after all, just one person.

This had been his duty day for search and report. He had com-
pleted the review of the recordings of possible responses from that morning’s
one hour beacon probe and it had been (as it had always been before and as
it would probably be forever on) completely negative. So he drifted to the
after lounge and settled back into the comfortable viewing chair. He
brought the telescope view onto the screen, and reflected that one of these
millions of points of light was the source of his blood line and the magical
start of his life process, a source that he could never hope to see in reality.
It was an unresolvable sadness that always touched him at this moment.

He covered the screen with the heliospectroscopic filter and quickly
located the wanted pin-point dot, very near to the cross-hairs as always, that
stayed lighted as all the others went dark. That was earth’s sun; that was his
ori

He made the manual changes to bring the earth’s sun exactly to the
center, and carefully recorded the micrometer values used so that the earth-
people could continue calculating the gravitational discontinuities that had
introduced these errors. With the fine focusing optics moved into place, the
recentering of the sun’s dot provided the corresponding corrections of the
pos(iiﬁoning of theradio transceiver antenna, so that the link report could be

made.

Avery strange and sterile world it was for Willard, but he could not
see it that way, for this world had been his entire life. He had been born here
on the ship a couple of earth-decades ago, and had gone through the ritual
vasectomy, clock-training, maternal linking and memory challenges. He
was now one of the four navigators, each having one day on and three off,
and all of them sharing the responsibilities of knowing where they wereand
where they were going. And why? In two years young Broderick would
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come of age and they would be back to a full complement of five again. And
if Sara birthed a boy, there would be a sixth as backup in another couple of
decades.

Once the locks were set on the radio antenna, he opened the
receiving circuit for the earth message. It started precisely on time, at the
calculated 14:22.37 on his watch and also, of course, in the small box in the
lower right-hand comner of his start screen. He acknowledged the initial
challenge with the completely familiar password, and saw the several lines
of text, the news of the rest of the human race there on earth, unfold across
the bottom of the screen. Another political challenge to the rulers of Serbia,
a new approach proposed to the study of environmental changes, and the
discovery of anew viral factor in a disease thought to be genetic. He would
enter these bits of information into the transient encyclopedia; nothing, of
course, was allowed to go into the basement computer.

He dumped the screen, switched to transmit, and sent the small
fine-focusing corrections that he had made to center the sun, so that the
people back there would be able to further map the small gravitational
deflections the ship was experiencing in its present location. These calcu-
lations would take only a few minutes once the information got back there,
but it would be more than three years for the signal to make the trip from
PanSoph-2 to earth.

What Willard could not know was the tragic condition of life on
earth, the changes and distortions thathad occurred during the space ship’s
travels. The news messages were less than candid, as they were always
framed in a structure which would use concepts that the crew could
understand. The last living link with life other than the ship he had always
known as his home, was the Mother Bess who had told unbelievable stories
of her childhood. Although she was now dead, many of the tapes still
existed, having been rerecorded many times. And the basement memory
was replete with an overwhelming quantity of history, which could be
copied and read at leisure. But it was, of course, current only at the time of
their launch, many years ago. He was aware that the first of these informa-
tion ships, PanSoph itself, had apparently been lost. At least its fate was
unknown. That is why the daily link with the current ship #2 had been
invoked as a fixed ritual.

It was the information in the basement that was, after all, the
purpose of the ship and the sole reason for its existence. In this basement
was a massive computer memory, with the entire inventory of factual
knowledge, the history of the planet Earth, all scientific discovery and
invention, as well as the complete art, music and writing of the human
species. It was there in its entirety, guaranteed to be intact, potentially the
remaining record of the human animal if earth were to be lost. Any amount
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of it could be decompiled and copied, and brought up by being transferred
to the ship’s top computer, its working computer, and used or enjoyed, then
discarded. But it was one of the inflexible operational rules that nothing
new should ever be sent down. More than a rule, this was sacred dogma.
The basement memory bank wasa record of earth as of the day of departure,
and it must remain unchanged. It was a law that was not to be violated.

Just as the search for replies to the hour’s beacon transmission was
part of the day’s routine (as was the focus and transmission to earth) so was
the requirement that time be spent in some learning discipline to occupy the
duty day. Willard was content in that he had completed his chores here in
communication, and he knew that the pregnant Sara was busy in house-
keeping. All the others were in suspension for the day. He made a quick
run-down of all the control lights — gyro, CO, reducer, thrust pile, power
to the basement memory and the sperm bank, delay tapes to the beacon
probes — everything was green and quiet. So Willard relaxed and pursued
his personal learning discipline, playing with piin multidimensional matri-
ces.

His current passion was to express pi in some even-numbered
modulusand explore some form of walk in adimensional system of half that
number, basing everything on the actual value of pi. He had called up from
the basement into the top computer (the encyclopedia, as they commonly
called it) the value of pi that had been stored there as a quantum fact, known
with complete accuracy to almost 10 to the 10th places. Then he manipu-
lated it into modulo six. A magnificent collection of naughts and ones and
twos and threes and fours and fives, all tumbling after one another in
seemingly random patterns, but so exquisitely not-at-all random. Wher-
ever he stopped, the next number was unknown to him, but he realized that
by simply invoking any of several power series expressions, the next digit
would be exposed. What it would be was totally unpredictable, but
absolutely preordained. An eerie concept, the revealing of each new digit
totally unknown to him, yet absolutely fixed in the infinite nature of things.

It was a moment of carelessness, of inattention, but a moment that
would change the order of things in unexpected ways. Willard secured his
day’s number theory games by returning his slightly expanded value of pi
to memory. It should have been discarded from top memory, or put into a
personal folder there, as it now contained new information, but he had left
the coding on it that identified it as galactic knowledge, and as such it was

allowed back into basement memory. A fundamental rule had been
violated.

WEDNESDAY: A DAY OF INEXACTNESS.

It was Charles the next day who conducted the beacon probes and
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went through the ritual (and again futile) search for replies. From the after
lounge he called up the telescope projection and it was when he made the
routine time check that the firsthint was seen of something being amiss. The
time on the screen was at the lower right, as always, but when he glanced
athis watch, there was a three second discrepancy. He was fast! He queried
the ship’s computer; it was absolutely consistent with what he saw on the
screen. He checked the battery of his watch; ithad full power. Sohe touched
it to the transfer plate of the terminal and reset it. His time was now
corrected and there was, of course, agreement. Nonetheless he noted the
event in the ship’s log.

Receiving time for the day was set at the usual increment of
advance, and was due for 14:23.37. The thought passed fleetingly through
Charles’ mind, should that time have been from his watch, or from the ship’s
computer? Well, they were now both the same, and of course the computer
had to be correct. He filled the screen with the field that carried the earth’s
sun and, for the first time in his life, saw that none of the several stars in the
center of the monitor were at all close to the cross hairs. Apparently some
other error had entered the picture. The spectroscope filter quickly deter-
mined which of the several candidates was the proper sun, but it was much
further off to the right than he had ever seen it before. Perhaps they were
entering the gravitational field of some massive invisible body. He swung
the field appropriately to bring the sun to the cross-hairs, but he carefully
recorded the unusually large micrometer and vernier entries that were
needed. He locked the scope, and as soon as the radio antennas had
matched these bearings, he locked them as well.

The receiver was on, and he had yet another surprise. The earth
message that was to be printed across the bottom of the screen had already
started. Some of it had already been lost. At the end of the receiving, he
noted that the amount lost was perhaps several seconds. With a shock he
realized that it had not been his watch but, rather, the ship’s computer, that
had been in error with that morning’s time check. Switching to transmission
mode, he dumped back to earth the macro with the vernier readings, and the
usual negative findings from the morning beacon probe. After amoment'’s
hesitation he decided not to mention the clock discrepancy. And also notto
mention the unusual shift of real position, from calculated position, of the
earth’ssunimage. He would work around abit with it first, and if there was
some new gravitational attraction that was influencing their trajectory, he
would be able to analyze it in a less hurried manner, and make any needed
heading changes using the ship’s existing programs rather than waiting for
years for suggestions from Earth.

What was amiss? The fact that he had indeed found the sun (he had
received Earth’s transmission after all) suggested to him that the most
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rewarding first step would be to search out the clock mess-up. He brought
up the exact time on the monitor from the ship’s computer, and with his
watch against the transfer plate, projected the exact time from it onto the
screen as well. They were clearly printed one above the other, and again
they did notshow the same time. Thewatch was nearly asecond fast. Again.
Or the ship’s computer was going slower yet. How could an entry into the
gravitational field of some distant massive thing so dramatically influence
the computer’s timing crystal?

He went to the crew’s suspension area, found Johnathan's bunk,
moved his friend’s arm out from under the covers, and carefully un-
strapped his watch. Back at the main console, he projected its time onto the
big monitor and, as he somehow knew it would be, the time was yet
different from both his own watch and the ship’s computer clock. Theship’s
clock was slowest, his own in-between, and Johnathan's the fastest. He
went back to the suspension area and quickly gathered ten more watches,
and brought them back and projected all of their times. Every one of them
wasabsolutely identical, toa hundredth of asecond. Identical to Johnathan’s.
It was his own that he had screwed up, in making those corrections needed
to agree with the ship’s top computer. The reference value in this computer
was what was most certainly wrong,

What should he do? Try to reset the ship’s clocks? That would be
quite simple, but would simply hide the problem, notsolve it. Runasystem
check on it; that would be a logical first step. The lines of verification rolled
down the screen, but whereas under usual circumstances each line would
compare exactly with its control form, Johnathan saw that there was not
one,buttwoalerts. Hehad read aboutsuch things in the manuals, and knew
the risks that can be associated with them, but in his entire life on the ship
with his radio and navigation work he had never seen a true alert.

One was in the ship’s top computer memory and the other, in the
basement memory storage. That latter one could wait, as it clearly was not
vital to the function of the ship. He thought about activating others in the
crew and he knew he had toif thiswasa true emergency, but for the moment
itjust might be something related to a single failure, a failure of his personal
watch, and he might be able to fix it himself. The first alert certainly made
sense with the clock-watch discrepancy — there was a crystal failure in the
primary chronometer. Thank goodness he had adjusted only his own watch
to the faulted computer; the remaining watches all agreed with each other,
and could serve as a reference for resetting things.

He logged deeper into the chronometer entry, to see just where the
problem was located, and how he should go about repairing it. As more
deta.iled screens came into view, it became apparent that the problem was
not in the primary cesium oscillator, but in the program that translated its
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primary signal toseconds, and thence to minutes, hours and days. The error
was not one of equipment but of calculation. Apparently the mechanics of
the clock were intact. However, there was no hint that any of the circuit
boards or chips were faulted. Try a sequential voltage check. All test points
gave values comfortably within the allowed ranges. The hardware seemed
to be perfect. Try a dynamic test.

Charles entered a challenge equation, and after a period of time that
was almost, but not quite, outside the allowed limit, the calculation answer
finally appeared in the answer box. It was wrong,.

Something was very much out of control. He went immediately to
the crew’s quarters, and set in motion the procedure that would bring them
all to consciousness and sensibility within a few minutes.

THURSDAY: A DAY OF CHAOS

The entire crew was present, with the exception of the children and
their nanny, and Jerome who had the beacon and transmission duty for the
day. They sat around the large table in the central bulge. Hugo was the
senior navigator and the leader of the discussion.

“Let me try to summarize where we are as of the moment. We have
so far experienced four alerts in the top computer system; the clock is
screwed up — that was the first problem spotted by Johnathan on his shift
yesterday. And now faults appear to be present in some aspect of dead-
reckoning, something in the Doppler analysis of the beacon responses, and
something associated with the nuclear drive pile. Is this one thing wrong
expressing itself in several ways, or is the whole ship falling apart all of a
sudden?”

“Don’t forget the alert from the basement system yesterday,”
added Charles.

“OK. Five alerts, then. What do they have in common?”

“They all involve calculations, maybe,” suggested James.

“But calculations are basic activities of calculators. If the calculator
is intact, the calculation gives the right answer.” This, from Marie.

The comments flew in from all participants.

“But the answers are wrong.”

“How do you know what the right answer is if the calculations are
wrong? Maybe your ‘right’ answer is wrong.”

“But they are inconsistent — calculate the same problem twice, and
get two different answers.”

“You haven’t done that. You’ve compared the results with the
published text.”

“The watches are all consistent, except for Charles’s. But they are
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different from the top computer’s time.”

“ And the difference is getting absurd.”

The free-for-all was interrupted by the appearance of a very dis-
turbed Jerome.

“] can’t find the sun at all. Nothing in the entire field has the right
spectrum. I missed the transmission schedule. I can’t find it!”

Hugo snapped back: “How would you know the right spectrum,
if it has to be calculated for checking, and our calculators are screwed up?”

A chill settled over the group, as itbecame apparent that something
was very wrong, and the trusted tools for isolating the source of the
wrongness might themselves be faulted.

“That's it,” came the voice of Willard. “Every wrong calculation
invokes a power series calculation for its success. Maybe something is out
to lunch with the power series part of the computer?”

“Well, how can that idea be checked?” asked Hugo.

“I can do it immediately from a pi calculation. Ihave the power
series, and the correct answer in my personal satchel in top memory.”

“How do you know just what the correct answer would be?”

“T have the accurate value up from basement, accurate to a gillion
places.”

“Then giveita try.”

Jerome interrupted. “Would a couple of you come and help me on
the earth screen. Look over my shoulder and see if I'm missing something.”

The group broke up. No one noticed the soft hissing sound that
filled the ship. At least no one commented on it. Willard opened his
personal address on the nearest monitor, and called up the current power
series he was using for new values of pi. Ina moment, the screen was filled
with a myriad of zeros and ones.

“The last form I had was modulo six, so let me convert this.” A
cmfllple of strokes more, and the screen was now filled with digits from zero
to five.

“See, it’s working fine,” he said with some satisfaction.

“Is it the right answer?” asked Hugo.

I'll make a subtraction check against the reference value.” Another
couple of strokes, but this time there was no change.

"My reference value is missing!”

“Did you erase it?”

“Of course not. Isaved it.”

“Where?”

) ”‘Righ‘t here in my ...” Willard stopped. A cloud went across his
face. “Might it have been, somehow, saved to basement?”

Hugo immediately called up the system check screen, to look for
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any alert messages. The rules for bringing up and using information from
thebasement were clearly stated. All knowledge was of one of three classes:

Galactic knowledge. This was universal fact, which would be
accessible to any and all intelligences anywhere in the universe. Here were
the physical constances such as the speed of light and Planck’s Constant.
Here was the mass of the proton and the half-life of carbon-fourteen. On
Arcturus 4B, as on earth, these numbers are identical. Such values went
down to basement as class A information. They were uncensored and
unrestricted, but they could only be entered with the quantum key. The
value of pi was among these quantum facts.

Earth knowledge. Here were the facts that were uniquely those of
earth. The physical scene, such as atmospheric oxygen concentration and
the salinity of salt water. Chlorophyll and DNA. Other worlds might have,
would most certainly have, similar numbers, but these were absolutely
unique to earth, and reflected its evolutionary history. This material was
factual, but not galactically universal. It was placed in the basement with
the history key, and a copy could be brought up as wanted. It could never
be changed from a distance. No alien intelligence could ever insert its own
information, as there was no inherent truth in any alien numbers.

Human knowledge. This was the product of the intelligence of
man. The history of the human animal, the writings of Shakespeare, the
speeches of Cicero, the structures of psychoactive drugs, and the causes of
depression. Again, injtial information was put down with the mind key, but
once there in basement, it was inviolate. If copies came up, they had to be
kept in personal files or dumped.

The galaxy key, the history key, and the mind key. All had been
used at theloading of the basement computer, the pan-sophistry repository
of all human knowing, and all these keys remained on earth, so that this
body of knowledge would be preserved intact for future scholars.

The hissing that seemed to come from everywhere was now quite
a bit louder. Still, no one seemed to notice.

The checks that Hugo brought to the screen carried two alert
messages. He opened immediately the basement alert that had been there
from yesterday, but which had been totally ignored. It stated, quite simply:

“Unauthorized filing detected. System decompiling.”

He clicked on the latter entry, and there appeared on the screen:

ALL DATA WILL BE DECOMPILED, MATERIALIZED, AND DUMPED
“What have we done here? Can this be stopped?”

The nanny from the nursery ran in, out of breath. “Sally has gone
into what looks like a convulsion. Help me.”
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Johnathan ran out with her. Willard turned to Hugo, with a look of
distress in his face. The hissing was quite a bit louder now.

“If I blew it with saving my pi game in basement, then at least I can
call it up again and see if the numbers check.”

“Try it,” said Hugo. “I'll bet you can’t find it.”

Willard opened the read-only menu of basement, and scanned over
to the number theory menu. It wasblank. A message wasall thatremained,
stating:

POWER SERIES BIN MATERIALIZED AND DUMPED

In a panic, he called up the master menu. The classical history and
language files were also empty, and a red star lay alongside the biology file.
He snapped this open, and found that the species file was active. In a
moment of insight, he realized that all the recorded DNA was being
dumped.

But it was all being materialized first. For some reason, certainly
never to be known, the simplest forms were the first to be transformed from
the genetic record to the actual expression of the entity. If there had been a
million sets of nucleic code, a million living individuals were being created
in exchange for the original record. And those million examples, be they
pions or viruses or bacteria or yeast cells, were being materialized into the
space all about him. There was the sense of a cloud, a grey transparent
cloud, thickening all around him. The sounds became louder bit by bit, and
the world about him became increasingly viscous.

The hiss was now a thing that could be felt as well, with a sound that
resembled that of a smoke detector without the pulsing note. Simply a
continuing whine. Itbuilt up yet more in intensity and he became aware of
particulate things in the environment. Things that were spewing out of the
bowels of the ship. First it seemed to be clumpy dust, but then it became

more lumpy and had shapes that would have been familiar, if he’d been
given the time to watch.

The hiss —

The hiss was now a roar. Willard backed away from the controls
and screens, and took what comfort he could in having the ship’s solid
bulwark pushing against hisback. He held his hands out in front of him, as
ifwarding off aggressors thathe couldn’t see. Hejerked aside as he feltsome
unknown life-form brushing his cheek. His mind said No! Then he realized
that everything that had ever lived on earth, and for which the DNA code
was known, was being re-created and released here aboard this isolated
space ship. He screamed.

But his scream was never heard. The noise within the space ship
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had become deafening. Saber-tooth tigers and bats and spiders and
buzzards; an unending variety of forms and identities spewed forth from
the basement. In the last few seconds of his life, Willard realized that there
would never be any further communication either to or from earth, and the
fate of PanSoph 2 would never be known. Perhaps this is how the original
PanSoph ended, an untellable story stemming from the curiosity and
carelessness of one of its crew. Traits, both, that are exquisitely human.

In time, Willard’s ship, leagues from it’s origins, fell silent and
continued its way as a hulk with a cargo of dead, outwards into the void
where the concept of intelligence and knowledge and consciousness did not
exist.

Some day there might be a new try, a PanSoph #3, but perhaps not.
It might be that the wish to preserve the magic of the human animal, or the
story of its creation and reason for being, had already been lost on earth.
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CHAPTER 7. STAMPS

(Shura’s voice)

My most keen interests at the present time are drugs, especially
drugs that can influence or modify the function of the mind. A much earlier
area of compulsive enthusiasm involved the collection and study of stamps.
I mentioned in PIHKAL my memories as a child living next door to an
ancient man, a Mr. Smythe, who was a bookdealer. He received books by
mail, thus there were stamps attached, and they of course came from
everywhere around the world. He kept the books, but he gave me the
stamps. I would take them all up to my bedroom, float them off their
wrappers with cold water, press them dry with newspapers and blotters
and heavy books for weight, and then identify them with my precious and
personal copy of the 1930 Scott’s Stamp Catalog. Actually, my mother had
prepared me for this philatelicinterest in an unusual way. She had traveled,
as a visiting teacher, from school to school in the Nile basin during and just
after the Great War (1914-1918) and had given me letters (boxes of them) that
she had written home from there. Khartoum and Cairo were common
names to me, and identifying numerals in Arabic was my first venture into
foreign literacy. 1got from her, and I still have squirreled away and waiting
for some free time, quite literally hundreds of the 1914 Sphinx and Pyramid
common issues, and a lot of larger stamps with camels on them, all on
envelopes and with some unusual postmarks. That promised to be an area
of exciting research.

At about the time of World War II (which effectively renamed the
Great War as World War I) I discovered the Austro-Hungarian Empire, and
the Zhemstvo postal system of Russia. This threw me back into the 19th
century, and I decided that it would be completely cool and sophisticated
to limit my philately to only those stamps that had been used prior to 1900.
I put what money I could spare in the 1950’s into buying many lots at
auction, and I put together (but even today have not yet organized) a neat
collection of old and lovely stamps. Newspaper stamps, steam-ship line
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stamps and, as it turns out, the very items that set the stage for this
Washington, D.C. adventure: revenue stamps.

My compulsionin the area of the psychotropic drugs didn’tbecome
manifest until the 1950’s when I participated in an experiment that involved
the psychoactive drug mescaline. It caught my attention just as completely
ashad the Sudanese postal cards. I1discovered that there were many simple
things, in this case not stamps but chemicals, that could provoke changes of
consciousness.

The passage of the Harrison Narcotics Act in 1915 created the first
Federallaw that illegalized drugs. There were two compounds specifically
focused upon: cocaine (and the coca plant and its components) and heroin
(and the opium poppy with its components and derivatives). For two
decades these were the major, the only, pharmacological evils of our
culture. There was no racism acknowledged; cocaine just happened to be
the black man’s problem, and opium just happened to be the Chinaman’s
problem. There were hot jazz clubs in New Orleans and opium smoking
dens in San Francisco. The drug problem quickly became a legal concern
instead of a medical one in that drug users were looked upon, legally, as
criminals rather than as patients. Physicians were told to keep away from
the treatment of addicts or they, too, would suffer legally. The law was cast
in fiscal terms, not judicial, and it required permits and payments. Its
enforcement was assigned to the Department of the Treasury rather than to
the Department of Justice. One had to buy revenue stamps to possess these
drugs, and it was the absence of these stamps that defined any crime that
might be committed.

In the 1930’s, another minority group population, the Mexican
immigrants, served as the excuse for further Federal drug law change. The
drug was marijuana. In 1932, the Federal Bureau of Narcotics was estab-
lished within the Department of the Treasury, and it was responsible for the
handling of any narcotics problems that might arise from the repeal of the
alcohol prohibition amendment. The Commissioner of this Bureau, an
ambitious politician named Harry J. Anslinger, saw the marijuana issue as
an effective springboard to both power and fame, and personally launched
a most disingenuous and dishonest propaganda campaign. The hysteria
from the movies “Weed that Kills,” and “Reefer Madness,” is famous, and
led directly to the passage of the Marijuana Tax Act of 1937, which was
specifically modeled after the Harrison Narcotics Act of 1914. The medical
usefulness of marijuana was openly acknowledged, and there could be no
question but that physicians, dentists and veterinarians could continue to
prescribe it; they would simply have to pay some revenue fee. Any
physician who wished to use this drug in his practice had to respect these
tax laws. Most states followed this Federal lead by the enactment of similar
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laws, and quite quickly legal access to marijuana by non-medical users was
essentially terminated. This was the climatein the wake of the1937law, and
the issuance of the Marijuana Tax Stamp in that same year.

It's here that the two areas of my personal interest — stamp
collecting and research with psychoactive drugs — effectively overlap. As
to the drug side of things, I wanted to answer questions that had never
before been answered. Some of these questions had never even been asked
before. Do the seeds of potent strains carry the essence of that potency, or
isit the growing environment that effectively dictates the final plant? What
is the relationship between the potency of a given strain of marijuana, and
the components that can be shown to be in it? What is the contribution of
the genetics of a given plant to its morphology? I decided to carry out
several studies to address these questions, by actually growing marijuana
on my farm. I needed the approval of the California Research Advisory
Panel (whose name was finally shortened to Research Advisory Panel when
the acronym of their original name became publicized). They reviewed my
research protocol and approved it. Iasked for, and received, a Federal drug
license. So I planted and grew, and harvested, and analyzed a sizable crop
of pot here on the farm where I live, all with the official organizations
extending me blessings. But it became apparent that to learn from my
findings I should make critical comparisons against the ultimate reference
marijuana plant, the Federal Standard, which had been planted and raised
in the Deep South.

So, I decided to begin exploring the world of administrative
officialdom. Let’s take advantage of my having the State’s OK, and having
a Federal license on the wall, and let’s discover the moves needed to score
a stash of Mississippi pot. I wrote to the appropriate authorities, and that
is when I discovered that this was a revenue issue rather than a legal one,
and there had to be Marijuana Tax Stamps involved in any such transac-
tions. To receive legal marijuana, I had to pay for and receive the required

Marijuana Tax Stamps, and then return them to the IRS office accompany-
ing the actual order for the marijuana. So I played the game, and ordered
two pounds of Mississippi marijuana, and four ounces of seeds and extracts.
The first move of this transaction was the delivery to me of a massive sheet
of Marijuana Tax Stamps, forty or fifty or so, at one dollar each, which was
acknowledged and sent back with the actual order and a personal check as
payment to effectively authorize their shipment of the marijuana. The
plants arrived promptly. The stamps of course disappeared back into the
maws of the system, but by good chance I had made a photocopy of them
while they were in my hands.

It was about this time that I realized this was the ultimate, magical
overlap, a synthesis of my two compulsions. Itbecame apparent to me that
the reward of this caper would be in the stamps, not the science. Solordered
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another four ounces of Governmental grass, got the four one dollar Mari-
juana Tax Stamps of 1937 (one dollar per ounce plus two cents per form),
paid for them, let my check clear, and then immediately abandoned the
scientific questions and simply kept the stamps. I chose to add them to my
stamp collection, expanding my Africas and my Austrias to now include
four U.S. revenues.

This was in February, 1971. Thad no way of foreseeing how such
a trivial event could give rise to an unforeseeable cascade of consequences.
The first step in this developing story was a request from a friend of mine
abouta year later. He was writing a book on the medical uses of marijuana
and had heard that I had received some government marijuana via the Tax
Stamp process of the Treasury Department. He wanted to include a
photograph of the actual order form, with the stamps attached, in his book.
I made a photostat of this order form with the four stamps, with my name
and other details blanked out to protect my privacy, and this appeared in his
book, Marijuana Medical Papers 1839-1972 as a part of a chapter written by
Dr. David Musto discussing the 1937 Marijuana Tax Act.

This 1973 book was apparently the spark that lit another fuse,
bringing me first a phone call, then a visit in the 1980’s, from a gentleman
who claimed to be a pharmacist in Seattle. This young man was an avid
collector of revenue stamps. He had seen the photograph of these four
stamps in my friend’s book, and had contacted him and succeeded in
getting from him both my name and my address. This man flew down to
visit me, and spent a half day discussing many aspects of drugs, philately
and thelaw. Hestated thathe was interested in the legal marijuana situation
since he was convinced that it had been used as a device for the manipula-
tion of immigrants. ButI personally believed that he truly wanted nothing
more than the sensual pleasure of looking at these stamps, and maybe just
touching them. Well, it worked out to his sorrow but very much to my own
advantage (as became apparent later) that I had completely lost the IRS
document with the stamps attached toit. I quite honestly had noidea where
it was. Had it been taken by someone? Had it never been returned by my
friend after he photographed it for his book? Was it simply buried under a
mountain of papers which is the world I live and work in? Whatever. I
could not put my hands upon it. Our pharmacist, obviously disappointed,
returned to Seattle.

In the 1990’s the issue came up again in a completely unexpected
way. Ireceived a call from a Special Agent Schmitz, of the Oakland office
of the FBI, who said he would appreciate the chance to talk to me and ask
a few questions. He came out to the farm, and the conversation went
something like this:

“Do you happen to know a pharmacist from Seattle who was
interested in the 1937 Marijuana Tax Stamp?”
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“Yes, 1do.”
“Did he visit you?”
“Yes, he did.”
“Did you sell him any such stamps?”
“No, I did not.”

There were many additional questions, but slowly the story began
to take form. I volunteered all of the information that I had, including the
fact that the stamps were nowhere to be found, and that the curious
philatelist had returned without having seen them. He asked if I could
establish the date of the visit, and this proved to be easy, since I did know
where my historic appointmentbooks were kept, and I found the date of the
visit. He borrowed the book, and it was promptly mailed back to me after
being copied. All this took on the earmarks of a criminal action and, when
I was asked by the FBI agent if I would be willing to give some sworn
statement to them covering the details of the story, I assured them that I
certainly would.

Things were to become more complex yet. A few months later I
received a request to appear at a Grand Jury panel in Washington. To be
exact, it was not a request, but a summons. You are not asked to come; you
are told to come. I went, and spent a most informative afternoon with an
Assistant U.S. Attorney who filled me in on many details of the story.
Apparently there had been some strange goings-on at the Smithsonian
Institution where the U.S. Government had put some of these 1937 Mari-
juana Tax Stamps on display. A young man had expressed keen interest in
themand, having inspected them closely and carefully, left. But the stamps
had apparently disappeared at about the same time. He had been observed
attempting to swap them at a stamp fair in San Francisco, and when he was
asked about them by Federal police he stated that he had bought them from
me. But a bit of forensic detective work immediately established that the
copies he had were the very ones that had been taken from the Washington
Museum.

My testimony to the Grand Jury was to affirm that these stamps had
notbeen provided to him by me. Iso testified, sharing the sad fact with the
jury that these were still lost items and I still held forth the hope that they
might show up some day, as they might prove to be quite valuable. There
was a feeling of indifference from the jury, as if they couldn’t care less, but
I'had spoken honestly and was quite happy to return home and forget the
matter.

Behind my desk I have a battery of filing cabinets, eight of them,
each four drawers high, where I keep reprints, correspondence, and manu-
scripts. AbouttwoyearsagoIneeded tofilealetterand areprint concerning
aspecific Psilocybe species, but could not find my mushroom files. I knew
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that I had relocated the folder from one drawer to another because things
werejust too crowded. I found the folder one drawer down, and justbehind
it saw an open pentaflex hanging folder that said, “Gov't letter re Pot.” I
pulled it out, and found that it contained the entire two decades of ex-
changes of correspondence with the FDA, the BNDD and DEA, and the IRS.
With an eerie feeling of having come home again, I leafed through page after
page of correspondence, of application forms and canceled checks. To-
wards thebottom of the file, there was a photocopy of the forty-or-so stamps
and the order form for the two pounds of marijuana. My search was almost
completed; there was one sheet left in the file. It turned out to be the unsent
order form, and the four beautiful tax stamps were still neatly attached. I
believe that I did not move for several minutes. The lost had been found,
and I now had closure on a fascinating story of a completed era of pharma-
cological and fiscal history.

I'have noidea how many of these stamps have ever made itinto the
public domain. I have personally seen fifty-one of them, and also there are
these four Inow hold which occupy a special page in my collection. Itisjust
possible that they are the only copies that exist outside of the Smithsonian
Institution or the IRS archives.
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CHAPTER 8. LENINGRAD LETTERS

(Shura’s voice)

It must be remembered that in 1985, the Soviet Union was still a
most intractable police state; there were no signs of the fragmentation and
diffusion of authority that now define the scene. There was (and for all I
know perhaps still is) a rigid control of movement, speech, radio, television,
and mail, along with a nearly pathological mistrust of strangers. This
xenophobia did not generally show itself at the level of the common man,
but grew as one went up the political and military hierarchy.

When the Leningrad letter arrived, it had a most unusual appear-
ance. My name and address were clearly printed, in English, and the
postage was, of course, paid for in Soviet stamps. The writer’sreturnname,
address, and Zip code were where they should have been. He was Anatole
Zhoborov and (according to a Russian friend of mine) he lived on a rather
fashionable avenue in Leningrad. It was at that point that all conventional
appearance ended. The immediate unusual feature was the lettering that
shone forth in brilliant red on the back of the envelope. A message was
printed there, on the two edges of the sealing flap, and on the construction
seams of the lower half, forming a sort of lurid St. Andrew's Cross. There,
for all to read, was the message “SAVE ME GOD, IF YOU IS.” And on the
lower seams, “PEACE” and “NO WAR.” I inspected the envelope most
carefully, and even to my inexperienced eye there were obvious signs of
entry. The gum of the flap was slightly misplaced, and a small scrap of
selvage had been stuck exactly at the tip of the flap to re-seal the envelope.
It even covered a small bit of the red message.

Iopened the envelope with an extremely sharp knife, in order to do
as little damage as possible. The text of the letter was written in a cursive
style with the letters separated from one another, and it was in English. The
content was clearly about drugs — drugs that have been classified in the
United States as street, or illegal, drugs. There was information on the use
and availability of opium and morphine (heroin was not mentioned),



Leningrad Letters

amphetamine (methamphetamine was not mentioned), PCP, mescaline,
and hashish. Details were offered as to prices, availability, sources (at least
the city of manufacture), and as to the popularity of each. All this from
inside the Soviet Union. Wow. And all this from a country where there is
no drug problem, at least according to the propagandists.

The accompanying text was equally sophisticated. Methods of
manufacture were outlined, and the chemical structures had obviously
been drawnby the hand of a person well studied in chemistry. The finalline
was a request for an exchange of correspondence. I was completely in a
quandary as to just who this Anatole person was, and during the subse-
quent exchange of letters he never really told me, and I could only speculate
with the few bits of the puzzle Thad. He was knowledgeable about drugs.
He wrote in rather good English. He showed a true Russian cultural
background with the dropped articles in his writing and the added g. before
the year of the date. He also appeared to be a person with some form of
death wish, having written to me of such matters with an obvious flag on the
back of his envelope.

Anatole was a person with consistent patterns, as I was to discover
in the course of our developing correspondence. I tried to place him in a
society with which I was not familiar. Was he indeed a young individual
involved in the illicit drug scene? Was he a patient in some mental hospital
who had once been involved in the illicit drug scene? Perhaps he was not
a “he” atall, buta “them,” a group of people at the KGB who had decided
that it might be of value to appear to be a young individual, and initiate
contact with an American who is knowledgeable about the American drug
scene, for some future purpose? Or perhaps a group, not of the KGB but of
the CIA with an agenda of its own, mailing strange letters from the
Leningrad post office? Clearly his highlighting the envelope with the red
writing had caught someone’s attention, as the letter had been opened and
presumably read. But it was sealed up again and sent on its way with no
effort to hide the intrusion. The correctness of the postage indicated that if
anything had been removed, it had been very light. It was weird, and I had
no clue as to who or what Anatole represented. But I was certainly curious.

My answer to him was a model of circumspection and caution. All
questions were answered with accuracy, supplemented with a carefully
measured amount of unsolicited information. Ivolunteered the popularity
of methamphetamine and of MDMA in the United States, and added that
heroin and other synthetic substitutes were seen here more frequently than
were opium or morphine. My letter was printed out from the computer, but
I made a point of signing my name Shura in ink, and in cursive Cyrillic, to
see if I might provoke some reciprocity in getting him to sign his own first
name in some diminutive form. He never did. It was always presented in
its full and proper form.
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Isent my letter off, but I felt1should be equally diligent in flagging
jt. Why not play the game in the easterly direction as well? I used the old
retired IBM Selectric typewriter to write his address on the left side of the
front of the envelope in the typical American way, with the addressee’s
name first, followed by street number and name, then the city, and finally
the country, USSR. Then, just to the right of that, I rewrote the address
completely in Cyrillic, using the appropriate ball in the Selectric. But here
it appeared not only in the Russian type font, but in the proper inverted
Russian format as well. First the country, CCCP, then the city, the street
name and number, and finally the name of the addressee. That, I felt, should
be unusual enough to catch the eye of the CIA, or the KGB, or whoever else
mightbe interested. Iused exactly the rightamount of air mail postage, and
sent it off. Apparently my letter went right through.

Thereturn letter from Anatole was considerably more detailed, and
for the first time he ventured into the area of variously substituted Fentanyl
compounds. Rather than providing some clues to help solve the enigma of
who or what he was, this letter only added further fuel to the mystery. His
mention of Fentanyl triggered some interesting thoughts and fun specula-
tions in the area of pharmacology and chemical warfare.

A few years earlier, there had been a new form of “heroin” appear-
ing on the streets of the larger cities of California. It was called China White,
and itresponded to none of the presumptive tests for heroin. And the over-
dosed users gave none of the usual measures of the presence of
acetylmorphine or morphine, both standard metabolites of heroin, and
routinely seen in the screening of patients. But the signs of heroin overdose
were there — pin-point pupils, breathing problems, and narcosis. It was
only with the use of a radioimmune assay designed for Fentanyl! that the
first clues as to the nature of the drug became apparent. It was not Fentanyl,
butitwasawfully close to Fentanyl. A sample wentback to the research labs
of the DEA (called Special Testing by its supporters, or Special Resting by

those who had limited patience) and in good time the drug was identified
as being a methyl homologue of Fentanyl. They said that, based on the
presence of an extra carbonatom here in the molecule, the drug was a known
thing, and was clearly being synthesized by some very sophisticated
chemist somewhere. And with such extremely high potency (the active
dose was down in micrograms) it should be easy to manufacture a great
number of doses with only modest equipment. “A hundred million doses

could be made with what could be bought at the hardware store for a few
hundred dollars,” was how one congressman putit.

Bang — it was made illegal. But the story quickly became more
complex. It turned out that the initial China White really had the added
carbon there in the molecule, but by the time the correction had been
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publicized within the forensic community, a sample had been seized from
illicit sources with the added carbon placed in the here position, just where
the Feds had originally thought. This “Son of China White” proved to be of
similar extreme potency, and was soon followed by moreand more Fentanyl
analogues with other minor changes. There were methyl groupsin yet other
places, and carbon chains became different lengths, and new elements such
as sulfur or fluorine were occasionally introduced.

Who was doing it? Was it all one person? Where was he located?
There was quite an official effort made, but never were any completely
satisfactory answers found by the authorities. I personally had been
fantasizing a scenario that exploited the original name which contained the
word “China.” I'had noticed that there had been quite a flurry of recent
publications from Red China describing the synthesis and pharmacology of
some fluorinated Fentanyls. This had followed an extensive quiet period,
when almost nothing in this area had been published at all. Once before I
had seen a similar quiet period followed by a burst of activity. This was in
the Russian chemical literature in the area of quinuclidine chemistry. I
suspect that the Soviet chemists were involved in research with compounds
of this type in the area of Chemical Warfare, because only a short time after
this quiet period ended, I learned from an inside source at Blackwood
Arsenal that quinuclidine benzilate was unofficially described as an inca-
pacitating agent in the U.S. arsenal.

Could China be developing, or better, had China been developing,
some super-potent Fentanyl analogues as potential warfare agents? Let the
fantasy roll. Maybe the Chinese were using second class citizens (the drug-
using population of California) as guinea pigs for the initial human trials of
their new drugs. After all, several pharmaceutical houses in the United
States had also chosen to run the firsthuman trials of the early contraception
pills abroad, on what might be thought of, by some, as second class citizens
(the fertile population of Puerto Rico). So, there was precedent.

The make-believe scenario rattled on — who would be the import-
ers? Were the profits funneled back to Asia, or were they the pay-off for
distribution and reporting? Were there any one-to-one correlations be-
tween Chinese scientific literature and the things seen here?

A second international connection was obvious in the fact that all
the legitimate Fentanyl line came out of Belgium. There, research into the
value of these compounds as anaesthetics was proceeding apace, with the
development of new compounds that emphasized potency (which can be
related to safety) and duration (short action was a virtue in surgical
anesthesia). From these laboratories came such clinically useful inventions
as Carfentanil, Sufentanil and Alfentanil. It was also observed, in connec-
tion with the radioimmune assay work being done in this country, that
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those Fentanyl analogues with a “second substituent in the piperidine 4-
position” could not be seen by radioimmune assay. They were completely
transparent, so there would be no way of spotting the use of such drugs by
any standard urine screening analysis. This observation was never widely
publicized, a point which made subsequent events even more intriguing.

Back to the Leningrad letters. Here in the second letter, I was
getting quite a body of information on Fentanyl. Speculation is cheap, but
it is fun. Could China be using some drug-users in Leningrad as an
experimental population of second class citizens? Or was Leningrad
merely the tip of an iceberg when it came to drug use in the Soviet system?
Iwanted more information from my correspondent concerning Fentanyl, so
I asked some specific questions in my reply to him.

The third letter from him added yet more confusion to this already
confused picture. Init, there was not a single mention of drugs. Everything
was about explosives. Structures of great beauty and delicate complexity,
with stated melting points, indicators of temperatures of detonation, dis-
cussion of bruissance — in all, completely sophisticated technological
jargon that rang of competence. Why explosives? Why me? There was an
intriguing hint at the end of the letter, in which Anatole (or KGB or CIA or
whoever they were) asked me to send copies on to two people, both in the
military in the United States. I was being asked to be the courier of some
heaven-knows-what kind of military information between some Russian
unknown and explosive experts here in the U.S. of A.? That was a little too
much. Iwrote to the people involved, and queried them as to whether they
wished to received a letter from an A. Zhoborov in Russia with some
information on chemical explosives. One letter was returned addressee
unknown, and the other was never answered. And that particular letter
from Leningrad, Itooneveranswered. The subject of explosivesnever came
up again.

Then a new bombshell. Again, with colorful alerting patterns of
GOD SAVE US around the back flap, a registered letter from Leningrad.
There could be no question of the attention-grabbing nature of the mes-
sages. The younglady at the post office asked me, with her eyebrowsraised,
“You mean that this came from Russia?” I assured her that it did, and that
Ididn’t understand it either. And in that letter, I got Fentanyl information
beyonc! all expectations. There was a recipe that explained how one could

start with one and a half kilo of this and then add a liter of that, stir, cook,
filter and so on, and all of this ending up with a half kilo of some substituted
Fentanyl worth maybe $500,000 in the Swiss black market.

I'was in awe. The details of large scale Fentanyl preparation. I
mean, a half kilo of Fentanyl or one of its potent analogues, at maybe 50
micrograms a dose, is 10,000,000 doses. And even more provocative, he
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volunteered the information that if one were to put a second substituent on
the 4-position of the piperidine, the compounds could not be picked up by
radioimmune assay.

So he was not only privy to very sophisticated synthetic informa-
tion, but to very sophisticated analytical information as well.

Our correspondence continued for another year. It was rich with
stories of Anatole being called in to what he called “The Big House,” to give
information to the KGB authorities, his hiding in fear of his life, his going to
Moscow fora week toavoid what he called “The Narco Mafia,” or his simply
traveling to the Baltics to observe how the big scale chemistry was progress-
ing. He sent me a couple of dozen extraordinary text books and reference
volumes that were currently being used in the colleges and in the industrial
research labs in the Soviet Union. He spoke of his desire to travel, and of his
plans for eventual expatriation. But in the next letter the flavor would shift
back to his being the pursuer of information from me, rather than being
pursued by the authorities or the Mafia. He never gave me a vision of being
a completely “together” person, yet there was never an impression of being
a completely scattered one, either.

Then everything changed. He apparently got an exit visa through
the simple (clever?, accidental?) transliteration of his name into French,
rather than into English, orthography. He was Juoboroff rather than
Zhoborov, and there appeared to be absolutely nothing in the computer to
stop his emigration. So now he is in a Western European country, still
pursuing his dance between organic chemistry and law enforcement.
Apparently he has some chemical connections with a commercial labora-
tory where he is acting as a technician, and he is also providing information
to the state police concerning the Narco Mafia in his new country. I must
conclude that there is some sort of drug underground everywhere in the
world.

My interchange of letters has slowly dropped to a trickle. And I
have no way of judging if the narcotics trade in the Soviet Union is
proceeding apace (despite his disappearance) or has dropped to nothing
(because of his disappearance). However, there is a small but real possibil-
ity that I may again be made privy to what is going on. Within three weeks
of Monsieur Juoboroff’s departure I received, from a person unknown to
me, another first letter, again from Leningrad.
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CHAPTER 9. LA RUTA DEL BAKALAO

(Shura’s voice)

I have done a modest amount of traveling both inside and outside
the United States. The list of foreign destinations have included Asia
(Turkey), Central America (Panama), South America (Brazil) and the South
Pacific (Australia), but a majority of my overseas explorations have been in
Western Europe. The only countries I have missed until recently were, as
I recall, Ireland, the Eastern European block (except for Czechoslovakia),
Greece, San Marino, and Andorra. And Spain.

But Spain was added to the list as a consequence of an invitation to
lecture somewhere else. In early 1992 I received a request to attend a
meeting in Mexico, to give an opening address to a conference on Psycho-
tropic Plants and Shamanism. This wasbeing held in the Fall, in the city and
State of San Luis Potosi which was, I must confess, a place ] had never heard
of before. There was to be a goodly collection of scholars and scientists
there, in the areas of anthropology, botany, chemistry and pharmacology.
The conference languages offered were Spanish and English but, as it
turned out, most of the talks were in Spanish. And other than the two
phrases “No tengo dinero” and “Hecho en Mexico por Mexicanos” (which
I memorized during my one and only previous visit to Mexico in the late
1950’s, the first for answering street urchins and the second from a back
window sticker on a Ford) I did not know a single word of Spanish.

No, that isnot entirely accurate. My parents and I had driven in our
brand new Model A Ford to Tijuana when I was perhaps four or five years

old, and from that vacation there was one memory of Mexico. We had
driven into the hills, and were hurrying back on a nasty road to get to the
border which at that time closed for the night at some early hour in the
evening, 8 or9p.m.asIrecall. The road back was peppered with yellow and
!)lack traveler advisory signs that said simply "D.C." We got to the border
just after it was sealed up, so we spent the night in a hotel on the Mexican
side of theborder, and someone finally told me that D.C. stood for Desparados
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Curvasos (literally Desperate Curves). And just now I remember some-
thing else. Something to do with my notknowing how to swim, and having
been thrown, screaming, into the Pacific ocean by my father so that I would
learn. Thislast item just now sprang into mind and, although it has nothing
to do with the Spanish language, it may have something to do with the
development of the relationship I had with my father. It’s a memory that
might be rewarding to pursue some day on an appropriate psychedelic
drug.

Back to present day Mexico, in San Luis Potosi. My presentation
went OK, considering that I was giving my talk from hand-written notes (in
English) and each sentence was being translated into Spanish by Manuel
Sanchez, in real time, by his deciphering of these very notes while seated
alongside me. Alice and Ibecame fast friends with him and his wife, Sophia.

The conference provided many free hours for exploring adventure.
Iremember having a terrible time orienting myself as to where I was in San
Luis Potosi, even though I had a complete street map in my lap every time
we went from our sleeping quarters (at the Cactus Motel) to the meal
location (at the Motel Tuna), or to the meetings themselves at the Casa dela
Cultura. I pride myself in always becoming oriented as to location in any
new city within about 36 hours. But here, even though we took different
routes each trip, in our private bus, I never could pin down just where on
the map the Cactus place was. ThenIdiscovered that my street map, which
had all the major thoroughfares indicated in bright red, was a bit of a
promoter’s dream. These were the planned freeways, and they had not yet
been constructed. Once I ignored them, I knew where I was.

Another magical tour was to the north (to Matahuala) and then
west through Cedral to Real del Catorce which proved to be a former silver
mine, now abandoned, and inhabited by a few hundred Indians, in total
poverty. No, not total, as there were occasional satellite dishes and some
well fed dogs, but this area appeared to be totally supported by a modest
tourist trade coming to visit the area that is the Mecca of the Huichol
pilgrimage. The mountains in this area are sacred, and it was not surprising
that there was a quiet but inescapable street market, not only in bric-a-brac
with a Christian motif, but also in freshly picked peyote buttons. Most of
our party had chosen to meet in the parking area across from a deserted
Catholic church and sense the history and magic of the fog-enshrouded
terrain through the eyes of a non-scheduled alternative, 2C-B. We re-
grouped at about four in the afternoon at the only coffee shop in town, and
made our way safely back to San Luis Potosi for dinner.

As with any meeting of this sort, the true value lay in the many
personal interactions that took place. Ireceived a tentative invitation from
a totally charming philosopher/drug expert/writer named Antonio
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Escohotado to teach in a Summer School in El Escorial, near Madrid, the
following year, and perhaps to contribute to a second edition of this
Shamanismo performance (in case it became a biannual tradition) in
Barcelona, two years later. Suddenly there were two pentaflex folders for
Spain hanging in my file drawer of future travels, where there had never
been one before.

That wasn’t all. As soon as Alice and I got home to the farm, we
found a letter from a Spanish law firm asking for an opinion, in writing, as
to the degree of harm that can visit the public by the use of MDMA. Well,
such questions are pretty common, so off went a letter with a strongly
worded opinion that MDMA is one of the safest drugs I have ever encoun-
tered. That, I felt, should put that matter to rest.

A formal invitation to teach at the Summer School came from
Antonio in a few weeks. The class was to be held in the coming Summer,
in the city of El Escorial, and was going to be on the subject of Civil
Disobedience, Counter Culture, and Utopic Pharmacy. And there were the
funds at hand for a second week repeat performance in the Canary Islands.
I guess I had never really consciously thought of Spain as no longer being
in the grip of Fascism and Franco, and I was certainly not expecting to find
the government funding educational courses that included topics such as
these. Again, it was an interaction largely in Spanish, and again a beautiful
opportunity to expand yet further the circle of people we knew. Antonio
was there as an organizer. Ott was there from Xalapa, and Thomas Szasz
and Albert Hofmann. That was the faculty for this particular course. But
there were peripheral treasures, such as Monica, Antonio’s wife, and Jose
Maria, a winsome psychiatrist, who invited me as a dinner guest to his
home, an hour’s drive away.

The structure of this Spanish Summer School system is totally
remarkable, and would serve many other communities as a model for the
use of funds for education. Thelodging and meals (in an excellent hotel) are
largely subsidized by the government, the expenses (travel and honoraria)
of the faculty come from a 1% tax on some industry (in this case one of the
banking systems) and the student gets all of this for something like $200 for
the week. There are several of these courses going on at the same time in El
Escorial, and they continue for perhaps ten weeks during the summer there,
andatotherlocations. A tremendous reward ata remarkable bargain. Why
can’t we do something like this at home?

Oq returning from this trip, I decided that the logical thing to do
wasto begm serious study of the language for the Barcelona trip, just in case
it really did come to be, in 1994, The language of the conference would
probably be English and thelocal language, and, if past experience was any
measure, Spanish would play a major role. It was at about this time that [
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discovered that the local language spoken in Barcelona (and all along the
Costa Brava from the Pyrenees to Valencia, and in the Balearic Islands) is
Catalan, so a fantasy flashed across my mind.

Many years ago I had the opportunity of hearing an address given
at an international meeting by a famed French chemist. Thisjust happened
to be in London, where the official language of the conference was, of
course, English. But, as of that time, the French Government had a rule
concerning the conduct of its nationals when they were traveling abroad.

“I'havebeen instructed by the French C.N.R.S.,” the French scholar
started, in French, “That any reports of research that have been subsidized
by French funds, shall be reported in French regardless of where the talks
are to be given.”

The audience, largely non-French, groaned. M. le Professeur
continued, still in French: “Thave decided on a compromise. I will deliver
it half in French and half in English.”

A pause, then: “I have just completed the French half.”

And the rest of the hour was in English, to the relief of the audience.
My thought: to perhaps address the international crowd in the Barcelona
meeting with a talk that at least started in Catalan, using the argument that
I wished to extend this courtesy to our hosts, and then drop back into
English for the rest of it. Pure fantasy, all, as there was as yet no invitation
from anyone and there might never be one. Nonetheless I launched into
tutoring lessons in spoken Cataldn which I found to be a completely
beautiful language.

Somewhere around here this Spanish connection began develop-
ing an aura of synchronicity. Everything sort of began converging. I
received a fax from the law firm in Madrid that they wanted me to come to
that city for a day or two to give testimony in an MDMA case. So I made a
third Spain travel pentaflex, and wrote back that if I came to Spain I would
need to travel by business class (uncrowded conditions and ability to move
around) and that I would have to charge a handsome fee for the two days
that I would be available for testimony. That should discourage the
invitation, I thought. A check arrived promptly from a Bank in Puerto Rico,
which cleared, and was used to cover a $4000 plane ticket. The fat wasin the
fire. I was going again to Spain.

The week before Christmas was aboutas fullasa week canbe. Iwas
responsible for giving final exams tomy 75 students at Berkeley, and getting
the exams corrected and the results into the registrar’s office by Friday at 4
p-m.; there were two Christmas dinners I was obliged to attend; I had to
pack all the papers I might need for the Spanish court, and be ready at 5:00
a.m. for a taxi to take me to the airport. Ahead of me was the prospect of
travel on four airplanes, consultations with lawyers in at least two lan-
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guages (I could always hope that someone would speak French, because in
Spanish Iam helpless), and two days of total aleriness and mental sharpness
in a strange courtroom, attempting to unravel the mysteries of the Spanish
legal system. I refused to even think about the jet lag, coming and going.

Asisso often the case with the unknown, it started off on an up-beat
note, and continued to getbetter and better. Iknew thatitwould be a worth-
while trip when I learned that my cab driver was an ex-speed chemist who
abandoned the trade some seven years ago when he suddenly became a
born-again Christian. Wehad a delightfulhour’sride in the early morning'’s
darkness with a conversation that bounced back and forth between 55-liter
Pfaudler reaction vessels and the love of Jesus.

The first travel leg, from San Francisco to Dulles, was in the upper
lounge of a 747, where I had the front seat (miles of leg room) and a young
gentlemen at the window to my right whose two reading books were
entitled Synchronicity, author unknown, and one of the early Castaneda
books, The Second Ring of Power. In our conversation, Doug (his name)
revealed thathehad justevolved onto a path of self-discovery, knew of most
of the writers of psychedelic texts, had heard of PIHKAL but didn’t know
how to find it, and very much wanted to buy a copy. Itook down his name
and address. The second half of the flight put me in the front of a 767, with
a window seat companion named Anna, a young cardiologist who had
married a Mexican man who gave her two children, but now she was
returning to her home in Southern Spain to meet her family (minus the ex-
husband, I think) and resume her medical career. Quite familiar with
peyote and the Huichol Indians, Oaxaca mushrooms, ergot alkaloids, had
heard of PIHKAL but had no idea of where tobuy it. I took down her name
and address. Ijust may have discovered a method of paying for my flights
myself in the future!

In my talks with the lawyers involved with the MDMA case, 1
learned of the Spanish equivalent of the rave scene. The dance/music/
drugs/no sleep party is not held in a single location as in England or the
United States. Rather, it is more like a process that is a physical trip as well
asadrug trip. It starts on a Friday evening, in Madrid, and strikes off for the
nearest coastal city, which happens tobe Valencia, to the East. The gathered
masses stop at bars and dance locations along the way, to stoke up on more
pills and buy water at $5 a bottle. The party may never get to Valencia, but
does return to Madrid late Sunday night, or even Monday morning,
exhausted and somehow making it back to school or work. They called the

road from Madrid to Valencia the Ruta del Bakalao, the route of the cod. The
entire British concept of the Acid House was re-named in Spain after a fish
and I cannot find the reason, if there is one. The press is casting the scene
inacompletely negative light, saying that MDMA is corrupting their youth.
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What drugs are actually involved has never been determined. I have been
told that there is a lot of speed, and certainly alcohol and pot. But the catch
word that sells newspapers is “extasis” and it is getting the credit for a lot
of damage. And herelam to argue before three judges (who certainly read
newspapers) that MDMA is not a drug that is “greatly harmful” from the
health point of view. The defendant gets about ten years in prison for the
several pills he sold if they contained an officially designated “very harm-
ful” drug (like cocaine or heroin or LSD), and something like three years if
the drug was not officially designated “very harmful” (like pot and hash).
And hehad already spent over two years in prison just waiting for this trial.
With the broad negative publicity about MDMA and the Ruta del Bakalao,
this was an inauspicious time for the trial to occur. 1did not look forward
to my cross-examination.

There was a much more personal route that I was offered by my
dear friend Antonio, who somehow found out that I was going to be in
Madrid. I can only call it La Ruta de las Tapas. Tapas is not a fish, but the
Spanish word for bits. Little bits. It is a luncheon phenomenon that is, I
suspect, exclusively Spanish. I had heard of it before, and it is highly
recommended in the guide books, but nowhere had I seen an actual
description of how one goes about it. My last time in Madrid, with Alice,
along with our friends Manuel and Sophia, we went into what surely was
a tapas bar, but all we saw were old-looking mayonnaisse-ish salads under
a glass cover. Do you sit at the bar and point? Do you point and then find
a table? Do you stake out a table and then browse the bar? We had no idea
as to the custom, so instead of doing something wrong and making fools of
ourselves, we opted to sit at a table and order some light meal from the
dinner menu.

This spot where I was to meet Antonio (the Cuewllas Restaurante
atFerraz #5) was completely charming, just a few blocks from my hotel, and
I was there ahead of him. Istood out of the way of the waiter’s traffic, near
the door, for ten minutes (the staff blessed me by ignoring me) and then sat
on one of the bar stools and ordered a tinto (red wine). The glass was put
in front of me, the wine poured from an unfamiliar label sporting the
appropriate word, "Raijo" witha 1989 date, and was excellent. A small plate
with two dollar-sized toasted flakes of French bread were placed alongside
it; one was spread with something deep red in color, the other with
something amber colored. I thoughtIhad just eaten my first tapas, butIwas
soontodiscover differently. They were strange and delicious, but they were
indeed just snacks.

While waiting, [had a chance to get the feel of the place. It wasclass.
The front room where I was seated was the bar/tapas waiting area, with a
half dozen hand-made bar stools arranged around a polished bar-top, with
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a sealed-off glass counter at the back of the wooden surface. In this area
were several plates, one with a collection of duplicates of the colored chips
I had just eaten, another with fine narrow strips of white fish crossed with
strips of brownish fish, yet others which were unidentifiable. On the wall
at the back of the bar were rows of bottles of brandies and wines, reflected
against a long mirror. There was a steady ebb and flow of white-jacketed
waiters obviously coming from a kitchen and carrying strange foods
through the front room and down stairs (there must have been tables there).
There was a pair of draft beer handles and the bartender would periodically
draw a draft into a glass of unusual shape. Glasses. There must have been
dozens of types, all sparkling.

In a few minutes Antonio appeared, and joined me at the bar. The
parking problem was terrible, he said (it is always terrible in downtown
Madrid), and he sipped from the glass of red wine that was immediately put
in front of him while he looked at the menu. He ordered a stop-gap plate
of the red and cream-colored dollar sized things. The red proved to be pork
loin, finely ground and spiced, with the fat included as a flavoring compo-
nent; the other remained unknown.

Then Antonio ordered the first plate of the bona fide tapas, and
demanded glasses of Chardonnay to come with it. I wondered if it was
appropriate to have white wine following red, and he assured me that the
food dictates the wine, never does the wine dictate the food. A plate
appeared from the kitchen with six small French bread slices on it, with a
creamy thick spread on each. They were a bit salty, sharply flavored, and
totally delicious. The wine was cold and excellent. Ilearned that this tapas
was a rough puree of sea urchin eggs, mixed with something. There
followed more delectable mysteries in dark sauce, bits of goose liver,
toasted French bread and a dry wine. Then, as a final dish, a small plate of
jabon, thin slices of ham from pigs fed exclusively on acorns of a certain type
of oak tree. This was accompanied by a sharper, darker red wine which
must remain anonymous since I wasn’t paying attention.

The finale: an espresso, and a generous offering of calvados in a
large warmed snifter. This is the Spanish tapas. Snacks itis not. Feast itis.
I don’t think I could manage a daily lunch bill of $70, but if I could, this is
the way I would do it.

Back to the hotel to await the call for the evening consultation.

Imade arrangements to meet Mario, the defendant in the case, in a
taxi at the front of my hotel at 9:45, but the famous Madrid traffic dictated
the meeting tobe 10:15, and we went directly to the courthouse. For the first

time I actually ma.de some personal connection with real people related to
the defer}dant. His mother (striking, fiftyish), spoke fine English, lived in
Puerto Rico, and was the source of my check for the air fare; brother (lived
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somewhere in US, spoke real American) and wife (slightly hippie, with
beads, mousy, no English) were all in the lobby in the basement of the
courthouse, just outside the courtroom. People kept coming, some were
introduced to me as the six experts for one side or the other, and I met the
young girl who was the court-appointed translator. The intended strategy
was to ask the magistrates to allow all the experts (in Spain, they must come
in pairs) to be seated together at the same time, rather than have them go in
individually (the forensic toxicologists, then the clinical practitioners, and
then the research scientists). The head tribunal gentleman said OK but in
exchange, insisted on taking the lead in directing the questioning strategy.
We sat outside and waited while our Jead attorney, Jaime, was cross-
examining the analytical team as to how they determined what drug was
there and in what amounts. One of the analysts started to define MDMA as
a highly dangerous drug, and was completely shot down. I was amazed to
hear that challenges to the statements of prosecution witnesses were virtu-
ally unheard of. They are the authorities.

We finally went in. This was the second new interior I’d had the
chance to see and describe, in as many days. A quality tapas bar it was not.
The courtroom was drab, perhaps 40x40 feet square, with a 10x10 foot cage
with bullet-proof glass walls located at the middle of the left side to contain
aterroristif onehappened tobe on trial. At the frontwas a U-shaped bench,
raised a footor twoabove floor level, with the three magistrate judges sitting
facing the audience. All were in black robes, with an important patch of
authority on the left breast, and with white lace wrist pieces coming up
almost to the elbow. The center person was the principal magistrate, a
clean-cut fifty year old with short peppery hair and beard formed into a
goatee with an El Greco style white patch from the lower lip down to the
chin. He was the only one who did any talking. On his right, stage left, was
a dumpling old man with jowls and glasses who, most remarkably, seemed
to be asleep most of the time without ever closing his eyes. And the third,
stage right, was a 40 year old woman with brown hair, no makeup atall, a
broad, tight-lipped mouth with an almost-smile on it, who kept moving her
head and eyes about as if looking at everyone in the court, but never once
made eye contact with anyone, at least not with me.

On the left side, the prosecutor, young, round-faced with a small
black mustache, also with lace on the lower fore-arms. On the right, the
defense attorneys, each with an outer garment cloak that was black and
looked like satin. Three were up at the same height as the others, Jaime the
closest, with his slightly long hair and scraggly beard. He was wearing a tie
that was not quite in place, and a wrinkled shirt under his cloak. Number
two and three were, respectively, a roly-poly man with a bushy mustache
and a small, thin girl of around 25, who never participated in any way. As
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there were five defendants, there were five lawyers, and the remaining two
were at a table that was an extension of the three-lawyer branch of the U-
shape, but down at the main floor level, with the rest of us. The court-
appointed translator, the concession to my ignorance of the Spanish lan-
guage, sat alongside these lower two. And we, the six witnesses, sat on a
bench and a couple of chairs, facing the magistrates, sort of completing a
small rectangle. The defendants sat behind us with their protective bailiff,
and the audience was on parallel benches towards the back of the room.

The mechanism of question/response was new to me. The chief
magistrate asked a question, and each expert in turn took a portable
microphone and replied. I, the sixth, was then informed by the translator
what the question was that the othershad answered, and had my turn. Thad
a preview of the length of the response of the others, but not the content.
I felt very alone.

I really blew it on the last question before the coffee/smoking
break, which was one of the first from the prosecutor rather than from the
principal magistrate. It was whether I thought that there was any perma-
nent damage resulting from the addiction to cocaine. I knew that the
leitmotif of the defense was to build on the known subdivision of drugs in
Spanish law as being either highly dangerous (like cocaine, heroin or LSD,
thus long prison sentencing) or only slightly dangerous (like marijuana and
hashish, thus short prison sentencing). MDMA had never been so classi-
fied, and if it were to fall into a low danger category, the defendant might
get off for time served, but if MDMA were to be swept into an ugly status,
he just might get another 10 years behind bars.

So, to the question, does addiction to cocaine lead to permanent
damage, I answered honestly, but not helpfully that, except for possible
erosion to the nasal mucosa, there were few long-term consequences.
Everyone else had knocked cocaine, and I was (I found out) placed in a
California-pro-drug-drugs-are-harmless image with my reply. I effected
damage control my next time at the mike. 1 explained thatI had understood
the question to refer to the body status once the addiction phase had been
treated and had become history. However, during the addiction phase for
either cocaine or heroin, there is an extensive deterioration of behavior
patterns that was dictated by the compulsive search fora continuing source
of drugs. None of this was to be seen with MDMA, as there was no
add.iction. Ifound myselfback on the righteous path, and would never stray
again.

Things really tightened up nicely after that, and I felt increasingly
comfortable. A few slips were made here and there , but they were not of

my doing. My translator got the word primer mixed up with primal (I
understand a weird sentence came out of that) and toleration and tolerance
got garbled somehow. But more and more, the questions of both the
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magistrate and the defense lawyer were directed to me. It seems that I was
the only one who had actually seen people in a clinical setting with known
dosages of MDMA of known identity and purity. And it was never made
obvious that my doctorate was not a medical one. I did not volunteer to
correct this impression. Questions such as: should MDMA be in the most
dangerous category of restriction? Absolutely not. Is there medical value
intrinsic to MDMA? Yes, this is well established, and now clinical tests to
evaluate that were being designed in several countries. Has the drug been
shown to be dangerously lethal? It has been reliably estimated that up to
5,000,000 persons have used MDMA in England alone, and with only 5
deaths reported, I must conclude that MDMA is one of the safest drugs
known today.

And: does MDMA cause a severe cardiovascular crisis? Thereisa
small amount of cardiovascular push, but no more severe than a few cups
of coffee or some vigorous exercise. This last contribution especially pissed
off the medical toxicologist, who fumed to contradict this (slightly preju-
diced) statement. The defense lawyer interposed with a nasty question,
“Sefior el Doctor: on what, besides the anecdotal review of Dr. Ron Seigel,
do you base your opinions?” He had nothing and he became quiet again.

But the best was saved for last. The prosecutor finally entered the
fray with a treasure that he had obviously been saving up. He announced
that he had just received the most recent, up-to-date literature on MDMA,
from the Spanish Health Council, provided them by UNESCO. He asked
me if | was familiar with it. He gave a sheaf of a few papers to the bailiff to
give to the translator. She looked at it, and began translating the first line
into Spanish. It went:

“MDMA, Metilin-dioxi-metamphetamina —”

“No, no, no,” said the prosecutor. “Translate the title of the
publication.”

“Pee-kal.”

“Are you familiar with this information reference?” he asked me.

“My wife and I wrote it.”

“You are the author?”

“Yes.”

I caught a fleeting smile pass over the face of the principal magis-
trate (the first human response I had seen from him all day) and within
twenty minutes I found myself, along with the entire witness and law party
(the friendly ones at least), across the street from the courthouse building at
a tapas place called “Rio Freo,” enjoying a glass of tinto.

Six months later, I received a call from a friend in Madrid who
informed me, with considerable relish, that my face was all over the
newspapers and television, because MDMA had been officially categorized
as an only slightly dangerous drug in Spain. We had won.
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Part Two:

Psychedelics and
Personal Transformation



Places in the Mind

CHAPTER 10. PLACES IN THE MIND
(Alice’s voice)

Some form of alteration of consciousness can happen to anyone,
anywhere, without warning and having no apparent cause. It could range
from an unfamiliar shift in perspective, creating a feeling of disorientation,
lasting only a few minutes, to a profound change in perception and
comprehension, persisting for days and even weeks. Understandably, most
people who find themselves in such a state for the first time tend to get
frightened. Their fear and anxiety drive out whatever learning might have
been possible if they had known from the beginning that, first, the altered
state would be temporary and second, that such an experience does not
imply sickness of either mind or body.

Of course, if there are indications of actual mental illness or brain
disorder, such as intense headaches, noticeable changes of personality (for
instance, episodes of violent behavior in a usually calm person) or other
such symptoms well-known to the mental health community, there cer-
tainly should be an effort made to contact a psychologist or psychiatrist for
an evaluation. But what I am talking about in this chapter is a change in
perception and perspective, not in social behavior or the ability to think
rationally and logically.

Unfortunately, too many psychiatrists haven’t the slightest idea of
how best to handle an experience of this kind, which some people call a
transformative process. They tend to treat it the way they would treat
psychosis (which this is not), and to prescribe tranquilizers or, worse, anti-
psychoticdrugs. The primary purpose of these drugs is to re-close the doors
which have opened — unplanned and unbidden — between the conscious
mind and the unconscious.

If the person who is undergoing an episode of this nature has heard
of the “Spiritual Emergence Network,” (see acknowledgements) he can at
least hope to speak to a therapist of some kind (some psychiatrists are
available) who will be understanding, reassuring and supportive, and not
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treat him as if he’s mentally ill.

It is important to add here that whether or not a person experienc-
ing this shift in perspective has ever taken a psychedelic drug in the past,
this is not what is called a “flashback,” and should notbe dismissed as such.
Genuine flashbacks are described in a later chapter.

As to why these spontaneous shifts in consciousness occur in some
people, it seems to me that the human psyche has its own program, tucked
away somewhere in what we call the unconscious mind. It has its own
unpublished schedule, its own private plans for the learning and psychic
stretching that is to be done, and often little, if any, concern about the
inconvenience it may cause to have one’s customary orientation to the
world turned upside down, however temporarily.

Most difficult of all, the unconscious psyche doesn’t seem to be
interested in letting the conscious mind know what’s going on, except in the
language of dreams, and that language — when the dream can be remem-
bered atall —is very hard for most people to decipher. Each human psyche
has a personal dream language, and it isn’t possible to accurately interpret
somebody else’s dreams without knowing him and his symbolic language
intimately.

Although this isn’t a book about dream analysis, there are a couple
of things you might remember when trying to understand your own
dreams. One: except for Big Dreams (as Jung called them) and lucid dreams,
most dreams are status quo reports from the unconscious. Two: the
important things about dreams are not usually the symbols or images
chosen by the unconscious, but the feelings and emotions that pervade the
dream. They are the clues to what is being reported. Three: interpretation
is easier if you can keep in mind that the unconscious does not censor
according to the rules or mores of your culture or religion; itsjob is to tell you
what's going on inside you and what emotions are being felt; the approval
or disapproval of your conscious mind is of no concern whatsoever to your
unconscious. And finally, four: many people ask, “Why go to the bother of
remembering or thinking about your dreams anyway?” One answer is
simply, “To keep myself honest about myself.” Another, of course, is, “To
keep learning about the nature of the human mind.”

So, if you are one of those who find themselves trying to deal with
a breakthrough of the unconscious psyche into the everyday field of
awareness, it is hard to know how to handle it, how to evaluate it,and how
to get something positive out of the experience.

Iwoul'd like to make some suggestions about coping with non-drug
related alterations of consciousness. These experiences are not necessarily
different from those resulting from psychedelic experimentation, except
that the non-drug eruptions can sometimes last several days, while the
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psychedelic breakthroughs usually come to an end when the drug is no
longer effective.

If you find yourself in one of these states, without having taken a
drug shortly beforehand, remember that you're not “stuck;” remind your-
self that it will pass, most likely in a few hours; at most, a few days. In the
meantime, there are things you can do.

If you havea close friend who is available to stay with you until you
arethrough the experience, callhim orherand explain that you've suddenly
been plunged into a strange, unfamiliar mental place, and you need the
company of somebody who can watch over you with caring, and without
being judgemental, since you have no way of predicting how this experi-
ence will play itself out, or what you will go through before it comes to an
end. You can reassure your friend, however, that you can be depended on
to conduct yourself ina way that willnotendanger anyone else, and that this
kind of altered state does NOT involve psychotic acting out of any kind.

Your friend can help you by cooking simple meals when you're
hungry, answering your phone, taking care of your pets, and making sure
that you feel safe in your home. And, above all, by listening to what you
need to express, and being quietly supportive. Don’t expect a friend to
interpret anything you're seeing or feeling. That is, and will be, your job —
if not immediately, then eventually.

(If you feel that you need more help than a friend can give, in
managing this experience while it is going on, or help in understanding it
afteritis over, you can call the Spiritual Emergence Network, asI mentioned
before. And the members of the organization known as Subud — if one is
listed in your city directory — are also familiar with this territory, as are
many spiritual teachers of all faiths. If you have no access to such people,
your nearest public library may offer you the greatest variety of answers.
Help can be found in the book, Spiritual Emergency, edited by Dr. Stanislav
Grof, and Christina Grof, and in the other writings of Dr. Stan Grof. Also
of value are the writings of Dr. C.G. Jung, Dr. John W. Perry and Aldous
Huxley’s Doors of Perception, Heaven and Hell, and Moksha.)

Whether or not you can find a friend to keep you company for a
while, you should — if at all possible — excuse yourself from work (there’s
always a flu bug around to blame), because changes in your perceptions of
spaceand time, and probably some increased sensitivity to sound, colorand
emotional fields, might make a normal work day difficult to maintain. Give
yourself some quiet and privacy, and a chance to go along with whatever is
flowing through you, so that you can learn as much as possible. _

Some of us seem more prone to these kinds of breakthroughs than

“others, and, again, there is no way to know why. However, I tend to believe
that the attitude of one’s family (and of the society, the culture, in which that
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family has its place) toward matters non-physical and non-material may
have something to do with it.

In other words, in a country like India, where numerous gods and
goddesses are assumed to be involved in human affairs, the possibility of a
drift into an altered state could be alot less frightening to the average person
than it would be in this country. Here, generally speaking, the spiritual
world is considered either non-existent or safely confined to certain desig-
nated buildings, to be dealt with for only one or two hours per week, and
even then with a mediator — a priest, minister or rabbi — running interfer-
ence.

You mightalso fare better if your family is one in which dreams are
often shared, and everyone understands them as being reports from the
unconscious. When a child grows up among people who are fascinated —
not frightened — by all aspects of the human mind, he stands a good (or at
least better than average) chance of being able to get through a sudden,
unplanned alteration of his normal consciousness with the least possible
degree of anxiety and the maximum amount of learning.

It was atjust such a time in my own life that I was told, by a wise old
psychologist whom I have called Adam, “What you're going through is a
process. All you have to do is not get in its way.” He told me to learn
everything I could while itlasted, and assured me that it wouldn’t last more
than a few days. This turned out to be the case, probably due to my
unconscious mind having heard Adam’s limited-duration prediction, and
believing it, or perhaps just deciding it was a good plan to follow.

Iwould add thisto Adam’s admonition: take notes. As muchasyou
can, write everything down as it happens; every feeling in body or mind,
every concept, every shift of emotion. The notes could be of immense
importance to youatsome future time. However, the main value of keeping
track of your experience, finding words to express what's going on, is that
it will help you to assimilate the changes you're undergoing, and put them
in perspective.

If you have had feelings of helplessness, of being out of control
during your altered state, you'll find that focusing your thoughts on the
words and phrases that best describe whatever is going on (it doesn’t matter
whether you use penand paperora tape recorder) will gradually bring back

a sense of being in charge of what's happening within you and to you.

‘ Why? Because you are taking input which is coming at you fastand
V\.Ilth great intensity — colors, concepts, emotions, a sense of cosmic dimen-
sions w1thm the most ordinary objects, and a continuing sense of immense
me‘:u.mmgfulness - and you're attempting to contain it as much as possible.
Wntmg everything down, or talking into a tape recorder, are ways of
Imposing your own structure on interior chaos, and it will, bit by bit, give
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you a sense of participation to replace the feeling of being victimized. It will
enable you to let go of fear, and perhaps open yourself to whatever itis that
your psyche wants you to discover.

If, for any reason, you cannot or don’t want to write or tape, then
make use of whatever form of artistic expression you can: clay modeling,
painting, anything that will express what you are experiencing and allow
you to reshape and restructure it, thus helping you regain some sense of
control.

For those who are used to praying, this is a good time to practice
whatever you understand is meant by the word “prayer,” asking your own
higher Self — or God or your angel — for support, guidance and blessing.

In time, the shift in consciousness will right itself, and you'llbeback
toyour normal baseline, oratleast close enough to it to allow you to function
comfortably in the world again. You should emerge from this kind of
unexpected stretching of psychic muscles with a feeling of having opened
up new dimensions within yourself, and an increased awe at the wealth of
information that lies below the conscious mind in all of us. There are
treasures of light and treasures of darkness within our souls, all of them
wanting to be discovered and explored, and eventually understood.

Alterations of consciousness are inevitable if you are on a spiritual
path using psychedelic drugs, visionary plants, or other methods such as,
for instance, holotropic breathing, hypnosis or meditation.

You can find yourself (whether you are prepared or not) in a place
inside your mind where familiar landmarks are nowhere tobe found. Some
of these places can infuse you with power and light; others will hold you in
terror or sorrow. You must learn your way through each one because only
by doing so can you begin to become familiar with the deeper levels of your
own psychicinterior;itis the only way tobegin tounderstand whoand what

ou are.

y The choices you make, in all areas of life, help define who you are,
not only as an individual human being, but as a member of your family and
community. They form your personality, the part of you which other
people know. Beneath this persona, however, is an essence which can never
be completely known by another person, and itis the awareness of this core
Self that will give you a psychic anchor if you should find yourself in a
difficult, disorienting place, somewhere along the way. The core Self is
not a personality; it is not a definable, stable thing; it is a form of spiritual
energy, soitisnever still, yetit remains the same. You will always recognize
it as yourself, the essence of who you are, and you can seek it out and hold
onto it when you're facing interior chaos.

I can only speak with authority about what I know personally.
Many, though not all, of my most intense spiritual experiences have been
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brought about by the use of psychedelics — visionary drugs and plants.
This method of learning has one great advantage: the experience has a
beginning, a middle and an end. This means that, no matter how difficult
my passage through a particular interior place may be, I know there will be
anend to the fear or anxiety. As the effects of the drug wear off, I will find
myself inevitably rediscovering my normallife and all the familiar, reassur-
ing ways of being in that life.

The same can be said of the numerous other methods by which a
person may pursue a deliberate path of spiritual exploration and learning,
Most exercises taught by such methods have a beginning, middle and end,
allowing for a predictable return to everyday life and awareness.

Let me take a moment here to say that, of the many inaccurate,
uninformed and just plain wrong things thathave been said about visionary
or psychedelic drugs, the two most often heard are that they are addictive
and that they are “escapist.”

As to the first untruth, there are no known psychedelic drugs that
cause physical dependence or addiction. There are, of course, many people
who might be called “addictive personalities,” and they tend to become
psychologically dependent on any number of things, from food to gam-
bling, but generally speaking, the psychedelics do not cause any kind of
addiction or dependency.

As to the claim that the psychedelics are escapist drugs, I can say
this: there are, indeed, moments of intense beauty and wonder as well as the
occasional burst of laughter to be had during a psychedelic experience, but
I have never gone through one that didn’t involve some work.

I don’t mean to imply that “escaping” is in itself wrong or destruc-
tive, if done occasionally and in balance with other aspects of one’s life.
Afterall, listening to music can be called escape; so can watching television,
making love, reading a book, or taking a walk under the stars. All these can
be thought of as escapes, especially if your view of life and what you call
reality is generally grim and sour.

The young college-age psychedelic users who take drugs at rave
dances mightbe said tobe using them for escape, rather than for psychologi-
cal or spiritual work. This is certainly not the highest and best use of these
drugs, in the opinion of some. I'm not so sure. For many of the dancers at
arave, the combination of trance-inducing music and a (usually) low dose
of MDMA, for instance, or LSD, creates an emotional openness and a sense
of psychic participation with their fellow dancers. They sometimes experi-
ence a degree of euphoria which is absolutely unknown in their everyday
lives. There is some question as to whether this state is induced as much by
the trance-dancing as by any drugs they might have taken, but whether it

is or not, I believe that euphoria is good for you, especially when it is
achieved at no cost or pain to anyone else.
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Most of the dancers at rave parties have spent a good part of their
livesliving in big cities, and they are not used to trusting or feeling affection
towards strangers. In fact, life in most of the world’s big cities, as a rule,
demands continual caution and suspicion when one is outside the home.
For some of these young adults, the only time they can let anxiety and fear
of the stranger drop away is at a rave. There, they can experience trusting
fellowship with many others, in a dancing situation which threatens no one
and can, instead, open their hearts and give them a feeling of pleasure,
companionship and hope.

As far as I'm concerned, none of this adds up to a threat to society.

Psychedelic exploration, for me, has always meant working, trying
to come to terms with some aspect of my interior universe that makes me
uncomfortable; dealing with insights into my own past or present behavior
which may be disturbing; trying to dig out answers to basic questions about
the nature of the world, the cosmos and whatever it is we call God. I have
had well over a thousand exposures to these particular chemical tools.
Escape is precisely what they have never given me, and my return to
consensual reality — so-called ordinary life — has always been a pleasure,
no matter how positive the psychedelic experience. But, then, I am blessed
in having a good life to return to. For those whose everyday lives are not
happy or fulfilling, the psychedelic experience can serve to renew their
sense of meaningfulness and put them back in touch with wonder and joy.

INFLATION
(THE PRIESTESS)

I can still remember vividly the day I stepped into the inflation
place. Shura and I were home on the Farm, and most of the research group
was with us; only Dante and Ginger were absent. The experimental
material was 2C-T-8, (which is short for 2,5-dimethoxy-4-
cyclopropylmethylthiophenethylamine), and I had taken 42 milligrams
about halfan hourbefore. In previous trials, Thad taken 35 mgs. and 40 mgs.
and found it generally friendly.

(For most researchers, this material was not one of the great
favorites; a few reported having had a hard time with it, but it hadn’t given
me any particular difficulties before the time of this experiment, aside from
dampening erotic response in both Shura and me. One researcher loved it,
since under its influence she produced more expressive and dynamic
paintings than usual.)

This may be the moment to emphasize that the drug or visionary
plant does not, in itself, contain any particular experience; each psychedelic
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drug simply makes it possible to open interior doors through which that
experience might emerge. The doors opened by DMT tend to be quite
different than those opened by mescaline, for instance, but once you are
through those doors, what you encounter is part of yourself.

Our group had already gone through the ceremony of gatheringin
a circle, clinking glasses and blessing each other, and each of us had
wandered off to find the right place in which toride out the transition phase.

Ruth and George were on the couch, holding hands, as they often
did during this stage, especially with a drug tha wasnew to them. John was
moving slowly through the house, hands in his pockets, peering at book
covers, pausing to look at a bunch of daffodils in a vase. I found David
seated at the dining room table, talking to Shura about their favorite subject
and mutual passion — chemistry — and I saw through the dining room
windows that Leah and Ben were heading down the path which leads to the
old cow barn, their fingers interlaced.

Having walked through the house long enough to reassure myself
that nobody was having problems, I did what 1 usually prefer to do during
transition, whether the drugis anold friend or anew one:Ilooked fora place
to be by myself.

Istepped outside and closed the front door quietly behind me. The
air was freshand sweet, tasting the way itdoes only in early spring. Iwalked
down the short dirt path to what we call the barbecue patio, a half-circle
paved with red bricks, set against a slope planted with ivy and geraniums.
On the low brick wall at the bottom of the slope, I found myself a place,
brushed a few twigs and leaves off the surface and sat down. Before me was
a wide view of hills, still green after the winter rains, dotted with live oak
trees. Looking beyond the hills, to the north, I could see the faint brown line
of a fog-blurred horizon and, above it, the pale blue of the sky.

I straightened my back briefly, stretched both arms skyward, and
relaxed again into a comfortable slump.

Well, no question; I'm feeling it. Lots of body energy; foot wants to tap.
Whole body wants to tap! Okay, though, so far.

I reached into a pocket of my long grey-blue caftan, brought out a
pack of cigarettes, and lit one. I kept my gaze focused on the curve of hill
across the highway from us, where a large cluster of trees glowed like dark
sculpture against a background of bright green,

_ Better appreciate that color while we still have it; any moment now, the
yellowing of the grass will begin, and after a while it'll be hard to remember how
beautiful the hills were in spring.

_ The sensation was on me before I had a chance to track it from its
beg'xm}mg as a burst of euphoria, deep in the gut. Suddenly it was there,
radiating through every cell — pure power; I was sitting upright on a low
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brick wall, energy pouring into me, filling me. It brought with it a quieting
of the desire to move around, tap feet, squirm on my ledge. The energy
pulsed softly, and all of me was open to it.

I'was full of strength and knowing, infinitely wise.

Isat quietly, radiating light and energy, noticing that, although my
mind was suffused with something you’d have to call intense pleasure, each
thought was distinct and clear; there was no confusion anywhere in my
head, just as there was no illness or weakness within my body.

Oh, my everlovin’ God! This is what’s meant by a bliss state. I'm a body
of energy; my mind is like crystal; there’s no question in the universe that I can’t
find the answer to. All I need in the world is myself, living in this serene rhythm,
filled with livingness and knowledge.

A tiny concern nibbled at the edge of the magnificence. What if
somebody came out here to join me? Or even just to make sure I was all
right?

Don’t want to scare people; I know anyone else coming out here would feel
this power; it's too strong to be hidden. I'll have to gentle it out, somehow, if
somebody turns up. Maybe I'll be lucky and no one will come.

An image rose in my mind; it was the one and only thing I had left
out of the description in PTHKAL of my first real psychedelic experience —
with peyote —around thirty years earlier. IThad considered including it, but
somehow it just didn't get written, and I had finally acknowledged to
myself that it still, after all this time, made me uncomfortable because it
remained part of my dark side, and I still needed to keep an eye on it
occasionally, especially during psychedelic sessions.

It had risen suddenly, clear on the mind’s screen, during the early
hours of the peyote day, while Sam Golding and I had been lying side by
side on my bed. A few minutes before, we had both slipped into the full
magic of the peyote world, and asI turned my head to say something to Sam,
I'saw an image of myself, seated on a throne, dressed in long robes — there
was an impression of purple and blue — with a circlet of gold around my
head. I was The Priestess, full of knowledge and power, seated above the

“ rest of humanity, dispensing wisdom. It was a picture of supreme intellec-
tual and spiritual arrogance, and although it was visible for only a few
seconds, I had taken it as a warning: this was an aspect of myself that  had
to keep under control.

Now, here I was, blazing with the fullness of this form of myself,
knowing I needed nothing else and nobody else, and that I could continue
being utterly sufficient unto myself — should I choose to stay in this place,
in this state. I was complete.

That’s inflation. That's what my Priestess is. I disliked it — no, I hated
it — all those years ago. 1was ashamed of it. And now, here it is, here Iam. Iam
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SHE, and the sense of wholeness, of utter fulfillment, is the most wonderful,
delicious — I wonder if I can stay here forever, just basking, thrumming, swimming
in this ocean of energy, my mind diamond clear.

Somewhere, in the midst of the glory, a dialogue began. A part of
me detached itself sufficiently from the radiance to ask questions and listen
for answers from yet another part.

. What can possibly be negative about this place, this state?

. Nothing. It's absolute heaven.

. Then why is there a faint uneasiness?

. Because the Priestess is not what I've chosen to be.

. Why not?

. Because she would have no use for anyone else in the world.
. What's wrong with that?

A. 1 prefer the version of me that likes people, interacts with the
world, makes love with Shura; the one that mothers my kids.

This Priestess just isn’t the person I want to become in this life. But,
boy, does it feel GOOD! What a fantastic place to be in, even if only for a
moment, and maybe only once; being a superhuman force, barely contained
in a human body, does damn well have its points!

Q. So what are you going to do?

A. I'm going to get out of the Priestess.

Q. And you won't regret leaving all this behind?

A. Yes, I'll regret it, and I hope I can feel it again, just for a little
while, perhaps. Butit’s pretty good, really, just being the usual me. And I
enjoy relating to people, being a friend. I1ove Shura, and my children, and
they like me being human.

Q. Sowelet the Priestess go. Goodbye, then, Great and Wonderful
Lady! Hope to see you again, someday.

Now that the decision had been surely and firmly made, I was able
to immerse myself in what was left of the euphoria, the energy, for a few
minutes before there came a gradual softening of the image, a subtle, slow
washing out of the magnificent state, like a vibrant watercolor painting
being held under a fine misting spray.

Finally, feeling glowing streamers of the Priestess still clinging to
my soul, I stood up and walked slowly toward the house, to reconnect with
Shura and our friends.

Looking back on that day, the obvious question comes to mind:
what would havehappened if [ had chosen to stay in the Priestess? Isuspect
that, within the hour, Iwould have found myself coming down, drifting out
of that place, eventually understanding that I could not stay there forever.

In the meantime, of course, I might well have acted out of that
archetype, to the considerable disturbance of the rest of the group—making

pronouncements, delivering eternal truths, exercising my power and wis-

0P 0
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dom, and generally making an ass of myself. Even if I had experienced an
hour or two of genuine inspiration, the expression of it would probably
have caused no less discomfort to those around me. Playing the part of a
seer — even for only a few minutes — isn’t exactly the way to encourage
your friends to feel relaxed and intimate in your company.

The Priest or Priestess is an archetype within the human uncon-
scious, and I believeit’s essential that it be experienced and worked through
by anyone who wants to know all he can about the nature of his (and
everybody else’s) mind and psyche. The value of working through it is in
the fact that it forces you to face the temptation, the seductiveness of that
aspect of yourself. In gaining familiarity with it, you begin to understand,
by contrast, the validity and value of the “normal,” non-inflated personality
you have developed throughout your life. This is the version of you that
interacts and relates and listens to others, and admits to occasional mistakes,
just like everyone else; the person you have chosen to be, who doesn’t like
arrogance in others, and certainly doesn’t want to see it in her- or himself.

By “working through,” I mean simply letting yourself go fully into
the experience, enjoying the sense of power and wisdom and complete self-
sufficiency. Resonate with it, let it fill you with its energy. If possible, go to
some place where you can be alone; resist the temptation to communicate
with others during the height of this marvelous state. Stay alone. After
you've spent a bit of time enjoying the sensations and feelings, let yourself
begin to pay attention to your Observer, the part of you that watches and
keeps track and learns, but doesn’t get swept away by feelings or emotions.
This aspect of yourself will help to ground you, in the midst of the euphoria.

Recognize that this illuminated, powerful, totally self-sufficient
being which you havebecome is valid, but it is only one version of yourself,
and it is not what you have chosen to be in your everyday life.

Stay in the inflation place for a while, by yourself, then let it
gradually subside. Understand that, seductive as it might feel, it cannot
replace your usual, normal self, the one that has relationships, the one that
is a social being, a friend, a sibling, a parent.

CERTAINTY AND KNOWING

Absolute certainty, a feeling of knowing without any doubt what is
true and not true about some particular thing, is acommon experience to all
adults. It’s part of living, and ideally results from a process of questioning,
testing, evaluating and eventually confirming,.

The same feeling of absolute certainty, of complete conviction that
your view of something (or everything, for that matter) is the ultimate truth,
can and often does happen when you're under the influence of a psyche-
delic drug. It can be part of a state of inflation, as I've described above, or
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it might be just a momentary burst of enthusiastic self-validation.

There is a real problem associated with this sense of “knowing,”
when it is part of a psychedelic experiment. It feels good (certainty usually
feels good), but the trouble is that it also feels, at the time, like a genuine
experience of Truth. Your soul has no doubt at all; there is no question that
your evaluation of whatever itis you feel certain about fills you with asense
of absolute "rightness.”

If it remains a feeling and only a feeling, it can be enjoyable — like
any other aspect of inflation — and will do no harm. If you act on it,
however, you might find yourself saying things to those around you (for
instance, analyzing the personalities of your friends) which you may regret
intensely several hours later, when the inflation-certainty wears off with the
drug effect.

The rule has to be: under the influence of a drug, do not make a
phone call, do not write a letter and mail it, do not make pronouncements
about anything at all. Enjoy the feeling, and tell others around you that you
are experiencing a delicious inflation, then either leave the company of your
friends until the all-knowingness begins to mellow out, or stay with them
and just keep your mouth shut and your strong, wise opinions to yourself.
You will be deeply grateful later.

Now, here comes the really hard question. How can you know if
your certainty about something, during a psychedelic session, is or is not
actually valid? Can you ever trust that certainty, that absolute knowing?
The only reasonable answer I can give is this: wait until you wake up the
next morning, presumably at baseline, and review the certainties of the day
before. If you have, indeed, arrived at some solid truths, or some new (to
you) concepts that have validity, they will have lasted through the night,
and you will be able to enjoy them all over again in the morning, only this

time without the inflation, and presumably with your normal common
sense and humor restored.

THE VOID

This is one of the terrible places. While it takes different forms for
each person, the essentials of the experience tend to be the same. 1 call it the
Void, because it involves facing a total loss of any sense of meaning. If it
comes to you as part of a psychedelic experiment, you're lucky, because it
should pass withinarelatively short time. If you are in the company of other
experienced travelers, someone else is sure to be familiar with it and can
help you make your way through. If it happens spontaneously — without
any drug use —asit sometimes does out of the blue, it is not only extremely
frightening, it might lead to suicidal impulses in a sensitive person because
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whoever finds himself in this particular place is always convinced, at least
temporarily, that what he is seeing and feeling is the basic truth about the
world he lives in and the cosmos at large; that all life is absolutely meaning-
less.

This state of mind, if not drug-induced, is usually seen by the
medical profession as a form of acute depression. If it persists beyond one
day, and if there appears to be no progression towards some kind of
resolution — a way out, a return to color and light — you should seek
psychiatric help as soon as possible, because there are medications that will
bring you back to normalcy. Keep in mind that acute depression is most
probably the result of chemical imbalance in the brain, and can be treated.

If you have taken a psychedelic or visionary drug and find yourself
in the Void (which has also been called the Sorrow Place or the Valley of the
Shadow of Death) where everything feels gray, dirty and senseless, and the
only emotions you experience are sorrow and total hopelessness, you must
remember: it is not the final truth about the universe you live in; it’s a

genuine part of what is, but only a small part. It is no more the complete -

truth about life than Adolf Hitler and Vlad the Destroyer are the complete
truth about the nature of the human race.

The second thing to remember is that you have no obligation to stay
in this dark place. You have to know that it exists, and you should get the
smell of it, for this reason, among others: a large number of people all over
the world find themselves, perhaps for days, but sometimes for years, stuck
in that hopeless, meaningless state, with no mental health professional or
spiritual advisor available. You might find yourself able to be of help to
some of them, if you know the territory and have found your way out of it.

One way to get free of this place is by focusing intently on certain
images: perhaps the Laughing Buddha, or your favorite mental picture of
Jesus the Christ, newborn babies being welcomed and adored by their
parents, your own loving of your mate or your children, the music you like
to hear, the deep pleasures of planting and harvesting, or whatever else you
can remember of the beauty and joy in life. Concentrate on one of these, or
letall of them parade through your mind, to the exclusion of everything else.
See them clearly, your chosen good images, give them power by saying Yes
to them, with all of yourself; let them radiate light within you. The Void,
the hopeless place, will begin to disintegrate, color will gradually replace
the dull grey, and meaningfulness will return.

Everybody’s definition of “meaning,” or “meaningfulness,” is a bit
different. My ownis this: “meaningfulness” is the sense that everything that
exists has a purpose, that there is a great story being told throughout the
universe, and that each of us — along with every other form of life — is
playing an important part in that story.
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PARANOIA

This unpleasant state often strikes people who experiment with
marijuana; some (myself among them) do not outgrow this particular effect
of the plant, and simply have to avoid exposing themselves to it. However,
it can occur with any psychedelic or visionary drug. A single experience of
paranoia under these circumstances can be of great value to you. For one
thing, to be rather obvious about t, you’ll know first-hand what is meant by
paranoid thinking. You'll probably emerge from the drug effect with a
greater understanding of what is called psychological “projection,” and —
ideally — an increased interest in understanding the deep-seated reasons
for the shift that your mind took into distrust and suspicion.

If you find yourself feeling paranoid during a psychedelic experi-
ence, whether the drug involved is marijuana or something else, there are
certain things to keep in mind. First, if you are seeing menace or hatred in
the faces of people you know and love, try to activate your Observer, the
part of you that watches, learns, and evaluates without emotion (although
it does, at times, have a subtle sense of humor). The Observer is always
present; remember it’s there for you to use, and you must call it in. Itshould
tell you something like this: “You have takenadrug, and it's changing your
perceptions. Don’t get trapped in this negativity and distrust. It's a part of
your psyche, it’s an aspect of your Survivor — the corner of your soul that
assumes it’s still living in the jungle, and senses danger everywhere —and
what you're seeing has nothing to do with the truth about your friends or
how they feel toward you; it has to do with projections from deep within
your unconscious mind. Just ride it out, and it’ll fade in a while.”

Naming the state as paranoia does help you regain objectivity. No
matter what drug you’ve taken, you may simply have to wait until it wears
off, remembering not to act on the suspicion and fearfulness, reminding
yourself continually that it’s all the effect of a drug which is not friendly to
you, and which you may not want to experiment with again. Also, consider
the possibility that you are experiencing a one-time-only (it is to be hoped)
exposure to a certain potential within all human beings to see their sur-
roundings as dangerous.

If you are perceiving hostility in faces looking at you, or words said
to you, remember that the perceived anger or disapproval — whether you
feel. it Foming from people or trees or, for that matter, the sky — is a
projection upon the outside world of negative judgements made upon
yourself, tucked away in the unconscious mind. In other words, some part

of you has learned, probably in childhood, to regard yourself as undesir-
:}l:lel,‘baq, worthy of punishment, or worse. This is what you are seeing in
e hostile faces of your friends or the menacing plants in your garden: a
projection of the feelings of that judge and jury you have residing deep
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inside you.

Allow the paranoia to become a teaching about that part of your
psyche and, when the drug session is over, discuss with others what you
experienced. If the feeling of paranoia disturbed you with its intensity,
perhaps consider going into therapy, if you can, to dig up that self-
destructive unconscious programming and to consciously put it to rest.

SELF-HATRED

For certain psychedelic explorers, there seems to be an early stage
during which the overwhelming sense is one of self-rejection; in some cases,
the strength of the negativity can be extreme enough for it to be called self-
hatred. For these people, it can happen with a number of psychedelics,
though seldom with all, and is usually part of the transition phase (from
ingestion to full effect).

Again — as with paranoid thinking — self-observation and simple
logic can help get you through it. Your Observer should be able to tell you
(if you'll listen), that this kind of focus on only the warts, only the failures
and inadequacies, is not coming from a perspective of balance and fairness,
but from some part of you that has been programmed — probably by
parents, peers, or other authority figuresin your childhood — tomake harsh
and unforgiving judgements of yourself.

The question you must ask yourself, persistently, is: would I judge
agood friend with this much implacable negativity? And if Iwouldn’t pass
sentence on a dear friend this way, why am I doing it to myself? Where is
compassion, understanding, patience, and just plain love? Don’tI deserve
as much of these as any friend of mine?

Watch and listen to the words and phrases you're using against
yourself, and ask just where this hostility could have come from. Where did
you learn it, and how can you supplant it with love, humor and tolerance
for yourself?

In most psychedelic sessions, this stage passes within the firsthour,
and what takes its place is usually a mellow, good-humored self-accep-
tance. But it is because of the possibility of an eruption of childhood-
programmed self-condemnation, or its cousin, paranoia, that your first
experiment with a new (to you) psychedelic drug should always be in the
company of an experienced guide, usually called a “babysitter.” There
should be someone present who can spot trouble and move in with
sympathy and common-sense, to diffuse the potentially damaging self-
rejection.

And by “potentially damaging,” I mean that, in the case of self-
hatred, if it is overwhelming and intense enough, and the researcher is not
experienced, there can be an impulse to self-destruction. The damaged self-
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image is believed to be the ultimate truth, and no human being can tolerate
living with an image of himself that is everything he hates and loathes.

Suicide is not liable to be a threat in the case of a person who is
experienced with various psychedelics, because he’s already gone through
some version of this self-rejection and he’s probably done some insight
work and has come to understand this kind of eruption of self-loathing. It
happens, in one form or another, to many people who experiment with
psychedelics. The experienced traveler is certain, or has a pretty good idea,
where the negative program originated, and he knows that it isn't even
remotely the real nature of his soul. Experience has taught him that, if he
gives himself whatever compassion he can and a little time, the dark state
of self-hatred will dissipate and he’ll find himself where he wants to be,
possessed again of a sense of balance and humor and love for the totality of
who and what he is.

The value of going through this horrible place is in coming face to
face with childhood conditioning which has remained unconscious until
opened up by the drug. Only when you are forced to acknowledge what
you'vebeen taught tobelieve about yourself, (almost always by parentsand
almost always unwittingly), can you begin the work necessary to the
eventual transformation of your inner Beast into a Prince or Princess.

THE OCEANIC EXPERIENCE

This is also known as participation mystigue in the words of the great
Mircea Eliade. It’s as hard to find the right name for this state as it is to do
itjusticeinwords. For the serious explorer, it's usually one of the first places
he’ll find within himself. This experience will probably make a permanent
change in his way of seeing his world, particularly his natural surround-
ings. I'vediscovered recently thatI'm not the only psychedelic traveler who
takes for granted that the beginning of the modern ecological awareness
movement was not in Rachel Carson’s important, ground-breaking book,
Silent Spring, but in the psychedelic experimentation of the 1960’s.

Young people who take psychedelic drugs solely for the purpose of
partying and dancing at raves may indeed experience some of the heart-
openness and warmth of feeling, empathy with others, and visual fun and
games associated with some of these drugs, but they might not undergo the
oceanic experience in its fullest, most complete form. For that placetoopen,
itseems best to have quietness, both inside and outside, and to be in natural
surroundings. However, there are no firm rules about the human psyche;
if it is time for the oceanic experience to happen, it will happen, no matter
where one is.

This state is characterized by

K a sense of connection — emotionally
and spiritually

— with all other living things, including the body of the
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planet itself. It is a place of exquisite joy; you feel immense gratitude for
being alive and able to participate in an extraordinary natural system which
is suffused with wisdom and an all-encompassing love. All plants, animals
and insects appear as contributors to an immense tapestry of life, of which
you yourself are a treasured and essential part.

There is a rare (at least, among the people I know) and more
profound form of this experience which may involve you first in sorrow,
before you are healed by joy and love. The sorrow is that of all living things
caught in pain, fear and loss, everywhere in the world, and you will find
yourself participating in their emotions, feeling what they feel, while
simultaneously experiencing your own agonizing pity and compassion.
Afterbeing in this place for a time, you willbegin to be aware of an immense,
boundless love permeating everything that exists, and with it, a growing
sense of joy/euphoria/bliss. This bliss state does not negate the suffering
you have participated in; it includes and contains it. You may find yourself
on a cosmic knife-edge, with your soul balancing between vast, deep
darkness on one side and an infinite stretch of light on the other. It is here,
I believe, on this knife-edge inside us, that laughter is born.

One of the lasting effects of this experience is a sense of the
livingness of everything around you, the dearness and even sacredness of all
forms of life, including those you have never personally liked, and an
abiding respect for them and their right to exist alongside you on the Earth.

The oceanic experience has happened upon people unexpectedly,
without the aid of drugs or any other tools, probably from the beginning of
our species. It is a deeply spiritual alteration of consciousness, and I have
never heard or read of anyone who has regarded it as other than a priceless
gift, even when it has happened without warning or anticipation. The poet,
Edna St. Vincent Millay, described the more complete form of it in her
superb poem, “Renascence.” Here are three brief passages from different
parts of a very long work:

“..I saw and heard, and knew at last
The How and Why of all things, past,
And present, and forevermore.

The universe, cleft to the core,

Lay open to my probing sense...

“No hurt I did not feel, no death

That was not mine; mine each last breath
That, crying, met an answering cry

From the compassion that was I...
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“The world stands out on either side
No wider than the heart is wide;

Above the world is stretched the sky,
No higher than the soul is high.

The heart can push the sea and land
Farther away on either hand;

The soul can split the sky in two,

And let the face of God shine through..."

I believe that it is impossible for a person who has found himself in
this place of the soul to ever again think of a tree as just another “crop;” to
deliberately set out to kill a wild animal without sending to that animal a
conscious thought of respect and regret at having to take its life; to consider
building a house without first listening to the sounds of insects and birds
and the rustling of small ground animals in the field he is planning to
invade.

To such a person, the news of the extinction of yet another species
of animal or plant — however inevitable — brings a wave of regret
bordering on sorrow. He knows that species have been born and later
extinguished countless times in the history of this planet, long before man
came along to accelerate the process, but he feels the loss as he would the
death of a fascinating acquaintance whom he had hoped to get to know
more intimately.

The person who has been in this place knows to his marrow that he
is part of nature, not separate fromit, and that the Earth tself, the greatbody
beneath our feet, is a living entity with a consciousness all its own, of a kind
far different from anything that canbe understood intellectually. He has felt
the edges of that planet-consciousness, so he knows that some part of his
psycll;e is connected to it, and that this is true of every living thing in the
world.

. If you find yourself opening to this experience, whether it begins
with suffering or goes directly to love and bliss, you will not need your

Observer at all, because the entire process is a gift of Grace, and you will
recognize it as such by the time it ends.

SYNAESTHESIA

ffor people who experiment with psychedelics, this can be one of
the most impressive and enjoyable aspects of the experience. The definition
of synaesthesia in one dictionary is: “A sensation produced in one modality
when a stimulus is applied to another, as when the hearing of a certain
sound induces the visualization of a certain color.” Under the influence of
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most psychedelic drugs, not only can music present itself to the listener in
all shades of color, in all degrees of brightness and subtlety, but the reverse
can also be true; colors can translate themselves into sound. There are
sometimes such exotic interpretive changes as feeling emotions as textures,
and intellectual concepts as three-dimensional shapes. Synaesthesia some-
times occurs in dreams, without any drug having been involved. It is
something thatall human minds do, usually unconsciously, and synaesthesia
underlies all forms of creativity. Poets, artists and musicians may have
experiences of synaesthesia while they are focusing intently on their work,
probably because the creative experience usually involves an alteration of
consciousness, a trance state. The taking of a psychedelic or visionary plant
simply makes this interweaving of sensory modalities apparent to the
conscious mind.

Many years ago, shortly before the birth of my first daughter, Ihad
a Big Dream (the kind that C. G. Jung defined as a powerful, impactful
dream which awakens the dreamer when it ends, and stays in memory for
along time, often for life). Inmy dream, I was standing in a garden, looking
up at a tall, slender golden column. At its top, the column flared out to
become a shallow bowl. Within that bowl I could see what I knew to be
flower-fruits; round, succulent fruits with red, coral and purple colors,
which were also, simultaneously, flowers. There was no division or
difference between the two expressions of the plant; they were flower-
fruits. To put thisimage in context, the rest of the dream involved my about-
to-be-born daughter, who appeared as a young woman named Ann (which
I of course named her when she arrived). The entire dream was vivid,
detailed and extraordinary, but my amazement — when I woke up — was
at the ability of my dreaming mind to accept without difficulty the merging
of two states of plant life, flower and fruit, which is exceedingly hard to do
when awake.

It is possible to get the intellectual concept of such a merging when
one is awake, but only in a symbolic sense. In the dream — as in a
psychedelic state — the experience is that of feeling the two as one entity.

The degree to which synaesthesia is experienced under the influ-
ence of a psychedelic depends on the nature of the drug, the dosage level at
which the drug is taken, and finally, the receptivity and curiosity of the user;
if he is inclined to explore new dimensions of his interior world, he will pay
more attention to unusual and unexpected juxtapositions which may occur
when his unconscious mind has the freedom to play these kinds of games
with sensory input.

Here are a few excerpts from a letter written by a gentleman named
Dan Joy: '

“Synaesthesia is rich, resonant and meaningful. And itis
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everywhere. In cartoons, you have the wiggly lines signi-

ing motions or the lines splaying out from a trumpet,
signifying its blast, sometimes accompanied by little musi-
cal notes... Drug experiences and phenomena are insepa-
rable from the matrix/spectrum of human mental, sen-
sory, perceptual, cognitive, etc., experience — not a dis-
tinct, self-contained cluster of anomalies. The vocabularies
used for the different sensory modalities overlap, reveal-
ing an underlying synaesthetic sense in our language. For
instance, both sounds and colors have ‘tones’ and ‘over-
tones,’ as do emotions; sonic tones, like color-spectral ones,
can be ‘bright’ or ‘dark;’ sound tones canbe ‘high’ or ‘low,’
language which synaesthetically connects them also to the
kinesthetic and visual-spatial sensoria. It is known that
smellsvividly awaken the full sensory spectrum of memory,
synaesthetically inclusive of visual, auditory and emo-
tional aspects. All the 'separate’ sensory channels, after all,
feed into the same brain.”

Synaesthesia produces a sense of pleasure in everyone I know who has
experienced it. The human psyche seems toenjoy this melding of the senses.
There are some people in this world who live with synaesthesia all the time;
they apparently consider themselves among the luckiest human beings on
the planet. I'm sure there are synaesthetic experiences which are dark and
frightening, perhaps in nightmares or certain schizophrenic states, but 1
have never personally heard or read of such negative kinds of synaesthesia.
For me, this is a place of great enjoyment and soul-satisfaction. Further-
more, it gives rise to a multitude of questions about the nature of the reality

we perceive, or think we perceive, and the workings of our brains, minds
and souls.

LAUGHTER

. Anybody who has enjoyed marijuana has had the giggles, and —
since for most users marijuana is a social drug — he has probably been
through one of those hilarious sessions where everything seemed tremen-
dously funny to everyone involved, and people were laughing about the
smal.l.est, silliest remarks or events until they were gasping for breath.
Marijuana is famous for inducing this kind of hilarity, but it can happen to
users of other psychedelic drugs, particularly psilocybin, and often does. It
may hav-e something to do with the release of the usual social constraints
which hinder most adults — at least in our western culture — in their
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expression of a good many of their feelings. Under the influence of these
drugs, not only are repressed sorrows and angers sometimes released, so is
humor and laughter.

Most of us have a lot of Jaughter inside us, but after childhood, we
inthe Westlearn tokeepitto ourselvesa good deal of the time. Weletitloose
— along with our sense of the ridiculous — when we’ve had some drinks
which relax us, or a psychedelic which can serve the same purpose. Andno
matter how silly it may seem in retrospect, a bout of real laughter can
strengthen theimmune system, among many other good things, and should
be treasured.

The question always comes up, eventually: what is laughter? It'sa
strange, choppy, spasmodic physical response to humor. So what is
humor? A baby, when startled by a clown doll popping out of a box, will
cry. The older child learns to suppress the startle response in favor of
allowing something new and interesting into her world; she laughs and
reaches out to grab the clown, to feel it and chew on it. Laughter, in child
or adult, sometimes seems to be the result of this very rapid shuttling
between fear and pleasure, or Yes and No.

But there are many kinds of laughter: bitter, sarcastic and cruel, as
well as joyful and celebratory. The physical response may be basically the
same, but the emotions that give rise to dark laughter are despair and anger,
or simply the need to assert power and control. When we talk about
“humor,” or “laughter,” most of us are thinking of that explosion of
champagne bubbles that rises through stomach and chest, triggering an
irresistible urge to open the throat and mouth and emit the odd staccato
sound that expresses our pleasure.

The Laughing Buddha is an archetype, an illustration of what it is
to stand on the knife-edge between Dark and Light, Death and Life, and to
survey the universe from there. This is cosmic laughter, half pain and half
bliss. One doesn’t have to be a Buddha to know that place; it’s inside every
one of us mortals, and all that's needed is the willingness to open the door
and step through.

THE BETH STATE

Shura’s name for this rare place is the Beth state, but it could alsobe
thought of as a long-lasting threshold. We have experienced it only witha
drug called Aleph-7, and Shura often wonders if it is exclusively a property
of that particular material. Or, to put it more accurately, perhaps Aleph-7
is the only drug that opens that particular door in the psyche. And then
again, perhaps there are others we don’t know about.

His notes include the following: “Slow start at one hour, quiet.
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Walking feels strange at three hours and twenty minutes; a feeling of
something impending, but there are no handles, no way to place the
intoxication. At four and a half hours, transition to a more familiar altered
state, quite pleasant. The previous hour or so not unpleasant, just without
definition.”

In summary, the Beth state is one in which you are aware of being
inanaltered state of consciousness, but you can’t pindown exactly how you
know, since there are no visual changes, no emotional stimulation, no
colorful patterns appearing in the mind, nonuthin’. And there it stays, and
there you stay, for three to four hours. At least, that is the case with Aleph-
7. It must be remembered, though, that if any single drug can elicit such a
response as the Beth state, it means that the capacity for experiencing the
Beth, for finding oneself in such a place, is intrinsic to the human mind. The
onlynegative that could possibly beassociated with the Beth place s the fear
of dying of boredom.

FLOODING

This can be one of the consequences of taking too high a dose of a
psychedelic drug. It can also happen at a perfectly reasonable dosage level,
butitis far less likely. You find yourself bombarded by a torrent of images,
concepts and connections, all coming at you from your friendly neighbor-
hood cosmos. The details of the experience will vary, of course, with every
person who finds himself in this particular place in the mind, but the general
feeling is one of being flooded by meaningful connections between every-
thing in the universe and everything else. An experienced traveler, know-
ing that this, too, will pass, might manage to relax and enjoy the complexi-
ties of the onslaught, but to the naive experimenter, it can be overwhelming.
The ego, the sense of core identity, might be hard to maintain; the sense of
Self might be lost in the roaring noise of continual, intense input.

If you find yourself in this state, remember first of all that it’s
temporary. If you find it impossible to relax and swim with the roaring
river, or simply need to recover your sense of identity and a bit more control
over the experience, open your eyes (if you had them closed), then stand up
anc.i start moving around, trying your best to focus on what your body is
domg.. Watch yourself walking, and talk to yourself, using your Observer
to remind you of who you are, what your immediate situation is, and what
you are attempting to do. Something like this might result: “I am Jacob
Smith, I took so-and-so milligrams of Whatchamacallit approximately an
hour anfi a half ago; I'm being flooded by too much information and I am
attempting to get grounded by having this silly conversation with myself.”

If you can manage to see humor in anything you're experiencing,
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and especially if you can smile or laugh at yourself, you’ve won your battle.
You may have hours of relative unease and mental overload still ahead of
you, but if you can feel even the slightest little spurt of humor, you’ve
recaptured the thread that will lead you back to your Self. When you can
feel your own presence, when you can say to yourself, “I'm here, I'm ME,”
(never mind good grammar) your fear of dissolving into your surround-
ings, of losing track of your own existence, will gradually subside.

What you should be aiming for in such an experience is this:
maintaining your sense of identity, your knowledge that you are a being
distinct from other beings and from the world that surrounds you, while
allowing the images and concepts and energies that are bombarding you to
be what they are, to go where they are going, to flow through you and past
you. After a while, everything will begin to soften and quiet, and the
crashing flood of information will eventually become a trickle. One of the
things you may be left with from this experience will be a new appreciation
of what it means to live your life with a goal, a focus, an intent of some kind
to help channel your energies and thoughts.

There’s been much written over the years about the spiritual
benefits of having your ego dissolve, of becoming part of the cosmos, of
losing your sense of Self and experiencing the River of Life, the flow of
universal spiritual energies, without the encumbrance of that separate
identity, that “Me and I” thing, that terrible Ego, so beloved of individuals
in the Western world.

I'm not comfortable with the way that conceptis usually stated. For
one thing, whose definition of “Ego” is being used? If what is meant is the
“persona,” the social face that all of us develop — and sometimes mistake
for the real person inside — then yes, I couldn’t agree more; anyone who
wants to develop as a human being, as a soul, mustbe able to let the persona
drop away at will.

But the Self, the core of you, the kernel of continually moving
energy that is your essence, is not a burden. It’s a piece of God, as tiny as a
molecule and as large as infinity. It isn’t necessary, I believe, to lose touch
with it, in order to have the experience of dissolving into the stream of life;
it should be your anchor, the place from which you launch into the interior
cosmos, and the place to which you return.

There's a difference between an experience of overload or flooding,
and one of mystical participation. Yourinstincts tell you whenit’s overload;
you feel under attack, overwhelmed by too much, too much, and unable to
learn anything of value (except, of course, that your dosage level of the drug
was probably too high).

On the other hand, the experience of mystical participation, the
oceanic experience — whatever you choose to call it — comes as a natural
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unfolding of the soul, deep and sweet, and often unaccountably familiar.

Again, and yet again, the experience that I call flooding is another
reminder of why experienced researchers in thearea of psychedelics always
try to have another person, a babysitter, present, especially when trying a
new level of a compound.

If flooding happens spontaneously, without a drugbeing involved,
and if it lasts more than 24 hours, you may need professional help. Most
psychiatrists will treat this as a form of psychosis, and will medicate you
heavily. This may be appropriate if you are really overwhelmed by the
input and get into a panic, but if the input is tolerable and can be handled
by other means, keep in mind that anti-psychotic drugs make it impossible
to process such an experience or to learn anything from it.

If you find yourself in this state, having taken no drug at all, you
should get a friend to be with you, rightaway. With the friend’s help, locate
someone in your vicinity who is a spiritual guide of some kind; a priest or
minister or a Buddhist teacher. If you happen to know of an older psyche-
delic explorer who has not only experience but also some degree of wisdom
— a wise elder, in other words — ask that person to help you.

This state of being flooded by more information, more connections
and concepts than you can handle, can teach you about that place in the
psyche. It can also make clear to you why, as a human being, it is necessary
foryou to control the rate of that flow, at least to the extent that you can hold
onto your Self, and give time to the exploration of a concept or series of

connections. Only this way can you hope to learn something of value. In
this case, at least, less is indeed more.

TIME DISTORTION

This is one of the most common effects of a psychedelic drug.
Almost all of these drugs cause changes in one’s time-sense; most of the
time, there isa feeling of time stretching, but there can also be an experience
of the opposite, a compression of time. This is not usually disturbing to the
traveler, with one very distinct exception. I have heard of first-time
psychedelic explorers who found themselves trapped in what they were
sure was eternity, with no way out.

Ore lady, living alone in the woods of Northern California, took
LSD (dosage level unknown) for the first time, and had the terrible experi-
ence of being in a profoundly altered state forever. Forever. She did finally
come down, to her astonishment and intense gratitude, but an eternity had
passed during those hours of consciousness change. Understandably, she
says she will never take a psychedelic drug again.

Tknow of only one way to avoid such an experience, and that is to
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make sure that you take a relatively low amount of any psychedelic drug
youhaven'ttried before. And when you are familiar with the drug, increase
the dosage level very slowly, if at all. This is not an area in which being
“macho” is advisable. You are experimenting with your own mind and
with unknown levels of your own psyche, and it is best to go slowly and
carefully, with great respect and humility.

If you do find yourself trapped in eternity, let your Observer
remind you that it is a drug-effect, and that it will, indeed, come to an end
when the drug wears off. In the meantime, make use of the state, in
whatever way gives you most pleasure; writing notes, creating something
of beauty out of clay or paint, sitting outside with growing things, and
allowing yourself to look, listen and think. Keep reminding yourself that
eternity, in this case, is temporary, and that you are experiencing a fascinat-
ing corner of your soul. Much can be learned from this experience about
perceptions of time, about the nature of your Self, and about the extraordi-
nary capacities of your mind.

OUT OF BODY EXPERIENCES

The first problem I encounter, in trying to tackle this particular
subject, is that of definitions. What is meant by an out-of-body experience?
To the average scientist, for instance, a person trained in logic and what is
called scientific thinking, and with no exposure to the world of the spiritual,
the term OBE (out-of-body experience) is meaningless, because he has been
taught to believe that the physical body is all there is, and the implication
that one can have any kind of conscious experience separate from the body
isridiculous. To such a person, then, this whole discussion is meaningless.
It is to others that these notes are addressed.

The expert on OBE’s is generally believed to be Robert Monroe,
who wrote the first books about the process, and founded an institute on the
East coast of the United States to teach people how to journey out of their
bodies at will.

There are many reports of OBE’s under the influence of psychedelic
drugs, but I have never had one, so I can’t speak knowledgeably about it.

My stepson, Theo, had a classic OBE when he was in his twenties,
unassociated with drugs. He used self-hypnosis (concentrating onaspoton
the ceiling), and found himself floating above hisbed, aware of a thin, strong
life-line or umbilical cord connecting him to his body. From there, appar-
ently without any fear or anxiety, he took off to find his girlfriend, who had
gone with her family for the weekend to a cabin in the Sierras. He was there
instantly, and observed her sitting on a small pier at the edge of a mountain
lake. He took note of what she was wearing (a red sweater and blue jeans),
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then flew up to what looked like a small cloud, at which point he knew it
was time to return to home base. “I just followed the cord — and, yes, it
was sort of vaguely silver —and Wham! I was back inmy bod,” he told me.

Needless to say (I mean, [ wouldn’t be telling the story otherwise),
when he later asked the girl if she had been in that particular place on that
day, wearing those exact clothes, she said yes, she had been and how did he
know? He sidestepped the question gracefully by laughing and changing
the subject.

Theo stopped doing hypnotically induced OBE’s only after a brief
experience one day, when he concentrated on his favorite ceiling spot and,
once out, went sailing into his father’s bathroom, at the end of the hall. He
drifted over to the mirror and looked in. There were the cabinets, the shower
stall, the small shelf with Shura’s shaving gear, all faithfully reflected. The
only thing missing was his own face. There was simply no Theo in the
mirror at all. For the first time since he had begun experimenting with

OBE’s, he became frightened. “I went back to my body immediately,” he
told me, “That was too much.”

HALLUCINATIONS

In Appendix C of this book, Shura and I define a hallucination, and
I will repeat that definition here, adding only two brief clarifications.

“An extremely rare phenomenon, in which a com-
pletely convincing reality surrounds a person, with his
eyes open, a reality that he alone can experience and
interact with. The inducement of hallucinations is a prop-
erty that is commonly attributed to psychedelic drugs, but
in reality is virtually non-existent in the use of such mate-
rials, unless there has been a massive overdose. In almost
all psychedelic experiences undergone by normal, healthy
people, using reasonable dosages, there is an awareness of
real surroundings. Visual distortions are common, but
they are not confused with objective reality by the subject;
they are known to be visual distortions and appreciated as
such. The delusional anesthetic drugs, such as scopola-

mineand ketamine, on the other hand, can and do produce
true hallucinations.”

Member§ of the medical (including psychiatric) community, being
for the most partinexperienced in the use of psychedelic drugs, have gotten
into the habit of using the word “hallucination” to describe an entire range

of visual and auditory effects produced by such drugs, including many
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which have nothing whatsoever to do with hallucinations.

The important distinction is this: if you have taken a psychedelic
drug and are, for instance, seeing increased brightness of color and richness
of texture, interesting faces in large rocks, or kaleidoscopicimagery on your
ceiling, and if you remain totally aware of the fact that such visual enhance-
ments are due to your having taken a drug, you are NOT hallucinating.

On the other hand, if you have taken a drug and see a pretty blue
horse prancing across your living room carpet, and are convinced that
everybody else in your vicinity can also see the horse; if you make no
association between the blue horse and the taking of a drug, but are certain
that what you are seeing is part of consensual reality, then you are indeed
hallucinating. Itis the conscious awareness of cause and effect — the taking
of adrug and the seeing of ablue horse — that makes the difference between
experiencing visual effects or visual changes and real hallucinations.

['have had one experience of visual changes occurring as the result
of an altered state without any drug being involved. I was attending a most
unusual meeting at the home of a famous psychic in the city of Berkeley,
years ago. There were many people present, including a group that was the
focus of everybody’s attention that evening: about ten psychic healers who
were there to describe their methods and problems.

Present with his recording equipment was a well-known experton
out-of-body experiments, Dr. Charles Tart. He had done ground-breaking
work inauniversity laboratory, placing electrodes onto people who claimed
tobe able to travel out of body almost every night, while retaining conscious
control and memory of the experience. Dr. Tart assigned each subject
specific tasks to accomplish while out of body in the lab; one assignment, for
instance, was to float up to the ceiling, where there was a small placard with
a name or series of numbers on it, placed out of sight of the awake subject.
The subject was asked to report back when she awoke in the morning, as to
what she had read on the placard.

Dr. Tart was the first university professor to publish the generally
positive results of such research, and he was at this meeting to ask questions
and tape-record answers from the healers.

The proceedings were taking place in a very large room with a
wooden floor, and most of us were sitting on floor pillows against the walls.
Everyone was quiet except the particular psychic healer whose turn it was
to report into the microphone. Along with everyone else, I was concentrat-
ing on what was being said, and learning a great deal from each account,
especially about the ways in which these people protected themselves from
taking into their own bodies the illnesses of their clients.

Finally, bladder pressure made it necessary for me to get up and
pick my way carefully over extended legs and feet on my way to the
bathroom. Once inside the little room, I sat on the toilet and looked around
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me. Tomy surpriseand delight, theshower curtain appeared toberippling,
the wallpaper was most certainly moving, and the faucets glinted with
enthusiastic points of multi-colored lights. “Aha!” I thought, “What d’ya
know! Never had this happen before. Maybe it’s because of all that intense
mental focusing. Wonder how long it'll last?”

Unfortunately, Iwas soimpressed by this unexpected bit of funand
games that, when I returned to the big room, I lost my ability to fully
concentrate on the continuing reports from the healers. By the time the
meeting had broken up, all visual changes had disappeared, and things
were back to normal.

In this case, I didn’t think for one second that anyone else coming
into that bathroom would see the movement of surfaces; [ knew it was the
result of changes in my own consciousness of a perfectly natural kind.
Shura calls this, “Using the intellect as witness,” and I call it using the
Observer. When a person is having real hallucinations, his Observer has
abandoned its post as reality checker, as witness, just as it does in the dream
state.

If T had believed that the walls and shower curtain were really
moving, and that the movements would be apparent to other people, i.e.,
part of consensual reality, it would have been an hallucination. Iconcluded
then, and still do now, that it was a non-drug-induced alteration of percep-

tion produced by strong concentration; it was also thoroughly enjoyable,
and ] hope it happens again some day.

THE KALI

This archetype is best known in India, where one can find numer-
ous paintings which portray the Goddess Kali, wife of the God Shiva,
usually as a grimacing black or blue female monster, wearing a necklace of
skulls and dancing triumphantly on dead bodies. In one hand she bran-
dishes a bloody sword; in the other, a bearded, severed head. Sometimes
she is shown with four arms, the third carrying a trident and the fourth, a
bowl which catches blood from the head.

' In the book, Dancing in the Flames, by Marion Woodman and Elinor
Dickson, (Shambhala Press, 1996) there are these comments:

“Atfirst glance, Kali comes across as a fierce embodiment
of the devouring mother, who gobbles up everything, even
her own children. A closer look, however, reveals a great
halo around her head .... The halo attests to Kali’s status as
Goddess, to her need to be understood not only as de-
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vourer, but also as transformer. She is black, dark as the
matrix, from which all creation comes and to which it
returns. To her devotees, she is like a black sapphire;
radiance shines through her blackness.”

“The mystery of Kali is that she is perpetually destroying
and, at the same time, creating — destroying in order to
create, creating in order to destroy, death in the service of
life, life in the service of death. Kali is time, immanence,
ceaseless becoming, nature as process. For Kali, all experi-
ence is one — life as well as death.”

She is also understood to represent ego-death, which certain spiri-
tual teachings believe to be an essential step on the pathway to illumination.

I've had two glimpses of The Kali, both of them astonishingly
different from what I would have expected, and each giving rise to pro-
found questions.

The first time was many years ago. It was in early summer, and I
had taken around 20 milligrams of 2C-B in the early evening, while Shura
was in San Francisco at the Owl Club, playing his viola in the orchestra, as
he does every week.

Atone pointI went outside, climbed the brick steps and headed for
my car to getsomething Ineeded. WhenIleft the car and started back across
the pavement towards the house, it was dark, except for the glow from the
dining room below, illuminating the patio. Halfway to the steps, Isuddenly
stopped and stood riveted, my mouth open. About fifteen feet above the
ground, glowing brightly against a shadowy mass of trees, was a large oval
of light; seated cross-legged in its center was the figure of a lovely young
woman. Her skin was the color of cream. Both arms were extended, hands
open, as if to say, “Behold this!” She was surrounded by parts of dismem-
bered human bodies — arms, legs, heads — lying on the ground, stretching
as far as I could see. There was blood everywhere. What radiated from the
vision was a feeling I can only describe as bliss.

The whole experience lasted barely two seconds, but I didn’t move
until it had faded out of existence, leaving me staring at the black outline of
trees.

I walked slowly towards the stairs, thinking furiously.

What WAS that? With all those — those pieces of bodies and the blood,
it MUST be The Kali. But I've never heard of a beautiful Kali; all the paintings show
monsters. And that feeling; how can a scene of bloody carnage give off such a sense
of rightness? And bliss? Idon’t understand.

Iknew that I had just witnessed something not only important, but
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sacred, and that it was part of the answer to my obsessive inner questions
about the nature of what we think of as good and evil. ButI couldn’t grasp
what it meant.

I hadn't yet solved the mystery, hadn’t come to any satisfying
conclusions, when — seven months later — the second encounter occurred.
Shura and I were making love one night. He had taken 120 microgams of
LSD; I'd taken only 80 micrograms, because at higher levels, LSD is not
particularly my ally. I was doing dances with my tongue upon the body of
my love, when I saw in my mind’s eye two figures far away, dressed in red,
against a background of light. They were embracing, and I knew instantly
that they were Death and Life, and suddenly they had melted into each
other and there was only one figure there, facing me, seated in a halo of soft
light, her clothes the color of blood.

This time, also, the duration of the vision was two or three seconds,
and it didn't fade, as the first one had, but simply ceased to exist.

That's the level of the Gods. It isn’t the human reality; we have to choose
between the life force and loving, and the other side, The Kali — destruction and
killing. How can that vision have any meaning for a human being?

I turned my attention again to Shura, tucking away the memory of
the figures in red until later.

It took some time for me to acknowledge that my immediate
thoughts after the second experience had been simply avoidance, an effort
to postpone the work I was going to have to do to comprehend what I had
been shown.

Just a few weeks ago, I heard from a friend about her experience of
another form of the female destroyer archetype. It had come to her in a
dream, several years ago, and her description of the dream state makes it
clear that this was a “Big Dream,” one which is vivid, numinous and always
remembered.

What my friend, Lara, saw in the dream state was the Goddess Pele,
§acred to the Hawaiians; she is the goddess of fire and volcanoes, and she
is also the patron goddess of the Hawaiian Islands. Pele appeared to Lara
as a magnificent being with a river of lava flowing around her. She spoke,
b'ut what she said to the sleeping woman had nothing to do with destruc-
tion; it was about the sacredness of knowledge and the immense importance
of coptinqal learning while in human form. Then she showed Lara the
creative side of her nature; she displayed the growth of new land that
resul.ts. from the cooling of lava after a volcanic eruption, and invited her

to rejoice at the sight. Then the vision ended, and Lara awoke. “I lay
there in the dark,” she told me, “And I felt this great happiness, and I went

over and over the memory of Pele and what she had said to me. It was
astonishing, and I am still feeling so grateful to her!”
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I have gradually come to understand that all the dualities in the
cosmos spring fromasingle Source, as does everything else; that duality, the
dance of opposites, is necessary for life to exist, in any and all forms. I
believe that, although perceptions of these archetypes may be possible
only when one is in the God-space, the expression of these dual forces
informs every second of existence, whether of plant, insect, animal or
human.

My intellect can comprehend all this, but my heart and gut still
rebel at grief, fear, pain, injustice and destruction. To work through that
rebellion, I have to remind myself of certain things. For instance, although
the great forces that shape all life can sometimes appear to the soul as
serenely implacable and without mercy or love, this perception is not the
truth. The archetype of Kwan Yin, the Chinese Goddess of Mercy, is also
within us, as are numerous other archetypal images of loving, nurturing,
creative energies.

As a species, we have always taken sorrow and transformed it into
musicand art; we have used experiences of pain to deepen our empathy and
compassion for others; even fear and horror have had their uses, teaching
us strength and will.

What we strive for, whether through the use of consciousness-
altering drugs and plants or meditation and spiritual training, is to reach —
however momentarily — that place inside us where there is true compre-
hension of the great dualities, and with it, a state of immense energy,
acceptance and bliss. The Indian word for this place is “Samadhi,” and a
single experience of it will give life-long strength to your soul and spirit.

We, afterall, along with all other life-forms, are pieces of the Source,
expressions of the Source, so everything we do and feel is done and felt by
the Source.

Iam not stating any of the above as ultimate truth, but only as what
I have experienced and learned. Every human being contains all of these
places in his psyche; what he does with them, how he puts them together
into a whole view of the universe and his role in it, will be unique to him and
must be respected and honored.

EUPHORIA

The first thing that can be said about this experienceis: it’s good and
nourishing, food for our souls. Euphoria belongs in all our lives, as often as
possible, because it feeds us with energy and hope.

A dictionary will give you the following definition of euphoria,and
when you’veread it, think about the implications. From the Random House
Webster’s College Dictionary, 1991, I get this simple one: “A strong feeling
of happiness, confidence, or well-being.” And, as Shura has said, many
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times, the prefix “eu-,” means “normal,” or “correct.” The word, “euthy-
roid,” means a normally functioning thyroid. The opposite of “eu-,” is
“dys-,” which means something not functioning normally. For instance,
“dysphoria,” means abnormal, as opposed to “euphoria,” which means
feeling well, normal and good. Thus, "hyperphoria” could be bliss, and
"hypophoria" could be depression.

So, how have we come to be a society in which euphoria means
“feeling too good, happier than you ought to, more confident than you
deserve to,” instead of what it ought to mean? Why is euphoria listed in the
Physicians’ Desk Reference as a possible negative side-effect of various
drugs?

Iwonder if we are, as a society, becoming so used to being in a state
of mild depression most of the time, that feeling well, happy and full of
energy engenders, in some people, a certain amount of suspicion and even
disapproval. Perhaps some of this comes from the early Puritan and
present Fundamentalist Christian teachings that Man is a sinner and true
happiness and bliss can be expected only in heaven, if you've earned
your place there by living a life full of self-sacrifice and a lot of suffering.

I have experienced euphoria and its higher spiritual form, bliss, as
an upwelling of thanksgiving to the Source, by whatever name it is called.
The feeling I have when giving whole-hearted Thank You to the universe
is identical to that felt in a state of euphoria. Some evangelical Christians
in their worship services seem to experience the two states as one. Perhaps
they are.

As with all emotions felt by human beings, euphoria does not last,
cannot be present all the time, and is not meant to be constant. Unless you
have worked your way through to becoming an Initiate, a spiritual master,
(in which case it may be possible to live in a state comparable to euphoria),
for the most part you will have ups and downs, sun and shadow, pain and
exhilaration. All we can hope for, both for ourselves and those we love, is
that all of us will have more moments of euphoria than sorrow, and that
we will be able to renew our hope and excitement about life as often as
possible.

The only negative I can think of in regard to euphoria is that certain
people may try to find a way of making it a permanent state of being. With
or without drugs, it cannot be maintained constantly by most of us, any
more tl'.lan orgasm can be. There are stories — legends — of people who
have slipped into a bliss state and remained there for the rest of their lives;
.Saint Theresa of Avila, for instance. However, if you want to remain
in the world of human beings, to live a human life, to change, learn and
transform, euphoria must be looked upon as a temporary gift and a

reminder of your innate capacity for exquisite pleasure.



Places in the Mind

Psychedelic drugs can help open a person to an experience of
euphoria, just as they can open him to deep sorrow, empathy and humor,
cosmic meaningfulness and total confusion. Again, it isn’t the drug that
creates the experience; it’s the drug that opens doors to what is already
resident inside the person.

For those of us who live in the western industrialized countries,
daily life tends to be busy, stressful and not conducive to the practice of
insight or the fullest possible openness to emotions. Adultslearn torepress,
hide and even deny feelings that are uncomfortable or painful. Unfortu-
nately, this results in a repression of feelings that are entirely positive, along
with the negative ones. When we putalid on anger and resentment, we are
also making it hard to feel joy, deep love and humor. Everything gets
dulled.

In the psychedelic experience, we can discover a clear, open chan-
nel to feelings and emotions again. It makes us more vulnerable to the world
around us, but without that vulnerability, we cannot feel out truth and we
can never hope to grow wise.
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CHAPTER 11. SEX, DRUGS, AND THE
OLDER PLAYERS

(Alice’s voice)

It's Saturday night, and Shura and I have each taken 100 micro-
grams of LSD, a rather low dose — not enough to stun the mind with too
much input, but quite enough to open up lovemaking. It's June, and a warm
night, so we don’t need to get under the covers. 1lie down beside him, and
he turns off the bedside lamp. Now there’s only the light from the radio, but
it’s enough to see each other by.

Shura turns his head and smiles at me, his hair standing out from
his head like a corona, glinting silver and pink and orange in the half-light.

I raise myself on one elbow, and say, “How about searching the
dial, see what our choices are?”

While he switches from one classical music station to another, I
stroke his back and watch little rainbows erupting in the wake of my hand.
Suddenly, Prokofiev’s Second Piano Concerto brings a stop to the sampling

of radio wares, and I give an approving pat to my favorite rounded portion
of his anatomy, “Hey, we lucked out!”

Shura turns around, “Looks like it.”

His hands move over my stomach and down one thigh, and I
breathe out the breath I didn’t know I was holding, as I let go of a week’s
concerns and frustrations. Most important of all, I'm letting go of fear that
my body is not beautiful enough, not slim enough, not appealing enough.
What grows in me —every time we make love —is a certainty that, in some
way Icantunderstand with theself-critical part of my mind, Shura loves me
anyway. Not despite, butincluding all the defects. It's easy for me to accept
him, his body, the things that aren’t perfect, but 'm always amazed that he
accepts me in the same way.

Whatlloveis the essence of the man inside, the male energy and its
island of femininity. His body is the physical expression of his light and

dark sides, sometimes in conflict and sometimes in balance, as is the case
with all of us, I suppose.



Sex, Drugs, and the Older Players

We are affectionately amused by each other’s less romantic signs of
aging: the thinning of pubic hair, the rounding of tummies, the loosening of
skin that was never supposed to be anything but taut and smooth. All of
that, we gradually learn to allow in our ownbodies, and love in each other’s.

One of the things that makes it hard to see one’s body getting older
is that the soul, the sense of who we are, is never more than thirty-two or so.
This is an uncomfortable thing for some people to hear, and they usually
choose not to believe it, because it sounds too sad. They’d rather think that
thespiritinside theshrunken, fragile grandmother lying against her pillows
feels itself as ancient as her body. But it simply isn’t so. And the idea of a
young soul trapped in an old body isn’t as tragic as it might sound. After
all, aging happens very gradually, morning mirror by morning mirror, and
after a while you learn to shrug resignedly at your reflection and avoid
friends’ cameras.

And there are compensations. In your thirties, you become aware
that you are beginning to understand the rules of the game — the social,
human relationship game. In your sixties and seventies, a new level of
comprehension begins to make itself felt; occasionally, when you pay
attention, you can hear the flow of life more clearly, sense it moving beneath
and around you, feel yourself part of something immense and timeless, yet
somehow intimately connected to you and everything you're doing and
thinking.

Sexuality changes as we age. The body doesn’t act or react the way
it did twenty years earlier. If you and your lover have a good relationship
you’ll find that with the passing of the years, frequency isreplaced by depth,
subtlety and a new dimension of deliciousness. Love-making itself, the
caressing and the imaginative uses of hands, mouth and tongue to play the
beloved’s body, whether or not there is final culmination, can become a
pleasure undreamt of in the climax-driven world of the twenty-year-olds.

If you are familiar with certain psychedelics or visionary plants,
and have experience in using them, love-making can become a truly multi-
dimensional experience, sensuousness interwoven with spirit, jeweled
images behind closed eyelids combining with the smell and feel of skin, and
the orgasm flowering deep in the mind before it explodes — excruciatingly
sweet and long — in the body.

But you should be familiar with the effects of the particular drug
and be sure of the identity and quality of whatever you're using. The

relaxing effects of certain psychedelic drugs may make it easier to find that

eroticbud which can be urged into bloom, but it is important that you know
enough about the effects of the drug to enable you to avoid taking too much.
The reasons are obvious: with too high a dosage, the imagery filling the
interior screen, and the conceptual complexities that may accompany them,
could make it difficult to focus either mind or body on making love, if that
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is what you had intended. The emotional and spiritual closeness that such
a shared experience might bring about would certainly be its own reward,
but if your intent is love-making, a modest dosage level will serve you
better than a high one.

Later that night, I am in a shadowed cave where Benjamin Britten’s
music is water over rocks, falling into a dark pool. A fine spray rises from
the bases of two huge, rounded stones which are smooth as sculptured
buttocks. The music flows through my breasts, an edge of violins raising
questionsin silver shading to pewter, answered by amoss-green cello in the
depths of the pool. Red light glows from somewhere behind me, and there
are glints of red-gold in the falling water, then Shura howls long, long, and
I am rising, past the great rocks towards the night sky.

I lift my head and smile up at him; his hand strokes my hair. We
are silent, at rest, listening to the music.



The Lioness and the Secret Place

CHAPTER 12. THE LIONESS AND
THE SECRET PLACE

(Alice’s voice)

It was a long time ago when I had my first terror dream.

I had heard vaguely of “hypnogogia,” and not at all of its twin,
“hypnopompia.” The first word is used to describe a state in which one is
descending into sleep and, as normally happens, control over the physical
body has been turned off, but for unknown reasons, the mind lags behind
thebodyindescending into that particular altered state knownas sleep. The
second word, “hypnopompia,” is a similar state experienced in the process
of waking up.

In both states, the dreamer’s mind, his ego, is capable of being self-
aware, basically oriented as to identity, place and time — although this
awareness may fluctuate—but he isnot able to control his body or open his
eyes. Itis in this disconnected, limbo situation that certain kinds of vivid
dreams, certain kinds of spiritual attacks, if you will, can take place.

I think of this strange state as getting briefly caught between two
worlds, and I should note that my experiences have been only in going to
sleep.

P The first time I experienced a dream of this kind occurred while I
was living with my little son, Christopher, in the Sunnydale housing
project, just below the city of San Francisco. I was around 21 years old,
newly divorced, and my baby and I were very poor, as were all theresidents
of Sunnydale and other similar low-rent housing projects (nobody lives in
such places by choice, after all). Iwas used to being, emotionally, in the grip
of something grey and hopeless that I couldn’t define — years later, I
realized it was called clinical depression — but, after all, that state of mind
wasn’t unknown to many of those living in the projects.

One evening, I had put my baby to bed in his little room upstairs,
and was settling myself down on the living room couch with a book from
the library, when my mother phoned. After we’d exchanged family news
and talked for a while, she mentioned that, for reasons I can’t remember, she
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was memorizing Psalm 121, which begins, “Iwill lift up mine eyes unto the
hills, from whence cometh my help.” After wesaid goodnight, I opened up
my old Bible to read the psalm, and decided I liked it enough to try to
memorize it myself, which is something I often did in those days, with
poems I particularly liked.

That night, as 1 lay upstairs in my bed, sprawled on my back in the
dark, my mind beginning to drift, [ became aware of a sound coming from
the direction of the half-opened bedroom door. It was a sound of scratchy
footsteps on the wooden stairs, and a surreptitious rustle of clothing, and I
knew that there was a group of things on the stairs which looked much like
the dwarves in fairy-tale books: small, chunky bodies, wearing ragged
clothing and dark caps. I could see them in my mind. They were sneaking
slowly up the stairs, and they intended to come into my room. Somehow,
I knew their objective, which was quite simple: to cause me terror. They
liked making human beings afraid. And they knew I was helpless.

From the moment I'd heard the first sounds, I had been trying to
open my eyes. I knew that once I managed to do so, I would have control
over the rest of my body. But I was stuck, just barely over that threshold
which we all cross every night. My body was frozen, while my mind
wandered, completely self-aware, in a strange territory which was not quite
dream, but had some aspects of dream to it, such as sensing the general
shape and size of my attackers, and knowing what they had come for.

Asllay there, my heart beating so hard it threatened to deafen me,
Iknew the first of the intruders was already through the door, and the group
was continuing to edge ever closer, laughing silently at my panic. Then, the
words of the psalm I had been reading rose in my mind, and I concentrated
all my attention on them, saying them slowly and clearly in my head, “My
help cometh from the Lord, which made heaven and earth.” Suddenly, I
had my eyes; they opened with a snap, and I could move my head, and then
my hands. Ibreathed relief at being back in control of my body, flexed my
fingers and smiled at the ceiling. Then I became aware that I was still
hearing the rustling sound. 1was fully awake, and by turning my head I
could see an empty floor, but that menacing sound continued, gradually
fading, in my ears for at least ten seconds.

I got up and went downstairs to make myself some hot tea, and sat
on the couch with my cup and acigarette, for a little while. I wondered what
the intruders had been, whether they had — as suspected — an indepen-
d.ent existence on some unknown level of reality, and why they were so
filled with malice. Why did they want to frighten humans? To what
Rurpose? It never occurred to me, and it would not occur to me until ten or

flfteep years later, that they just might be aspects of my own unconscious.
And if it had, I would still have been completely bewildered.

I tucked my feet under me and curled my fingers around the
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reassuring warmth of the cup.

At least I've discovered something immensely valuable: if I get stuck in
that region, that kind of place again, all I have to do is focus my attention very
strongly on words — words which have meaning for me. The Lord’s Prayer, or a
psalm, like tonight. That focusing of the mind gives me back control, and I can open
my eyes.

For a very long time afterwards, I had no more dreams of that
particular kind. Iascribed this— when I thought about it at all — to the fact
that I knew how to bring myself out of paralysis, and whoever the dwarf
critters were, they knew T had the secretand wouldn’tbe quite so frightened
of them next time.

Then, in thelate 1950’s, L had a series of three terror dreams on three
successive nights. I was working, at the time, as a medical transcriber in the
Department of Pathology, at the huge medical complex on a hill called
Mount Parnassus, in San Francisco. I lived in a tiny apartment, just two
blocks downhill from the medical center. I usually got to bed at around
10:30 p.m. on weekday nights, because Ihad to get up at 6:30 in the morning
and needed as much sleep as I could get, in order to function properly in a
demanding, stressful job.

The night of the first dream, I found myself again in a state of
awareness, conscious of the fact that I had just slipped out of my body, and
couldn’t control any part of it, but had apparently stalled on the way to full
sleep. And something was moving in on me. The image came of myself
standing on the roof of a tall building, looking up with horror atamonstrous
face, the size of a house, coming up the side of the outer wall. Its immense
mouth, lined with rotten teeth, gaped open. Its eyes were closed, and it
seemed to be trying to smell me out. (Much later, I came across the famous
painting by Goya, “Chronos devouring his children,” and shuddered at the
resemblance.) While all this was going on, I was trying to open my eyes,
remembering vaguely that I was supposed to concentrate on magic words,
focus on them, to the exclusion of everything else. The trouble was, I also
had to move as fast as I could, away from the edge of the roof and the room-
sized, distorted, hungry mouth that was searching for me. I was too busy
being terrified to focus on anything except getting off the roof and staying
alive.

I could see no exit, but I was able to run behind a square metal box
or vent of some kind, well out of the reach of the blindly searching creature.
Itseemed, finally, to get tired of the pursuit and began to slither downward,
toward the street below. I knew I wasn't yet safe; the atmosphere was still
heavy with menace, and it was then that I collected myself enough to begin
reciting the Lord’s Prayer. Within a few seconds, I could open my eyes, and
the horror was over.

The following night, it all happened again. I was suspended, just
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barely out of my body, unable to continue into sleep or to open my eyes. |
was on a rooftop again, but this time something was coming toward me out
of the sky: birds. Black birds, wave after wave of them, swooping low over
my head. I knew they were birds of death; not omens, but actual embodi-
ments of death. I recognized them as the birds flying over the field in van
Gogh's last painting, the one he finished just before he killed himself.

I set to work as before, trying to open my eyes or lift a finger, to
reassert control over any part of my body, while the malevolent birds flew
closer and closer to my head. 1did my best to ignore the terrified pounding
of my heart, and concentrated on remembering the words of the Lord’s
Prayer, but what came into my mind instead was the gentle, familiar, “The
Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want,” and suddenly I was awake.

This time, although I had a workday ahead of me and needed my
rest, I stayed up for half an hour, until something told me I wouldn't face
danger again — tonight, anyway — if I tried to go to sleep.

The third night, there I was, unable to move, unable to open my
eyes, helpless on mybed, and this time the attack was more direct, and there
was no dream-world at all. I was lying on my back, and to my left, perched
on the edge of the bed, were entities — I knew there were three of them —
and they were doing something that seemed ridiculous; they were blowing
air on me. One would blow a puff of air at my face, while the others blew
on the skin of my arm, then there would be a brief pause, and they would
do it again, watching me. The intent was exactly the same as that of the
dwarf-like creatures, so many years before: to frighten me, to drive me into
astate of helpless fear. They were small and evil, full of giggling malicious-
ness, and I was frozen, only inches away from them.

The fear, that night, was mixed with anger, and I tried to focus my
thinking on some words that would get me out again, but this time,
something completely new and shocking happened. I felt my neck muscles
stiffen,and my head moved back on the pillow. My throat opened, and from
it came a roar which originated deep in my solar plexus; it was directed at
the creatures, and it kept going on and on. In that roar there was no fear at
all, only murder. It was not a human sound, but it spoke an unmistakable
message: “Get out of here, or I'll tear you to bloody pieces. OUT!”

(Later, I compared the way I had felt with being a lioness inside a
cave with her cubs, roaring at a couple of small monkeys at the cave
entrance, who had been making a nuisance of themselves.)

The visitors on my bed vanished. My neck muscles gradually

sof_tex:ned, and the animal I had been slowly faded away, although her self-
satisfied contentment lingered for a long time.

I could move my body again.
This time, I didn’t get up to think about it. I knew, somehow, that
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this was the last time I would be attacked. Whatever it was, whatever had
been going on for three nights, was finished.

I was right. The terror dreams were over. But I was left with a
puzzle, amystery. Whathad been activated that lastnight? From what part
of me had that lioness roar come? What could possibly have happened,
except the obvious: I had become a powerful, fearless animal for just long
enough to scare the hell out of some sort of disembodied spirit-creatures
who had nothingbetter to do than try to terrorize a vulnerable human being
caught out of body. That roar had said STOP, or I will destroy you! And it
had stopped.

Itwould be almost four decades before Iwould begin to understand
thatinner lioness, and her equivalent — gorilla, wolf, jaguar —inside every
human being, and the new kind of psychotherapy which would know what
to do with that part of us.

For now, I had only a great wonderment, a feeling of awe at what
had happened, and, underneath it, a sense of strength and satisfaction. I
turned over on my bed and let sleep search me out again, feeling neither
hesitation nor fear. Iknew I was safe.

To this day,  have had no more killer or terror dreams, not a single
one. I've had ordinary nightmares, and I've experienced lucid dreaming,
but I've never again found myself trapped in that strange and vulnerable
out-of-body place, heart pounding, fighting for my life. I think it’s because
an unknown part of me activated my own self-protective killer, my beast
ally in the deep interior cave of the unconscious, and I know thatI can reach
for its help instantly, if attacked. It might not always take the form of a
lioness, but that isn’t important; the knowledge that it’s my utterly loyal,
immensely powerful ally is. When I became a therapist, for a while, more
than 20 years later, I came to call this part of the human psyche the Survivor.
Others call it the Power-Animal. It is an aspect of the human Dark Side, or
Shadow, that exists solely for the protection of its host.

And the attackers, the entities that like to terrorize, what have I
concluded they are — or were? Until I have evidence to the contrary, I'll
have to consider them aspects of my own unconscious psyche, perhaps
symbolic images of things I hate and fear. If, in truth, they actually emerged
from elsewhere than my own interior, they may have been “elementals,”
beings inhabiting the usually unseen country of nature spirits, visible
occasionally to small children and inhabitants of Ireland. Perhaps they are
twisted with anger at the ruination of so much of the planet, and are able to
take their revenge only when one of my species gets stuck in a not-quite-
connected place on the way into sleep. Or out of it. ButI can’t bring myself
to think of nature spirits as malignant, for any reason; sad, yes; malicious
and sadistic, no. So for now, I will say that they weren’t nature spirits. Until
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I'm convinced otherwise.

Recently, I've come to suspect that the entire series of terror dreams
was a set-up, orchestrated by my own psyche to lead my unconscious to
activate the Beast-Survivor; to come to know and recognize it as the ally it
is meant to be. In a later chapter, The Intensive, I'll have more to tell about
this.

I'd never had a lucid dream in my life until a few years ago, when
1went through an incredible experience which I wrote about in PIHKAL. It
lasted a week, and involved an altered state over which T had no control, and
during which I was taught a great deal. Some of the teaching was done in
two lucid dreams.

Lucid dreaming means that you are conscious during a dream; you
know that you're dreaming, and the ego is intact. The most obvious
difference between lucid dreams and hypnogogic/-pompic dreams is that,
in lucid dreams, you have control over the general direction and content of
the dreams. If things become difficult, dangerous or undesirable, since you
know it is a dream, you can choose to get out or change it. You're never
trapped, as in the terror dreams, because you are completely and continu-
ally aware of the nature of the experience.

After the first lucid dreams, during that extraordinary week, I was
tremendously excited that this had finally happened to me, and hoped it
would happen again. Months after the first two dreams, I had another. In
this one I found myself seated in the lotus position, arms extended on either
side, floating above a desert scene. There were red stone cliffs beneath me,
onmy left side, and a sandy desert floor far below. The entire dream lasted
only aminute, but during that timeIexperienced myself as abody of energy,
emitting energy, pulsing with energy, and the energy wasjoy, wide-awake
completion, bliss.

I remember waking for a moment and saying to myself, “That’s
what is meant by Samadhi.”

. Something new was added just during the past two years, in my
experiences of lucid dreaming. In all my reading about various spiritual
practices, I had never come across a description of anything like it.

. _ What happened was this: I began having occasional lucid dreams
in w'hlch Iexperienced intense sexual energy, but not in the usual place —
not in my genitals; I felt desire and a drive to orgasm in a part of my body
located immediately above the pubicbone. Exactly where you can feel a full
bladder_if youpush inwards. The first time it happened, I drove myself by
sheer will to orgasm, and when it came, it was the most intense one I had
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ever experienced. In the dream, I was conscious and observant, and noted
that there was no image of a partner, and no spiritualizing of the sexuality
in any way; it was vivid and strongly felt, in a part of the body not usually
associated with sexual impulses. The only reason for it happening at all —
my instincts told me — was to re-affirm the strength of the life-force in my
body and my soul. And to acquaint me with what is meant by an activation
of the chakra (energy center) which is located right above the pubic bone.

This kind of lucid dream occurred every few weeks, and I always
woke up afterwards. Sometimes I wasn’t able to achieve orgasm, despite
intense efforts to focus on that result; the lucidity would begin to slip away,
and I would feel disappointment when I woke, usually attempting —
without success — to go back into sleep to recapture the experience. But
most of the time, the strange and marvelous dream would culminate in a
glorious, completely selfish, self-affirming, body-shaking orgasm, compa-
rable only to the best of those one can have making love under the influence
of psychedelics, but even more piercingly intense, literally taking my breath
away.

I'shared all of this with nobody but Shura, although Iwanted to find
out whether it was known to others. But, whom can one ask? It might be
considered, after all, a rather delicate subject.

Finally, I found the whom. Shura and I had met him about a year
earlier at one of the pot-luck dinners we had every few weeks, at the house
of my former husband, Walter Parr, to which people in the network — the
consciousness and psychedelics network — would come to talk and make
new friends. This gentle man, of medium height, with thinning blond hair
and warm, amused blue eyes, introduced himself as “Karma Tendo,” using
his Buddhist name. When I looked a bit quizzical, he explained, “I know,
Idon‘tlook Tibetan. Actually,Iwas bornin London, but when I decided to
study Buddhism, I changed my name. Okay?” Ilaughed and acknowl-
edged that it did seem a bit unusual to see before you such a non-Oriental
looking person and be given a name straight out of the Himalayas.

He told me that he was in training to become a lama.

“Lama?” I asked, being familiar only with the Dalai Lama.

“Lama means teacher. It’s a common term among the Buddhists.”

Shura and I developed great affection and respect for Karma. I had
asked him a hundred questions and heard thoughtful, honest answers,
including, “I don’t know,” and, “I really haven't a clue.”

During a small party at the Farm on the Fourth of July (Shura’s and
my wedding anniversary), I sat with Karma at a table under the big market
umbrella on the patio outside the dining room, and we talked about various
practices and traditions of Buddhism. Most of the other guests had drifted
out to the barbecue patio, on the other side of the house, and Karma and I
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didn’t have to expect too many interruptions.

Eventually, we got onto the subject of chakras — those energy
centers in the body which have been studied for centuries by Buddhist
spiritual teachers, among others — and it occurred to me that this was the
one person who might, just possibly, understand what I was talking about,
if I told him about my lucid dreams of the sexual kind.

Iintroduced the subject by saying, “I have something rather inter-
esting Id like to describe to you. It’s an experience I've shared only with
Shura because it’s a very personal matter, but perhaps you could tell me —
ah — have you ever heard anything like this before?”

AfterI'd described the nature of the dream experience, I asked him,
“Is there a name for this kind of thing; is it known to the Buddhists?”

Karma looked at me and nodded, smiling slightly, “That center,
right above the pubic bone, is called the Secret Place, in Buddhism.”

Well, that isn’t exactly what you’d call a startlingly original name, but so
be it.

“The Secret Place? And am I correct in assuming that this sort of
intense sexual experience is — ummm — not unknown, then?”

“Well,” said Karma, “Let me tell you about when it happened to

me.

Omigod! This, I didn’t expect!

“It was around six months ago,” Karma said, “And I was fully
awake. I'd gone off into the hills tohave an LSD experience, and Iwas alone.
Everything was especially rich and magical, and I was just sitting there,
taking in thebeauty, whensuddenly I felt an extraordinary thing happening
just— as you said — above the pubic bone. Nothing in the genitals. But it
wasa tremendous, fierce sexual desire,and a push to—to completion. And
when the orgasm happened, it was certainly one of the most intense I've

ever had. It left me feeling totally surprised and very good. In body and
soul.”

“Do you know what it means?”

Karma sat back and sighed, “Just an intuition, but I don’t really
know. Do you have any ideas?”
. “Well,” Isaid, “My answer is an intuition, too, but what I feel is that
1twasamessage from the deep, wise part of my soul, reminding me that I'm
alive and that there are extraordinary forces inside me, and — and that life
really is worth living, all evidence to the contrary notwithstanding. Some-
thing like that.”

Karma nodded thoughtfully, “And that we're basically healthy
;‘;‘\i fut;l{cnomng, no matter how depressed or tired we might feel some-

es. Yes.”

I leaned forward over the table, under its big green umbrella,
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delighted at finally being able to share all this with somebody who had
experienced ithimself. Isaid, “Ican’tbelieveit! The first timeI take a chance
on telling somebody — I mean other than Shura — it turns out to be exactly
the right person!”

Karma grinned, “By the way, this is the first time I've told anybody,
too. Afterthatday, Ikept wondering whetheritcould happen thesame way
for a woman, and now I know. In fact, from your description, there’s no
difference at all!”

“Except that yours was fully awake! I've never had it happen
except in dreams. Lucid dreams, but still dreams.”

“The Secret Place,” he repeated, “And I'm glad you got up the
courage to ask me. We’ve both had some questions answered.”

“Thank you, thank you,” Ilaughed, “It’s always good to have one’s
strange, solitary experience confirmed by someone else. Has it ever
happened again, since that one time?”

“Never. Ishould make that ‘Not yet’ anyway,”” said Karma, “But
I keep hoping. I keep hoping.” He chuckled as I nodded my head
vehemently.

“For Pete’s sake, let me know if it happens to you again. I know
that’s a lot for me to ask, but I'm asking it anyway, because I have a lot of
nerve, I guess, and I really want to know.”

”If I'm graced with a repeat performance, I'll be happy to tell you.
I don’t mind at all.”

So far, no news from Karma. And my own dreams of this kind are
coming less frequently, now — perhaps about once every three or four
months — but I'm grateful when I have one, and always wake from it with
a sense of deep satisfaction and healthiness, and a feeling of what I can only
describe as awe.
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CHAPTER 13. FLASHBACKS

(Shura’s voice)

There was a conference held in San Francisco, in approximately
mid-December, 1991, dedicated to the topic of LSD. It was hosted by the
Drug Enforcement Administration, and invitations were extended not only
to some of its staff, but to a number of officials of several police organiza-
tions around the world. There were invitees from The Netherlands, Great
Britain and Australia, amongst other countries. The head count was around
200, and it was a two-day event. The nominal host was Mr. Robert C.
Bonner, who was at that time the acting head of the DEA. And since many
law enforcement administrators believed that the majority of the world’s
production of LSD actually took place in the San Francisco Bay Area, what
better place could there be than San Francisco for a conference to discuss
LSD problems?

Some time before the conference was to occur, I received word that
I would probably be extended an invitation to present some of the history
and background material as to the origin and early uses of the drug. An
actual invitation arrived about a month ahead of the meeting, from some-
body in Washington I did not personally know. However, my book
PIHKAL had just appeared and I foresaw possible problems, not for myself
necessarily, but for my acquaintance in the DEA who had suggested my
name for the invitees’ list in the first place. 1 gotback in touch with him and
mentioned that there might be a few people in the law enforcement world
whowould view PIHKAL not as the wealth of factual information thatit was
(thusbeing of value to them) butasa work promoting the use of psychedelic
drugs (thus being an offense to them). In the latter case, there might be some

question asked, like, “Who invited HIM here?” and this might put a bit of

egg onmy invitor's face. Isent him a copy of the book making clear that, as

feart asdl (\i/vas concerned, there had been no actual, official invitation yet
xtended.

Apparently some discrete inquiries were made, and I received a call
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from my original contact saying, gently and diplomatically, that [ had been
dis-invited. The original invitation had apparently never been sent to me.

“Was it PIHKAL?” I asked.

“Not really. No one seemed to care, or even know about that.”

“Why the no-show at San Francisco, then?” I asked, in as casual and
unpushy a way as possible.

“Most divisions felt fine about it, in fact there was a general feeling
that you could make a good contribution to the meeting. But one division
was somewhat uncomfortable.”

“Uncomfortable?”

“Well,” he continued, “They were afraid that you might engage
Bonner in a public debate that could prove embarrassing.”

Indeed! I tried to visualize myself, a gray-haired old codger of an
academic stripe, walking up to one of the most powerful law-enforcement
men in the country, second only to the head of the FBI or the Attorney
General, and initiating a verbal battle that would be embarrassing. To
whom?, I asked myself. Somewhere, I thought, somebody has a very
misguided opinion of someone! Was it the chief honcho who might be
embarrassed by a debate with me? That doesn’t speak well of their view of
him. Were they afraid that I would be embarrassed? Why should anyone
care how I felt? I could even see that there might be joy in certain quarters
if I were to be tripped up and stumble into some public idiocy. Were they
concerned that the Administration would be embarrassed? What was so
fragile about their structure if one person could bring about such an
imagined disgrace? And certainly it revealed the strange light in which
some people view me, that they thought I would even consider such a
stupid confrontation.

I did not participate, of course, but I did hear quite a bit, both
officially and unofficially, about what went on. It turned out that the Angels
had smiled upon me by keeping me home. It would have been more than
just embarrassment. Had I been there, I would either have spoken up, and
undoubtedly been most disruptive, or I would have kept quiet, and been
completely ashamed of myself.

It seems that a holy war, a Jihad, was declared that day on LSD. It
was portrayed as a thing of absolute evil which had to be eliminated at any
cost. The Catholic Church had defined the witch as an enemy and death on
the wheel was too kind a fate. The Muslim tribunal had decided that the
heathen Christian devil was the embodiment of evil and was to be disem-
boweled. The law-enforcement powers that day had declared LSD to be an
agent with unbelievably destructive potential which had to be eradicated.

I can’t relate the actual texts that were delivered but let me try to
give the flavor of this rampage. Much of the vitriol was directed at the
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people associated with the drug. There are the criminals who make it.
According to theauthorities, they are concentrated here in the San Francisco
Bay Area, which is truly the head of this monster whose tendrils extend
around the world. There are the “sociopathic therapists” who sneak out
into the woods every week, to access their hidden supplies of the ergota-
mine tartrate precursor. There, they cook up what they need for distribution
amongst other therapists, for the use of their patients, and for supplying
others such as school kids. These misguided therapists continue to espouse
the myth that LSD has some value in medical practice. This is, of course, a
rationalization of their own shameful addiction to the drug.

But some of the anger was directed to the drug itself. One of the
most outrageous properties given it was the capability of hiding away for
years and years inside the human body, only to reappear after much time
had passed and produce a flashback. The mechanisms that were offered to
explain this event were so bizarre as to be humorous, had they only been
offered in the spirit of comedy. Unfortunately they were presented and
accepted in total seriousness. It wasstated to the attendees thatevenasingle
exposure to LSD can squirrel away a few lingering molecules in the frontal
lobes of the brain where they might well stay hidden for as long as twenty
years. Then they can suddenly reappear, provoking what has been called,
clinically, an LSD flashback, which can cause the victim to become psy-
chotic. Obvious examples were evident right here in San Francisco, said
these flashback advocates. In the late 1960’s there was the Summer of Love,
with the prodigious use of psychedelic drugs, especially LSD. And look at
the streets of the city today! The homeless, the psychotic, the disenfran-
chised! The implied explanation was that they had taken LSD, and finally
the tucked-away molecules had descended from the frontal lobes, bringing
about this modern-day tragedy.

The truthis thatonce LSDis put into the body, it produces its effects,
thenitand its metabolites are washed out quickly. The half-life in the blood
is less than three hours, which says that however much might be there
initially, there will be only half that amount three hours later. Even if the
metabolic machinery of the body ignored it, the dose would be over 99%
excreted in a day. With a monster dose going in on Monday, there would
be only one percent of it there on Tuesday, and there is no analytical tool
known t‘k_\af could detect it on Wednesday. If any molecule of a drug, or if
even a trillion molecules of a drug, can precipitate a psychotic state, then
that drug is of unprecedented potency. This is simply fantasy. It has never
!)een observed. Itexistsonly in the dedicated minds of law enforcement and
in the publications of those who make their living on the drug scare.

) But, says the uneducated skeptic, maybe the LSD levels are drop-
ping, not because they are being excreted into the urine and removed from
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thebody, but because they are being absorbed and stored in the fatty tissue,
and perhaps this fat depository is in the brain. Maybe it is in the frontal
lobes! There is an earlier track record of the alleged brain fat and brain
storage status, offered by a Presidential appointee, of another illegal drug.
John Lawn, the head of the DEA under the Reagan administration, gave an
address at the Commonwealth Club in San Francisco in February, 1986. In
the question and answer session that followed, he received a written query
from the floor.

“What's wrong with legalizing marijuana?” he was asked.

He replied without hesitation, “I think that if we decide upon
legalization, we can forget democracy as we now know it. In experimental
animals, mutations in the brain caused by marijuana are found not only in
the user or the user’s offspring, but in the offspring’s offspring. The dangers
associated with cannabis are different than those associated with alcohol.
Marijuana is fat-soluble and one third of the brain is fat.” According to this
theory, the flashback (or here more likely a mutation) is seen notjust twenty
years later, but two generations later! Molecules are magically being
shipped from father to son to grandson by some DNA process rather than
by simple frontal lobe storage.

None of this information has ever been even remotely documented.

Flashbacks are real. Everyone has experienced them. They haveno
unique relationship to LSD. They have nothing to do with psychosis.

I had one recently, at the Spring concert weekend, at the redwood
retreat of the Owl Club. The last selection that we were playing was a
medley of the music of Duke Ellington. This was put together by a dear
musician friend of mine from Los Angeles, and was entitled something like,
“To Duke, With Love.” While sawing away on my viola, I was suddenly
reminded of a concert I had attended, in the winter of 1941 or 1942, in
downtown Boston. It was a concert of Duke Ellington’s music putonby The
Duke himself and his band, and it was, at least for me, very impressive. I
can’t remember if it was the concert itself, or maybe it was the first number
on the program, that was entitled, “Black, Brown and Beige.” It had been
snowing lightly during my long walk from Wigglesworth Hall (up in
Cambridge, at Harvard, where there was at that time no obvious black, or
brown, or beige) down to the Symphony Hall, and I had not thought to
brush the collected snow out of my hair. AsIsat in the crowded audience
and the show got underway, the snow began to melt, and there was water
trickling down my neck. I remember my intense embarrassment due to the
fact that I did not dare shake my head (I would get all the surrounding
people wet) and I could in no way stop the melting process. Iwas stuck, and
destined to suffer the concert with a wet shirt.

And now here, over fifty years later, a remarkable event had
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occurred at my Owl Club retreat which was, for me, a flashback. AsIswung
into those themes from Duke Ellington’s music, I felt water again trickling
down my neck. Felt it with such authenticity that I actually had to put my
hand up to my neck to check it out. Here I was, sitting in my present day
world, in the direct sunshine, feeling my neck to see ifitwas wet! There was
no LSD involved. If one wished to invoke past LSD use in any way as a
contributing factor, then why not invoke any of the many other exposures
I have had to remarkable phenomena? Maybe the climbing to the top of
Mount Lassen, or piloting a Cessna 172 to Redding and refueling it there.
Both of these occurred, and both were dramatic. It was the drama of the
original event, and the trigger thatallowed it tobe relived, that provided the
context of the flashback. Drugs need not be involved at all.

A few days later I was telling this story to a friend, and he gave me
another example. His neighbor had been making his daily walk home from
the train station following work, on the day of the Loma Prieta earthquake.
He was about five minutes from his home when the earthquake struck. The
ground ahead of him seemed to undulate up and down, and he became
panicked ashe thoughthewas experiencing a heartattack. It was only when
he noticed that the telephone wires overhead were swaying back and forth
that he realized the trauma was outside him, not within him. Nonetheless,
the very next day, walking at the same time and at that very spot, he was hit
with dizziness and light-headedness.

A flashback is triggered by some connection to a memorable event.
And here was one certainly not involving LSD or any other “dangerous
drug,” as the man apparently was, and still is, a drug virgin.

Memorable? It is not really necessary that the remembered situa-
tion thought to be responsible for the flashback be documentably dramatic.
Re-read Proust’s Swann’s Way. Nothing more was needed for his flashback
than a bite of a madeleine that had been dipped in lime-blossom tea. Justa
taste of this and he was catapulted back into an earlier time. A familiar
smell, word, or sound, can catalyze a cascade of memories, which can be
sufﬁciently intense to, in effect, allow some past event to be relived. And,
without question, an intense LSD experience might focus your attention
§harply onsomesensory input. Atsome later time, a re-experiencing of that
input might bring back the memory of the LSD event.

The event involved might be objectively trivial but, to you, impor-
tant. Blame the brain and the marvelous workings of the mind for the
phenomenon, but certainly don’t blame the LSD. And, by all means, don’t

wa.xste time looking for some lost molecule in the frontal lobes of the brain.
It just ain’t there.
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CHAPTER 14. THE INTENSIVE

(Alice’s voice)

Audrey Fenn Redman came into my life — and I into hers — in a
way that one would have to describe as decidedly unusual. It was a spring
day in the 1980’s, and Shura answered the phone in his office. I was in the
living room, sorting photographs for an album, when I heard the buzzer on
my desk giving the code for, “Pick up the phone quietly, and listen in.”

When I had the receiver to my ear, a woman'’s voice was saying,
“Glad you remember that lunch, because itll save a lot of time. Idon’t
expect you to remember what we talked about, the three of us, but we had
a lot of fun —“

Shura interrupted with a laugh, “We certainly did! We left poor
Peter floundering, I'm afraid — all that bouncing around of crazy ideas. I
don’t know what got into us! How is Peter, by the way?”

The woman said, hurriedly, “He’s fine, as far as I know, Shura. I
haven’t seen him in years, and we don’t talk on the phone much, these days,
but he’s a full professor now, and seems to be pretty happy.”

Shura must have heard the increasing stress in her voice, because
he got to the point, “Well, Audrey, you began by saying that you've got an
unusual problem, and I'm — *

Audrey interrupted him, “You're probably the only person I know
whomight make some sense of this. Irealize thatsoundsstrange, after years
of hearing nothing from me, but I sent out a very strong request — I guess
you could call it a prayer — for the universe to send somebody who could
help me, and your face popped up on the mental screen. I mean, I certainly
didn’t expect that — especially considering that we only metonceand don’t
really know each other — but that’s what happened.”

Shura grunted encouragement.

“So, here I am,” the voice continued. “And it’s such a weird story,
Idon’t quite know how to — well, I'll just give you a bit of background, so
you'll have some idea of where this all started.”
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#Go ahead,” said Shura, and I could hear the creak of his leather
office chair, which meant he was settling back in it. “I'm listening.”

"I have a patient,” began Audrey, then hastily interrupted herself.
“Oh, I should remind you that I'm a psychologist and certified
hypnotherapist, here in Marin County — I'm sure you know the town of
Mill Creek?”

“Sure,” said Shura.

“1 also teach hypnotherapy; I have private patients and I conduct
seminars; I've written a book and I'm doing very, very well.”

“Great,” said Shura cheerfully.

“I'm very good at what I do, okay?”

Funny; why is she trying so hard to convince him?

There was a fractional pause, then Shura said, “Okay.”

Audrey wenton, “Thave one patient who has a problem of the type
Idon’t usually deal with, and I suppose the reason I took her on was that it
was a tremendous challenge, and I felt I had a lot to learn from trying to
help her. It’s a case of so-called demonic possession. It's nothing like the
Exorcist, in case you ever read it or saw the movie —“

“Nope, never did,” said Shura.

“Just as well. This lady is in her 20's, Catholic—and I've got to tell
you that the majority of possession cases are female and Catholic, or were
at least raised Catholic during their formative years.”

Shura mumbled, “Uh-huh.”

“Anyway,” continued Audrey, “The only time the demonic stuff
happens is during holy days — Christmas, Easter —and that’s not unusual
in these cases, either. All this hasbeen going on for years, ever since she was
ateenager. She’s married toa very nice man who's genuinely worried about

her. He’s supportive and very patient, thank God; he just wants this whole
business resolved.”

“Yes, of course,” said Shura.

“All right. Anyway. Now we get to the big day. It was just a few
weeksago. Easter. Igotacallathome—Iliveinabig house that sometimes
doubles as my office — and there was my client, Cherry, crying for help,
obviously out of control, then her husband got on the line and asked if he
could bring her to me, so I could see for myself what one of these — these
attacks — was like. I'd never seen her in the middle of one with my own
eyes. Itold him tobring her over, if he thought it was safe to have her in the
car in this state while he drove.

‘ "’As soon as he’d hung up, I phoned an old friend of mine who's a
Jesuit priest, and told him that I was about to open my home to an apparent

caseof dgmonic possession, and I thoughthe might want to practice therites
of exorcism. Isaid it certainly couldn't hurt, and might help, because the
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victim was a Catholic. He said he’d never done one before, but of course he
was intrigued and would gather up whateverhe thought wasnecessary and
hurry over.”

“Oh, my!” said Shura, obviously getting involved, as was L.

Audrey paused, and I heard the sound of quick swallowing.

Her throat is dry. Wonder if it's water or alcohol in the glass.

“My friend the priest lives nearby, so he got to my house before the
others; they live in the East Bay. He showed me hislittle bottle of holy water,
and told me he would use the waiting time to bone up on the exorcism ritual.
Hewas trying to be dignified and very serious, butIcould tell he was excited
at the prospect of actually seeing a case of possession — or presumed
possession — live and in color, for the first time in his life, you know?”

“Yeah,” said Shura, “I can imagine!”

“When Cherry arrived, her husband was with her. She was so pale,
I'wondered for a moment if she had any blood in her. I helped her onto one
couch, and the husband and I'sat on the other, and watched while my Jesuit
friend got to work. He was very impressive, Shura. He’d done his
homework, and he really rose to the occasion. A lotof intensity and passion
and wonderful Latin phrases. And holy water, of course.”

“Uh-huh,” muttered Shura, “And — ?”

“It seemed to work. She stopped shaking, and the crying began to
taper off. She was breathing more evenly, and there was more color in her
face. All this took about anhour. And justasIwas starting to relax, I caught
sight of something out of the corner of my eye. It was a— an impression of
a dark — a dark thing — a streak of black — moving very fast between
Cherry’s couch and the door to the dining room. An impression, you
understand, too quick for me to turn and focus. Thenmy big dog, Hera, who
is never, never spooked by anything, Shura — she’s a true Buddha-dog —
growled and got up from the carpet where she’d been lying all evening,
and took off. I mean, she was going so fast, her nails slipped on the wooden
floor, scrabbling desperately for purchase, then she was gone. She was
terrified, Shura; she just wanted out of there. I’ve never seen her act that
way, not in six years. Not even when we had a small earthquake; I've never
seen her frightened of anything!”

I heard another pause and a couple of swallowing sounds, then
Audrey continued.

“Injust a few minutes, everybody was fine; Cherry wasback on her
feetand full of smiles, thanking the priest; herhusband hugged me; the only
person there who wasn’t completely satisfied with the whole thing was me.
Or 1. Whatever. But I got them all out the door, then I spent a lot of time
calling for Hera, but she wouldn’t come. She stayed outall night. That’s the
first time, Shura; she’s never done that before.”
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Holding fingers over the mouthpiece of my phone, Ireached formy
coffee cup, sipped, then lit another cigarette.

“Okay,” said Audrey, speaking slowly, “Now we get to the really
difficult part, the truly weird part, Shura.”

“I'm listening,” he said.

SoamI, so am L.

“Since that evening, I've been in a state — something happened to
me that night. For one thing, I sense something here with me, in my house,
and it's not benign. I don’t feel it all the time, thank God, but when I get
home from the office, my poor dog is a nervous wreck, and there’s some-
thing — I think it’s left over from the exorcism, Shura — and I don’t know
what I'm supposed to do with it. “

“Uh-huh,” said Shura, almost absently. I knew he was thinking
hard, as was L.

“But that's not the worst part. I haven’t felt really normal since
Easter. I feel as if I've taken some kind of strange psychedelic; I took a lot
of them when I was in college, you know, and this is a state very much like
being on a low dose of a drug. I know I'm supposed to learn something, or
change something, or experience something, but I don’t know what itis. I
have questions like: am I supposed to resist this dark presence that seems
tohave attached itself to me; should I call back my friend the priest and have
him exorcise a nice Jewish girl who seems to have adopted a Catholic
demon? Or am I supposed to seek it out and learn its nature and discover
what it wants to teach me? You see my dilemma?”

“I certainly can,” said Shura, “And the fact that you seem to be in
an altered state would imply, to me, that some sort of process is trying to
work itself out. Have you tatked to any of your peers? Other professionals
who might —“

“I can’t go to anyone I know, Shura. I don’t have to tell you what
they’d say. Psychotic episode. Treat with the usual tranquilizers. They
aren’t equipped to deal with this area, you know, the spiritual, the psychic.
Atleast, none of the people I know would have the slightest idea how to go
about handling this kind of thing. That's why I thought maybe you — “

“Well,” interrupted Shura, and 1 could hear the chair creak as he sat
forward, “How about coming up here and meeting my wife, Alice, and we

can talk about it and see what we come up with.”

There wasasmall pause, and when shespoke again I could tell from
the tone of Audrey’s voice that the introduction of an unknown stranger
into the mix wasn’t what she had expected, but she agreed to clear her
calendar for Wednesday of the following week, when Shura would be
hor'ne. After he'had given her detailed directions to our place, the conver-
sation ended with her intense whisper, “Thank you, Shura. Whether you
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can help me or not, thanks for listening to me. It feels good to have told
somebody. It really does.”

“See you next week, my friend. Let’s see what we can do.”

Shura hurried into the living room, grinning. “Well, how do you
like them potatoes?”

“Pretty interesting. Pretty damned interesting,” I smiled back,
“And maybe you can fill me in on your lunch with her all those years ago;
what was your impression?”

“Oh, yeah,” Shura said, “There was an old student of mine, Peter
Somebody-or-other — his name’ll come back to me — and he phoned and
said he wanted to collar me for lunch, and he’d have his girlfriend with him.
So I went out to lunch with them in some place off-campus, and she turned
out to be one of those super-smart, cocky young things who loves word-
play and puns and all that kind of stuff. We had aball— at Peter’s expense,
I’'m afraid — just showing off to each other, you know, having fun with our
own brilliance.”

“What do you mean, ‘at Peter’s expense’?”

“Oh, I don’t mean we ganged up on him; nothing like that. It's just
that, after a while, I think he felt somewhatleft out. He pretty much was. We
just kind of ignored him. Not very nice, but we got caught up in our own
little act, and it was hard to stop because we were both flying high. Ifelta
little bit ashamed afterwards, thinking about poor ole Peter with his big
smile getting smaller, you know, as Audrey and I juggled our pretty balls
in the air.”

I chuckled at the mental picture, then asked for more details about
Audrey.

Shura eased himself into the big comfy armchair next to the
bookcase.

“I don’t remember her that well, really,” he said, after a moment’s
search through the memory bank, “But I have the impression of a very, very
sharp mind, somewhat aggressive, not my type, I'm afraid, buta good sense
of humor and a sparkle in the face. That’s about it. Never heard from her
again, until today. As amatter of fact, | don’t think I heard from Peter again,
either. I'm afraid I forgot about both of them.”

“Tall, short, fat, blonde, dark hair—?”

“Uh — tall and skinny — yes, tall and thin and dark hair.”

“Okay. I'll see for myself on Wednesday, I guess.”

Audrey Redman arrived soon after noon, and I saw for myself.
Taller than I, probably five feet six or seven, I thought, as I shook her hand.
Somewhere in her late thirties. A heart-shaped face which, while it wasn’t
pretty, had anattractive aliveness, with deeply intelligent hazel eyes, under
a curly cap of reddish-brown hair. When she smiled, it was only with the

213



214 TIHKAL — The Continuation

mouth, not the eyes.

She’s holding herself under strict control, this lady. Must be a lot of fear
inside.

After I'd done my hostess thing, serving iced tea and a plate of
cookies, I sat down with both of them at the dining room table and webegan
to talk. Shura told Audrey that he had filled me in on the basic story, and
I began asking questions.

Audrey’sinitial hesitation in talking about this private and difficult
matter with a woman she’d only just met seemed to disappear as she heard
in my voice no skepticism, no rejection of anything she was saying, only
strong interest and acceptance, which was what I intended her to hear. The
tension around her eyes smoothed out gradually, as we talked.

“T've never had anything like this happen before, I've got to tell
you,” she said with a short laugh, one hand making a gesture of emphasis,
“ And nothing I've experienced, in years of working with people’s darker
sides, prepared me for that — whatever that thing was which left Cherry
and raced across the room. And which I think is still in my home. Iwasn’t
ready for that. I'm not a Catholic, and I don’t believe in the devil. But Ido
believe in the existence of evil, at least in the world of human beings. And
something evil was made — well — almost physical, manifest somehow, in
thatroom. AndI'mstill feeling a shadow of it—a piece of it —inmy house.”

All attempts at smiling, or sounding lighthearted, had been aban-
doned by now. Audrey’s shoulders were slumped, and her hands gripped
each other on the table; I wondered briefly if she was afraid they would
shake if she let them loose.

She glanced up at each of us in turn, “What am I supposed to do
withall of it? That’s the major question. What doIdo to get rid of this entity
—or theresidue that I keep sensing in my place, and that’s still spooking my
ltaeelmtim?l dog? Whatever it is— wherever it's from — what am I supposed

0 learn?”

. “Youteachhypnotherapy, Audrey,” Isaid, "Have you tried getting
Into trance, to see what comes up?”

“Of courseThave,” she answered, with a touch of impatience, “And
theresults have been disturbing, to say the least. I think I told you,I'mgoing
around in a state that feels pretty much off baseline, as Shura would say. As
soonas Igointotrance, all hell breaks loose. The mental screen fills up with
images and they’reall dark. Ican’t getany lightin atall. I feel as if I'm under
attack, as if something’s sitting on my chest, weighing me down, pushing
on me, demanding something, and [ just have to get out.”

_ I waited, feeling that there was more to come, not wanting to
distract her.

“I'have to admit I'm afraid,” said Audrey, “The trance state makes
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me feel too vulnerable, so I've given up trying to get answers that way.”

All three of us were silent for a moment.

Atthistimein my life Thad begun, very slowly, during the previous
year or so, learning how to guide people through an experience of MDMA,
in order to gain insight into their problems. I saw very few people, perhaps
one a week, and was gradually gaining a certain amount of confidence in
myself as a therapist. I seemed to have an instinct for how to go about it.

I'had gone through the inevitable mistakes and learned from them.
I had even reached the point at which you understand that mistakes are
going to happen, and the only thing that matters is being aware of them and
admitting errors openly to yourself and the client, without defensiveness.
So far,1 had done no harm, and occasionally seemed to have helped a great
deal. Every time I began work with a new client, I faced as calmly and
honestly as I could my own lack of experience and inadequacy of knowl-
edge; I was learning quite a lot of humility.

Shura and I had already discussed the possibility of my working
with Audrey, using MDMA, if it seemed appropriate when I had a chance
to talk to her. But now I was facing this sharp-edged, obviously intelligent
woman, whose attitude and somewhat staccato way of talking managed to
make it clear that she wasn't the type to suffer fools gladly. I felt a hollow
in my stomach.

This is the kind of female 1 stay away from. Judgmental, impatient,
demanding; I could never work with someone like this; I'm simply not that sure of
myself or what I know.

Nonetheless, I heard myself saying, “Have you ever heard of adrug
called MDMA, Audrey?”

“Yes, I've heard some mentions of it, but that’s all. Why?”

“Well,” I replied, “It's a quite extraordinary drug, not a psyche-
delic, but something else. It’s a superb tool for psychotherapy. I have a
paper I'll give you which describes its effects. I wrote this and a correspond-
ing one on another drug called 2C-B, a few years ago, signed by the well-
known Anonymous, and I think it might be of help to you.”

“In what way?”

“Oh, yes, of course. I'msorry, Ididn’t explain what T had in mind,”
I apologized, already feeling like the idiot I would undoubtedly prove
myself to be if I tried working with this person.

This is an animus woman, and I stay away from animus women; [
certainly don’t volunteer to do therapy with them. Especially considering the fact
that she's a highly trained therapist, and I'm a highly untrained one.

“What I had in mind was possibly trying a session with MDMA,
with you, to see if you can get some new perspective on what’s happening
to you. It might help trigger some kind of breakthrough. If it doesn’t work,
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then you certainly won't be the worse for it, anyway. What do you think?
Want to give it a try?”

“Jesus,” muttered Audrey, dropping herhead intoherhands. After
a moment, she looked up and turned to Shura. “What do you think about
this? Should I do it?”

“It'sa good drug, Audrey. It works foranawfullot of people. And,
as Alice says, it can’t hurt you. At worst, you won't get any insights, and
you may feel a bit tired the next day, but — after all — what can you lose?
You seem to be up against a brick wall; at least, that’s what it sounds like to
me. Why don't you give ita try? Alice is pretty good at doing this kind of
thing, or so they tell me.”

“Who tells you?” I grinned at him.

“Oh — people. You know, the occasional grateful survivor!”

“Right!”

We both laughed and turned back to our guest, who was trying to
smile and not quite managing it.

Why am I doing this? Idon’t know if I like this lady, and I can’t work
with someone I don’t like. On the other hand, she's really in a bind, and the whole
demon thing is intriguing. It can’t hurt to do one session and see what happens.

Suddenly, Audrey’s face brightened. Shesaid, “I'vebroughta tape
with me; it shows how I work. I tape some of my hypnotherapy sessions,
to use in seminars, and I thought you might want to know that side of me.”

“Sure, I'd love to see it,” I nodded, feeling less than maximum
enthusijasm.

What if the tape confirms theaspects of her which already make me uneasy?
Ican’t go back on my offer. It'll just make me that much more uncomfortable about
the whole prospect. Oh, what the hell; may as well watch it and see what I can learn.
Vi “Let’s take it into the living room,” I said, rising, “That’s where the
is.”

She followed me and watched while I took the tape from her and
put it into the VCR.

“Make yourself comfortable on the couch, Audrey,” I said, picking
up the remote control and sitting myself downona large floor pillow, facing
the television.

) During the next hour, I watched mesmerized as a completely
t:hffetrent Audrey, a woman with the warmth of a loving mother, the
intuition and instincts of a truly inspired therapist, and seemingly infinite
Patler_lce, worked with a young man suffering from cancer, in a sunlit room
in Arizona. Tears were drying on my cheeks when the tape ended.

“Hoo Boy!” Isaid, and blew my nose on a Kleenex.

”I.]ust meted you tosee that side of me,” said Audrey, quietly, her
face showu}g relief and even pleasure at my response, “And how I work.”

This Audrey — the one on the tape — THIS Audrey I could work with!
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Wemade an appointment foran exploratory session using MDMA,
in two weeks.

For the first time, as always do with first times, I gave Audrey only
100 milligrams of the drug, because — although that amount is considered
rather low — I've seen it result in a full-blown plus-three in a sensitive
person. I told her, “Even if it turns out to be less effective than you might
like, it'll give you a chance to know the material, get comfortable with it,
and we can up the dosage level a bit next time.”

I also reminded her that, at about the hour and a half point, she
could have a supplement of 40 milligrams, which wouldn’t increase the
effectatall, but would simply stretch it out longer before it began declining.
“If you really want the supplement — if things are going well for you, and
you want it to continue at full effect for another hour — you can take it. But
there’s no obligation to do so, okay? The only negatives will be a slight
increase in the jaw clench and nystagmus, but most people aren’t that
bothered by them.”

I told her that she could do anything she felt like during the
transition — sit, lie down, walk around — whatever was comfortable for
her, and thatshe could talk or not, as she wished. Ilistened to my own voice,
and noted that it had already softened, slowed and dropped slightly in
pitch, as it tended to do during sessions.

Audrey chose to lie down on the couch during the transition, and
spoke only to comment on the effects of the drug, as she became aware of
them, “Yes, I see what you mean when you said it’s like no other sensation
you've ever had. It’s coming in waves, very gentle. I think I like it.”

I stayed silent, watching her. It took time for her hands torelax, but
finally they lay at her sides as she breathed slowly, eyes closed.

Wonder if she’s letting herself go into trance?

Shewas. It was my firstexperience withsomeone who was familiar
with hypnotic trance, and the first clue that one could employ it successfully
with MDMA.

We had begun.

Audrey came up to the Farm one day each week, and we would
work together for around six hours, using MDMA at the level of 120
milligrams and adding a supplement of 40 milligrams, which she always
chose to take at the appropriate time. She employed the trance state, which
no longer threatened her. From the first session, the images had been clear
and powerful, without any suggestion of the confusion and murky danger-
ousness she had run into before. It was as if, once she had made the decision
to uncover and understand her own buried darkness, her psyche opened
and sent images of teachers, human and animal, to help the process.

If there was a crucial breakthrough in progress when the sixth hour
ended, we would keep going until it was resolved. We called the sessions
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“intensives.” I had been doing such sessions with other people, and had
learned a great deal about many aspects of the human unconscious (includ-
ing my own), but this was the first time I had worked in such depth with
repressed dark side material — what Carl Jung called the Shadow —and it
was both exhausting and tremendously exciting.

We dealt with the images and emotions that arose, most of them
having to do with her childhood, growing up with an emotionally cold
mother and a manipulative, judgemental father, trying to salvage what she
could of self-validation, while her unconscious self-image grew darker and
more twisted.

Over the weeks, she reported the gradual diffusion of the hostile
strangeness which had haunted her house for the past many weeks.

“Hera’s acting her old self, again,” she told me cheerfully, one day,
“I think the nasty from Easter has gone.”

“Have any idea why it left?”

“Well,” Audrey grinned, “It's beginning to look to me like it was a
form of my owndark side, my own Beast. It was clamoring for my attention,
needing to get resolved, and it took the exorcism as an opportunity to
emerge. Now that I'm working it through, giving it that attention, there’s
no need for it to hang around. What do you think?”

“I suspect you're right on the money. And it must mean you're
doing what your psyche wanted you to do with it.”

“Yes,” she said, “Oh, yes. Funny, how I've done dark side work
with patients for years and years, and never stopped to realize I hadn’t done
my own!”

Early in our work, I had told her about my experience of my own
dark side, what I called “The Maggot At The Bottom Of The Well,” and the
resolution—or thebeginning of it, anyway — when I had visualized myself
opening a door in my stomach and tucking inside it for warmth and
nurturing the pathetic, cringing, self-hating, dirty little maggot-become-
baby which was my unconscious self-image. Becoming mother to my
rejected child-self.

I also gave her the image of the volcano, a mountain full of red-hot
lava, which she could find just above her navel, where anger, old and new,
could be located, and from whose top the lava of fury and outrage could be

dribbled, safely, at a rate of her own choosing.

) . “Whenyou practice letting that lava begin to flow, just abit,” I said,
An.d find out you can stop it whenever you want to, your unconscious

begins to let go of the fear of having the whole world blow up, of getting lost

in the firestorm, if any of that outrage is let loose.”

frustrati‘::ifsg,t ng:ggill t”I can see how years and years of anger anf:l
isk ventat ult up, to the point where my psyche felt it couldn’t

risk ventilating any of it, because there was just so much. As you said,
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there must have been a deep-seated fear that if it blew, it would take all of
me with it!”

When, after months of work, Audrey finally faced her monster, it
was a furry, black, spider-like entity which didn’t expect to be seen, and had
never before been looked at with the conscious mind. It kept trying to slide
out of sight, until finally she trapped it and moved toward it. Then, deep in
the trance state, she managed the most terrifying step of all — moving into
the monster, looking out through its eyes — and discovered its exhilarating
strength, its lack of fear, its determination to keep the entire structure, the
entire identity that was Audrey, safe from harm, either physical or emo-
tional.

“So the monster is also the Survivor, the part of you concerned only
with keeping you alive and well,” I said. “Once you get inside its skin, you
can see that it can