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PREFACE
TO THE 2000 EDITION

And the Beast said:
“By their pee shall ye judge them,
and by thy pee shall ye be judged.
And all will be divided by their pee.
And 1n the snow shall their names be written.”
— The Book of Urinomics'

This book dates from 1972-73, and the man who wrote it
does not exist anymore. Even I, occupying the same body that he

did, hardly remember him and quite often do not agree with his
opinions at all, at all. I have therefore corrected and updated his

ideas in about a hundred places because, frankly, he embarrasses
me at times, especially since we share the same name as well as

the same body.
Around the time he wrote this book, Robert Anton Wilson

had passed the age of 40, lost the rigid right/wrong ideology he
had picked up during the anti-war and anti-segregation move-
ments of the 1960s and thought he had outgrown the dogmatic
follies of his youth, achieving a middle-aged and mellow agnos-
ticism about everything. Ten years later, as Ronald Regan sat in
the White House, Wilson reached 50 and, looking back, felt
astonished at how much folly had persisted even in his 40s. As
he approached 60 a few years ago, he began to realize that he
still had his share of human idiocy even in his 50s. Today at 66+

I Quoted in Revelation X, translated from the original tongues by the
Sub-Genius Foundation, Simon and Shuster, New York, 1994.

11
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merge with him now), I can only wonder how

(beginning to
t of

much of the current Robert Anton Wilson literary outpu

palaver will embarrass me when I reach 75-80...
Nonetheless, I don’t feel particularly disgraced by another

printing of this book. Some of it still makes a lot of sense to me,
after corrections, and I see that in the semi-fictionalized *“case
histories” I have accidentally provided a sort of “ideogrammic™
history of the 1960s!—still the most controversial decade of the

century, and well worth looking at again, to learn what we can

from both its wisdom and its blunders.
The major blunder I acquired from the 1960s counterculture

was the notion that the Enemy (with a capital E), was ignorance

and that this could be cured by education. I now feel more
inclined to accept R. Buckminster Fuller’s description of the four

major problems confronting the world as “ignorance, fear, greed,

and zoning laws.” Being untypically brave (like most fools), 1
always underestimated the role of fear in human affairs; having

simple desires, 1 underestimated greed; and not being an archi-
tect, I never grasped the perfidious nature of zoning laws. Above
all, I failed to realize the extent to which the synergy of igno-
rance-fear-greed-zoning laws in maintaining the tyranny that
Fuller calls MMAQO (Machiavelli, Mafia, Atoms and Oil)—the
banks, the mob, and the energy cartels.)?

My current thinking about MMAO derives from Fuller and, in
relation to the topics of this book, even more from the Sub-
Genius Foundation of Dallas, TX, which refers to MMAO as
“the Con.”

" Many think the Con is just a joke or a parody of other conspir-
acy theories. To such doubters, the Sub-Genius Foundation says
that this is “the Time of Pee”—the time foretold, when people

would be judged not by works, nor by family, nor even by looks,
but by their urine.

| »Ideogrammic” in this sense means sensory/factual as distinct from

abstract/theoretical.
2 Fuller's ideas on these subjects can be studied in his Critical Path, St.

Martin’s Press, 1981, Grunch of Giants, St. Martin's Press, 1983 and
at http://www.teleport.com/~px4d.grunch.html on the World Wide

Web.
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They listen to you through your telephone without its even
being off the hook, and record you through satellites that can

peer down any street, anywhere...
They kick your door in any time they want to. All they

have to yell is “DRUGS!” and your spouse is in jail, your kids
are farmed out to the state, your car and house are suddenly

theirs. ..
Nobody up there is a friend of yours; nobody up there

wants you to have what you would call freedom. The purpose
of “government” 1s to produce consumers and workers who

will keep the cost of labor down, and the profits high for the

OWNETS. ..
For this has become so crooked and perverse a nation that

your precious bodily fluids are no longer your own, and not
even your bladder or bloodstream are private. There is no

p!ace where IhEy may not watch.!

The 1973 author of this book never could have imagined a
State so crazily totalitarian, or a population so brainwashed into
sheep-like submissiveness, that such absurdities could occur. But
then, only Kafka and Orwell in their most eerie satires on
bureaucracy-gone-bonkers could imagine an obscenity like our
Piss Police. The State in which we live can only accurately be

called Urine Nation.
How can this happen in a once-free Republic where searches

of the person are forbidden except by court order after probable
cause has been shown? Urine Nation, posing as the representa-
tives of you and me, is engaged in an alleged “War on Drugs.”

That justifies trashing the Constitution.
Now this 1s, on the face of it, absurd.

[. Wars on drugs or other insensible things (objects, sub-
stances) can only be carried on by lunatics. The Con cannot be
accused of insanity: of ignorance, yes, and of fear, greed and
zoning laws, but not of being batshit crazy. They are not making
war on chemicals—or on the laws of physics, or anything of that
sort. They are making war on the American people—on all of us,

although only a few of us know that yet.

I http://sunsite.unc.edu/subgenius
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For instance, as you may read in Pissing Away the American
Dream', on January 1989 the Minneapolis police smashed down
the door of the home of an elderly Black couple, using “flash
bang” grenades which accidentally set the house on fire and

killed both old people.
The cops were looking for “drugs,” but never found any. The

chief of police justified the murders of two innocent citizens (and
the total violation of the Fourth Amendment) by saying, “This is

war.”
The war is being waged against people, not chemicals, and it

is people who get killed.
2. Even within the off-kilter logic of its own rhetoric, the

“War on Drugs” 1s nonsense.
If you go out your door and drive a few blocks, they say, you

will find at least one store boldly declaring that they sell

DRUGS, although some say PHARMACY, which can only be

deciphered by those who know Greek roots; and in these stores,
hundreds of drugs are available. Nearby is a supermarket where
you can buy cigarettes, containing nicotine, a drug more addic-
tive than heroin according to former Surgeon General Koop.
Next door is a BAR where you can buy dozens of varieties of
C,H30H, a heavily addictive substance, statistically linked to
wife and child battering, divorce and violent crime.

Urine Nation, thus, is not making war on all drugs, or drug-
users, but only on some. The government asserts that the drugs
on their taboo list are the worst ones; skeptics like me say they
are merely the ones that are either (a) cheap and effective, like
herbal medicines, and/or (b) not easy to monopolize, like mari-
juana or (c) better than the higher priced drugs manufactured by
the large pharmaceutical corporations that financially support

both political parties.

The only people literally “at war” with drugs—all drugs—are
the Christian Scientists. Eight of them are currently appealing
their convictions for refusing to give their children the drugs

ordained from on high by the Con/MMAQO.

I Pissing Away the American Dream, edited by David Ross, Digit
Press, PO Box 91066, Norcross, GA.
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As Count Bismarck once said, “Laws are like sausages: you
have much more respect for them if you haven’t actually seen

how they’re made.”
Many of the chemicals and herbs forbidden by the Con are

not only harmless, but are widely believed to be beneficial. The
war against the users of these substances is just as vicious as the

wars against all other substances on the taboo list.
Over the past 10 years, the Food and Drug Administration has

engaged in raids on alternative health companies—companies
operating openly and, they thought, legally—that more and more
tend toward the violence of DEA raids on suspected crack deal-
ers. In every case, the companies were selling vitamins and herbs
that a growing minority of the medical profession approves but

which MMAO and the FDA do not approve.
For instance, in 1990, the FDA raided the offices of Dr.

Jonathan Wright, a fully qualified physician with an M.D. from
the University of Michigan Medical School, terrorized the staff
with drawn guns, and seized all the vitamins and herbs they
could find. They never did file criminal charges against Dr.
Wright for the heresy of giving his patients cheap medicines
instead of expensive ones!, but this raid was only one of hun-
dreds of similar Gestapo-style operations, creating what libertar-
ians call “a chilling effect” on scientific freedom.
As the Life Extension Foundation wrote:

... The FDA'’s strong-arm tactics are used to intimidate and
terrorize Americans into toeing their police state party line on
healthcare and medicine. The FDA’s purpose is not just to
destroy the business and lives of their targets, but also to
spread fear and terror throughout the land so that others who
may be tempted to rebel against the agency will remain meek

and submissive.?

In the 1980s, a Fundamentalist couple named Randy and

Vicki Weaver fled to a mountain top in Idaho, to get as far as
possible from the U.S. government, which they considered a

Zionist conspiracy. However goofy that idea was, it was the only
“offense” of which the Weavers were guilty. They didn’t annoy

| See Trajectories, Vol 1 No. 12, Spring 1993,
2 http://www.livelinks.com/sumeria/health/raids.htm
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d they didn’t plot an insurrection against the
government: they just tried to avoid and evade it. This alone was
too much for the Feds. They sent in an informant to make friends

with Randy and eventually entrap him into selling a shotgun.
With that excuse, the FBI and ATF made war on the Weaver

family, killing Vicki while she stood holding her baby in her

arms. killing the older son, and even killing the family dog.!
The Weavers sure had a lot of nutty ideas; nobody but another

Fundamentalist would deny that. But maybe their idea of the
nature of the current U.S. government, and its attitude toward its
serfs and subjects, was a hell of a lot more accurale than the

ideas you read in liberal journals.

their neighbors an

Robert Anton Wilson
http://www.rawilson.com

I Every Knee Shall Bow, Jess Walter, HarperCollins, New York, 1995.




PREFACE
TO THE 1987 EDITION

This book was originally written under the title Sex, Drugs

and the Occult in 1972, It was published by Playboy Press in
1973 under the title Sex and Drugs: A Journey Beyond Limits.
The change was ordained by an editor who explained, “Hef says

only women and fags buy books on the occult.”
I have no idea whether Hef actually uttered that paleolithic

sentiment or not. After five years working for Playboy magazine
as Associate Editor (1966—1971) and having three books pub-
lished by Playboy Press (1972-1974), 1 have learned that Hugh
Hefner is at least as mythical as the Playboy Bunny, the Easter
Bunny or Harvey the six-foot-tall white rabbit in the famous
film. On many occasions, editors have attributed to Hef ideas
and attitudes which later turned out to be based entirely on myth,
rumor, delusion and the madness of middle-rank executives.

[ saw Playboy magazine take a marked turn to the right, polit-
ically, between early 1966 and late 1967, entirely because Hef
said something vaguely favorable about Ayn Rand, which got
exaggerated to the report, “Hef has become an Objectivist,” and
then I saw it turn markedly left-of-center again because Hef said,
on another occasion, that he liked Rand’s ornery heroes but was
personally a New Deal liberal on social issues.

Nervous editors are always trying to guess the publisher’s
prejudices from minimal clues and they often guess wrong,
which, of course, makes them more nervous in the future. That’s
probably why Gene Fowler uttered the immortal aphorism,
“Every editor should have a pimp as an older brother, so he’d
have somebody to look up to.” The Big Bunny Empire has

always been a warren of extremely lapine editors.

I7
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Playboy Press seems not 10 have published this book in the
ordinary sense but to have released it on a need-to-know basis, or
something of that sort. There were marvelous advance-of-publi-
cation blurbs from heavyweight figures like Alan Watts, William

S. Burroughs and Timothy Leary; there were enthusiastic re-
views in a dozen counterculture newspapers and magazines; and
then there was a stifled and prolonged silence, as if I had killed a
cat in the sacristy. Every place 1 went 1o lecture or give seminars,

people had heard of Sex and Drugs by word of mouth but com-
plained that they were unable to find it in any bookstores. Very
quickly, it went out of print. I have never earned a penny in roy-
alties on it, which event I fully expect tO reverse from the Falcon

Press edition. [And which, indeed, has happened. Ed.]
Even more curiously, as years passed and other books by me

sold well and were reprinted regularly, no publisher was, for 13
years, willing to reprint Sex and Drugs. This has often puzzled

me.
In retrospect, I can’t help recalling that in the early 1970s—

when this book was first published and immediately disappeared
like a brick thrown in mud—many other weird things were hap-
pening to advocates of unpopular ideas in America. Paul Krass-
ner’s Realist (the magazine that first published me, in 1959) was

driven into bankruptcy by what Paul has always claimed was an
FBI conspiracy. Dr. Leary, for poor usage of the first amend-
ment, was in solitary confinement in the basement of Folsom
Prison. in the cell next to mass murderer Charlie Manson. John
ennon was shot by another of the “deranged lone assassins”
who were as common in America at that time as empty beer cans
on a beach. Stop-and-frisk laws, curfew laws, no-knock laws and
other Sovietic measures were selectively enforced on certain
segments of the population, at least at first. Now it seems they
can crash into anybody’s house and steal the family jewels, if
they claim they suspected drugs were on the premises. Most
“underground” newspapers and magazines followed The Realist
into bankruptcy in a period of only a few months after the large
record companies abruptly and very mysteriously stopped ad-
vertising in the only publications read regularly by the young
people who buy most records. Psychiatrists and psychologists
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who once told me they agreed with Dr. Leary’s ideas became as

pale and silent as moonlight on a gravestone.
I draw no definite conclusion from this. I merely report the

facts. The 1970s were a period in American history when a

president accused by Congressional investigators of more high
crimes and felonies than any five Mafia Godfathers, was allowed

to resign and appoint a successor who immediately granted him a

full pardon for all crimes known or later to be discovered.
The most important comment I wish to add to this new edition

i« that, since cocaine has become a great deal more popular than
it was when I wrote this book, 1 wish I had been even more unta-

vorable in my references to that nefarious compound. Having
seen a lot of coke-heads in recent years, I am convinced that you
can get exactly the same results over a period of a few months by

repeatedly shoving talcum powder up your nose, rubbing it in
with sandpaper and then burning everything you own in a back-

yard bonfire.
Or, as Richard Pryor once said, cocaine is just nature’s way ot

telling you that you have too much money.
I also regard cocaine as pernicious because most of the profits

from the coke industry go to enrich the Matfia, the Vatican and
the worst dictators in South America. You can find the documen-
tation to support this charge in David Yallop’s In Gods Name, in
Penny Lernoux’s In Banks We Trust and in my own Everything

Is Under Control.
A few additional comments might be helpful in clarifying the

thesis of this book, since many of the ideas herein are totally

unfamiliar to most people in the Western world.
This book was originally called Sex, Drugs and the Occult

because it deals with the interface of those three intensities of
experience and not just with two of them. It thus violates all the
taboos of middle-class, middle-brow readers.

Sex has many facets—biological sociological, esthetic, psy-
chological, compulsive, ecstatic, tragic, playful, loving, perplex-
ing and (I am told), even on occasion boring—nbut in this text is
considered chiefly in its “transcendental” aspect. By this, 1 mean
simply that in orgasm everybody experiences, to some degree, an
explosion/implosion of the normal ego and a melting, merging,

“aceanic’’ sensation of at-one-ment.
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s of drugs in the world—antibiotics;
anesthetics; analgesics; narcotics; hypnotics; psychedelics;
uppers and dOwWnErs; dreamers and screamers—but here I am
concerned with drugs that act centrally upon the higher nervous
system and alter ego-definitions and perceived reality-tunnels.
That is, drugs that produce “transcendental” or transpersonal

states.
It is obvious that sex and drugs together can lead to more

extraordinary and paranormal trans-€go experiences than either
sex or drugs alone. This 1s an ancient Tantric “secret” and the

present book was, as far as I know, the first ever published in

America to discuss it explicitly, without using alchemical or

other codes to obscure what was actually being said (a technique
of disguise that had been used by writers as diverse as Thomas
Vaughin, Titus Burkhardt, Arthur Waite, Aleister Crowley and
[srael Regardie). In retrospect, I am not disappointed or astound-
ed that the distributor of the original edition appears to have
buried the books in the cellar instead of placing them in book
stores. I think I am lucky not to have landed in the cell next to

Dr. Leary and Charlie Manson.

H.L. Mencken once defined puritanism as “the haunting fear
that somebody, somewhere, might be having a good time.” (See
the recent career of Kenneth Starr.) One deeply entrenched reflex

of Western culture is that post-puritan hangover which Dr.

Wilhelm Reich called pleasure anxiety. This can be defined non-

technically as the suspicion that maybe the puritan god exists
after all and, if we do manage to have a good time, he will rear
up and give us bloody hell for it. The intensity of sex-phobia and
drug-phobia in a large and loud part of the U.S. population was
known to me when I wrote this book, but thought it would lead
to “controversy.” I was too naive to realize that by touching on
both sex-and-drug phobias simultaneously I would produce, not

controversy, but repression and scotoma.
The third theme of this work, “occultism,” has even more

contradictory aspects and conflicting meanings than sex or drugs.
It includes superstitions, silly pseudo-sciences, authoritarian
cults as nutty as a kangaroo in a Mozart quartet, and, in some

places, a true science of psycho-neurology or rapid brain change
as valid as. and often more valid than, most of what passes for

There are many LYP€
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“scientific psychology” these days. The last is best represented
by Crowleyan “Magick,” so I have used that word in this new

edition.
[ am interested only in the latter kind of occultism, and even

there I am leery of the high nonsense quotient that infests most
writings 1n this field. My aim has always been to learn what
occult practices produce concrete results and to reformulate what
I have reamed from occultists into scientific and experimental

language, as far as that is possible at this date.
Time magazine, with their usual dummbheit, once did a cover

story entitled, “The Occult: A Substitute Faith.” If this was all
that could be found in occultism. I would not touch the subject
with the proverbial ten-foot pole. The world already has enough
“faith™ to guarantee that the Idiots are always, as Ambrose

Bierce said, the largest and most influential political party in any
society. Occultism interests me, not as a substitute faith, but as a

substitute for faith.
Organized religion, which is based on faith, has been, as

Mencken once wrote, the greatest fomenter of hatred in the his-

tory of the world. The only political parties to rival religion as
causes of human suffering and horror are Nazism and Commu-

nism, which are also based on blind faith and rigid dogmatism.
My basic attitude has always been that the greatest drug any
chemist could possibly invent would be an anti-gullibility pill, to

cure humanity of its addiction to faith and dogma.
The kind of occultism that interests me is based, not on faith,

but on the same experimental method as the more objective and
less controversial physical sciences. This is the occultism that
you will find, for instance, in the appendices (the practical part)
of Aleister Crowley's Magick in Theory and Practise. As

Crowley writes:
In this book it is spoken of the Sephiroth and the Path, of spir-
its and conjurations, of gods, spheres, planes and many other
things which may or may not exist. It is immaterial whether
they exist or not. By doing certain things, certain results
follow; students are most earnestly warned against attributing
objective reality or philosophical validity to any of them.

In other words, traditional occultism has come down to us
with the vocabulary and metaphors of past ages attached. This
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vocabulary and these metaphors have proven useful for cen-
turies, and may still prove useful to those not entirely alienated

by their archaic flavor, but the essence of a practical occult
system has nothing to do with vocabulary or metaphors. The
essence is “doing certain things” as Crowley says. These things
one does, or operations, are sometimes called “rituals™ and
sometimes ‘“‘exercises,” but it is not at all extravagant to call

them “‘experiments” or “‘explorations.”
The reason Crowley warns against attributing “objective real-

ity” to the operations (rituals, exercises, experiments, explora-
tions) of practical occultism is that these operations deal only

and always with non-objective realities (plural).
A popular fallacy holds that there are no non-objective reali-

ties: that objective reality is the “only” reality. The error of this
view can clearly be seen when one contemplates the range of

non-objective realities encountered and endured by different
people on ordinary days, without any occult operations being

performed at all:
Mr. A has a headache and is irritable. Ms. B just passed her

mathematics test and is happy. Mr. C is worried, irrationally, that
the Communists are putting poison in his food. Ms. D 1s worried,
rationally, that she can’t pay the rent. Mr. E 1s so involved in a
medical research project showing good results that he elatedly
thinks all disease is about to be abolished next Tuesday after

lunch. Ms. F is so depressed by a year of losing battles for the
rights of farm workers that she thinks the human condition 1is

hopeless and the bad guys always win.
Any one-level theory of objective reality that ignores the sep-

arate reality-tunnels in which these people are living existentially
has no validity in psychology, and, with a little analysis, it 1S
obvious that no such one-level theory has any general validity in
sociology either. To understand human behavior, we have to
understand Auman evaluations (neuro-linguistic programs) and
modern social scientists of all schools increasingly recognize that
human evaluations (internal reality-tunnels) depend on both the
external environment (setting) and the internal environment
(neuro-linguistic programs).

You can easily kill yourself with negative mind-sets, by
developing ulcers, heart problems, high blood pressure, etc., or
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by drunken driving, or simply by getting so depressed you jump
in front of a train. Conversely, you can survive “objective reali-
ties” that would mentally or physically destroy others, if you are

maintaining a positive mind-set.
The operations and experiments and training exercises of

practical occultism are concerned with “causing change in con-
sciousness by act of will” as the psychoanalyst Violet Wirth
wrote under the pen-name she used on her occult books, Dion

Fortune. Such rapid brain-change 1s an art well worth mastering
in a world that 1s full of nasty shocks and discouraging social
problems. I have tried here to tell as much about this art as I can,
in plain English, without hiding anything, and without using
supernatural or mystic metaphors for events that can be described
more economically in the languages of neurolinguistics and

neurosomatic medicine.
The major lesson to be learned from practical occultism has

already been stated several times in this brief Preface and will be
stated again, 1n other metaphors, throughout this book. It needs
to be stated in many ways, redundantly, because most people

cannot understand 1t without experience of the operations, exper-
iments and exercises of rapid brain change. Here is one more
attempt to state 1t simply and directly:

NO “EXTERNAL” SITUATION MAKES
A MENTAL STATE “INEVITABLE”

Whatever is going on around you, your experienced reality-
tunnel is still a synergetic product of both internal and external

environments (set and setting). You do not “create your own
reality,” as Pop Mysticism says, but you create the larger part of
it by how you evaluate, respond and give “meaning” to what
happens. Your freedom is much, much greater than you realize
until you start experimenting with alternative reality-tunnels and
rapid brain change.

This book, then, is basically an informal history of how cer-
tain long-hidden practical secrets of Tantric Buddhism crept into
the Western world in the middle ages, were crushed and/or
driven underground by the Holy Inquisition, have gradually been
rediscovered since around 1900, suddenly emerged as a major
social-revolutionary force in the 1960s, and were once again

crushed and driven underground.
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Fifteen years after the first edition, I think 1 understand better
why these secrets of mind-programming have been so carefully
hidden and why they are so ferociously persecuted whenever

they are leaked to a large section of any population. Tantra sur-
vived in the East precisely because it did hide its secrets and

never attempted to become a revolutionary force for social
change. Tantrists, like other Buddhists, believe that breaking free
of mechanical consciousness—Ilearning to change consciousness
by acts of will—can only be accomplished by one person at a
time, and that trying to liberate the whole world is impossible

and counter-productive. “When eating an elephant, take one bite

at a time” is their motto.
My own preferred reality-tunnel is precisely the reverse of

this Buddhist conservatism. Despite the tone of fashionable cyn-

. ~ism in a few pages of this book—the one form of disguise I

1
the original editors’ prejudices—I have

used to get the text past
been convinced for some time that the present worldwide tech-

nological society is much like a dissipative structure in the math-
ematical quantum chemistry of Illya Prigogine. Such a complex
structure, once achieved, immediately becomes mathematically
unstable and must quickly transtorm itself radically, either into a
more chaotic state or into a more coherent state. If this mathe-

matical model really fits our planetary village today (and Dr.
Prigogine himself thinks 1t does), then we are certainly moving,

very rapidly, either into chaos or into higher order.
In human terms, that means that either your favorite Dooms-

day scenario is about to happen or else some form of totally new
world society will emerge from our current instability. The accel-
erated changes we are experiencing are symploms either of radi-
cal breakdown or of radical breakthrough to a new level of
human evolution. As Buckminster Fuller said repeatedly in his
last ten years, the only choices left for us are Utopia or Oblivion.
Since it is fashionable, chic and “the in thing” to bet on
Oblivion, I think it is worthwhile to consider the case for Utopia.
The arguments for this unfashionable and unpopular alternative
are presented in my Prometheus Rising (Falcon Press, 1983).

Briefly, here, I will say only:

(1) until the future arrives, the o
Doomsday scenarios, however popula

utcome is uncertain, SO
r, are not definitive and,
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for intellectual honesty and clarity, deserve to be criticized and

challenged;
(2) for the reasons sketched above, and developed more fully

in the text to follow, I do not think pessimism is the only possible
outlook on the universe, but merely the one that is currently

ubiquitous;
(3) many sociological behaviors are the result of self-fulfilling

prophecies, so it is worth the gamble of experimentally breaking
the group hypnosis of defeatism, and experimentally testing to
see what the results of more hopeful scenarios might be, and:

(4) Prigogine’s math indicates that the odds actually favor the
optimists, since dissipative structures are more likely to evolve
into more information-rich (intelligent?) forms than into more

primitive or chaotic forms.

In this context of skepticism toward the modern Idol of Exis-
tential Despair, I think the programs of rapid brain change
suggested in this book are worthy of experimental testing by

anybody who isn’t yet ready for suicide.

Perhaps there are resources of courage, creativity and higher
intelligence latent in each of us. Perhaps a sociological chain
reaction can still be set in action if enough people learn how to
transcend fashionable self-pity and make an effort to become
happier and more efficient. Perhaps we are not dead yet, but only
hypnotized by morbid and moribund philosophies. Perhaps the
powers of the human brain have never fully been released in the

paleolithic, neolithic, feudal, capitalist or socialist games.
Perhaps the limits that seem to restrict us are only bad habits and
we can transcend all of them.

And—this is the major theme of the pages to follow—perhaps
the human brain can be used for fun and profit; perhaps the brain
is not designed for failure, as current intellectual dogma holds,
but for “total success in Universe” as Bucky Fuller claimed.

Those who are willing to consider these heretical and blas-

phemous notions might find profit in the upcoming chapters.

One final 1987 postscript to this 1972 book. No cure has been
found for AIDS yet. Far be it from me to criticize anybody’s
lifestyle, but—if you must be promiscuous, remember that in the
age of AIDS casual sex without a condom is like Russian

roulette.



INTRODUCTION

We're all Bozos on this bus.
— The Firesign Theater

In Berkeley, a young man is chanting a Hindu mantra while
exuberantly balling a female member of his commune. Incense is
burning, there is a chalked pentagram on the floor around the

bed, and they have been copulating—unbelievably, without
reaching orgasm—for nearly two hours, with occasional stops

for additional sniffs of cocaine. If you tell this fellow that all this
magick is unscientific and silly and that, with continued use, the
coke will ruin his nasal septum, he will dismiss you as a hopeless

square. He has found the real meaning of religious ecstasy in the
newly faddish works of magician Aleister Crowley (who died in

obscurity in 1947). This program of drugs plus artificially pro-
longed Tantric (sexual) yoga has raised him to a plane of beauty

and joy where the warnings of the rationalist are meaningless.

Meanwhile, in Chicago, a hip young lawyer with a more
hard-boiled attitude is smoking a joint of Panama Red marijuana
with his lady of the evening before they climb into bed. He does
not consider himself a magician and he knows nothing about
T'antric yoga. But he, too, is part of the new cult of drug-
drenched sexual mysticism, even if he says “vibes” without real-
izing that this is a shortening of “astral vibrations.” He is just
looking for a bigger and better orgasm, and expects weed to
produce it.

In Darien, Connecticut, where the Mad Avenue crowd
retreats at sunset to become suburbanites, a high-school student
and his teeny-bopper sweetie pie are also combining drugs, sex
and a little mysticism. They are nude but not yet engaged in

26
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intercourse; he is reading the “Sex Chakra” chapter from

Timothy Leary’s Psychedelic Prayers aloud to her, while 500
mikes of “windowpane” acid are circulating in their blood-

streams. “Lie quietly in the slippery union of male and female,”
he intones, and they move together toward a mounting posture,

utterly free of the furtive guilts of their parents. They are quite
convinced that what is transpiring is more religiously meaningful
than anything that ever happens in the local church on Sunday.

The preceding paragraphs are not fiction; they are composites
based on people I have actually known. We are living in a time
in which—together with thousands of other social changes—the
Drug Revolution has combined with the Sexual Revolution to

bring forth amazing progeny. Chiefly, what has happened, and is
continuing to happen as more and more converts climb on the

eroto-psychedelic bandwagon, can be described—paradoxi-
cally—as an upsurge of interest in the nonphysical side of sex.
Even though the concept sounds like an OXymoron at first, we
all know about the nonphysical or metaphysical aspects of our
own eroticism. It is the emotional—or energetic—force that
gives sex a flavor or a color quite independent of its physical
spasms, albeit capable of enriching and even prolonging the

physical aspect.
According to Masters and Johnson, a woman can achieve a

higher intensity of physical pleasure through masturbation than
she can ever experience in coitus with a man. This fact has been
seized upon as proof that men are unnecessary to female sexual
gratification by a certain vehement fringe of the Feminist move-
ment. To nobody’s great surprise, however, most women con-
tinue to prefer copulation to masturbation.

Similarly, many propagandists for Gay Liberation insist that
fellatio gives a man a more explosive orgasm than coitus.
Although they have no authority equal to Masters and Johnson to
support them in this claim, they may well be ri ght. Our President
Sseems (o agree with them; and Judge Murtagh of New York, in
his book on prostitution called Cast the First Stone, points out
that a high percentage of the men who go to whores are married
and are seeking fellatio, which either they are too timid to ask
from their wives or their wives are too prudish to provide. This
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would seem to indicate that fellatio, at least occasionally, pro-
vides a certain something extra (as Mad Avenue would say) that

pene-vage just doesn’t have. Nevertheless, agam to nobody’s
surprise, most men are quite devoted to the old “missionary posi-

tion”’ most of the time.
Obviously, there is more to sex than the twitching of a few

muscles and the excretion of a few glands. Every adolescent boy
who has ever held a pin-up in his left hand while masturbating
knows this. Every woman who has ever been irresistibly drawn
to a man who looks like Adonis but acts like a son-of-a-bitch
knows this. And so does every husband or wife who has fanta-
sized a different partner while in the arms of his or her actual

Spouse.
The mysterious nonphysical part of sexuality 'is variously

known as “mind,” “spirit,” or “emotion.” Sigmund Freud called
it “libido” and then cautiously backed away from defining what

he meant. Wilhelm Reich, M.D., the enfant terrible of modern
psychology, called it “orgone” and insisted it was a real energy

that physical scientists hadn’t noticed because they had never
thought to turn their instruments on men and women 1n a state of
erotic passion. Russian scientists have been trying to measure it
lately, and several have claimed success; they cheerfully inform

us that it extends several feet beyond the physical body.
Whether Reich and the Russians are right or not, there i1s a
clear sensation, which most of us know very well, that some sort

of field of emotional energy is aroused by sexual excitement.
This subjective streaming sensation generally rises and falls in
proportion to the more specific bioelectric charge in the primary
and secondary sexual organs; but not always. The difference
between this psycho-energetic “thrill” and the more localized
genital sensation explains why a woman prefers a man to her
own middle finger, even though masturbation can produce more
of the localized charge and discharge; why an adolescent enjoys
masturbating more when a photo is building up a mental charge
to aid and abet the physical charge produced by his onanistic
hand; why a man will want copulation on one occasion and
fellatio on another.

The local sensations are entirely the product of the celebrated
“technique” taught in sex manuals; the general emotional field
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effect is partly (though certainly not totally) independent of this,
and depends mostly on psychological variables—the conscious
and unconscious feelings, needs, whims, fantasies and yens of

the individual.
Timothy Leary, Ph.D., the prophet and martyr of the drug

kulch, likes to refer to Konrad Lorentz’ ethological research

which 1s oddly apropos here. Dr. Lorentz discovered that

geese—in order to be attracted sexually to other geese—must be

immediately “imprinted” after birth (i.e., they must acquire the

image of a goose as a source of emotional gratification). They
acquire this “imprinting,” in the ordinary course of nature, by

nesting with their mothers. Due to Dr. Lorentz’s careful attention
to his experimental birds, a few of them were “imprinted” with
his 1mage as the protective, maternal object, and pursued him
sexually when they grew to adulthood. Another gosling, more
strikingly, was accidentally “imprinted” by a ping-pong ball.
Consequently, he spent his adult life in frustrating attempts to
make love to these plastic spheres.

As Dr. Leary says, this anecdote

is both amusing and frightening. It reminds us that each of us
sees the world through perceptual structures (biochemical-
neurological) which were laid down accidentally in our earli-
est moments. It raises the uneasy suspicion that...we may be
simply chasing the particular Ping-Pong balls which, at those
sensitive shutter moments, had been imprinted on our cortical

film.

My own experience illustrates this. My wife has red hair.
Looking back, it occurs to me that I have been involved sexually
with more red-headed women than mere chance and accident can
explain. Seeking some light on this, I asked my mother about the
early female influences on my infancy. She remembered that, at
that time, I was especially fond of one baby-sitter—a girl with
red hair. It doesn’t take much imagination to assume that, if the
baby-sitter who was so kind to me had been male, I might be
homosexual today; or that if she had been cruel, I might be a
masochist; and so on.

This analysis is not intended merely to trigger the trite reflec-
tions about “nothing human is alien to me” or “there, but for the
grace of God, go 1.” More significant is the realization that, how-
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ever and whatever imprinted us in youth, we bring this sub-

merged history with us to each sexual encounter. It is one—only
one out of many—of the factors that determine whether our

emotional field becomes highly charged when our genitals are

being stimulated mechanically.
I sometimes think that the most profound lyric ever uttered by

bard or poet is the old Rocky Mountain folk tune:
From here on up, the hills don’t get any higher;
From here on up, the hills don’t get any higher;
From here on up, the hills can’t get any higher;
But the valleys get deeper and deeper.

Ultimately, what we find in any experience, sexual or other-
wise, depends upon our own emotional energy field. We can see
a small mountain above a deep valley, or a shallow valley with a

tall mountain towering over it.
Way back in the innocent pre-LSD days of the 1950s, Carl

Rogers, a distinguished psychologist who invented what is called

“client-centered therapy,” wrote a paper on the changes in per-

ception that occur during psychotherapy. He pointed out that

patients entering treatment usually see rather subdued colors and
hear a great deal of chaotic noise in their environment; moreover,
they are also generally surrounded by negative and unpleasant
stimuli in such areas as odor and temperature. On the other hand,
patients who have completed a successful psychotherapy tend to
see brighter colors, hear more attractive and rhythmic sounds,
and generally perceive a more pleasing world. It seems evident
that the changes occur in the patients, and not in the -environ-

ment.
Even earlier, poet Carl Sandburg told a yarn about a farmer

sitting on a fence when a stranger passed on the road and asked
him how folks were up in the town ahead. “How were folks
where you came from?” asked the farmer. “They were a pretty
mean, selfish and unfriendly lot,” the stranger said bitterly, “and
that’s why I left.” The farmer shook his head sadly. “I’m afraid
you’re in for a disappointment. Folks in the next town are just
the same.”

A while later, a second stranger came along the road and
asked the same question. “How were the folks where you came

from?” the farmer asked again. “They were great,” this fellow
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replied. “A kinder, more helpful lot of people I never saw. 1
really hated to leave.” “Well,” the farmer said, “don’t be sad.

You'll find the same kind of folks up ahead.”
We all find it hard to believe that reality is as much our own

creation as Professor Rogers’ research and poet Sandburg’s para-
ble suggest. Conservatives, who pride themselves on having a
“hard-nosed” and “realistic” attitude to the “brute facts” of life,

are suspicious of anything that introduces the subjective element
or implies that the “brute facts” may exist only in their own
heads. Liberals, dogmatically committed to what they believe is
scientific skepticism (mostly, in fact, popularizations of obsolete
pre-Einstein physics), are wary of any idea that seems to open a
door to “mysticism” or (Got forbid) traditional otherworldly reli-
gion. And radicals, of course, react like a bull toward a colored

cloth when confronted with notions that imply (in Shakespeare’s
words) that “nothing is but thinking makes it so.” since that

could easily lead to telling the poor that the proper mental atti-
tude, and not more government spending, is the cure for their

miseries.
In spite of all these powerful prejudices, most of us acknowl-

edge that other people are fairly subjective in their perceptions
and are frequently inclined to what Freud called “projection”—
seeing what they expect, or hope, or sometimes what they fear.
Under philosophical cross-examination we will even admit that
the same self-deception occasionally does manifest itself in our-
selves—although very seldom, of course. A cult called CSICOP

believes this “projection” or “self-deception” happens to every-

body else except themselves.
The drug revolution of the 1990s has brought this issue home

to all of us, where it had previously occupied a murky area of

philosophy and occasionally intruded on the technical proceed-

ings of those psychologists and neurologists who were specialists

In perception theory. Somewhere between 10 and 70 million
Americans have experimented on themselves with marijuana or
other drugs that are loosely classed as psychotomimetics, or
hallucinogens or psychedelics. The conflicting names for these
chemicals indicate the disagreement in the scientific community
about what actually happens when these drugs enter the human
biocomputer. Psychotomimetic means that which imitates
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psychosis, or puts us temporarily in the world of the insane;
hallucinogenic implies that which distorts or warps our percep-
tion; psychedelic means merely that which alters or enlarges con-
sciousness. Obviously, the first two terms suggest that the drug
voyager is seeing nothing but illusion and delusion, while the
third leaves open the possibility that some of the newly acquired
perceptions might be as accurate as normal awareness, or even

more accurate.
The latter, needless to say, is the claim of those who see the

psychedelic movement as a political or cultural force: it is the

dogma of such new religions, based on these drugs, as Dr.

Leary’s League for Spiritual Discovery, the Neo-American

Church, the Church of the Awakening, the Church of Psyche-
delic Venus, and so on. To a large degree, social policy toward
this whole movement will depend upon how open we can be on
this issue of the validity of the perceptions of others. Do we think
that the world we perceive is the real world, as Ayn Rand (for
example) insists? Or do we admit that everybody lives in his own
world and that each person’s universe is partly valid and partly

an artistic creation?
I was an early participant in the Drug Revolution. I took

peyote, the sacred psychedelic cactus of the American Indians
since about 1000 BC, with a Sioux Indian friend in 1961. I expe-

rienced the explosion (or implosion) of my previous universe
and the creation of a new universe. I know what Dr. Leary and

the other ideologues of the “new consciousness” are talking
about. At the same time, I have a wife and four children to sup-
port and a Brooklyn boyhood’s training in the arts of survival,
which means that I am a constitutional non-joiner and non-cru-
sader. I have known the psychedelic activists and liked many of
them, but my own temperament has always been skeptical. I do
not have the glands of a True Believer.

My friend, novelist William S. Burroughs, liked to say that
“anything which can be accomplished by chemical means can
also be accomplished by non-chemical means.” I have personally
found this to be true. There is no area of new perception and
expanded awareness discoverable through peyote (or LSD or
similar drugs) that cannot also be reached by techniques well-
known to Oriental yogis and Western occultists. The sensory
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withdrawal techniques pioneered by Dr. Lilly and the new
biofeedback machines also duplicate most of this expanded
awareness. Other scientists are investigating even easier tech-
niques. As this new knowledge becomes increasingly available
to the layman, I am convinced that it will have the effect that the
Washington solons aim at but are unable to achieve through
prohibitive laws: the drug revolution will lose its momentum and
shrink a bit. (I doubt that it will ever vanish totally. It has been
around, as we shall see, since at least 15,000 BC.)

Meanwhile, the chemical revolution is doing “quite nicely,
thank you.” There were, for instance, probably no more than a
few hundred thousand pot smokers in this country when
Congress outlawed the weed in 1937; the figure now hovers
around 50-70 million—and the number seems to be Increasing.

Many of them have gone through perception changes similar to
those of Dr. Rogers’ patients and are living in a reality unknown
to, say, Reverend Billy Graham or the chairman of the board of
your local bank. Those who take drugs laugh at different things,
love in a different fashion, get angry for different reasons and
generally seem to many of their elders like invaders from another

planet.
The first “drug joke” that I ever heard, back in the mid-1950s,

seemed mysterious to me in my youth and innocence. It con-
cerned two pot-smoking bop musicians who are walking on the
street when a fire engine races by at full throttle. “Man,” one
says to the other, “I thought they’d never leave.” Today, even the
straightest citizen knows, at least by hearsay, the point of that
yarn: marijuana expands time as if jt were silly putty. It also
confronts us with Einstein’s paradoxes: Is my time real or is
yours more real? Is our train moving or is it the train on the next
track? Are the hills getting higher or the valleys deeper? For the
first time in the history of the development of Anglo-Saxon law
we are confronted with that most accursed of all metaphysical
questions—What is Reality?—and our tolerance, or intolerance,
toward around 40 percent of our citizens depends on our answer.
Perception does not exist in a vacuum; what we see deter-
mines how we feel and relate to the world. Qur answer to “What
1s Reality?” is never an abstract or academic matter, however
abstruse the question itself may seem. Those who share what
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.ot Carlos Castaneda has called “a separate reality”
te lifestyle and ethos—which is widely

* As Richard R. Lingeman writes in

anthropolog
also develop a separa
called “the counterculture.’

Drugs from A to Z:
As long as the mystique surrounds the drug, the curious will

want to try it, and the adept will orient their lives around it.

There will probably continue to be agitation for the drug’s

legalization by 1ts advocates... Dedicated LSD users are char-

acteristically, almost compulsively, proselytizers for the drug,
but it remains to be seen whether their efforts will have any

widespread effect in our society, for the meditative, non-
aggressive, inward orientation of self associated with the drug
runs counter to the values of an extroverted, aggressive,

acquisitive soclety. [Ttalics added]
This book can hardly hope to resolve such complex epistemo-

logical and sociological conflicts, but it is my hope that I will be
able, at least, to clarify some of the issues somewhat. My subject

s the effect of drugs on sexuality, but I cannot separate this from

their effect on life and feeling generally, and upon philosophy,
law and politics. It is my hope that, at minimum, the ordinary

reader will gain some increased understanding of the real con-
ficts involved in the subject, as well as in such deceptively sim-
ple words as “reality,” “hallucination,” “consciousness, COI-
sciousness-expansion,” and so on.

It is not at all true, for example, that the average pot smoker
or acidhead has lost the ability to distinguish an obvious halluci-
Jation from an inescapable reality. However, the line, for such
enthusiasts, has certainly grown more problematical and puz-
zling than it has for most people; they are less dogmatic in say-
ing “this is real” or “this is hallucination.” But please note that
(a) this is also true for the greatest minds in science, who recog-
nize much more ambiguity in this area than the man-in-the-street
does, and (b) except under very rare circumstances and for very
brief moments (i.e., under a solanaceae drug or a very high dose
of LSD), the average drug user will have no more trouble than
Jesse Helms in distinguishing a real speeding car from a vision
of the one-eyed, one-horned, flying purple people-eater.

This is worth emphasizing because a popular misunderstand-
ing has it that the “drug cultists” have lost all critical judgment
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and believe in all sorts of illusions and hallucinations that they
experience on their weed or their acid. This is hardly true of men
as sophisticated as Aldous Huxley, William S. Burroughs, Alan
W. Watts and many other distinguished persons who have said
that drugs enabled them to know more of reality, and it is not

even true of the lumpen users in our colleges or hippie ghettos.
For instance, under a drug like hashish, a man might, in a few

hours, pass through a program or scenario in which (a) all colors

become brighter and lovelier, (b) he suddenly discovers abnor-

mally succulent flavor in a product like corn flakes, (c) he sees a

werewolf 1n the window, (d) he spends a half hour in hopeless

giggles over a subject that never does become clear, (e) he sud-

denly realizes that his last quarrel with his girlfriend was sparked
by unconscious resentments against his mother left over from
infancy, (f) he thinks he understands what Hindus mean when
they say that everything is God, (g) looking at himself in a mir-
ror, he sees an old man (or a corpse), (h) he sees something in a
Van Gogh painting that he never noticed before, and (1) he goes
to bed with his girl and has the best orgasm in months.

Afterwards, mulling over this experience, the voyager will not
assume that (c) the werewolf was really at the window. He will
also probably decide that (b) the corn flakes really are a fairly
bland food and that the hashish was just programming him with
memories of better food in the past. He might even be skeptical
enough to wonder if his great Freudian insight (e) into infantile
traumas was a real memory or just a reflection of what he has
heard or read of Freud’s works. He might, however, decide that
colors (a) really are brighter than he usually “sees” them as
being, and that his normal perception of drab or dull hues is, like
that of Carl Rogers’ patients mentioned above, a result of his
own partial crippling by our repressive society; that giggling (d)
is probably better for you than worrying, whether or not you
understand the cause of your laughter; that the old man or
corpse (g) in the mirror, although hallucinatory, is a spiritual
reality—one’s ultimate fate—which should be faced instead of

being avoided as it usually is; that all the preoccupation with
God (f) might be worth more thought; and that the super-
orgasm (i), however you describe it, was certainly worth experi-

encing.
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[et us examine the matter of better orgasm in more detail,
book. Asked what actually |

since sex is the major topic of this
happened, our hypothetical hashhead might say—we will see

actual quotes to this effect later—that his consciousness centered |
entirely in his penis; that he felt as if he were nothing but a penis,
and one of gigantic dimensions. He might add that his girlfriend .

seemed to be nothing other than a gigantic, very warm, delight-
fully moist vagina. At the same time, the emotional field men-

tioned earlier seemed to be peculiarly aglow or illuminated.

(This sensation, oddly or not so oddly, has been reported also by

all the great mystics of East and West for at least the last 2000
years. A synonym for “illumination” appears in all the mystical
writings of every language I have investigated.) At the moment
of orgasm, ordinary consciousness was totally suspended, at least
for a few seconds—quite in the manner described by D.H.

[ awrence and Ernest Hemingway (and by Dr. Wilhelm Reich),
even though “realistic” sex manuals tell people not to expect
such an apocalyptic cosmic storm at the sexual climax.

Did something unique happen physically, or was it “only”
psychological? As long as the experience was truly overwhelm-
ing for the participants, what purpose can such a question serve?
(After all, happiness, bravery, zest and all the other desirable

qualities can also be explained away as “only” psychological.)
But we go too fast, perhaps. The general reader, and, even

more, the skeptical psychiatrist, will be quite convinced that the
reduction of consciousness down to the dimensions of the penis

must have been a hallucination, and this will taint the entire
experiénce. Here is where the gap between “straight” society and
the drug world appears insurmountable. Our hashish smoker, if
he is an articulate exponent of the psychedelic philosophy, will
deny that his perceptions constituted a hallucination.

He will point out that our notion that consciousness 1s in the
head has been created socially for us and is not at all innate. The
Chinese, for example, think of the consciousness as being 1n the
solar plexus; the ideogram that we translate as “mind” actually
shows the heart and kidneys. The Hindu yogis believe that con-
sciousness can be moved anywhere, and perform daily exercises
of moving it around from foot to calf to knee, up and down the
torso, into the head and out again, and so on. And he will add
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that any notion that these two vast nations, whose populations
comprise close to a third of the human race, are hallucinating

constantly 1s rather provincial.
And he might even comment further that all our skepticism

can be answered by a little first-hand experience. Our fear of

such experience, he will even suggest, is a measure of the linger-
ing influence of Puritanism on us. Western society, at least since

St. Paul, has tended to regard the sex act as more or less deplor-
able, and 1t 1s this tradition that causes so many of us to regard
Oriental lingering on the details as effete, frankness in erotic art
as pornographic, and drugs that enhance sex as degenerate—or
hallucinatory. This last is, after all, a way of removing a tempta-
tion—one simply declares it to be nonexistent.

The hash smoker has become more “open,” but not necessar-

ily more gullible.
Then again, the most fruitful drug experiences are probably

those that fit the classic pattern described in the Zen Buddhist
proverb about the course of the mind during yogic contempla-
tion: “First the mountains are mountains and the valleys are
valleys, then the mountains are no longer mountains and the
valleys are no longer valleys, and at the end the mountains are
mountains and the valleys are valleys again.” That is, the process
of breaking down conventional perception is profoundly educa-
tional on one level, even if the very same perceptions are
restored at the end of the process. In the course of taking these
perceptions apart and putting them back together, one will have
learned something of great value about one’s own mind. John
Lilly, M.D., calls this “metaprogramming the human biocom-
puter” and points out that it gives one much greater freedom in
choosing between later programs. The difference resembles that
between a man who doesn’t know how to turn the dial on his
television set and must look at the same channel every night, and
the man who is able to turn the dial and try an alternative.

It must be added that some of the alternate programs are, as
Dr. Lilly nicely puts it, “potentially lethal.” It is this, of course,
that lies behind our usual commitment to conventional pro-
grams—ordinary perceptions, ordinary feelings, ordinary levels
of awareness. Once one steps outside those limits. which have
been selected by both evolution and social history as fairly safe,
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one is living dangerously. Some acidheads have killed them-
selves rather than face new programs to which they have inad-

vertently “tuned 1n.”
Establishment harping on that fact has not discouraged the J

drug revolution one whit, because the quest for adventure and for
risk is innate in our species, especially in the young. Besides, all
drug experimenters know what the Establishment never cares o
admit: many of the alternate programs are benign, thoroughly

charming, even glorious.
This book cannot hope to end this perennial quarrel between

the conservative Establishment and the adventurous young. All 1

reasonably can try to accomplish here, in treating mostly the

sexual aspect of the drug revolution, is to shed some light on
these “benign, thoroughly charming, even glorious™” aspects of
the alternate programs and alternate perceptions that certain
drugs create. This should at least give the ordinary reader some
insight into the motives of those who subscribe to the drug revo-
lution, which is hardly the insane scramble for self-destruction
portrayed by its most hostile critics.

And, to those readers who—after reading this Introduction—
still feel that they know exactly the dimensions of all male
mountains and female valleys and that no drug can possibly alter
their sexual sensations, I can only add, in Shakespeare’s words:

There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.




PRELUDE

Ice Maiden:
The Story of Jane

To worship me take wine and strange drugs whereof
[ shall tell my prophet and be drunk thereof.

They shall not harm thee at all.
— The Book of the Law

“Does LSD cure frigidity?”” Jane asked me.
Her question was posed after hearing me deliver a lecture for

the New York Society for General Semantics. My topic had been
«The Game of Semantics and the Game of Psychedelics,” and I
had argued (this was back in the optimistic early 1960s) that the
psychedelic drugs tended to confirm the non-Aristotelian/non-
Euclidean/non-Newtonian picture of the universe urged by Count
Alfred Korzybski, the founder of General Semantics. That is, the
world of the LSD voyager is precisely one in which opposing
:deas are true simultaneously (non-Aristotelian), space iS geo-
desic rather than linear (non-Euclidean) and cause and effect are

unreal (non-Newtonian).
Jane came up to me afterward and asked her question about

frigidity in a tense and serious tone.
I am no psychologist, emphatically not a psychiatrist, and 1

was not about to commit myself on such a controversial subject.

I told her that I had read a paper by an English psychiatrist who
was using LSD plus Ritalin (a stimulant drug) in the treatment of
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frigidity and had been obtaining some remarkable cures. I added
that “remarkable cures” are always reported when a new therapy
‘s first tried. and that their numbers always fall off somewhat,
after a while; they are partly a result of the hope and enthusiasm

of the experimenter (and, of course, of the patients also).
She asked me if I knew where she could obtain some LSD.

Now, as stated above, this was only the early 1960s and there
were no anti-LSD laws yet. Nevertheless, the controversy was

already raging, Leary and Alpert had been asked to leave Har-
vard and never darken its door again, and a few magazines had

published frightening and apocalyptical exposés of “bad trips”
and suicides resulting from unwise and unguided experimenta-

tion. I knew about five good sources for pure Sandoz Laborato-
ries acid, but I was also wary. Jane seemed too desperate, too

fragile.
[ gave her the name of a psychoanalyst who was experimen-

tally using LSD (dispensing it in psycholytic doses!) on some of
his patients. Whatever happens, I thought, will be on his profes-

sional conscience, and not on my amateur shoulders.
A week or so later, my wife Arlen (not Arlene) and 1 encoun-

tered Jane on the street and discovered that we were neighbors.
We invited her up for cocktails one night soon thereafter, and as
it happened she and my wife got into a deep and private conver-
sation while I was (as usual) playing the fool for the other guests.
I was given a partial report on the conversation later.
“Poor Jane,” Arlen said. “She’s got an absolutely horrible

problem and after seven years in psychoanalysis it's as bad as

=

I The distinction between psycholytic and psychedelic doses of LSD is
used in many scientific publications but seems to be ignored by popu-
larizers who either preach the “LSD utopia” or warn of the “decline
of the west.” A psycholytic dose, generally 75 or 100—or at most
200—micrograms, causes a rush of thoughts, a lot of free association,
some visualization (hallucination) and abreaction (memories so vivid
that one seems to relive the experience). A psychedelic dose, around
500 micrograms, produces total but temporary breakdown of usual
ways of perceiving self and world and (usually) some form of “peak

experience” or mystic transcendence of ego. “Bad trips” usually
occur only on psychedelic doses.
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ever. Four times a week! And the shrink hasn’t helped her yet.

After seven years!”
“Four times a week?”’ I said. “What the hell does she do for a

living? Is she chairman of the board of some bank?” At that time,
I had not met anybody whose economic level made such fees

conceivable. The few people I knew “in analysis” were going
once a week and bitching about the $25 cost in those days.

“She’s something very big at X,” my wife said, naming a
prominent ad agency on the Avenue of the Mad. I was impressed.
A woman who had risen to a top position in that gladitorial arena
must have had the sweet lusts of a headhunter.

“And she’s frigid,” I said thoughtfully.

“How did you know?” Arlen asked.

I repeated my previous conversation with Jane. “It doesn’t

take Sherlock Holmes to add that two and two together,” 1

concluded.
The next time I saw Jane she again asked how she might

obtain LSD. I countered by asking her if she had seen the doctor
I had recommended. She replied, with some bitterness, that the
newspaper scare stories had frightened him off and that he
wasn’t using LSD therapy anymore. “He gave me the name of
another shrink in Los Angeles,” she said. “But I’'m not going to
quit my job and move out there. There’s lots of underground acid

around New York. I'll find some and do it up in my own apart-

ment, without a therapist.”
Jane was a striking woman, but very frail—the first strong

gust of wind would carry her away, you might think. The thought
of her experimenting with LSD all alone bothered me. “1 know
where you can get some hashish,” I said, breaking the New York
State narcotics law, which at that time made it a crime not only
to sell cannabis drugs but to conspire to help others sell them. 1
gave her the name of a man in a cigar store on 42nd Street.

In the days to come I worried considerably about what I had
done, because 1 had known people to have the blue terrors on

hashish if they approached it the wrong way. Nevertheless, it did
seem wiser than letting her experiment with LSD without profes-

sional guidance.
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My worries were premature. The next time I saw Jane, she
was more bitter and frantic than ever. Arlen and I got her slightly

drunk, in fact, and encouraged her to talk out her desperation.
Jane, it appeared, had a new boyfriend, a pilot, who was the
Romeo of her dreams and all that jazz. Although they had made
love several times, he didn’t know yet that she was frigid—
which made me decide privately that Romeo was a little bit
dense. To make matters worse, her shrink was talking more and
more in terms of “acceptance” and “reconciliation”—"the way
they talk to faggots,” she said bitterly. “You know—"°the mature

acceptance of things as they are.” All it means is ‘I can’t change
you, so you had better just grin and bear it.” That may be okay

for faggots—they’ve got some kind of sex life, after all—but 1t’s
not why I've been paying the bastard $160 a week for seven

years! If he can’t help his patients, he should give back his
license and take up plumbing.” And so forth. I had heard the

same general rap from patients undergoing Freudian analysis

many times before.
I suggested a behavioral therapist. “They concentrate just on

relieving symptoms,” I pointed out, “and what you want is relief
from one specific symptom.” Jane didn’t care for the approach.

“It’s an offense against human dignity,” she said, somewhat slur-
ring her words due to the bourbon we’d been feeding her. “They

think we’re just machines.”
“Does that matter, if they can help?” I asked.
It was no use. Jane regarded B.F. Skinner as the reincarnation

of the mad scientist Karloff used to play in the 1930s and she
wanted nothing to do with “conditioning or brainwashing or that
kind of thing.” She wanted acid. An actress she knew had
boasted of being cured of frigidity by one single acid trip, and
Jane was sure the same miracle would happen to her.

“Did you try the hashish?” I asked.
She had. She had contacted my friend at the cigar store and

she had even gone to a “head shop” (they were new and glam-
orous then) to purchase a small metallic “hash pipe.” Because
she knew the dose I had recommended was minimal (enough
thin powder to cover the nail of the little finger) she had deliber-

ately tripled it before her last date with the pilot.
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And nothing happened. All through dinner, she kept waiting
to “turn on’” and feel those *“vibrations’ and see those colors, but
she felt the same as ever. When they returned to her apartment,
before going to bed she surreptitiously smoked another, stronger
dose in the bathroom. “I was determined 1 was going to feel

something,” she said furiously.
Nothing. It was the same as all her other sexual experiences.

A slight tension, a few twinges of something that might be very
muted pleasure, and then a sudden numbness when his excite-
ment escalated toward climax. “And I did my usual Academy

Award performance, to keep him from guessing,” she added. The

flying Adonis was a flying fathead, I decided again.
A short while later, Jane and the pilot broke up. I had never

met him—which was strange, considering that I already had an

opinion (unfavorable) about his sexual prowess.
Then, one day, 1 was invited to a peyote party. It sounded

interesting: The peyote was not to be eaten (which always causes
vomiting—an unpleasantness that the Plains Indians claim is
God’s way of ensuring that nobody but the spiritually prepared
will enter the domain of this sacred hallucinogen), but was to be
sipped in a kind of tea. This was the practice of the Indians of
Wisconsin, and was reputed to provide a gentler, more gradual
and totally non-nauseous trip. Best of all, the host was an anthro-
pologist, which in my opinion made him just as qualified—if not
more so—than most of the shrinks or clinical psychologists 1
knew. An anthropologist seemed the next best thing to my Sioux

Indian friend.
I asked if my wife and I could bring another couple, and we

were told “the more the merrier.”

We invited Jane, and she accepted eagerly. Her new boy-
friend, it appeared, was about ten years younger than she, a
graduate student in physics at Brooklyn Polytechnic, very seri-
ous, but intrigued by certain aspects of the psychedelic revolu-

tion. When I met him, before going to the peyote feast, I learned
that his interest derived from a report he had read about another

physicist who had said while on LSD, “Now I not only under-
stand that matter is energy—I can feel it!”

I explained to Jane, privately, that on the basis of the under-
ground lore I had acquired, she should not look for any sexual
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effect from the peyote during the first four hours. “Wait until
sure you've ‘peaked’—you’ll know what that means

you're :
there—and then take him home and try your sexual

when you get

experiments.” . ,
Our host was very scientific, but very genial and relaxed. He

warned us that he was taping the proceedings, and would later
:oclude it in a book, but assured us that none of us would be
identified. Our responses, without ritual and tradition, would be
compared with those of Indians who approached the sacred plant
guided by awe-inspiring rites and age-old legends.

Very light and melodious classics were playing on the
stereo—Vivaldi, Mozart, nothing heavy or “religious.” 1 won-
dered about this, but decided that our host’s main purpose, at the
beginning, was to create a sense of party and relaxation. The tea
was poured, and he added one minor touch of ceremony, saying
very soberly, “May we all find what we are looking for in this
journey.” As was my pattern in those days, 1 very quickly
entered a Laughing Buddha state (+12 on the Gurdjieff scale of
altered consciousness) and began pondering various Zen riddles
and mathematical theorems that were obsessing me. All of this
led into hilarious revelations. People soon began to ignore me,
because they couldn’t make any sense out of my few remarks
e.g., “Hey, do you know what? All things really are the same
size!” (This odd thought also appears in the writings of the
Taoist philosopher, Chuang Chou, and in certain modern theories
of the infinite derived from Cantor’s transfinite numbers. Peyote-
consciousness brings me to paradoxes but not to absurdities.)

The physicist was on an energy trip, as he had hoped, and was
discovering “auras” around things. He would have a lot of
thinking to do the next morning, deciding whether the auras were
something real or a hallucinatory visual expression of something

that was there in less visual form or just plain delusion.
A woman who had seemed rather distant and nervous at first

spent the next hours beaming at everybody and repeating “my

God” and “you’re all so beautiful” over and over.
Jane looked increasingly unhappy and kept saying “I don't

feel anything yet.”
After a few hours, Arlen and I had a yen to walk. We wan-

dered around a while, digging the street lights and the neon signs
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(Edison’s gift_s to the psychedelic era) and discussing things that
don’t belong 1in this chapter. When we found an automat we both

had the same profound esthetic experience contemplating a bowl
of cherry jello—which some readers will understand immediately

and others will regard as an idiocy.
When we returned to the party, Jane and her physicist had

left. Our host was now playing Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony and
everybody had drifted out of their chairs onto the floor, where
they were lying, with their eyes closed, following Ludwig in his
pursuit of one of the grandest fantasies humanity has ever con-
ceived. I closed my eyes, too, and followed the music into a
strange vision of Beethoven himself turning into what appeared
to be a gigantic female bull. If that sounds ridiculous, find your
own metaphor for what the last movement of the Ninth seems to

invoke.
The next day, a Saturday, Jane came to our apartment almost

in tears. Her hashish adventure had repeated itself. Nothing had
happened. Nothing. I was faintly incredulous. I had read of some
catatonic patients who had been given LSD and hadn’t shown
any reaction, but I had never heard of such a thing outside the
schizophrenic wards. Peyote 1s almost as strong as acid, and

everybody I had ever heard of had reacted in some way.
Jane was vehement, however. She had seen no new colors,

felt no new sensations, experienced no new emotions. Above all,

she had had no orgasm.
“It was terrible,” she wailed. “And the damned peyote must

have made him extra sensitive, because he knew I was faking.
He felt very sorry for me, and went down on me and tried to suck
me off. Oh, God, and I usually feel something with that, even if
not a climax, but this time I was so nervous I didn’t feel any-

thing. He was very upset and guilty and kept blaming himself. It

was awful.”
We calmed and consoled her as much as we could. Mean-

while, I made a private resolution to never again help her toward

psychedelic adventures. She was obviously not the type.

The next few times we saw her, she was more interested in
LSD than ever. It was quite clear in her mind that her failures
with hashish and peyote had been due to the comparative “weak-
ness” (!) of those drugs and that she needed the “mama of them
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all, Dr. Leary’s panacea,” nothing but pure Sandoz Laboratories
lysergic acid diethylamide (which we call LSD because Sandoz’s
name for it, in the original German, was lyserg saure diethy-
lamid). It was equally clear, in my mind, that she would have to

obtain it without my help.
The climax—in every sense of the word—came a few weeks

later. I was at home one evening, writing, and Arlen was at the
second typewriter doing the same, when the phone rang. Arlen
answered. In a moment, she signaled me to pick up the exten-

S101.
Jane was calling us, and she was in a state of ecstasy. “It's

happening,” she kept telling us. “The colors, the music—every-
thing. I haven’t felt so at home in the world since I was a little
child. It’s wonderful, wonderful.” She insisted that we come to
her apartment immediately and witness the miracle for ourselves.

Her excitement was so infectious that, in spite of our involve-
ment in our writing, we allowed ourselves to be persuaded. What

we saw when we got there was a sight to make Dr. Leary burst
with pride. Jane, always an attractive woman, was radiantly
beautiful: every harsh and angry muscle in her face and body had

relaxed. She was laughing constantly, weeping occasionally, and
generally out of her head with sensations of pleasure that she

literally had not experienced since childhood. Her physicist
friend was equally high, if in a more subdued and introspective
way, grooving on my own sort of mathematical and structural

mysticism about the shapes and forces of things. They had ob-
tained some black market acid from a Greenwich Village painter.

“This is the way I was born,” Jane said once, giggling. “This
is the way we were all born, the way puppies and kittens are
born—absolutely at home in this world and delighted with it. I
haven’t felt like this since I was about three years old. God, how
our society destroys us...” There was more of that sort of talk,
the usual reaction to the first trip, but it was touching coming
from somebody who had been as miserable as Jane.

I soon began to suspect something that made me uncomfort-
able. Jane hadn’t called us merely to witness her new acquain-
tance with joy; she and her physicist hadn’t made love yet and
she was looking for a distraction to avoid that very peculiar acid
test. I needn’t have worried. After about an hour of hilarious and
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incoherent conversation, Jane got her nerve back. She dropped a

few hints, and we took our leave.
The next morning I was curious and nervous. It had all been

so beautiful to see the night before; I hated to think that the bub-
ble might have gone smash as soon as they got to the bedroom.
Again, I needn’t have worried. She called at around ten and
spoke to Arlen, privately. I watched and saw wisps of shared
happiness on my wife’s face: the news was good. When she
finally got off the phone, she said, “What do you know? A per-
fect cure in one night. She says she reached climax eight times,
and she still sounds dizzy.” She added, “It’s nice to hear some-

body sound happy in this city.”
I had been unafraid of the psychedelics before that eXperi-

ence, and intellectually intrigued with the mental trips they had
set me on the few times I had experimented with them. Now, 1
became more positive and was inclined to join the Holy War that
was beginning to appear in our mass media. taking the side of the
Huxleys and Learys and other prophets who saw a new path to

salvation in these strange, unpredictable chemicals.
We moved to Chicago shortly after that. The last time we saw

Jane, she looked about ten years younger. She didn’t have to tell
us that her new orgasmic capacity was still with her. It was obvi-

ous 1n her new radiance and sparkle.
A tew months passed, and one day an old friend from New

York was in Chicago and we had lunch together. We began
chatting about people we’d known and Jane’s name came up.

“Poor Jane,” he said.
“Poor Jane?” I exclaimed. “What happened?”
“She’s 1n a private mental hospital. Committed herself. She

was having depressive fits and made a few half-hearted attempts

at suicide.”
As the 1960s wore on, the national mood shifted toward the

Katkaesque: Some Americans burned their draft cards and others

burned the ghettos in which they lived and some, in total repudi-

ation, even burned themselves in public; and I was to become
familiar with the pattern, which also appeared in encounter and
yoga groups (where it was less publicized) as well as in the drug
kulch: an uptight person would find liberation, the energies
would flow, the neurotic armor would fall off, a new and naked
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soul would be born—and then the old patterns would reassert
themselves and the person would sink into depression, if not
psychosis or suicide. The pattern became more than familiar, 1t
even became commonplace, as did the quest for a drug cure for
sexual problems. However, it was all new to me in the early

days. As the results of these experiments began coming in, I felt
a wave of almost supernatural dread: There, but for the grace of \

God, go I...
“In a mental hospital?” I repeated stupidly. It was all so new,

back then.
Years later, Dr. John Lilly was to write of certain types of |

transformations produced by LSD: 1

For a time, the self then feels free, cleaned out. The strength

gained can be immense; the energy freed is double... Adult
love and sharing consonant with aspirations and reality (out-
side) gain strength... Humor appears in abundance, good
humor... Beauty is enhanced, the bodily appearance becomes

youthful... These positive effects cam last as long as two (0
four weeks before reassertion of the old program takes place.

This would be a good parable for an anti-drug book (from the
U.S. Government Printing Office) if I were to stop here. In real-
ity, however, there are no ends; things flow on. I met Jane again,
about five years later. She was living on welfare, being unable or

unwilling to write advertising copy any longer. Her lover was a
boy in his teens, who obviously thought of himself as a genius

and struck me as a fool. She was practicing yoga daily and
looked young and trim. Although she didn’t give me details, it
looked from the outside as if her sex life was much more satis-

factory than it had been before the LSD.
She was writing articles (for no money) that appeared in little

publications of a new movement that called itself Women’s

Liberation.
I suppose most people would have a strong opinion about

whether her new life is better or worse than her old life. I am not
at all sure. All / do know is that, just as you read in the anti-drug
propaganda, she went from acid to a mental hospital; and, just as
you read in pro-drug propaganda, she ultimately appeared to

have been reborn as a new person.
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Overview:
The Brews of Aphrodite

Hearasay in paradox lust.
— James Joyce, Finnegans Wake

It is a psychoanalytical truism that many people turn to the
desensitizing drugs, such as morphine or heroin, in order to flee
from their sexual problems, that is, to turn themselves off eroti-
cally. This, you might say, is the modern form of the religion of

Attis, whose devotees literally castrated themselves,
The drugs that we will be most concerned with in this book

are sensitizers rather than desensitizers, turn-ons rather than
turn-offs. In all probability—we will see the evidence later—
many who have turned to those drugs are also seeking relief from
sexual problems, like Jane in our Prelude. It is not to be assumed,
however, that they can be lumped together with the first group.
They are not so much fleeing from their sexual problems as
attempting—rightly or wrongly—to grapple with them. They are
exercising what the heretic of modern psychiatry, Thomas Szasz,
M.D., calls “the right to prescribe for yourself.” They think (and
may be right in thinking) that their drugs of choice—marijuana,
the psychedelics, cocaine, the amphetamines—are actually

sexually beneficial.

49
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And some of them, I am sure, could not be considered sexual
cripples by anybody’s standards. Their erotic life was quite satis-
gan experimenting with these charismatic

factory when they be
chemicals—they merely discovered that the good can be even

better.
The drug-sex underground had no definite time of birth. One

can hazard a guess that it all began when [eary said flatly 1n
1966 that LSD was “the greatest aphrodisiac 1n the world.” Or
maybe it began in 1968 when the Beatles placed sex-magician

Aleister Crowley on the cover of Sgt. Pepper among the “people
we like.” But it may be possible to date the new religion of
ecstasy to an even earlier date: sex-and-cocaine scandals rocked

Hollywood in the 1920s; jazz was born out of the marijuana-

wreathed whorehouses of New Orleans in the 1890s.
Tallulah Bankhead once said that “Americans have a bad case

of sex in the head, and that’s a hell of a place to have it.” Actu-
ally, all sex is in the head, always—for, as modern scientists
know, everything we see, hear, smell, taste or feel is inside our
brains. It follows, then, that spicing up the chemistry of the cor-
tex and frontal lobes will alter the entire nature of human experi-
ence. Our ancestors discovered this salient fact several thousand
years ago. Primitive man, wherever anthropologists find him, has
a considerable lore concerning those local weeds, fruits, berries
or vines that are good to eat or smoke in order to pep up the brain
and experience a “different” reality. (In one shut-away plateau of
Central Asia, according to biochemist Robert DeRopp, Ph.D.,

explorers found that the local gentry had devised a way of fer-

menting horse milk and getting high from that.)
What is unique about contemporary America is not its puta-
tive “drug problem,” but the Establishment attitude that this age-

old and universal human habit is criminal, sinful and altogether
reprehensible. That joyless WASP philosophy, alas, not only
inspires increasingly absurd legislation but distracts everybody’s
attention from the questions that are really worthy of investiga-
tion such as: Which drugs are most dangerous? Which are least
harmful? How can the risky ones be handled with the least possi-
ble danger? Under what circumstances do the normally safe ones

become unexpectedly troublesome?
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The Establishment attitude is based on the self-justifying

argument, “Everything we’ve made illegal in the past is terribly,
terribly harmful, and everything we’ve Jeft legal is perfectly
safe.” The underground attitude tends to turn this argument on its
head with the assumption that only the illegal drugs are safe and
that everything else, from aspirin to the meat at the supermarket,
is, as W.C. Fields used to say “fraught with peril.” Finding where

the truth lies between these extremes is not easy.
Meanwhile, we might all remember the verdict of Count

Bismarck: “Laws are like Sausages: you respect them more if
you haven’t actually seen how they’re made.”

Drugs in Perspective

Alcohol is the most widely used and abused drug in America.
Dr. Joel Fort, director of the Center for Special Problems in San
Francisco, estimates that 100 million Americans drink booze
occasionally, which means that about one out of every two of us
at least sips. One out of five of these, or 20 million Americans.
are classified as “problem drinkers,” and there are at least six
million hard-core alcoholics.

Without doubt, a great deal of this compulsive guzzling has a
sexual motivation. Booze helps people to relax, to shed their
inhibitions, and to feel happy and self-confident. It is, in fact, the
classic “make-out” drug. (In a Peter Arno cartoon, a man is
sitting next to an attractive girl at a bar and leeringly tells the
bartender, “Fill ’er up!” His motivation is obvious.) And this is a
tragic irony, because Shakespeare was right about alcohol and
sex: booze all too often “increases the appetite but diminishes the

performance.”
Masters and Johnson, in fact, consider booze one of the

primary causes of “secondary impotence”—that 1S, sexual dys-
function in men who are normally virile, as distinguished from
“primary impotence” or lifelong inability to function. Typical of
this pattern, a man drinks too much, attempts to make love, finds
himself impotent and begins worrying. The worry (sometimes
assisted by more alcohol) provokes future failures. In time the
man comes to regard himself as impotent and may stay that way,
sometimes for several years, before he is able to bring himself to

seek therapy.
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Better knowledge of the drug called alcohol could prevent this

psycho-physical torment. A little liquor is a fairly good sex
stimulant—hence, the traditional split of champagne on the first
night of the honeymoon—but a lot 1s a different matter entirely.

In large quantities, alcohol is an anaphrodisiac, an anti-aphro-

disiac. The Romans used plenty of it at their orgies, and this has
given it a sexy reputation, but the satires of Juvenal and Petron-

ius leave no doubt that the Romans were also chronically af-
flicted with impotence, just as heavy drinkers are today. For the
erotic drug users, then, the rule on alcohol should be: Use only a
little. Bring the grapes to your Orgy, if you want to be classical,

but leave the vats of wine in the cellar.

nd most common drug in America is tobacco, used
almost neutral sexually, except that 1t
illnesses that will probably include

The seco
by 75 million—but this is
will eventually produce

impotence.
Well below booze hounds and compulsive smokers is the

third largest drug culture around: the pill poppers. About 35 mil-
lion of us are swallowing sedatives, stimulants or tranquilizers.

None of these drugs have any sex-enhancing qualities at all, and
<ome of them—such as Tofranil, prescribed by doctors more
often than psycho-pharmacologists think wise—actually produce

temporary impotence in Some cases.
The next largest group of drug takers around are the potheads.

While it may not be true that every marijuana user is employing
this drug as an aphrodisiac—which was once charged by the
archenemy of grass, former Narcotics Commissioner Harry
Anslinger—most users are aware that the weed has charming and

delightful effects on their boudoir experiences. Probably the
majority of regular users regard sex without grass (or grass with-
out sex) as distinctly inferior to sex with grass.

Then there are the acidheads which, for our purposes, means
users of any of the strong, LSD-type psychedelics. A breakdown
of specific drugs is impossible here, since most people who like
acid also like mescaline or DMT (dimethyltriptamine) and vice
versa. Besides, independent studies of black market supplies
have been made by scientists who were able to purchase various
pills from these sources, and subsequently analyzed them in a
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laboratory. Each of these studies has shown that a large portion
of what is sold is labeled incorrectly; much street acid 1S really
mescaline. Sometimes the mescaline is really acid, and almost all
the THC (tetrahydrocannabinol, or “synthetic” pot) on the under-
ground circuit has actually turned out to be a dog tranquilizer
used by veterinarians. Approximately one million Americans
have tried an LSD-type drug, and something like 200,000 take
regular trips. Although none of these drugs are, contrary to Dr.
Leary, real aphrodisiacs, many users find quite stimulating sex-

ual effects in them.

Heroin—the most sensationalized drug—is a problem only
because 1t 1s illegal. The drug’s illegality has driven the cost of a
fix upward from a few cents (the free market price) to $100-
$200 a day or more (black market), forcing most users into

thievery or prostitution. The stereotype of the “junk-crazy rapist”
is entirely inaccurate; heroin is more of an anaphrodisiac than

even alcohol and barbiturates, and the first sign of true addiction
is permanent impotence and a total lack of interest in sex.

Finally, we come to the category that ends every list—
“miscellaneous.” Nobody knows how many Americans are users

of hashish, jimson weed (also called “moon flowers”), morning
glory seeds, airplane glue, and other minority preferences. No
generalizations are safe here, since these drugs are very different
from one another. Jimson weed (datura noxia), like belladonna,
mandragora, and other members of the solanaceae family, is very
dangerous and potentially fatal if one takes an accidental over
dose. While erotic responses are occasionally reported (some-
times bordering on erotomania), this is unpredictable and the trip
is always delirious and basically schizoid. Morning glory seeds
produce the same effects as LSD or mescaline, plus nausea and
vomiting (because they are coated with insecticide). Airplane
glue definitely damages the liver and probably also damages the
brain; the high 1s brief and doesn’t relate to sex at all.

And then there’s hanging your head over a tub full of ammo-
nia—"the washwoman’s kick”—or nutmeg, or drinking wood
alcohol. These, again, are last-ditch expedients and frequently
fatal. The real sex drugs, then, are marijuana, hashish, the psy-

chedelics in small doses and cocaine.
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Drugs in Perspective

Marijuana & the Mystics
Pot lends itself to every form of sensory enrichment and has
been associated with both sex and religion for a long time. In
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India, Hindus of the Shivite sect are often seen stumbling out of
their temples, stoned into the middle of the next week, muttering
the marijuana mantra, Bom-Bom-Mahadev, which translates as
“Boom! Boom! Great Big God!”—a sensation that even irreli-
gious pot smokers will vaguely recognize. There are also several
religions based on the weed in Brazil and the Caribbean area.

In the Middle East, a stronger cousin of marijuana (also
derived from the Indian hemp plant and called hashish) played a
leading role in perhaps the most remarkable eroto-religious
movement in history, the Ishmaelian sect of Islam, also known as
the Assassins. This order was founded by one Hasan i Sabbah,
circa 1092, and wrought havoc with the orthodox Moslems and
the Christian crusaders for some centuries thereafter. Hasan’s
followers were utterly unatraid of death because they knew they
were going to paradise, whereas most people can only hope for
postmortem glorification; they knew, because they had already
been to paradise once, through the magic of the noble Lord

Hasan, and he had promised to return them there if they
remained perfectly obedient to him throughout their lives.

The secret of Hasan’s power—the trip to paradise given to all
his followers—rested upon the powerful combination of hashish

and some talented young ladies, as we shall see in Chapter Four.

Filled with hashish-stuffed food, the candidate for initiation was

ushered into a certain Garden of Delights in Hasan’s fortress
temple of Alamout, high in the mountains of Afghanistan. There,
the ladies, pretending to be the supernatural houris described by
Mohammed in his vision of heaven, performed in such a manner
that the men came out of their hashish trance with very clear
memories of “divine” sexual experiences and other unearthly
delights. None ever doubted that they had been in heaven.

The last indicates strongly that Hasan was more than just a
good drug dealer; that he was, in fact, an expert programmer of
other people’s trips long before Timothy Leary conceived of
such an occupation. Undoubtedly, the explanations or exhorta-
tion given by Hasan before the candidate went on his astral trip
to the Garden of Delights, and the words and behavior of the
houris therein, were all well-calculated to produce what psychol-
ogists now call a “peak experience”—an ecstasy far beyond that

of the normal sexual spasm of civilized man.
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5 illustrates a pot-plus-sex “peak experience.” One

begins with quite ordinary sensations, but as the sexual activity
continues and the drug takes greater hold on you, the sensations
intensify. The penis feels bigger, stiffer, and strangely “rubbery.”

Sensations of pleasure expand to more areas of the body than
1sual. One is “floating” or “high.” If one 1s self-programming the

via one of Dr. Leary’s manuals or the rituals of some older
the “astral” or hallucinatory stage soon begins:
a divine effulgence, a light that seems
he meaning of Aleister Crowley’s

mantra “Every man and every woman is a star”’—or, perhaps,
she may appear covered with jewels or flowers. With real luck
and some skill at self-hypnosis (or real magical ability, as true
believers would say), a “peak experience” will occur shortly
before orgasm. This is the terminology that Dr. Abraham
Maslow uses and, like similar terms from other sources (Freud’s
“oceanic experience,” the satori of Zen Buddhism, the Hindu

«samadhi,” Gurdjieff’s “waking up,” etc.), It is difficult to
define. It is simply the experience of total ecstasy, usually
involving a paradoxical sensation that the whole universe 1S

actually your own body.
This concept represents the general idea; it is more commonly

experienced, probably, as a kind of jagged up-and-down as con-

centration wobbles (see Figure 3).
An important minority of so-called occultists, from Hasan 1

Sabbah on, has made an effort to devise “rituals” (which Leary
and the moderns would call “programs”) to direct the trip ever
upward and thereby avoid the “wobbling” sensation.

After contact with the Assassins, the Christian order known as

the Knights Templar developed some very peculiar doctrines. In
1307, the grand master of that order and 122 members were
burned at the stake for heresy, blasphemy, sodomy and various
other charges that seem to have been tacked on just to disgrace
them utterly. The Templars had been trying to introduce sex into
the Christian sacraments and ambiguous references to a sacred

plant or herb appear in their surviving manuscripts.

Figure

trip,
occult tradition,

the lady may give forth
cosmic and eternal—this 1s t
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[ate in the 19th Century, the Ordo Templi Orientis appeared,

claiming direct descent from the Knights Templar. They used
Tantric sex yoga in association with the traditional astral projec-
n and, when Aleister Crowley

tion of the European occult traditio
became their Outer Head—what an appropriate name! Outer

Head!—drugs became a secret part of their teachings, at least 1n

some of the higher grades in certain of their lodges.
Crowley’s interest in drugs centered on hashish, cocaine and

peyote. He used the First two in conjunction with sexual matters,

both homosexual and heterosexual; peyote he used only for non-
sexual visions and trances. Presumably, he was the first white

man to fully appreciate the religious uses ot the latter drug,
which is the central—and legal—sacrament of the Native Amer-

ican Church, having 150,000 American Indian members in the

United States and Canada.
[ ike booze, marijuana can double-Cross you; if you overdose

just a little bit, you might find yourself impotent. However, many

heads who have reported this experience point out that they had
ejaculative impotence, not erectile impotence; that is, they didn’t
lose their erections, which were firmer and more long-lived than

usual, but they simply could not reach orgasm. Some say that the
non-orgasmic vibes were so good that they didn’t even regret the

absence of a climax.

Acid: Instant Zen?
LSD, in contrast with marijuana’s romantic history, began 1n

the laboratories and had only a shadowy existence in obscure
experimental work until Dr. Timothy Leary discovered what was
going on, plunged Into the research with zest and quickly in-
formed the world that God was alive and well; it has been impos-

sible to separate LSD from mysticism ever since.
Leary, moreover, was not just rationalizing his own liking for

this particular trip. Novelist Aldous Huxley, theologian Alan
Watts, and numerous others have reported that religious experi-
ences took place while they were under the influence of LSD.
Whether the government likes to admit it or not, many white
acidheads are just as sincerely pious as the peyote-eating Indians
on the reservations, and are having precisely similar astral or

hallucinatory experiences.
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Nobody connected LLSD with sex, however, until Leary
claimed 1t was an aphrodisiac. Responsible voices immediately
announced that this was false. Irresponsible and underground
voices just as quickly began claiming the reverse. In fact, this
question seems to hinge on the exact meaning of the word
“aphrodisiac.” If one means a drug that will create sexual desire
in somebody one wishes to seduce, or that will create potency in
the previously impotent—the two miracles usually attributed,
inaccurately, to the spurious aphrodisiacs of the past—then LSD
is bound to disappoint. No known drug can perform those feats.

On the other hand, many seasoned trippers now agree that
acid can enhance a sexual experience, just as grass or hashish
can, if desire and potency are already present in both partners.
The ecstasy, when this is successful, is far more intense than it is

with the hemp drugs; but sometimes this goes awry, because too
much is happening at once for the mind to concentrate on Sex
exclusively. The experience can resemble trying to copulate
while a rock band is playing full blast, or while a good movie
appears to be playing on the ceiling and God Himself is trying to

shout something important in your ear.
Sex-and-acid cults sprang up in the early 1960s, and one of

the first was the charming Kerista, founded by a former Air
Force pilot named John Presmont after a “voice” spoke to him
(while he was reading the Koran and smoking hashish) and told
him to found the world’s next great religion.

“Why me?” asked Presmont, awed.

“Because you're so gullible,” said the voice.

Presmont followed the call, and there were soon Kerista
chapters in most major cities. The teachings were summed up by
Presmont—who changed his name to Jud the Prophet—in a
statement called The 69 Positions. Each “position” began with
the word “legalize™ and the first ten were: “Legalize prostitution.
Legalize adultery. Legalize fornication. Legalize bigamy. Legal-
ize sodomy. Legalize cunnilingus. Legalize group sex. Legalize
pornography. Legalize homosexuality. Legalize lesbianism.”
And so on, for 59 additional “positions.”

Kerista quickly acquired a reputation for being a group sex
cult, which irked Jud when I interviewed him for Fact magazine
in 1964. “We don’t force any trip on our members,” he said to
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me. “If some of them want to be monogamous, that’s their own
business. Why, we’ve even got one member who’s a virgin!”
s names, just like Pope John

The Keristans all took religiou
Paul II or Mohammed Ali, except that their names were peculiar
interviewing a Tree, a

to the Keristan philosophy. I remember
Pied Piper, a Tao, and a Mordecai the Foul. There was also a

youngish girl of unknown name, who never said anything but
“fuck.” Literally, it seemed to be the only word she could—or
would—speak. Some might have considered her mentally unbal-
anced but the Keristans regarded her as possessed by a wise

spirit.
Jud claimed that he himself was in constant communication,

in those days, with the ghost of the late Russian mystic, G.lL.
Gurdjieff, via Ouija board. (Once, he reported, he picked up John
Fitzgerald Kennedy, or some low-plane spirit who pretended to
be Kennedy. The Message, curiously, was: We shall win Jackie

is an ego bitch Farewell.)
Despite Jud’s liberalism about monogamy and even virginity,

most Keristans were heavily involved in group sex. This pre-
sented the usual problems. One week, the entire New York

commune got the clap within a few days. Jud was especially
vexed because it was traced to a man who had picked up a non-

Keristan girl in Washington Square. “If 1 believed in command-
ments,” Jud told me morosely, “I'd pass an ordinance against
balling outside chicks.” He paid for everybody’s medical treat-
ment out of his government pension—which he received, much
to his amusement, for being mentally unbalanced. The proof of
his mental instability was his compulsion to form a new religion,
and the pension paradoxically allowed him to avoid working for
a living and to devote his full time to that compulsion.

Perhaps significantly, Jud was the very first person 1 ever
heard use the now popular word “vibes,” meaning astral vibra-

tions.
Eventually, Jud and his most loyal disciples moved to Central

America to get away from drug busts and other hassles that
orthodox United States society was inflicting on them. Little has

been heard of Kerista since then.
In the absence of Kerista, more sinister alternatives appeared

such as the Manson family, in which each new female member
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was initiated by an LSD trip (or any other drug, including some
weird ones, if acid wasn’t available) during which Charlie cun-
nilinged her to orgasm several times. After that experience, these
girls—like Hasan i Sabbah’s followers before them—were ready

to follow any orders, including murder.
There are quite a few other sex-and-acid cults flourishing, but

I won't mention their names as they wouldn’t appreciate the
publicity. Most derive either directly or indirectly from the
Crowley/Ordo Templi Orientis influence and Pop Zen and are
inclined to quoting from Robert A. Heinlein’s sci-fi classic,
Stranger in a Strange Land, a great deal. Their influence has
made Heinleinese—such as “deep grokking,” “share water with
me,” “"may you never thirst,” and “Thou art God”—familiar jar-

gon In every freaky or hippie hangout from coast to coast. Most
of them are harmless and just as horrified by Manson’s bloodlet-
ting as you or I. Whenever one of these groups is busted for

possession of a drug, though, the newspapers generally headline
the event, “Manson-style cult raided,” and ma and pa in the

suburbs shiver with images of knives glittering in their heads.
Too old and too respectable to be considered sinister, Louis T.

Culling has headed a sex-occult group called the G.B.G. (Great
Body of God) since the 1930s. In A Manual of Sex Magic, pub-
lished in 1971, Culling frankly admits his debt to Crowley’s
teachings. Only in an appendix does he grant that some find that
this magic works even better with marijuana, and then he adds
that the G.B.G. does not recommend this since it involves break-
ing the law.

Contemporary witches are tight-lipped about their historical
connection with strange brews. Gerald Gardner, the English
eccentric largely responsible for the contemporary revival of
witchcraft, never mentioned sex or drugs in his books, although
it is charged by Francis King, the most sober and scholarly
historian of occultism, that all Gardnerian rites end with the
priest and priestess copulating, in traditional fashion right out of
the Middle Ages, before their congregations. Many of the covens
one finds in big cities these days believe that the Witches Sabaat
was traditionally an orgy. They therefore practice it that way,

with the help of pot, acid or some other trippy and flippy
substances, sometimes including cocaine.
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Cocaine: Heaven & Hell
William S. Burroughs has described this last substance, de-
rived from coca leaves, as “the most exhilarating drug in the

world.” The Peruvian Indians have used it for centuries to keep
across the mountains. They chew a few

up energy on long trips
get exhausted, and are then able to con-

leaves every time they
tinue. There is a brief hit, like a sun exploding inside, and then a

long afterglow of a few hours. Cocaine was fashionable with the
jet-set in the 1970s (a fact which was a pivot in Easy Rider), not
only for its intrinsic properties but because it was harder to
obtain than pot, more exotic, faintly sinister because it looks like

heroin and, above all, expensive.
Sex on cocaine is much like sex on high-grade pot or hash-

ish—very intensified, but without the hallucinatory muddle often

characteristic of acid and the stronger psychedelics. What is
especially attractive to experienced heads is that, with cocaine,
you have greater control than is usual—sniffing a few grains
more when you seem about to come down, waiting a while if you

think that you are too high.
What is not so attractive is the aftermath, especially if use 1s

chronic. Depression is inevitable, it seems, and irritability usually
follows. If one continues sniffing coke, day after day (and why
not?—the user reflects—it’s so much fun) the depressions and
grouchiness subtly escalate until you have a full-blown paranoid
condition, cops hiding under the bed, your best friend planning
to poison you, the landlady doing something sinister with the
duster when you pass her on the stairs, people skulking about the

streets in a most furtive and conspiratorial manner.
The old myth that cocaine is addictive for all users (it 1sn’t)

seems to have been based on the fact that most cocaine users
who come to the attention of the authorities are addicts—of
something else—Seconal, or Demerol or heroin—usually a

sedative drug that undoes the galloping anxiety that results from
too much cocaine stimulation. Aleister Crowley made himself

unpopular in 1920 by insisting that this pattern of cocaine abuse

is not typical of intelligent cocaine use.
The same issue still haunts us. The problems of pot, hashish

and the psychedelics—all of which are not physically addict-
ing—are constantly befuddled by the Establishment’s refusal to
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recognize a difference between use and abuse, Any user, how-
ever moderate and harmless, is treated as a menace to society
and himself; any melodramatic story of horrible and reckless
abuse 1s widely published as an example of what these “danger-
ous drugs” lead to. Users grow more and more contemptuous of
accepted public opinion and the credibility gap widens and

widens.

Bad Trips

The end result of this credibility gap was illustrated in a story
from Playboy, October 1972: When students at San Mateo Hi gh
School in California were asked what famous person they would
trust as a narrator of an anti-LSD film, they answered bluntly,

‘LNObGdy"l!
While on the staff of a large magazine a few years ago, I

wanted to print the fact that four grams of niacinamide (Vitamin
B-3) will abort most bad LSD trips. The editors rejected this
because “it might encourage kids to think they can take acid
without risks.” Now, that argument may be valid, but it reminds
me of the old assertion that automobiles should not have safety
belts because such protection would just encourage drivers to be
more careless. People who are going to be damn fools probably
can’t be stopped no matter what restrictions are placed on them,
but those who want to minimize risks should have safety infor-
mation available to them.

Similarly, scare stories about bad marijuana trips occasionally
break into the press, and then get repeated endlessly in “drug
education” material distributed by the government or schools.
(The classic, about an adolescent who committed murder with an
ax while on pot, actually happened in 1928 but is still reprinted
as if it happened yesterday and is typical of pot smokers. It isn’t.)
The important information is that these panic reactions usually
occur to mnexperienced smokers, seldom last more than a few

minutes 1if treated sympathetically and intelligently by the
novice’s friends, and always come to an end within hours.

This happens even without proper supportive treatment, if the
victim doesn’t fall into the hands of the authorities (who will

treat him like a lunatic and convince him that he has, indeed, lost
his mind). This fact has long been documented by Dr. Alfred
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Lindsmith of Indiana University, but has yet to be included In

most so-called educational pamphlets. Novices are left to think
frightful or unexpected sensation,

that if they experience any
they are going to land in Ward Eight and stay there for months or

years.
So, too, bad acid trips are publicized endlessly, although
almost all the evidence suggests that they are increasingly rare.
ism, Inc., to treat LSD panics

George Peters, who founded Naturi

in the Chicago area some years ago, recently said to me that he
seldom sees a bad trip these days and spends most of his time
(people strung out on too much metham-

treating speed freaks
d Smith, of the Haight Ashbury Clinic, has

phetamine). Dr. Davi
lso commented on the scarcity of acid panics and 1S now giving

most of his attention to the heroin problem.
The drug culture, as Dr. Lindsmith predicted back in 1967,

has learned how to treat its own acid terrors, just as it earlier
learned how to treat adverse reactions to pot. Quiet, sympathetic
friends with consoling and reassuring voices, aided perhaps by a
tranquilizer or vitamin B-3, will almost always abort such

flipouts.
These bad trips, curiously, may have had much to do with the

creation of our sex-and-drugs or sex-drugs-and-magick move-
ments. That is, quite aside from wandering missionaries who
learned something from Kerista or Ordo Templi Orientis and
went forth to teach others, many may have stumbled onto these
pleasant linkages while just trying to cope with a drug panic. It 1s
common underground lore that repeating a consoling mantra
(such as the famous Om Munnee Pudmeh Hom! or even a prayer

from one’s childhood in Sunday school) often quiets such an
anxiety attack. It is also known that holding, cuddling or petting
with a loved person also has this sedative effect. Many trippers,
therefore, might have found themselves praying and balling,
without any knowledge that this is an old tradition, but just to
stave off paranoid and frightful feelings.

It is difficult to determine how many people are combining
sex and drugs regularly. Travels and conversations around the
country suggest that more than half the drug users in the nation
think that a good high is being wasted if it doesn’t climax in the
bedroom. If we assume that half of the people who have tried pot
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smoke 1t regularly, and that half of them are also psychedelic
users, this gives us approximately five million sex-drug freaks.
As increasing numbers of them become involved in the occult
aspect, due to the proselytizing of the zealous missionaries that
seem to pervade every freak neighborhood, Leary’s old argu-
ment—that drugs which are part of religious celebration are
protected under the First Amendment—may become the most

bitterly fought civil liberties issue of our age.

The present Supreme Court attitude—which allows peyote to
Indians for their ceremonies, but denies similar drugs to whites
and blacks of similar sincerity—is transparently racist and dis-
criminatory, but that is no reason to assume that it will change in
the near future. This battle has already continued into the third
millennium, and may linger on forever. “Thou shalt not suffer a
witch to live,” says the Bible; and the witches—those who prefer
their religion of ecstasy to the Christian religion of austerity—
are always going to have a rough time in Bible-thumping na-
tions. After all, Genesis says that an angel was set at the front
door of Eden to keep us out, and those who find chemical gim-
micks to sneak around through the back door are always going to

seem heretical.

Holy War

It is probably worth examining this religious tradition in
somewhat more detail. After all, in virtually every tribe there is
some version of the Garden of Eden story. Our earliest ancestors
or our first parents, we are told, lived in a virtual paradise. Pri-
vate property did not exist, and neither did envy, jealousy, rob-
bery, murder, war or government. “It was the Golden Age,” says
Cervantes’ Don Quixote, summing up what is common in the
Greek, Jewish and Christian versions of the myth. “In those days
amorous ideas found simple, natural expression in the very form
and manner in which they were conceived. Neither fraud, nor
deceit, nor malice had yet interfered with truth and plain deal-
ing.” And then came the first sin, the first error, the first trans-

gression. We have been wandering in the wilderness ever since
and (as said above), an angel is stationed at the front gate of

Eden “with flaming swords turning in every direction,” to make
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sure that we never again find our way back to that earthly

paradise. ‘ _ '
Psychiatrists and other social scientists have some Interesting
f this universal myth pattern. Freudi-

theories about the origins O
ans believe that its basis is 1n our memorics of early infancy,

when we were given everything that we wanted (as soon as we
cried for it) and no conflict had yet risen to frighten or frustrate
us. Otto Rank, another psychoanalyst, suggested more imagina-
tively that Eden 1s our distorted memory of the womb, and the
«“fall of Man’ is our traumatic recall of the shock of birth. Some
Marxists and women’s liberationists believe that there was a
Golden Age of brotherhood, sisterhood and socialism between
the agricultural revolution of 12.000 BC and the urbanization of

4000 BC.
believe that the myth is a memory of the

Some ethologists
hunting stage of much earlier prehistory (circa 4,000,000 BC to

1,000,000 BC), when we were living in accordance with our “in-
stincts,” and hadn’t become fully socialized and invented unnatu-
ral taboos to make ourselves miserable. There is even a charming
forth by Theodore Lasar of New York, that the

000 BC, hypothesized by Dr. Immanuel
golden

theory, put
alleged Great Comet of 8
Velikovsky, made mankind mad with fear, and that the

age legend is our insane recollection of the time when we were

sane.
But whatever the source of this worldwide legend, the psy-

al fact to which it attests is obvious: people can imagine

chologic
pable of

an ideal condition of happiness, but are usually not ca
imagining that they, personally, are able to achieve that ideal.
There is everywhere a consciousness of some gate, or door, or
barrier, between desire and reality. Men and women everywhere
tend to feel partially impotent and incapable of achieving what

they want to achieve.

This psycho-spiritual barrier corresponds fairly well to Saint
Augustine’s concept of “original sin,” which “clouds the intel-
lect” and gives the soul “a permanent inclination toward Evil.” It
also corresponds to Freud’s notion that everybody is neurotic
and—even more—to Dr. Wilhelm Reich’s startling diagnosis
that humanity suffers from “pleasure-anxiety,” an internal fear
that causes us to repress our “primary drives” and always substi-
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tute “secondary” and “substitute” goals, like the archer who
dares not aim for the bull’s-eye but must always force himself to
miss it by at least a few millimeters, or more often by miles.

There is a minority viewpoint. It was stated eloquently in a
movie called They Might Be Giants, starring George C. Scott,
who plays a famous lawyer who once dedicated himself to
fighting for the poor and weak, but has now become insane and
believes he is Sherlock Holmes. As his psychoanalyst (named
Dr. Watson, of course) tails him around New York City, this
genial maniac finds clues everywhere, leading him ever onward
in his search for “Professor Moriarty,” the Satan in his myth.
“You see,” Scott explains to the audience at the end, “we were

never put out of the Garden of Eden. It’s still all around us. You
only have to learn to look...” And, as the therapist, now a pupil
of the former patient, looks into the distance, the screen turns

white and the movie ends.
It was the Gnostics, during Christianity’s early centuries, who

first proposed that man could live in paradise “while still in the
flesh.” Condemned as a heresy in every church council from then
until now, the Gnostic viewpoint has never quite died out. Even
Iime magazine stated, a few years ago, that it was the most
important idea in the modern world, underlying such tendencies
as soclalism, communism, anarchism and even liberalism. Even
more, 1t permeates all the utopian heresies that have separated
out from orthodox modern psychiatry—Reich and his Orgone,
Brown and Marcuse with their prophecy of future societies that
will exist without the repression of Eros, R.D. Laing’s theory of
a mental state as far superior to normalcy as normalcy is to para-
noia, the joyous hopes of the Gestaltists and sensitivity trainers,
and the whole Human Potential Movement.

The acme, or seed center, of all these messianic visions, in our
time, 1s the Psychedelic Revolution foisted upon us by those very
naughty and mischievous shamans Timothy Leary, Doctor of
Philosophy; Alan W. Watts, Doctor of Divinity; and Aldous
Huxley, Secretary of Nature. Others, of course, aided and abet-
ted, in one way or another—poet Allen Ginsberg, novelist
William S. Burroughs, Dr. John Lilly, Dr. Humphrey Osmund,
Dr. Houston Smith, novelist Ken Kesey—the list actually is

endless. Whoever deserves the lion’s share of the credit (or
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ons of our citizens, especially |

blame), the event is upon us. Milli

among the young, are chemical Gnostics and are searching .

busily for a molecular back door to the Garden of Eden.
“oreen revolutionaries” do not believe that we must

These
£a11 short of the bull’s-eye. They refuse to

forever impotently
admit original sin, or inborn neuroses, or evel the theosophists’

“Lurker at the Threshold” (one who supposedly eats the heads of
those people rash enough to invade the higher planes without an
invitation). They will not accept the perpetual barrier between
desire and reality lamented by T.S. Eliot in his poem “The
Hollow Men.” According to Eliot’s quite orthodox Christian
view. there is a “Shadow” that always falls between “the 1dea

and the reality,” “the desire and the spasm,” “the motion and the
Act.” This Shadow is, of course, Original Sin and by definition

no man or woman can remove It.
The Drug Revolution says, like Buddha, “But it’s only a
’ At most, the 1deo-

Shadow—only an appearance, an illusion.’
logues of this cause would grant that Shadow the status of an old

tape playing in the mental stereo, imprinted with the social fears
and prejudices of our parents; and any program of that sort can
be erased and replaced by a better program if one knows the
proper neurological or yogic techniques. And, they would add
with a missionary gleam in their eyes, these techniques are
known by many, can be taught to others, and are exquisitely
accelerated by the use of the proper chemicals.

Think of your desires as realities, the slogan of the French
student revolution of 1968, is the seed-mantra of the whole dope
mystique and even appears, in different words, in so sober a
scientific student of psychedelics as the gifted polymath Dr. John

C. Lilly, who says in a passage worth quoting twice:

In the province of the mind, what is believed to be true is true
or becomes true, within limits to be found experientially and
experimentally. These limits are further beliefs to be tran-
scended. In the province of the mind, there are no limits...

This is what scientists call a pragmatic statement. That is, it is
not truth as known to the theoretician or the pure scientist in the
ivory tower; it is a generalization useful to the troubleshooter
dealing with actual events in the laboratory. (In this case, of
course, the laboratory is the human head.) What Dr. Lilly 1S say-
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ing is that the distinction between desire and reality can safely
(even profitably) be ignored by the psychedelic experimenter.
Whatever you truly believe you can do, you actually can do. Any
limits to this statement are themselves axioms of impotence, to

be transcended by reprogramming your belief system. New
limits, discovered after this reprogramming has taken place, are
further errors to be removed by further reprogramming. If this
process does not continue to infinity, it continues far longer than

one is willing to believe before attempting such mind expansion.

But that was heresy to the church fathers, and it is still heresy.
Our soctety 18 firmly committed to the dogmas that we are “con-
ceived In sin and born in corruption,” that “there is no health in
us,” and that this world is necessarily and forever “a vale of
tears.” These expressions came from three of the best-known and
most reiterated of all Christian prayers; they represent the essen-
tial pessimism that 1s the bedrock of Christian theology. He who
denies this view is not Christian.

This 1s the most marked difficulty in communication between
a psychedelic shaman and a man who was educated as a Chris-
tian. Anthropologist Carlos Castaneda states it very eloquently in
describing (in A Separate Reality) one of his problems with the

Yacqui Indian sorcerer don Juan:

What impressed me about don Juan was that he did not make a
point of being weak and helpless, and just being around him
insured an unfavorable comparison between his way of behav-
ing and mine...

“You're plagued with problems,” he said. “Why?”

“I’m only a man, don Juan,” I said peevishly.
I made the statement in the same vein my father used to

make it. Whenever he said he was only a man he implicitly
meant he was weak and helpless and his statement, like mine,
was filled with an ultimate sense of despair.

Don Juan peered at me as he had done the first day we met.

“You think about yourself too much,” he said and smiled...
“Therefore, all you have is problems. I'm only a man too, but I
don’t mean that the way you do... I’ve vanquished my prob-
lems. Too bad my life is so short that I can’t grab onto all
things I would like to. But that’s not an issue; it’s only a pity.”

I liked the tone of his statement. There was no despair or

self-pity in it.
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But don Juan, whose separate reality is created by the same
magic mushroom that originally turned on Dr. Timothy Leary,
would be pronounced guilty of the “sin of pride” by orthodox
Christian theologians. As Thomas Szasz, M.D., points out in The

Myth of Mental Illness, many people in our society develop neu-
rotic symptoms or psychosomatic illnesses because the only way

to become important in Christian culture is to be conspicuously

more pitiful than others.
Of course. the United States was not originally intended to be

2 Christian nation. Jefferson, Washington, Franklin and most of
the founding fathers were skeptics or Deists; they specifically
intended a secular government with an “unbreachable wall”
between church and state; they even wrote into the treaty with
the Moslem nation of Tripoli a clear statement that, unlike Euro-

pean countries, the “United States is not, in any sense, a Chris-
tian nation.” (So clearly understood was the principle of separa-

tion of church and state in those days that this treaty passed
Congress without any debate on that clause, and President John
Adams signed it at once, without any fear that it might jeopardize

his political future.)
But the simple ideas of the men who wrote the Constitution

are no longer acceptable in modern America, as everybody

knows. Our rulers—and, perhaps, a large number of our fellow
citizens—have decided that the open-ended government of the
founders is too radical, and an official Christian code of morals

and beliefs has been written into our statute books. You cannot
hold office in some states without believing in an anthropo-
morphic form of god; you cannot make love to your own wife, in
many states, except by methods found acceptable to tinhorn
Baptist legislators. And, of course, you cannot practice a
psychedelic religion—or, at present, pursue psychedelic scien-

tific research—in any state.
So this is a book, not about ordinary criminals, but about

heretics. It is not about a “conflict of generations” as the popular
oversimplification would have it; it is about a religious civil
war—the worst that Christendom has experienced since Protes-
tantism split off from the Church of Rome in the late Middle
Ages. It is about two opposing views of mankind and the odium

theologicum that their conflict has generated. It is, in short, a
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postscript to Andrew Dickson White’s famous thousand-page
tome, The History of the Warfare Between Science and Theology,
except that, in this case, orthodox science and orthodox theology
are on the same side. These old enemies have united against a
handful of radicals who have infiltrated both camps.

Nobody—not even Newt Gingrich—should be so naive as to
believe that this conflict will be settled easily once all the
heretics are imprisoned and silenced. Our ancestors learned—
after they had toasted one million to nine million “witches”
according to various estimates, and perhaps an equal number of
fellow Christians since the Inquisition was founded in the Eighth
Century—that 1deas cannot be burned at the stake. Nor can pris-
ons be built fast enough to hold all those who, every day, be-
come converted to the psychedelic faith in “better living through
chemistry.” This 1s especially true because the real heart of the
Drug Revolution—hardly ever mentioned in public, but never-
theless widely suspected—is, and always has been, sex.

The Witch Hunt Metaphor

The first overt admission of the central role of sex in the
Psychedelic Revolution appeared in the September 1966 issue of
Playboy, in which Dr. Timothy Leary said bluntly in an inter-
VIEW:

The sexual impact is, of course, the open but private secret
about LSD, which none of us has talked about in the last few
years. It’s socially dangerous enough to say that LSD helps
you find divinity and helps you discover yourself. You're
already in trouble when you say that. But then if you announce
that the psychedelic experience is basically a sexual experi-
ence, you're asking to bring the whole middle-aged, middle-

class monolith down on your head...
The sexual ecstasy is the basic reason for the current LSD

boom. When Dr. Goddard, the head of the Food and Drug
Administration, announced in a Senate hearing that ten percent
of our college students are taking LSD, did you ever wonder
why? Sure, they're discovering God and meaning, sure,
they're discovering themselves; but did you really think that
sex wasn't the fundamental reason for this surging youthful
social boom? You can no more do research on LSD and leave
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out sexual ecstasy than you can do microscopic research on

tissue and leave out cells...

The LSD session, you see, is an overwhelming awakening

of experience; it releases potent, primal energies, and one of
these is the sexual impulse, which is the strongest impulse at

any level of organic life.

Once this is admitted, we have obviously come full circle
back to the days of the Holy Inquisition, for it is precisely this
double diabolism—drugs plus sex—which was the “crime” of
the majority of accused “witches” burned at the stake by that
august body. If one looks through Margaret Murray’s The Wiich-
Cult in Western Europe or G. Rattray Taylor’s Sex in History,
one will find that the same general charges appeared again and
again in the witch trials. The same charges, virtually without a
shred of difference, occur in contemporary newspaper Stories,
whenever a youngsters’ “commune” is raided by the police. One

can even put this into a table, as follows:

Table 1

Typical European witch trial
circa 1490

The accused are arrested in a wood-
land meeting place

The accused are said to worship a
Horned God, perhaps Satan Himself

The accused are alleged to have
engaged in “obscene” or “bestial”

orgies

The accused are said to seek religious
visions with drugs, most commonly
belladonna, thorn apple or mandrake

The accused are typically defiant, in
the manner of heretics, not guilty in
the manner of ordinary criminals

The accused usually come from either
the lower class (peasants, serfs) or
from the young scholars

Typical American drug bust
circa 1990

The accused are arrested in a rural
“commune”’

The accused are said to worship
Hindu or American Indian or other

non-Christian divinities

The accused are alleged to have
engaged in “obscene” or “bestial”
orgies or, at least, to be sexually

casual

The accused are said to seek religious
visions with drugs, most commonly
LSD, hashish, peyote or marijuana

The accused are typically defiant in
the manner of heretics, not guilty in
the manner of ordinary criminals

The accused usually come from
either the lower class (Negroes,
Mexican-Americans) or from the
young intelligentsia (students)
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The offense is a “crime without vic- The offense is a “crime without vic-
tims”’ or a crime by definition, not a tims™ or a crime by definition, not a
real crime against persons or property  real crime against persons or property
But society paradoxically demands But society paradoxically demands
harsher penalties than are given for harsher penalties than are given for
crimes against persons or property mMOost crimes against persons or prop-
erty
General charges of Satanism, anar- General charges of treason, commu-
chism, black magic, murder, etc., are nism, black magic, “un-American-
often directed against the class of 1sm,” etc., are often leveled against
offenders (the “witches™) the class of offenders (the “dope
fiends™)

According to a popular school of rationalistic historians of the
last century, there never were any “witches” and the Holy Inqui-
sition was just an outbreak of paranoia among the celibate priests
of Roman Catholicism. According to Dr. Margaret Murray’s
revisionist theory, there were “witches”’—worshippers of the pre-
Christian horned god of fertility, best known as Pan or Diony-
sus—and the “paranoia” of the churchmen consisted only of
ingrained religious bigotry that compelled them to believe that
any pro-sexual religion must be Satanic in inspiration. According
to Rev. Montague Sumners and other pro-Catholic revisers of
Dr. Murray’s revisionism, the witches were so Satanists after all
and delighted in all manner of murder and atrocity. Whatever the
trruth concerning those tragic trials of 400 and 500 years ago, it is
obvious that the same psychological pattern is at work in our
psychedelic struggle today.!

That pattern can be defined in a number of ways, but most
fundamentally it is a conflict between those forces that Freud
called the superego and the id. The superego—the self’s “harsh
master,” Freud called it—is the angel guarding the door to Eden
with a flaming sword; its archetypal religious expression is
Christianity, that most social of all religions, which asks each
individual to consider all others before himself. The id—the

e

| perhaps, in the year 2598, some historians will claim that there never
were “hippies,” while others will claim that hippies existed but didn’t
actually smoke marijuana, and a third group will insist that the
hippies, always stoned out of their skulls on belladonna, ran through
the streets attacking innocent bystanders.
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raw power of instinct itself—is the force that sends us
looking for another entrance; its
Dionysianism, the cult of

primordial
around to the back of Eden,

archetypal religious expression 18
deliriant drugs that burst 1nto Athens from somewhere in the East

during Greece’s prehistoric period, approximately between

1000-900 BC. The German philosopher Nietzsche said that his-
tory is coming, 1n our time, to take the form of a final conflict

between Christ and Dionysus, and that certainly seems to be the
case in America today. The Reverend Billy Graham, the classic
Christian,” sits as an adviser to Presidents, while Dr. Timo-
the Dionysian spirit of dope and ecstasy is sentenced

s into exile, only to be recaptured.
d literary critic Leslie Fielder was not exag-

“pale

thy Leary,
to 40 years and flee

The distinguishe
gerating when he said:

In fact, I would say this particular generation gap might almost

be called chemical warfare—the pot-heads versus the booze-

heads. Actually, though, it would be more accurate to call it

religious warfare—but only the pot-heads realize that there i1s a

religious issue at stake...
Drugs have always been considered either sacred or diabol-

ical. The background of drug use in history involves charms,
magic potions, holy sacraments and Devil’s orgies. In more

advanced societies, the same cluster of ideas carries over into
our modern distinctions between legal intoxicants, which are
good, and illegal dope, which is bad. But that is purely a mat-

ter of social definition.

In the Playboy Panel on drugs dur
made these remarks, Baba Ram Dass (formerly
Alpert) commented:

Precisely. Every religion 1s a way of arriving at a certain state
of consciousness and every society is based on a particular
religion. Naturally, since any staie of consciousness can be

induced by a specific drug or group of drugs, you are going o
find each society accepting certain drugs and bitterly con-
demning others.

In this holy war, I write as a war correspondent, awash in a
deluge of propaganda from both sides. I have tried to gather the
most accurate information available on the actual effects of vari-
ous drugs on sexual drive and sexual performance. Since we are

ing which Professor Fielder
Dr. Richard
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concerned here with a theological and legal conflict as well as a
scientific field for investigation, there is little consensus. Trying
to find out what a drug really does to the human mind and body,
in America today, is like trying to find out who shot first at
Waco or Ruby Ridge. “Only God knows for sure, and He isn’t
telling.” All that the objective reporter can do, then, is to print
the claims of both sides and let the reader decide for himself who

can be trusted.
What I have tried to show is that the current “psychedelic

genocide” (as Michael Aldrich, Ph.D., has called it) is not unique
in history. We have been through all this many times in the past

(the witch hunts were only the last large-scale example) and,
with so much emotion involved, the real facts (even when they

can be discovered) will scarcely change anybody’s mind.

Do you deny that? Just imagine what would happen if LSD
were proven to be as dangerous as the automobile—i.e., if it
killed 50,000 of us per year. Would acidheads then give up this
drug? No more than drivers will give up their cars despite the
mathematical risk; the acidheads will decide, just like automobile

drivers, that the statistical risk 1s worth the rewards. Similarly, if
it were demonstrated that marijuana cures cancer, would Wash-
ington then legalize 1t? If you think the answer is “yes,” you are
wrong. There is already evidence—which we will quote later—
that marijuana 1s useful in treating AIDS, cancer, headache,
neuralgia, melancholy and depressive psychosis, insomnia, loss
of appetite and that, moreover, it may be more effective than any
tranquilizer currently on the market. None of this has lessened
the odium theologicum against the weed in governmental circles.
In 1996, for instance, the voters of California approved the
legalization of marijuana for some medical uses (AIDS and can-
cer, chiefly) if prescribed by a qualified physician. President Bill
Clinton—whose middle name, ironically, is Jefferson—immedi-
ately proclaimed that the people of California had no right to
meddle in their own affairs. Further rumbles from Washington,
chiefly from the Justice Department, threatened doctors who
wrote prescriptions for the taboo herb. Two years later, a few
brave and humane physicians continue to prescribe the “devil
weed” for patients who seem to really need it, but the majority of
M.D.s are afraid to take the risk no matter how many patients
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nful deaths. It reminds one of H.L. Mencken’s verdict

suffer pai _
gest force in human behavior. Doctors

that cowardice is the stron |
seem to have more of it than most professions.
So: We have here a religious war; and theological bias, rather

than scientific objectivity, determines what most writers will say
on the subject. The writings themselves are all war propaganda.
Nonetheless., an objective investigator can hope to disentangle
some of the truth from the worst of the lies, and that is attempted

here. I will endeavor to state what each drug discussed here will
drive. and what side effects (if any) will

probably do to your seX
probably come in its wake. What you do with this information 1s

your own business, and you do it at your own risk.
Of course, the whole religious dimension of this problem is

often denied these days. Huston Smith, Ph.D., Professor of
Religion at Massachusetts Institute of Technology, has his own
brief way of answering those who insist that drug experiences
and religious experiences are totally different and unrelated. He
merely asks such skeptics to read the following two autobio-
graphical passages, and decide which is an account of a “tran-
scendental” experience with drugs and which is a “transcenden-
tal” experience without drugs. Both are entirely typical of the
“mystic” writings of the past, and of current psychedelic confes-

sions. Which is which?

Passage A

Suddenly I burst into a vast, neéw, indescribably wonderful uni-
verse. Although I am writing this over a year later, the thrill of
the surprise and amazement, the awesomeness of the revela-
tion, the engulfment in an overwhelming feeling-wave of grati-
tude and blessed wonderment, are as fresh, and the memory of
the experience is as vivid, as if it had happened five minutes
ago. And yet to concoct anything by way of description that
would even hint at the magnitude, the sense of ultimate real-
ity ... seems an impossible task. The knowledge which has

i fused and affected every aspect of my life came instanta-
neously and with such complete force of certainty that it was

impossible, then or since, to doubt its validity.
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Passage B

All at once, without warning of any kind, I found myself

wrapped in a flame-colored cloud. For an instant I thought of

fire ... the next, I knew that the fire was within myself. Direct-

ly afterward there came upon me a sense of exultation, of

immense joyousness accompanied or immediately followed by

an intellectual illumination impossible to describe. Among
other things, I did not merely come to believe, but I saw that
the universe is not composed of dead matter, but is, on the
contrary, a living Presence; I became conscious in myself of
eternal life... I saw that all men are immortal; that the cosmic
order is such that without any peradventure all things work
together for the good of each and all; that the foundation prin-
ciple of the world ... is what we call love, and that the happi-
ness of each and all is in the long run absolutely certain.

Dr. Smith points out that when this problem was first submit-
ted to his students, twice as many guessed wrong as guessed
right. To give the skeptical reader ample opportunity to work on
this fairly without cheating, 1 have buried the answer in a later
chapter.

And for those who cannot see any link between sex and reli-
gion, 1 offer the words of 11th-Century French poet, Pierre
Vidal: “I think I see God when I look upon my lady’s body
qude.” Vidal, according to the biographies I have seen, was not
even on drugs when he wrote that pious sentiment.




INTERLUDE

Slouching Toward

Bethlehem:
The Story of Leonard

Marijuana addicts are gregarious and prefer to smoke in the
company of others rather than alone... There is a loss of time
and depth perception... There is a general loss of inhibitions
and the user indulges in behavior he or she would not normally
even consider... Crimes of violence such as robbery, burglary,
assault, rape, and homicide are common to persons under the
influence and it usually is in this condition that the user tries

his first injection of heroin...
— Drug Abuse is an Escape to Nowhere

Green County Sheriff’s Department (Ohio)
Revised 1972 edition

“Would you mind if I jack off? Leonard asked. His wife, in
the chair next to him, smiled—she was accustomed to his whim-

sical ways.
I was just learning Leonard’s habits, however. “Right here in

my living room?” I asked stupidly.

“Why not?” he asked suspiciously. “Do you still have some of
those lingering Puritan hangups?”

I was stumped. The ordinary American would tell Leonard he
was a nut and throw him out the front door, but I have long been

a spokesman for an extreme right-wing libertarianism that prides

78




Sex, Drugs & Magick 79

.1self on being more radical than left-wing anarchism. I would
not want it to be known that I had inflicted any subjective preju-
dices on somebody else’s sexual freedom. “Well,” 1 said grop-
ingly, knowing I had a reason but not quite remembering it, “my
kids, you know. They’re all under six, and they talk about every-
thing they see. By the time they tell the neighborhood kids about
you beating your meat with the rest of us sitting around watch-
ing, it’ll be a pretty weird story. I don’t mind being chased out of
town for my own eccentricities, but I don’t want to be in trouble

for yours.”
It sounded weak to me, but Leonard was an ultra-libertarian

also. He nodded thoughtfully. “Yeah,” he said, “I shouldn’t make
you pay for my trip.” He got up. “I’ll be in the john for a few

minutes,” he said.
For Leonard—as he was 1n those days—this was a fairly typi-

cal experience. Unlike Jane, whose story was told in the Prelude,

[ eonard was not an adult with a fully-formed and fairly well-set

perscmality structure when the Drug Revolution of the 1960s

began. He was, in fact, 12 years old when Dr. Timothy Leary ate

four magic mushrooms in Cuernavaca, Mexico, in 1959 and had

an experience in which “the space game came [0 an end, the time
game came to an end, and the Timothy Leary game came to an
ond.” Leonard was only 16 when Harvard asked Dr. Leary to go
elsewhere in 1963, and he was 18 when most of the anti-LSD
laws were passed in 1965, which was when I met him and his
wife., a 22-year-old psychology major named Sandra.

1.eonard was a kid whose adolescence was shaped and mold-
ed, in numerous ways, by the Drug Revolution, by the Sex Revo-
lution, and by the Political Revolution, all of which were at their
peaks in those years.

[.eonard was an anarchist, a communist, a mystic, a bit of a
fascist, a social creditite, a technocrat, a back-to-nature agrarian,
and. above all, a sexual revolutionary, all more or less at the
<ame time; or so it seemed since these enthusiasms came and
went so quickly that they seemed to occupy his passions simul-
taneously. He claimed, also simultaneously, that everybody
<hould reside on farms and have all their work done for them by
machines, that we should live in harmony with nature and build
bigger and better computers, and that the government should
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distribute purchasing power (social credit) to everybody, whether
they were in need or not (to discourage them from unnecessary
labor), and that there should be no government because the tribal

form of society was most in keeping with our primate biology.
Naturally, he had a very high IQ. Dimwits do not acquire such

remarkable notions.
Above all, however, Leonard believed that our ‘“bullshit soci-

ety” had alienated us from our true drives. Unlike Freud, Reich,
Marcuse and others who have taken a similar position, Leonard
did not assume that he knew what our tru€ drives are. Quite the

contrary, he was dogmatic in opposing all dogmatism about this
delicate issue: he insisted that our true drives had to be discov-

ered. He was trying to discover these primal instincts by doing
idden by society; 1if he enjoyed an experiment,

everything forb - _ 2 _
if he didn’t enjoy it, then it

then it was one of our primal drives;

was a perversion.

Hemingway seems

to have had the same empirical approach
when he wrote that “the Good” is that whic

h makes you feel

good.
I eonard liked me because I was almost as confused as he,
slave wages on a

having left a good job in the city to work at
small-town newspaper, just to provide my children with a rural
environment. I also believed in technocracy while I was fleeing
m my own right-wing perspective, I
” dictums might be more
lly prescribed

from it personally, and fro
believed that many of his “fantastic
plausible social programs than the panaceas usua

by liberals.
Nevertheless, I did look with some skepticism on his chang-

ing sexual and dope enthusiasms.
One day he and his wife Sandra drove over from the college

they were attending and he immediately told me his latest dis-
covery in the field of primal instincts. He had tried on some of
Sandra’s underwear and liked it. “I’m wearing her panties and

girdle right now,” he said gleefully.
Nobody would have guessed it. On the surface, he appeared to

be the very picture of a 1965 college student—that is, he looked
like a very poor cowboy. His ragged levis and sweatshirt certain-

ly didn’t suggest transvestism.
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“How does it feel?”” I asked in my best non-judgmental tone—
the one I used when interviewing John Birchers for my news-
papet

“It’s groovy,” he said. “Every time I remember what I'm

wearing, I start to get a hard-on.”
This phase lasted a few months. Every time 1 saw Leonard

and Sandra, he had some new items of women’s underwear to
brag about. By this time they had worked out a routine: they
would walk into a ladies’ wear store together, the ideal young
marrieds—and nobody guessed that the frilly silks that they

bought were actually for him.
Then there was Leonard’s anal phase. Even before Myra

Breckenridge, he decided that there was a primordial instinct
which demanded that men be buggered by women. (Are you
reading this, Andrea Dworkin?)

“Er, how do you manage that?” I asked when he bragged

about this latest discovery.

“With a Coca-Cola bottle,” he said.

“Oh,” I said thoughtfully. “I’m not sure, but you ought to look
up prolapsed anus in some medical books. I think you can turn
your asshole inside out and really hurt yourself with a bottle that

way. It creates a vacuum, I think.”
“Oho!” he cried. “Maybe that’s why I was bleeding the last

time we tried 1t.”

Sandra was always very quiet and repressed, like most psy-
chology majors. Aside from helping Leonard in his various sex-
ual manias, she didn’t seem to have any personality traits to dis-
tinguish her from a million other white, Protestant, Midwestern
girls her age. Maybe that was why she helped him.

“You were right about that prolapsed anus,” Leonard told me
the next time I saw him. “We gave up that Coke bottle and
bought one of those fancy vibrators. Wow, man—wow!”

Naturally, Leonard and Sandra had to make the orgy scene

eventually.
“It was groovy,” he told me later. “They had cocaine and |

was sniffing and coming, sniffing and coming, all night long.

Out of fucking sight!”
Before the reader rushes out to lay in a year’s supply of

cocaine. let me remind you that Leonard was 18 at that time.
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Many young males around that age are (for a few years) as

multi-orgasmic as mature females may be without cocaine.
Leonard’s dope manias were as frankly experimental as his

sex adventures.
For a while, when I first met him, 1t was grass. Grass was the

It not only expanded consciousness, enriched sex
and proved the existence of God, but it absolutely turned all
users into pacifists. “All we gotta do is turn everybody on and
there’ll be no fucking Third World War,” Leonard proclaimed on

one occaslion.
“The Hell’s Angels smoke a lot of grass and they’re not exact-

ly pacifists,” I pointed out, gently. “And then there was Hasan i

Sabbah...”
“Well, there’s something in that,” [Leonard admitted. “Some

people need a hell of a lot more grass than others before it begins
to loosen them up. Besides, the Angels louse it up by mixing it

with booze and that’s always a down trip.”
That’s what I liked about Leonard. He always listened to your

arguments and even thought about them, at least briefly. He was

never really 1nsane.
Later. of course, Leonard’s panacea became LSD.

“I was fucking Sandra,” he’d tell anybody who would listen,
«and the acid made all my consciousness go into the very top
eighth inch of the head of my penis. That’s all I was—just that
fragment of flesh entirely surrounded by cunt and pulsating with
joy. Then—boom!—I wasn’t even that. I was nowhere, and yet 1

was everywhere. Now, that’s exactly what the Hindus call

Samadhi—union with the AlL”
It was. of course, his dream to put acid in the Washington

water supply. “Even LBJ will fall in love with the world and stop
killing people,” he would enthuse.

[ eonard suffered a terrible depression when it was widely
published in the underground press that LSD breaks down into
inactive components when placed in running water under sun-
light and therefore would be wasted if put in the water supply.
“Christ,” he said, “things are never as easy as they seem. We’'ll
have to find another way to get to LBJ.”

The blood of the rebels runs thin, as Bernard Wolfe once
remarked: after a few years, small-town life palled on me and 1

millennium.
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began hunting for a big-city job again. I moved back to New

York and lost touch with Leonard and Sandra.
We did meet again—East Village in a coffeehouse. His then

current passions were cocaine and homosexuality.
“I think the coke fucks up your brain,” he told me worriedly,

“but I'll stop before it does any serious harm. You’d be surprised
what it does for your orgasm, baby. Oh, Lord, Lord!”

I asked 1f he was still married to Sandra.
“Oh, yes, man, she’s still my mother angel,” he said rhapsodi-

cally. “We're balling the same guy. All three of us sniffing and

coming, sniffing and coming, all night long.”
Of such 1s the Kingdom of Heaven, I thought whimsically.
Years passed; I got older; it was 1972 and the optimism of the

1960s revolutionaries was just an ironic memory. One day I was
in a post office in Chicago and a voice at my right shoulder said,

“Bob Wilson?”
I turned and looked at a face I didn’t quite recognize. There

was a new beard, conservative clothing and some of the veneer
of adulthood—but one feature remained. There was that unmis-
takable glint in the eyes—the glow that revealed one who was
still in hot pursuit of “truth” and had finally caught “it” by “its”
shirttails and was about to possess it whole. “Leonard?”’ I asked.
“Yes,” he said, “and I've often worried about the bad influ-
ence I must have been on you in the old days. The terrible things
[ used to do, and how hard I tried to get others to do them, too!”
(Uh-oh, I thought.) “But I have found peace now, 1 have been

reborn through our Savior Jesus Christ, and 1...”
“It’s always good to see an old friend,” I said quickly, “but I

have to rush to catch a train.” I was already in flight.
“Wait, wait,” he said, “take this pamphlet...” I could still see

his mouth moving as I hurried out the door.
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Horned Gods & Horny
Potions

One must sell it to someone, the sacred name of love ... all
thinking all of it, the It with an itch in it, the All every inch of
it, the pleasure each will preen her for, the business each was

bred to breed by... The law of the jungerl.
— James Joyce, Finnegans Wake

The human brain consists of about two and one-half pounds
of an oatmeal-like goo. (The stiffer, starchy-looking brains seen
in laboratories or movies are dead; the rest of the body looks
equally plastic after death.) In this goo—"this enchanted loom,”
neurologist Sir Charles Sherrington called it; “this hive of anar-
chy,” novelist Bernard Wolfe said more poetically—there are
several billion separate cells, each one of which might be in an
electric hook-up with any one, any dozen or any thousand of the
others at one time. Each such circuit is a registration or response
to something that has been impinging on the nervous system,
either from deep inside itself in muscles, glands or cells, or from
as far outside as the stars at night.

Architect-poet Buckminster Fuller sums it all up in one, fine,

unforgettable paradox: “Everything we see,” he says, “is inside
our own heads."” That is, we do not see with our eyes, but with

our brain-plus-eyes working as a unit.
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Thus, if a person has been blind and has his sight restored by
an operation, he will not see what we see. He will see a whirling
chaos, and it will probably frighten him; it is only gradually, over
a period of months, that he will learn, through coaching by his
doctors and nurses, to see what we see. We will not regale the
reader with the neurological theories that attempt to explain why
an LSD trip sets the experimenter into this same whirling chaos.

Needless to say, we also hear with brain-plus-ears, taste with

brain-plus-tongue and, in general, know everything only through
its registration inside our heads on what William S. Burroughs

calls “the soft machinery” of our brain tissue.
Thus, under hypnosis, a person who has been given salt and

told that it is sugar will taste it as sweet—thereby illustrating the

brain-plus-tongue phenomenon. Similarly, a hypnotized subject
shown a green circle and told that it is red will see it as red. That

is because we see with brain-plus-eye. !
Now, obviously, anything that affects the brain will affect our

perceptions of the whole universe. Frontal-lobe epilepsy—a
disease of the brain that has afflicted such illustrious persons as

Julius Caesar and the Russian novelist Feodor Dostoevsky—
illustrates this process clearly. In his attempts to describe this
condition, Dostoevsky sounds exactly like a modern acidhead,
saying that, despite the pain associated with the fit, “I feel entire-
ly in harmony with myself and the whole world ... for a few sec-

onds of such bliss one would gladly give up ten years of one’s
life, if not one’s whole life.” It 1s nonverbal, like acid and other

trips we will be discussing, because our language was invented

to describe other, more statistically normal perceptions. Dosto-

evsky (and other frontal-lobe epileptics) even describes a great
“white light” that also has been seen by LSD trippers and Orien-
tal yogis. (A rock group called The Clear Light 1s evidently
named after this experience, which philosopher Alan W. Watts—
who experimented on himself with LSD while it was still legal—

I In other experiments, the subjects have not seen the green circle as
red but as a color close to red (orange or yellow). This is not under-
stood, but the reader can have some fun trying to dream up his own

explanation.
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suggests might be the brain’s perception of itself when all the

electrical circuits are turned on at once. Maybe.)
But (and the reader must know we have been leading up to

this), a more common way of transforming the brain is via drugs,
which can be self-administered, unlike epilepsy, which has to be
inherited. It is also true (despite the hysteria in Washington) that
quite a few drugs are, if taken in small doses, considerably less

unpleasant than epilepsy. (They are also less unpleasant than
cancer. If such moderate statements sound like pro-drug propa-
ganda, I am truly sorry; as Dr. Humphrey Osmund has said, it
has been difficult, since about 1965, to make any true statement

about drugs without sounding like a part of the dreaded “drug

cult.”)
The discovery of mind-expanding, mind-blowing, mind-

bending and mind-transcending properties of drugs seems to go

back to the Neolithic (“New Stone™) Age, if not earlier. Our
Neolithic ancestors in the Near East buried their dead facing east

(suggesting some form of sun worship) and placed marijuana in

the grave (suggesting some psychedelic or religious use of that
plant). In Mexico, statues dated at 1000 BC or earlier show the

“magic mushroom” psilocybae mexicana with god-figures

emerging from it, strongly suggesting that the religious use of
this hallucinogenic (which was observed by the invading Span-

iards in the early part of the 16th Century and still exists today),
dates back at least that far. The first brewery was built in Egypt

in the third millennium BC.
It is not to be assumed that our ancestors had any theoretical

scientific knowledge of how these brews and herbs were affect-
ing their brains. Rather, their knowledge must have been crudely
empirical—Ilike that of American teenagers today: “Hey, man,

just chew this berry and see what happens!” (Yes, there is a
hallucinogenic berry—the Pakistani—and it is known throughout

the Middle East, and, according to William S. Burroughs, is

quite like the South American hallucinogenic vine, yage.)
Needless to say, if drugs can change the way in which the

brain sees, hears, smells and assembles meaningful form out of
the chaos of sensation, they can also radically transform the

nature of sexual feeling.
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This undoubtedly is the point at which our ancestors (who
were just as horny as we are) became acutely interested in the
subject of drugs. The search was soon on for potions of Aphro-
dite—chemicals with uniquely sensuous kicks. And, since this
was before the invention of Christianity, these erotic eucharists

were more often identified with religion than with sin.

The Solanaceae

Back in college, most of us encountered John Donne’s poem
“Song’ that begins:

Go and catch a falling star,
Get with child by mandrake root,

Tell me where all past years are,
Or who cleft the Devil’s foot.

Some readers may even remember the footnote to the second
line, which explains that the Elizabethans believed a woman
could become pregnant via the mandragora or, as it was then
called, mandrake. Actually, that was one of the later superstitions
to be connected with this plant. Earlier, it was believed that the
mandragora was a powerful aphrodisiac, and this belief was pre-
ceded by the notion that the plant was connected with religious
visions and the peculiar frenzies of the death-and-resurrection
cults that came into Greece from the Near East shortly before the
time of Plato (Fourth Century, BC).

These cults, which are treated at length in Sir James Frazer’s
classic of anthropology, The Golden Bough, worshipped a series
of gods said to have died and then risen. These include Dionysus,
Attis and Tammuz from the East, and Osiris from Egypt. Like
Christianity, which appeared several centuries later, these cults
held out the promise that every worshipper could repeat the
gods’ miraculous feat. Unlike Christianity, however, they offered
a kind of “proof” of this assertion—that is, an experience that
apparently convinced the worshipper that he had been dead and
returned to life, or had been to a place where life and death were

not opposites but parts of the same continuum. This experience
involved the use of mandragora and, also, on occasion, henbane

and thorn apple.
These three drugs have two things in common: They are all of

the solanaceae family, and they are all reputed aphrodisiacs.
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chedelics but unlike true narcotics,

produce excitation rather than torpor and lethargy; they also
produce hallucinations which, for a time, completely overwhelm
reality—which is often rumored to happen, but virtually never
does happen with a true psychedelic. For example, on LSD,

confusing misperceptions shift rapidly and, therefore, are never
taken seriously. The situation rather resembles Lewis Carroll’s

poem:

Solanaceae drugs, like psy

He thought he saw a banker’s clerk descending from a bus
He looked again and saw it was a hippopotamus

With mandrake, what is seen tends to remain constant and to
be believed, even if it is something as implausible as a polar bear
.1 a black turtleneck sweater lounging in the corner of the room.
(This was actually seen by Ronald Weston, an advertising exec-
utive who experimented with belladonna, another drug in this
family, and wrote about his experience for Fact magazine, Vol.

I. No. I, 1963.) These drugs, unlike psychedelics, are also quite
toxic and it is easy to overdose and kill yourself. Hence, our
:nformation about them is less copious than about psychedelics;

there have been fewer experimenters, or, at least, fewer who

lived to tell the tale.
This explains our cautious remark that such drugs are

“reputed aphrodisiacs.” Responsible medical opinion now holds
that there are no true aphrodisiacs. (Sorry about that.) These
chemicals do appear, however, to function part of the time as if
their properties were Very much like those of a true aphrodisiac.

Witches & Orgies

The Dionysian revels in Greece at which these deliriants were

used had a very ripe and ribald reputation. At the witches’
Sabbaths of the Middle Ages, where a similar Horned God was
worshipped and the same drugs (plus belladonna) were copiously
imbibed, an orgy usually occurred—at least, according to the
confessions that the inquisitors obtained under torture. R.E.L.
Masters, in Eros and Evil, tells of a Goettingen professor who
experimentally tried one of these witches’ brews from a formula
found in a medieval manuscript, and experienced hallucinations
of flying to a witches’ orgy. Masters also tells of a woman who
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used these drugs for asthma relief. Due to an accidental over-
dose, she made lesbian advances to her landlady and tried to

seduce a male visitor as well.
The conventional explanation of such seemingly aphrodisiac

effects is autosuggestion. That is, the people in question knew
what the drugs were supposed to do to them and, therefore,
unconsciously programmed themselves for such effects. Unfor-
tunately for this theory, R.E.L.. Masters claims that the woman in
the second anecdote did not know the reputation of the drugs in

question. Skeptical psycho-pharmacologists would not accept
such an anecdotal “testimony” and would demand a statistical
survey of several subjects under controlled laboratory conditions.
In such an experiment, one would be able to test the distinct
possibility that the woman, as is often the case, knew more than

the doctor realized.
Like psychedelics, these drugs seem to lend themselves ex-

ceptionally well to outer- or auto-suggestion. For instance, Akron
Daraul, in his History of Secret Societies, tells of an interview
with a Tibetan lama who virtually projected Daraul’s “soul” out
of his body. Daraul, who had kept a specimen of the dinner
served to him before this interview, later had it analyzed at a
chemical laboratory and found elements of mandrake/mandrag-
ora as well as scopolamine, a derivative of henbane, which 1s
often referred to as “truth serum.” (Actually, what the subject
“reveals” is not the precise truth, but what the questioner seems
to want to hear. Scopolamine was used originally by some police
departments in Europe to obtain confessions from suspected
criminals. If the suspect were actually guilty, the confession
would be detailed and accurate. If he were innocent, the confes-
sion would be equally detailed, but inaccurate.)

Under good conditions, then, a subject who believes that such
drugs will produce a wild sexual experience is quite likely to
have a wild sexual experience. In Drugs and the Mind, Robert

DeRopp, M.D., gives a classic example from the old witchcraft

days:
In this particular trial the proceedings were made all the more
piquant by the fact that Lise, from whose confessions the trial
resulted, was the sixteen-year-old daughter of the local pastor.
This Lise was decoyed into evil ways by her lover, who per-
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suaded her to take part in the secret ceremonies to be held at
midnight in the depths of the Harz Mountains. The partici-
pants, having assembled in their secret meeting place, prepared
with suitable incantations a drink of which all partook freely.

(Dr. DeRopp concludes from other details that the drink and
the salve mentioned later probably consisted of mandrake, hen-

bane and/or belladonna.)
Soon after partaking of the drink, a frenzy seized them all,
including young Lise, who, abandoning all restraints of femi-
nine modesty, stripped herself naked, as did the others present,
and was anointed with the “witches’ salve.” Next she engaged
in a frenzied sexual orgy accompanied by the most vivid
hallucinations, in the course of which she became convinced
that every devil in hell had enjoyed her body, that she had
mounted a broomstick and soared over the mountains, that she
had seen the ovens of hell and even smelled the aroma of
roasting sinners. So vivid were these hallucinations that she

firmly believed them to be real and, in a subsequent fit of
remorse, related them to her father. That worthy pillar of the
church had no hesitation in handing over his daughter to the
authorities, who forthwith instituted a hunt for the other mem-

bers of the midnight party and, in an orgy of torture, wrung
from all of them confessions of their misdeeds. Thereupon the

entire group was ceremoniously burned alive in the public
square, the whole town turning out to watch the event.

Evidently, if Lise had expected to meet Jesus and his 12
apostles and copulate with all of them in turn, that is what she

would have remembered afterward.
The inquisitors—aided, it must never be forgotten, by instru-

ments of persuasion that might have turned Carl Sagan into a
spiritualist—obtained many confessions of orgies that would
make Lise’s experience seem like a girl scout hike by compari-
son. Many alleged “witches” confessed that incest was common
at these celebrations, not only between brother and sister or
father and daughter but between son and mother as well. (Kinsey
found that the first two mentioned varieties of incest are more
common than is generally believed, but that the last—despite its
popularity as a theme in folklore, Greek tragedy and psychoanal-
ysis—is as rare as the abhorrence for it would lead one to expect.

He never found a single real case, although he investigated the
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matter for several years.) Others confessed to varieties of sex
murder (killing the person one was copulating with) or necro-
philia, and to various kinds of sadism and masochism. Cannibal-
ism was also prominent in these confessions.

Most of this testimony can be explained as the result of the
thumbscrews and other devices used in interrogation. Others,
very likely, are real memories of hallucinations experienced
under the influence of mandrake, belladonna or thorn apple.
And, of course—witness the Manson Family—a few are proba-
bly genuine.

The 1nside view of the use of sexuality in witchcraft is given
in The Book of Shadows, which, it is claimed, is a manuscript
passed on for several centuries through various covens of the
British Isles. Here, for instance, is the Second Degree Rite,

which involves a good deal of kissing, some oralism, and mild
sadomasochism but is not quite so frantic as Lise’s confession.

High Priestess:
Hear ye, Ye Mighty Ones. (Initiate’s witch name), a duly

consecrated Priestess/Priest and Witch is now properly pre-
pared to be elevated to the Second Degree.

To attain this degree it is necessary to be purified. Art thou
willing to suffer to learn?

Initiate
I am

High Priestess/High Priest says:
[ purify thee to take this oath rightly

High Priestess strikes three on the bell. Scourge 3, 7, 9, 21!
then says:
Repeat after me. I (initiate’s witch name), swear on my

Mother’s womb, and by my honor amongst men, and by my
Brothers and Sisters of the Art, that I will never reveal any

secrets of the Art, except it be to a worthy person properly
prepared in the center of a Magic Circle, such as I am now in.

This I swear by my past lives and by my hopes of future ones
to come and I devote myself to utter destruction if I break this

my solemn oath...

I That is, the lucky candidate is whipped three times, then seven times,
then nine times and, for a grand climax, 21 times. Great fun, if you

happen to be a masochist.
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High Priestess/High Priest makes the Pentagram on the geni-
tals, right foot, left knee, left foot, genitals and says:
I consecrate Thee with Oil. [kiss]

I consecrate Thee with Wine. [kiss]
I consecrate Thee with Water. [kiss]

I consecrate Thee with Fire. [kiss]
I consecrate Thee with my lips. [Kiss]

High Priestess: _
Seventh, the Cords—bind the High Priestess/High Priest.

Initiate does this and High Priestess/High Priest gives a Kkiss.

High Priestess says:
[.earn that in Witchcraft thou must ever return triple. As |

scourge thee, thou must scourge me, but triple. Where I gave
thee three strokes, return nine, seven strokes, return twenty-
one, nine strokes, return twenty-seven, twenty-one strokes,
return sixty-three. That is 120 strokes in all. Take up the

Scourge.
Initiate does so and purifies the High Priestess with 120

strokes, then unbinds High Priestess/High Priest who gives a

kiss. High Priestess/High Priest then says:
Thou hast obeyed the Law but mark well, when thou recei-

veth good, so equally art thou bound to return good threefold.
The actual use of coitus in witchcraft, according to The Book

of Shadows, is decidedly decorous:
In ancient times the Great Rite was practiced but I do not
know of any Witches in America or England who still practice
the Great Rite. You may reject it, or if you feel closer to the
Gods by returning as much as possible to the worship of the
Ancients, then by all means do it.

THE GREAT RITE—at the end of each Sabbat Rite, the
ancient ones had to “Earth” the power that had been raised
within the Circle so that the power raised would not remain in
the atmosphere afterwards. They earthed the power by com-
mitting the “Sex Act,” which brought them down from the
mystical to the material level. Each Sabbat Rite ended with
this act and it was called “The Great Rite.”

The Great Rite 1s performed as an act of worship to the
God and Goddess. Obviously, if everybody indulged in love-
making at the end of the rite, within the Magic Circle, it would
look as if an orgy were taking place. Mostly the coveners did
this in private after leaving the Magic Circle. Sex Magic is one
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of the most powerful of all acts of Magic and not to be taken
lightly and certainly I believe should be performed in private
before the Gods.

It 1s only fair to add, lest the reader accept this too easily, that
no copy of The Book of Shadows has been produced that is more
than a few decades old. Gerald Gardner (the English bureaucrat
who after his retirement from public service became the chief
spokesman for modern witchcraft) seems to have produced the
first known copy of this text, and the very scrupulous occult
historian Francis King says bluntly in his Rites of Modern Occult
Magic that Gardner “either forged, or procured to be forged, the
so-called Book of Shadows.” Nevertheless, modern witches
accept this book as authentic, and its rites are., therefore, prac-
ticed widely today, and something very like them is, indeed.
charged in the historical records of witch trials of the past.

[f all this sounds rather perverse, the reader should remember
that the whipping is also practiced by many Christians even
today (such as the penitentes of Mexico) and has long been a
tradition of the Jesuits. The sex rite (and the solanaceae drugs

associated with it) is a part of a far older tradition.

Hierogamy, or Sex Magick

Behind this whole mystique is “sympathetic magic,” the
primitive notion that imitating a desired result will cause it to
happen. Thus, to make rain, tribal shamans in many parts of the
world will pour water through a vessel that has holes in the bot-
tom. Or, to kill an enemy, a wizard will make a doll in his image
and stick pins in it. That which is most desired by the tribe, of
course, is fertility in the broadest sense of that word—more food,
more crops, more animals and more children so the tribe will be
strong in fighting men if they are attacked. To obtain fertility by
sympathetic magic, the act of generation must be imitated.
Hence, as Frazer demonstrates at exhausting length in The
Golden Bough, some form of sexual magic or hierogamy appears
in almost every culture. In certain cultures it takes the form of
the orgy, in which every man and woman copulates in the fields
on nights that are astrologically important—May Eve, Midsum-
mer Day, Halloween, and so on; in others, it becomes the pure
hierogamy in which the ritual copulation of exalted figures, the
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king and his sister usually, is assumed to serve this function of

keeping nature green and abundant.

Figure 4
Phallic Leaden Tokens from the Seine

Thomas Wright, in his famous History of the Worship of the

Generative Organs, actually tried to prove that such sex worship
was the origin from which all later religious ideas developed.

Anthropologist Ashley Montague, a spokesman for the more
conservative and cautious approach, indicates that, in his opin-
ion, Wright’s theory may not be far from the truth. He writes:

[Wright] is not quite so sound when he goes on to say that
such beliefs and practices prevailed universally. The fact IS
that such practices and beliefs were very scarce among the
American Indians... But Wright was near enough to the truth;
such practices and the sexual symbolism associated with them,
if not universal, were in one form or another well nigh to being

SO.




In other words, if you leave out the American Indians, Wright
was I'ight.

[ insert here a few of Wright’s famous illustrations (figures 4
to 7). Please bear in mind, while looking at them, that these are
religious emblems—a concept that might be difficult for Chris-
tians or Jews to understand. And note that these idols do not
come from India, like the erotic sculptures of the famous Tantric
temples. These are European, and they indicate the alliance (or
identity) of sexuality and religion in ancient times.
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Figure S
Monument Found At Nimes in 1825

According to philologist John Allegro in his speculative The
Sacred Mushroom and the Cross, these links between eros and
religion also link back to mind drugs—specifically, to the phal-
lic-looking amanita muscaria mushroom, whose effects are simi-
lar to belladonna’s, and which is still used for magic purposes by
Siberian shamans. Moreover, according to Allegro’s hypothesis,
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it was worshipped as a god throughout Europe and Asia in the

late Stone Age. _
The 20th Century has added little to the tradition. Charlie

Manson, called the “LSD madman” by the press, was able to
convert his followers to believe that he was both Jesus and Satan

only after he had supplemented that acid diet with heavy doses of
these deliriant drugs, especially belladonna and jimson weed
(the American botanical cousin of mandrake). According to Ed
Sanders’ account of the Manson cult, The Family, one of the
disciples suffered a 40-point IQ drop after a few belladonna trips
with Charlie, and is now in a California mental hospital.

Jimson weed owes its name to the original Jamestown Colony
in Virginia, of which “jimson” is a corruption. A group of sol-
diers stationed there found it by accident, with typically unset-
tling results. According to Robert Beverley’s History and

Present State of Virginia (1705):
... the effect ... was a very pleasant Comedy; for they turned
natural Fools upon it for several Days. One would blow a
Feather in the Air; another would dart straws at it with much
Fury; and another, stark naked was sitting up in a Corner, like
a Monkey grinning and making Mews at them; a fourth would
fondly kiss and paw his Companions, and sneer in their Faces,
with a Countenance more antik than any in a Dutch Droll. In
this frantik Condition they were confined, lest they in their

Folly should destroy themselves; though it was observed that
all their Actions were full of Innocense and Good Nature.

Indeed, they were not very cleanly; for they would have
wallow’d in their own Excrements, if they had not been pre-
vented. A Thousand such simple Tricks they play’d and after
Eleven Days, return’d themselves again, not remembering

anything that had pass’d.

The nudity, combined with the kissing and pawing, again
suggests that this family of drugs does seem to have a sexually
uninhibiting effect, some of the time, on some of its users. (The
most recent report of jimson weed that I have seen, however,
suggests that it is distinctly non-sexual. The report was a news-
paper story about some kids in California who got hold of some
and tried it for kicks. They were apprehended by the police while
running down the street screaming that red, white and blue alli-

gators were pursuing them.)
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Figure 6
Roman Sculptures From Nimes
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Figure 7
Ex Voti of Wax, From Isernia

Some of the reports on these drugs from ancient Greece are
even more hair-raising than the medieval accounts of girls flying
over mountains on broomsticks. The Greek bacchantes, or wor-

shippers of Dionysus, were not only reputed to engage in fren-
zied and spasmodic sexual orgies but also, according to sober
contemporary authors, often ran amok and tore up sheep and

-
L]




other small mammals—sometimes certain authorities say, even
human children. In Euripedes’ tragedy, The Bacchae, King
Pentheus attempts to stamp out these rites, but Dionysus lures
Pentheus’ mother Agave into the cult and, stoned out of her
gourd on these potent potions, she dismembers Pentheus without
knowing what she is doing. That, every reader must admit. is
considerably worse than anything claimed against currently pop-
ular drugs.

The aphrodisiac reputation of the mandrake, incidentally, is
broadly hinted at in one of the more confusing of the tales in the
Old Testament, which reads as follows:

And Reuben went in the days of wheat harvest, and found
mandrakes 1n the field, and brought them unto his mother
Leah. Then Rachel said to Leah, Give me, I pray thee of thy

son’s mandrakes.
And she said unto her, Is it a small matter that thou hast

taken my husband? And wouldest thou take away my son’s
mandrakes also? And Rachel said, Therefore he shall lie with
thee tonight for thy son’s mandrakes.!

If the language of King James’ translators is a bit obscure
here, what 1s being told is that Rachel is allowing Jacob to return
to sexual relations with Leah for one night in exchange for the

wonderful mandrakes. The story concludes:

And Jacob came out of the field in the evening and Leah went
out to meet him, and said, Thou must come in unto me: for
surely I have hired thee with my son’s mandrakes. And he lay

with her that night.
And God hearkened unto Leah, and she conceived and bore

Jacob the fifth son.?

Anyone with a knowledge of sexual magic will recognize that
the mandrakes (which, physically, happen to look like erect
penises) are being used as sympathetic magic to cause pregnancy
in this yarn. On the other hand, it is also a bawdy tale in the clas-
sic tradition of sex humor, and you could retell it today (with one
young chick stealing another’s old man and then lending him
back for a night in exchange for the currently fashionable mari-

| Gen. 30:14-15.
2 Gen. 30:16-17.
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juana) and still get some laughs. Except from Bible readers, who
wouldn’t recognize the source, and would be shocked at your

levity and disrespect for marriage.
Gerard, in his Herbal, recounts many legends about the man-

drake. One is of special note: “They added further that 1t is

never...to be found growing naturally but under a gallowse,
where the matter that hath fallen from the dead body hath given

it the shape of a man.” That is, according to an old superstition,

every hanged man has an ejaculation as he dies, and it 1S from
this seed, our ancestors believed, that the phallic mandrake grew.
Moses Maimonides, most learned of the medieval Jewish

theologians, regarded the mandrake as useful in virtually all
forms of sorcery; and, as late as the 18th Century, it still had a

reputation as an aphrodisiac, and was mentioned by de Sade.
Its latest appearance in literature—a last, dying whimper

perhaps—is in Terry Southern’s screenplay of Dr. Strangelove,
where one of the characters is simply named Captain Mandrake,

(Others in the cast had such similarly coded names as President
Merkin Muffley, General Buck Turgidson, Dr. Strangelove
himself, Bat Guano, General Jack D. Ripper and Captain “King”

Kong.)

Nightshade
In present-day America the easiest of these solanaceae drugs

to obtain is belladonna, also called “deadly nightshade.” (In New
York City, this became so popular in the 1960s that asthma suf-

ferers can no longer buy the popular remedy asthmador without a
prescription. It contains belladonna, and the drug-kulch kids

were having some wild trips on it for a while.)

A college student I know told me of trying belladonna in a
frat house in Boston. He immediately went into a coma and
woke up in the hospital to which his friends had rushed him, and
where his stomach had been pumped. Belladonna, however,
leaves the belly and enters the bloodstream fairly quickly, and he
was still tripping, although not aware of the fact. As he watched,
partly embarrassed and partly entranced, a nurse took off her
uniform, stripped with bumps and grinds out of her underwear,
and climbed into the next bed, where she made loud, passionate

and prolonged love to the delighted patient there. It was not until
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the next day that my friend realized that this whole Mitchel]
Brothers sequence had been a hallucination.

And that is all he remembers of his belladonna trip. Probably,
he had many other interesting hallucinations, but it is characteris-
tic of solanaceae drugs to create micro-amnesia, which seems to
remove all memories for from one to several hours. It is also
interesting, considering the erotic reputation of this drug, that my
friend’s one retained hallucination was of a VOyeuristic nature.
Presumably, with a different set of mind he might have imag-
ined—see the adventures of Lise a few pages back—that the
nurse, or a dozen other nurses, had balled him in his delirium.

[ have interviewed two other people who went into coma after
trying belladonna. They remember nothing, not even the stomach
pump.

William S. Burroughs, author of Naked Lunch, told me that in
his days as a heroin addict he once inadvertently bought some
alleged morphine that was actually severely cut with belladonna.
A short while after taking his fix, he noticed that he was out of
cigarettes and went to the window, sticking one leg out before a
visiting friend asked him what the hell he was doing. “Going
down for cigarettes,” was the reply—and the friend grabbed him
before he completed the trip out the window, which was on the
third floor. The next day, typical of belladonna, Burroughs did
not remember this experience and had to be told about it

Another friend, who also tried belladonna while at college—
these stories say something about the kind of drug education
available in America, don’t they?—had a more colorful experi-
ence. A friend came into his room after he had swallowed a cup
of belladonna tea, and they had a long talk. Then the friend came
into the room again, and our tripper realized that he had halluci-
nated the whole first visit and its associated conversation. As
soon as he began to wonder whether this second visit was yet
another hallucination, the visitor vanished. Our hero then went
outside, got into his car and took a long drive. (He didn’t own a
car at the time.) The next morning, he woke up in a ditch several

miles from the college. His right shoe and right sock were miss-
ing, but the rest of his clothing was intact. He never found his
motorcycle—apparently that was what he was riding while he

thought he was driving a car.
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I once asked Dr. Timothy Leary if he had ever met anyone
who had had a good belladonna trip. He replied flatly, “No,

never.”’

A Separate Reality
Jimson weed, the only other solanaceae drug easily available

in America, has been mentioned previously in connection with
the Jamestown freakout and the kids chased by red, white and
blue alligators. Further information about it can be found in The
Teachings of Don Juan and its sequels, by anthropologist Carlos
Castaneda. Don Juan Mateus, a Yacqui Indian, trained Castaneda
in the traditional technique for becoming an Indian brujo (sor-
cerer), and Castaneda may well be the first white man in history
to have obtained this training. The chief teaching devices were
peyote, or lophophora williamsii, a psychedelic cactus discussed
elsewhere in this book; an unidentified “magic mushroom”
(probably psilocybae Mexicana); and, of course, jimson weed

(datura noxia, to be technical).
In the course of the training, Castaneda was turned into a

crow, flew through the air, and saw colors as (according to don
Juan) crows actually do see them. Or, at least, that’s what
seemed to have happened. When Castaneda insisted that it had
only seemed so, don Juan was amused and indignant and thought
it quite typical of a white man to believe ideas from scientific
philosophy rather than trust his own experience. Castaneda fi-
nally broke off the training because he was beginning to believe
don Juan’s version of what was happening instead of the offi-
cially materialistic version of traditional Western science.

He later returned, however, and underwent further training

with don Juan, told in the first sequel, A Separate Reality. A note

on the wording of this title i1s quite charming:
I have used the word “reality” because it was a major premise
in don Juan's system of beliefs that the states of consciousness

produced by the ingestion of any of those three plants were not
hallucinations, but concrete, although unordinary, aspects of
the reality of everyday life. Don Juan behaved toward these

states of nonordinary reality not “as if” they were real but “as”
real.
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One detects some conflict between Castaneda’s scientific
restraint and the intensity of his experiences of that ““separate
reality”’—his own backdoor to Eden, as it were. The same con-
flict, magnified, was evident in Dr. Timothy Leary who once
resolved it by frankly junking science and setting up shop as a
high priest of a new church, then decided religion was always
bunk and returned to science. Traces of this, as we will see,

appear in anyone who has had a strong dose of a mind-expanding
chemical.

A Separate Beauty

The same 1ssue appeared as early as the Fourth Century BC,
in Euripides’ Bacchae, mentioned earlier. As a rationalist, Eurip-
ides seems to sympathize with King Pentheus as that tragic hero
denounces the superstition and gullibility of those who think they
see the god Dionysus after drinking these chemicals. As a poet,
however, Euripides gives all the best and most lyrical lines to the
chorus of bacchantes who sing the praises of that god, whose
«1oveliness shall be loved forever.”

And it is loveliness—at least in the majority of trips—that
breaks down the line between “reality” and “hallucination.”
Charles Darwin said, quite correctly, that the sense of beauty is a
development of the sex drive—that is, it is a function developed
as part of mating rituals. Certainly, we would not be aware of
beauty at all if we were sexless creatures. (Note how the early
Christian ascetics, who became as sexless as it is possible for
beings of mammalian nature to make themselves, lost all sense
of natural beauty and raged against the earth as “dark,” “diabol-
ical.” “foul,” and “putrid.”)

Merely to see Dionysus—or Mescalito, the god of don Juan—
or any divinity—would mean nothing to any person of normal
skepticism Or scientific training. One knows that one is halluci-
nating, and that’s all there is to the matter. But to see Dionysus
olorified—to see a beauty that transcends anything one had ever
imagined possible before—is not so easily dismissed. Where did
this wonderful experience—this back door to Eden, this
«“1oveliness that shall be loved forever”"—come from? Not from
one’s conscious mind, which has never conceived such wonders.
(It is precisely their shocking sense of being alien that gives them
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their conviction.) From the unconscious then? Not from Freud’s
unconscious, certainly; these heavenly creatures do not inhabit

that hellhole. Where then? Perhaps from Jung’s conjectured
“collective unconscious,” that seedbed of timeless wisdom and

art: or, as Dr. Leary suggests, from the DNA molecule that is
coded in our genes along with the chemical triggers that make us

white or black, tall or short, male or female, and so on.
But, even if this explanation be granted, the wonder and the

beauty of some of these images continue to haunt the drug exper-
imenter. As Jung himself has said, “It is pointless to deny the
gods, when confronted with forces that act just as the gods are

supposed to act.”
To say that these beings are not gods but timeless genetic

archetypes is merely to juggle with semantics, to replace one
large mouthful with another. Ultimately, what they *“‘are” is less

striking than the power they pOSsess.
And, if they are beautiful, we have Darwin’s authority to

believe that they are connected somehow with our sexual drives.!

| Before dropping witchcraft and the solanaceae drugs, it is worth men-
tioning that John Dickson Carr has written a detective thriller, called

The Crooked Hinge, revolving around a revival of witchcraft in
which the members drink belladonna and imagine they are flying
around on broomsticks or copulating with demons. Carr cooked this
plot up before the current occult revival—his book was published in

1937! It’s still reprinted frequently in paperback and is worth your
time. The surprise ending is a lulu.



INTERLUDE

Divorce Psychedelic Style:
The Story of Tom & Jerri

It is a lie, this folly against self...
Thou hast no right but to do thy will...
— The Book of the Law

Tom and Jerri were the only middle-class sharecroppers 1 ever

met.
Tom had a Ph.D. in aeronautical engineering and a good

career at one of our biggest defense industries when he got hit by
Marxism and religion in 1959. He caught them both at the same
time and they made a strange blend. He actually quit his job,
took his wife, Jerri, and their two children, and became a share-
cropper in Alabama. It was some sort of penance for having
spent several years designing intercontinental ballistic missiles
for the capitalists.

Curiously, it was Dorothy Day, “the grand old lady of the
peace movement’’ as Ed Sanders sardonically calls her (she’s the

co-founder of the Catholic Worker Movement and the most
uptight puritan in left-wing politics), who inspired Tom’s rupture
from straight society. I say this 1s curious, because Tom’s break
was to escalate steadily throughout the 1960s and to take him
much further from the means and norms of American society

than Dorothy Day has ever been.

105
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Jerri went through the same conversion process, although
having had a liberal arts education she was already much closer
to the norm than any Ph.D. in science could ever be. Tom, you
must always remember, started his rebellion from a framework
in which the following theories are held: The length of an object
is not in the object but in its relationship to the observer
(Einstein); light is basically waves but is also basically particles
(Bohr): the shortest distance between two points 1S not a straight
line (Fuller); and some particles get from one place to another
place without passing through the places in between (Planck). It
is not hard for a modern physicist or mathematician to believe in

the LSD world.
But LLSD comes later in this story; in 1959, Tom and Jerr had

just found socialist Christianity and were determined to act out
Debs’ famous declaration, “As long as there 1s a lower class, 1

am part of it” by becoming sharecroppers.
It is easy to overestimate the “simplicity” of such persons.

Anyone seeing Tom and Jerri in the early 1960s, toiling at the
menial tasks of Southern sharecroppers, pathetically trying to
distribute radical newspapers to their hostile or indifferent

neighbors, blandly aloof from the possible economic advantages
of their college educations, would have regarded them as hope-
less innocents in this wolfish world. It is well to remember that
Leo Tolstoy, who, for a time, lived as a serf, was not so naive
and childish as “tough-minded realists” like to think; his War
and Peace is one of the most probing psychological examina-

tions of human motivation ever attempted.
Those were the years of the Freedom Riders, but they were

also the years of infatuation with Fidelismo among radical youth.
Somehow, by slow stages, Tom and Jerri moved away from the
Christian socialism of Dorothy Day and embraced the revolu-
tionary socialism of Castro and the charismatic Che Guevara.
Their “martyrdom” as voluntary sharecroppers now seemed as
romantic and pointless to them as it probably does to the average
straight American, although for different reasons. They returned
to the big city to work with other Fidelistos and create a revolu-

tion in America.
I had met them while I was writing a piece on the revival of

the Ku Klux Klan, and now I helped them find a pad in the kind
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of neighborhood where they would have fellow-radicals as

neighbors.

In the mid-1960s, that meant a neighborhood where they
would also have hippies as neighbors.

Of course, this was initially an irritation to them. Your Fidel-
isto of that era regarded the dope cult with no more affection
than did J. Edgar Hoover, and for the same reason: it was a dis-
traction from the real problems of the world, all of which con-
cern the acquisition and retention of power. Tom would lecture

his neighbors on the subject:

“You kids are really playing Wall Street’s game,” he would
say with the shrewd expression and soft drawl he had acquired or
affected since his sharecropper days. “They want you to stay
high all the time. The last thing they want is for you to sober up
and start doing the real hard work of making a revolution.”

“Revolution sucks,” one of them would reply, and the others

would break into helpless giggles.
Tom would shake his head in grief at the infantilism of these

kids who were, on the whole, quite bright and could have been
hard-working activists of socialism if the damned dope hadn’t
ruined them. Of course—as I sometimes pointed out to him—
they might also have been Wall Street lawyers, “if the damned
dope hadn’t ruined them.”

But Yippie was already a gleam in Abbie Hoffman’s eye;
<ome hard SDS theoreticians were already smoking a joint now
and then with the dopers, hoping to become closer to them and
gradually lead them into the correct Marxist paths; and the
potheads who were busted and spent some time in jail tended to
come out with more willingness to listen to radical agitprop,
especially if it had a strong anti-cop bias to it. The Black Panther
Party’s polemical panchreston, “pig,” was even beginning to
appear in some white vocabularies. And then, Eldridge Cleaver,
who was a god in those days, announced that although heroin
was rejected by the Panthers, they had no objection to marijuana.

The dopers and the politicos began their honeymoon, which
wasn’t to end until Cleaver placed Dr. Leary under “revolution-

ary arrest” in Algiers in 1970.
And in the late 1960s, as the dopers became radicalized, many

of the Marxists began sampling various drugs. My friends Tom
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n radicals and now dialectical materi-

and Jerri, formerly Christia
d chapter in the history of American

alists, were part of this welr

socialism.
Things had certainly changed
Kennedy was President. In those romantic Camelot years, radical

students thought that a few more demonstrations would force the
government to reform and abandon 1ts evil ways, and my friend
Jane was spending weeks trying to find 1.SD in Manhattan. Now
Lyndon Johnson glowered above US like some Moloch, radicals

talked constantly of “taking up the gun,” and acid was no harder
to get than a haircut and far more common in youth-kulch or red-

rad circles.

Tom’s first acid trip was a fizzle. He took only a psycholytic
dose (100 micmgrams——“mikes,” everybody was saying by then)
and, when he told me of his experience, it was obvious that his

mind had been expanded no eurther than if he had smoked a joint

of marijuana.
d me. I had seen other such cases since

This no longer surprise
Jane had toiled her way upward through hashish and peyote in
d a rule-of-thumb about it:

desperate search of feelings. 1 even ha
Frigid women and Marxist men were the ones who required the
heaviest doses to turn On. I assumed that this had some connec-

tion with the chronic muscular tensions holding back emotions

that the Reichian and Gestalt psychologists diSCUSS.

«Acid is bad for some people,” [ warned him. “Especially for
people with a lot of morality, like you. But,” ] added, wondering
why I encouraged him, “if you really want to have the experi-
ence, take a stiffer dose.” (The adjectives “psychedelic” or

“peak” had disappeared by then and people were merely saying

“the experience.”)
The thought of a psych
had been with him once W

since the days when John F.

edelized Tom probably intri gued me. ]
hen he had tried to take Jerri and their

five-year-old son into a movie theater that only admitted children
over six. Joey could easily have passed for seven or older, but
when the ticket-seller asked the boy’s age, Tom said “five.” Joey

cried all the way home; he had wanted to see the movie.

“We revolutionaries must have the highest ethic in the world

if we’re going to inspire the masses,” Tom had explained to me,

in thoroughly humorless fashion. “There can be no exceptions.”



pity, for even his own son could not interfere with such recti-

tude.
I would hate to have him as an enemy.

Tom’s second trip was a success. I walked in while it was in
progress and, as 1s always the case with a good acid scene, I
found that the trippers seemed much more beautiful than absurd.
Tom, Jerri, a young revolutionary named Simon who was tempo-
rarily crashing in their pad, and a girl from across the hall were
a1l laughing, crying and laughing again every few minutes.

Tom blew my mind, and perhaps his own, by shouting sud-
denly, “You know, Rockefeller can keep all the fucking oil and
money. This makes even Marxism seem trivial to me.” He
looked guilty immediately afterward, and then laughed again.

[ have never forgotten that moment. Tom had reverted to
Marxism and revolution by the next morning (although that
moment of heresy was a harbinger of things to come, as we shall
see), but the experience was a shocking example of the power of
1.SD to alter consciousness. I have seen two successful “middle
Americans” announce, while on acid, that money isn’t so impor-
tant after all, but this was the only time I ever heard a Marxist
make that statement.

The next occasion on which I met Tom (at an automat), he
was full of enthusiasm, new ideas, wild plans and general

euphoria. He and Jerr1 were tripping fairly regularly and smoking

1 lot of grass as well.
«1 used to be so mental,” he said, tapping his forehead disap-

rovingly. “Now I’'m beginning to live.”

[ had heard that from other acidheads. I pointed out that
American Indians and others who regularly employ psychedelics
in religious rites tend to restrict such inner space voyages to four
times a year (the solstices and equinoxes) or, at most 13 times
(the full moons). “There’s probably more than astrology behind
that.” I said. “People who do acid every week tend to get a bit

weird. It shouldn’t be overdone.™
“Bullshit,” Tom said cheerfully. “Leary does acid every

weekend and he’s in fine shape.”!

| Nobody can take an acid trip more than about once a week, whatever
you may have read in the tabloids. This is because LSD has an
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[ had heard that before, 10O. Some of the people 1 had heard it
from were no longer in fine shape, although, to tell the truth, 1
had yet to see anybody utterly destroyed by LSD in the manner
pictured in government prupaganda. Nevertheless, some of them
did become peculiar after several months on the trip-a-week

plan. \
One advertising copywriter had confided to me, after six
that he was now in daily comimuni-

months of relentless tripping,
cation with the flying saucer people from outer space. Then he
added cautiously, “But don’t tel] that to anyone else. They might

think I’m crazy.”
(Is that a psychotic delusion? When I asked him how sure he
was that his messages were coming from outer space and not
I’m not sure of anything any-

inner space, he answered, “Man,
more!” Was that expression of universal agnosticism a proof that
d therefore sanity? Or does it

he had retained some skepticism an
just show that he had a “defended psychosis™ as some psychia-

trists would say? To me, such questions are less interesting than
the actual effects of such mental processes. He, like most acid-
heads, eventually abandoned his career; and, like many of them,
he is now successful in a new career. He’s directing movies.)

The upshot of Tom and Jerri’s acid voyaging was not long in
arriving. Typical of ~cidheads and of the general “upfront™ ethos
of the counterculture in those years, they were talking about it
frankly to all their friends.

«“We never did dig each other sexually,” Tom might say. "It
was all an intellectual relationship, because we had the same
ideas, dig? The same ideas! Christ, what a lousy way of relat-

ing!”
“] was a virgin when we got married,” Jerri would add, with a

trace of anger. “God! How baroque!”
“But now we know who we are, » Tom would break 1n, “and

we know what we want. And we’re way outside all that personal
property horseshit. She doesn’t own me, and I don’t own her.”

unusual “tolerance” effect, which comes on quickly and goes away
just as quickly. In general, anyone who takes a dose of acid within
three or four days after his last trip will get no effect at all. A waiting

period is, therefore, built into the drug.
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Anarchist books had begun popping up on their shelves between

the Marxist classics; anarchist phrases began to appear in their

conversation, sandwiched between samples of Marxist jargon.
“The important thing,” Jerri would clarify further, “is that you

can't do good unless you feel good.”
«“Stalin fucked up socialism in Russia because he didn’t under-

stand that,” Tom might add at this point. “And all the old lefties
with tight assholes are fucking up the movement in this country
for the same reason. There can be no political revolution without
a4 sexual revolution.” Obviously, they’d been cracking the works
of Reich and Abbie Hoffman as well as those of the anarchists.
Acid had an odd way (it sometimes seems) of directing people
toward those ideologies compatible with the acid experience

itself.
What it all came down to, minus rhetoric, was that their com-

mitment to each other, and their children, was keeping them to-
gether. Sexually they were living like two bachelors (or a bache-
lor and a bachelorette). It seemed to me that they were doing, as
a married couple in their early thirties, what less dedicated peo-
ple do as swinging singles 1n their early twenties. In short, what
the altruistic ethics of Christianity and socialism had kept them
from enjoying in youth, they were now recapturing desperately.

My good friend Joel Fort, M.D., a rare bird who is both a
psychiatrist and a sociologist, repeatedly tells me, when I recount
such tales to him, that there is no scientific proof of cause-and-
effect LSD influence in these transformations. “There is no
proof,” he repeats, “that a drug alone causes such changes. All
the evidence suggests, rather, that the ideas that are fashionable
in the drug-using world are the causative factor in such conver-
sions.”

I am inclined to agree. A different view, however, is put forth
by Dr. Andrew 1. Malcolm, a Canadian psychiatrist who claims
that LSD is an agent that specifically inclines people toward
“alienation.” According to Dr. Malcolm, if you give enough acid
to anybody, he will tend to enter “an altered state of conscious-
ness” and will find the counterculture more attractive than the

majority culture. Timothy Leary, Ph.D., as is well-known, agrees
with Dr. Malcolm, except that he emphatically thinks this change
< for the better. and Dr. Malcolm inclines to think it is for the
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LSD «i]lusionogenic, apparently thinking that
is not pejorative enough.) | [
hypothesis of Czechoslovakian psychiatrists

SD in therapy for several years is that this
conditioned reflexes.

porarily), destroys _
ned) to hate Mexicans,

That is, if you have been conditioned (trained) to
or to repress your sexual drives, or to feel inferior to any male
taller than yourself, these reflexes will, at least tempoll':arlly, van-
ish during a session with 2 heavy dose of LSD. Thus, if you want
to change one of these -eflexes, the chemical will—according to
a head start in that direction.

this theory—at least give you _
himself which, if any, of these four

The reader can decide for .
for the subsequent, post-acid career of

theories best qccounts

Tom and Jerrl. | |
Once having embarked on the Sexual Revolution, these seri-
with the relentless dedication

ous-minded sensualists proceeded
of de Sade himself, although without his perversity.
One day, about a year after all this began Tom was telling me

how much his life had improved since he had discovered acid

worse. (He calls
“hallucinogenic”

The working
who have been using L
chemical (at least tem

and free love.
“How many women have you balled in the last year?”’ I asked
curiously.
It didn’t surprise me that

” he said promptly.
mber in the forefront of his consciousness. I
lebration when the num-

“Seventy-three,
he had the exact nu
felt sure that he would hold a special ce

ber reached 100.
life before acid?”

“And how many were there in your
“Two.” he said, a bit embarrassed. “Jerri and one other before

her.”
«“Well,” I said thoughtfully, “there’s no doubt that in your case

LSD was an aphrodisiac, of sorts.”
“She was a virgin when 1|

“It was for my sister, too,” he said.
balled her. Twenty-four and still a virgin! She might have ended

up frigid if it weren’t for LSD.”

“Oh, you balled your sister?”
“Yes.” he said proudly, “and she was the best lay 1've ever
daring me to reveal

hqd." He stared straight into my €Ye€s,
middle-class hangups by looking shocked. "It did her a world of
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good,” he added. “She might have ended up a Republican, like
the rest of my family.”

I wasn’t at all sure that LSD and incest would always prevent
people from becoming Republicans, but I didn’t express my
skepticism. Like most 1960s radicals, Tom was firmly committed
to the dogma that everybody in the Establishment or straight
culture, from J. Edgar Hoover down to each and €very person
who dared to live in a suburb, was hopelessly sunk in Victorian
taboos. He never would believe that many of them talked that
way only 1n public, but behaved much the same as he did in
private, with a few minor changes, such as replacing LSD with
bourbon.

It was after about two years of this program (with Jerri partic-
ipating as eagerly as he), that Tom told me, reflectively, that
sexual freedom had really helped his marriage.

“We’re closer than ever,” he said flatly.

I had heard that before—and usually, in my observations, the
marriage broke up completely shortly thereafter.

“Closer in what sense?”’ I asked.

“Oh, you're going to put me in one of your books,” he said in
his sharecropper’s twang. Writers’ friends are always suspecting
that—and they’re usually right.

“Maybe,” I said. “But I am curious. How do you feel that you
and Jerri are closer?”

“We don’t quarrel at all anymore,” he said proudly. “Never.

We have a complete understanding of each other’s needs, and
there’s nothing to quarrel about.”

“Are you sexually more compatible?” I prompted.
“Well, not exactly. Fact is, I haven’t been in the same bed

with her for five or six months now. But,” he emphasized, “we
like each other, we don’t fight, and the kids are having a fine
home life.

Divorce psychedelic style, 1 thought. But it seemed to be satis-
factory to them, so how was I to judge it from outside? It was
none of my business, really. Probably it was better than the nor-
mal divorce with its associated rages, hostilities and lingering
grudges.

The years passed, I took my family to Mexico for a while, and
then one day I was in the editorial of office of a prominent maga-
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zine for men and on the desk of a friend who worked the:r:I I saw
an outline of a proposed article—by Tom of all people. . e}w;yas
the last man on earth I would have egpected to blofssom orth as
an author. I asked if 1 could look at 1t, and the editor pushed it

over to me. | | |
The article was a plea for Sexual Revolution, but with a dif-

ference. — 8 .
Tom’s old scientific training, so long repressed by politics,

had come back in a curious form, and he demonstrated that with
sexual functioning over a lifetime every man could be

al
;}ﬁ;r;d with (I think) 5000 women and every woman _with 50,000
men and the “amative ties” between any two people in our three-
and-a-half billion world population would, by 2000 AD, be
reduced to about four. That is, very concretely, if everybody
followed his program, in the year 2000 any man or woman In,
say, Peoria, Illinois, would be part of a four-person chain of SEX
that should include somebody, in, say, Canton, China, or Paris,
France. The “extended family” found in some communes today
would then be virtually planet-wide. There were demographic
and sexological tables to prove the mathematical soundness of
this, but behind it was the huge unproven assumption that people
would not kill other people who had balled with somebody who
had balled with somebody who had balled with somebody that
they had balled.

This remarkable piece of religio-statistical sexology was
datelined from “The Church of One Flesh,” whose address was
given as the boardwalk in Coney Island. Obviously, the church
was a reconverted grocery store or hardware shop. 1 wondered
how many followers the Reverend Tom had and how long it

would be before the cops started harassing him.
There was not a word in the whole article about capitalism or

socialism or anarchism or even Yippieism. Good sex and plenty
of it will solve all humanity’s problems—that assumption, which
1s half-stated and half-believed in a good share of recent radical
sociology—was here taken with a mathematician’s literalness
and carried out to its logical conclusion. All other panaceas or
reforms were studiously ignored. This was the Sexual Revolution

at its apotheosis.
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LSD was, I think, an intellectual aphrodisiac in this case.!

| 1 ater encountered Jerri again; she was living in a rural commune in
New Jersey. She told me that she and Tom were still friendly and that
he visited her and the children frequently. As for his religion, she was
tolerant but seemed more interested in traditional hatha-yoga for

herself.



5

The Smoke of the Assassins

High Thats Hight Uberking Leary his fiery grass-belonghead
all show colour of sorelwood herb-green...
— James Joyce, Finnegans Wake

When Marco Polo returned to Europe after his epic journey
across Asia to China, he brought with him the three products that

seem to define the modern world: gunpowder, paper and spa-

ghetti. He also brought many colorful yarns, and one of the most
bizarre of all concerned Hasan i Sabbah, the founder of the Order

of Assassins (in Arabic, the word means “under the influence of
hashish”) which he ruled from his mysterious fortress, Alamut,

high in the peaks of Afghanistan.
By all accounts, Hasan, born in the middle of the 11th Cen-

tury, was a remarkable man even in his youth. At college, he had

impressed all with his intelligence, and, while still a student, he
struck up a friendship with Omar Khayyam, who was later to be-
come an astronomer and poet of great fame. Hasan went into the
government and rose to an important position—but was then dis-
graced and forced to flee, evidently because of strong evidence
that he had been embezzling funds. (One account—not sympa-
thetic to Hasan—states flatly that this was a frame-up by other
government officials, jealous of Hasan's rapid advancement.)
After this, he embarked on a series of journeys that were to lead
him all over the Middle East. He eventually sailed from Palestine

116
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to Egypt, arriving in Cairo in 1078. There he enrolled in one of
Islam’s most famous colleges. It was a school of mental-spiritual
training run by the Ismailian sect, who were generally regarded
as heretical and were often persecuted by more orthodox

Moslems. The knowledge that Hasan i Sabbah gained there

probably played a large role in his subsequent bizarre career, for
it seems that he became—900 years before Dr. Timothy Leary—

a skillful programmer of other people’s drug trips, especially

erotic trips. |
The Ismailian sect, at that time, had nine degrees through

which the candidate for wisdom had to pass. Details on all of
them are not available, but those facts that we do know indicate
that at one stage the candidate was induced to grovel in utter
gullibility, believing everything his imam (teacher) told him.
while at a later stage he was led to suspect that everything the
imam said was a flat lie. There was also a stage at which the
Koran was explained as an allegory and Allah Himself, Supreme
God of All, was described as a mere symbol of the awakened or
illuminated human mind at its peak of development.

This method of training, in which the student is forced into
absolute subjugation and infantile dependence on the teacher at
various intervals, but is finally catapulted into total self-realiza-
tion and 1ndependence, is not unlike that often used in yoga, in
Zen Buddhism, and even by American Indian brujos like don
Juan Mateus, mentioned earlier. Behind it is a notion that (as
Ezra Pound once said) “a slave is a man waiting for somebody
else to free him.” The subject must eventually issue his own
“declaration of independence”; until he does, the teacher makes

his slavery as miserable as possible, so as to encourage that act
of creative rebellion.

Hasan 1 Sabbah junked this entire system when he became
imam of the Ismailian movement. In its place he put—but let

Marco Polo tell the tale:

In the centre of the territory of the Assassins there are delj-
cious walled gardens in which one can find everything that can
satisfy the needs of the body and the caprices of the most ex-
acting sexuality. Great banks of gorgeous flowers and bushes
covered with fruit stand amongst crystal rivers of living water.
About them lie verdant fields and from the shaded turf burst
bubbling springs. Trellises of roses and fragrant vines cover
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ons of jade or porcelain furnished with

with their foliage pavili

Persian carpets or Grecian embroideries.

' ' els of gold or crystal are served by

young boys Or girls, whose dark unfathomable eyes cause
ouris, divinities of that Paradise which

them to resemble the H _
the Prophet promised to believers. The sound of harps mingles
murmur of soft voices blends

with the cooing of doves, the
with the sighing of the reeds. All is joy, pleasure, voluptuous-
ness and enchantment.

The Grand Master of the Assassins, whenever he discovers
a young man resolute enough to belong to his murderous
legions, invites the youth to his table and intoxicates him with
the plant hashish. Having been secretly transported to the
pleasure gardens, the young man imagines that he had entered
the Paradise of Mahomet. The girls, lovely as Houris, contrib-
ute to this illusion. After he has enjoyed to satiety all the joys
promised by the Prophet to his elect, he falls again into a
lethargy and 1s transported back to the presence of the Grand
Master. Here he is informed that he can enjoy perpetually the

delights he has just tasted if he will take part in the war of the
Infidel as commanded by the prophet.

The Peak Experience

Considering that hashish does not generally work in the fash-
ion suggested here—in which sleep or unconsciousness evidently
supervenes between the administration and the transportation to
the Eden-like garden, the typical hashish high occurs then, and
sleep supervenes once again before the youth is returned to the
imam—one must assume that Marco Polo knew only part of
Hasan’s secret. As Dr. Michael Aldrich has written, the Ismailian
college in Cairo was known 10 pursue the most advanced al-
chemical studies of the time, and there is good reason to suspect
that Hasan had learned there how to combine hashish with other
chemicals to produce this unique sequence. Specifically, Dr.
Aldrich suggests that the candidates were given 2 time-release
capsule that first released soporifics or narcotics, producing the
original period of sleep; the hashish followed later, and, much
later, _another soporific produced the second sleeping period.

It is also likely that Hasan had calculated the whole program,

including his exhortations to the candidate, and probably every
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whole story as an example of the gullibility of the Arabs of that
time. This is hardly historical: the Moslems, who were far ahead
of the West in science and philosophy then, had known about
hashish for centuries before Hasan (perhaps since the Stone Age)
and were not to be taken in by any confusion between a mere
administration of that drug and a genuinely transcendental expe-
rience. Has_,an, We must assume, anticipated modern psycho-phar-
macology 1n realizing that control of set and setting—i.e.. envi-
ronment and the mental attitude of the subject—was necessary to
provoke a true “peak” or “psychedelic” experience.

This kind of knowledge has traditionally been possessed by
various European occult groups, as we shall see, and has been
traced by them back to the Kni ghts Templar, the order that the
Catholic Church attempted to destroy for heresy in 1307. (The
Crusaders had come into contact with a Syrian branch of the
Assassins as early as the [2th Century.) Since contemporary
sources accuse the Templars of being secret allies of the Assas-
sins—Iit was this rumor that led to the Investigation that disclosed
the Templars’ strange forms of sexual worship and pagan
dogma—I suggest that it is more plausible to consider the pri-
mary source to be Hasan i Sabbah, who had a clear link with
hashish and alchemy before the Templars appeared on the scene.

[t 1s worth mentioning in this connection that much of the
alchemical literature of Europe now appears to be a coded tradi-
tion of drug-and-sex programming. It was Freud’s old rival, Carl
Gustav Jung, who first suggested that the alchemical texts, non-

sensical in terms of modern chemistry, make sense as psycholog-
ical manuals written in a special symbolism; but Jung never
penetrated to the roots of that symbolic language.,

This code 1s especially notable in The Chemical Marriage of
Christian Rosycross (1615), which forms the visible link be-
tween traditional alchemy and modern Rosicrucianism. The
mystical rose and cross from which the Rosicrucians take their
name are, in fact, no more or less than the vagina and the penis,
respectively—as Henry Miller must have suspected when he
entitled his sexual autobiography The Rosy Crucifixion. Dark
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the Cross that the Rose can bloom”

de is understood.
he rest of the traditional symbolism,

:n his Manual of Sex Magick:
during copulation;

cucurbit—the vagina; ;
eagle—the vagina, o1 the female mouth, depending on the con-
text: lion—the penis; transmutation—the sexual “peak experi-

en; quinressence—the semen as

ence”: elixer of life—the sem i _
d ecstasy.) With this code, most tradi-
sense. Here, for

transmuted by ritual an
tional alchemical works immediately make
instance, is a passage from Valentine’s 1642 Chariot of Anti-
mony, on how to accomplish the “Great Work™:

re themselves as Prince

Let the Lion and the Eagle duly prepa
they may be inspired. Let the

and Princess of Alchemy—as
union of the Red Lion and the White Eagle be neither in cold
nor in heat... Now then COmes the time that the elixer is
the alembic retort to be subjected to the gentle

bstantiation, then the

f the Great Work be transu
n the flesh and blood of the God, and

feed the White Eagle—yea, may the
d guard the inner life.

still seems obscure, it means

sayings like, “It 18 onlj,_r on
are understood when this co
(For the curious, here 15 1

as given by Louis T. Culling
retort—the same,

placed in

warmth... If t
Red Lion may feed upo

also let the Red Lion duly
Mother Eagle give sustainment an

If the last part of this passage
that the man should obtain some of his own semen by perform-

ing cunnilingus after coitus has been completed. Some of this he
and some he transmits to the lady, who swal-

himself swallows
lows it via a kiss. This curious rite, which goes back to the

Gnostics c. 300 AD, has always been highly regarded by Euro-
Modern psychology might suggest that it is a
particularly vivid way of communicating a love that forcibly
transcends the sex disgust and loathing of the orthodox Christian.
Occultists insist that there is nothing “symbolic™ about this
semen eating, however. They claim that the elixer, as they still
call it, contains a real spiritual substance that 1s beneficial when
consumed. Aleister Crowley even argued by analogy with an-
other custom that will disturb some readers: the Epicurean habit
D.f eating live oysters. Anyone who has tried this, Crowley in-
sists, will agree that one feels a sense of energy and power that is
never experienced when eating cooked meat. This is because the
“life force” is still in the oysters he claims. Similarly, the semen

pean occultists.
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contains this “life force” and gives one the extra energy needed
to reach Illumination.

Whether this is true or false, the spermophagia (as we might
call 1t) 1s a booster of the basic effect, which depends really on
prolonging the sexual act and concentrating the attention more
totally upon it than we usually do. As will be seen later, the
cannabis drugs are especially likely to cause this kind of concen-
tration—in which one may even become totally identified with
the sex organs and lose all other awareness entirely.

And even that will not inevitably trigger a “peak experience”
unless it is accompanied by ritual, self-hypnosis, autosuggestion
or some combination of the three.

The Assassin Ethic

Hasan 1 Sabbah was an original thinker in more ways than
one. For instance, he evidently also invented the “sleeper agent”
so important in modern espionage. This is a person who enters a
given government, works diligently and avoids all connection
with the foreign power that he is really serving. After 10 or even
20 years of such exemplary conduct, in which he is slowly pro-
moted and trusted more and more by his nominal superiors, this
agent is “activated” by a message from home, and goes to work
for his true boss.

The signal used to “activate” one of Hasan’s agents, inciden-
tally, was a parchment bearing the symbol:

On receiving this, the agent would immediately kill the man
who had been his target throughout those years—the particular
shah, prince or general whose personal staff he had been as-
signed to infiltrate. The weapon was always the same—the cele-
brated flame dagger that identified the killing as an Ismailian job
(which, in current Mafia language, is known as “letting the other
guys know where it came from™). It was placed precisely in the
throat, while the recipient was asleep. Usually, the agent disap-
peared like smoke before the body was found.
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unethical by our standards, but it

Such behavior may seem ‘
seemed even worse by the standards of Hasan’s own time. In
those days, both orthodoX Christians and orthodox Moslems
believed that the most unpardonable of all sins was to deny your
religion verbally; it was for this reason that, even under torture,
they would not convert to another faith. Thus, the murders com-

king than was their habit

mitted by Hasan’s agents were less shock ‘
of passing themselves off as believers in the faith of whatever

court they had been sent {0 :filtrate. Since Machiavelli, we have

a1l learned to live with such duplicity——especially on the part of
governments and seemed beyond

their agents—but 1t definitely
the pale to the men of the late Middle Ages. It meant that you
literally couldn’t trust anyonc an

d that any passing paranoia that
flitted through your head might well have a basis in fact.
Hasan made modernists and even post-mo

dernists out of his

contemporaries, and they didn’t like it at all.
Curiously, there are even SOme traces of gallantry, or at least
restraint, in certain legends of Hasan. One general, for instance,

on being ordered to march into Afghanistan and capture Hasan 1n
mediately surrounded him-

his mountain stronghold, Alamut, 1m
total faith through years of

self with six men who had earned his
service and refused to have anyonc but them sleep in his tent.
ke with two flame daggers 1n his

The first morning, he awo
pillow, one on each side of his throat. He wisely resigned his
commission and refused to march into Afghanistan.

Novelist William S. Burroughs, an unabashed admirer of the
tricky Sabbah, insists that Hasan was strictly a counterpuncher,

who only attacked those who were prepared to invade his own
territory—chiefly the orthodox Moslems, who couldn’t abide
[smailian theology, and the crusading Christians, who couldn’t

abide any non-Christian theology. Furthermore, Burroughs says,
ing and destructive to social con-

the assassinations, while unnervi
fidence, possessed a kind of morality of their own. They saved

Hasan from ever sending an army into the field, and thus fol-

lowed the injunction often put forth by pacifists, that the legiti-

mate target in war is the enemy leaders, and not an entire people.
In any event, Hasan’s methods worked. The Ismailian sect

still exists—still small but now nonviolent—within the commu-




nity of Moslem sects. Its current leader is the Aga Khan, who is
the 47th direct descendant of Hasan 1 Sabbah himself.

Hasan died in 1124 at a ripe old age. The only person in the
room was his favorite disciple, Buzurg Umid, and, according to
the contemporary Moslem historian, Juvaini, it was to him that
Sabbah spoke his last words: “Nothing is true. All is permitted.”
Immediately thereafter, says the shocked Juvaini, “Hasan’s soul

plunged straight to Hell.”

The Drug, Hashish

Hashish is, of course, the resin of the Indian hemp plant,
technically called cannabis sativa. The flowering tips of the
same plant, when dried and smoked, are known in our part of the

world as marijuana or pot (from Portuguese potiguaya, intoxi-
cated, via the earlier name of the plant, which was potiguaya

bush).
Hash is not the same as pot, however—no more than vodka is

the same as beer or a blow on the head from a rock is the equiva-
lent of one from a feather. There are differences of degree, and
hash is to ordinary weed as three double martinis are to one

small glass of malt hquor.
Hashish 1s usually smoked but sometimes (as was evidently

the case with Hasan i Sabbah) eaten in food. Marijuana is also
usually smoked and less often eaten (it tastes especially good in
brownies or fudge, in curried dishes, or in spaghetti sauce). A

third way of taking cannabis is popular in India and is called
bhang. This is a kind of milkshake (made of buffalo milk and ice

cream) into which a spoonful of the local grass is mixed. In all of
these cases, the cannabis product must be cooked before if is
eaten or drunk; if it is not cooked first, it will have no effect.

It is traditional, in all books on cannabis, to begin by saying
that this drug was first described in a medical work written by
the Chinese Emperor Shen Neng 1in 2737 BC. In it, he recom-
mended the drug for gout, constipation, and absentmindedness.
Some specialists in Chinese history believed, for a long time,
that Shen Neng was one of the mythical or non-historical emper-
ors. Nevertheless, the only book on drugs that 1 consulted in
researching this tome that did not invoke the “imaginary™ Shen
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at least the New Stone Age, when our ancestors in the Near East

specimens of marijuana—perhaps to keep

them happy on the voyage Lo the “‘other side,”.or perhaps to bar-
gain with the denizens upon their arrival. This shows the same
religious awe for this plant that, according to U.S. government

officials. was only invented in the 1960s as an excuse to smoke

1L. = '
ndu writings, are full of praise

The Vedas, the mosl ancient Hi - _
hich was said to cure a varicty

for a plant or drug called soma, wh _
of diseases and to enable the practiced yogl to s€€ God f:fice-to-
e of all historians of

face. Dr. Michael Aldrich, the most erudit |
cannabis, believes that soma was SOMmec form of cannabis drug. It

is only fair to add that John Allegro, English philol'ogist, is
equally convinced that soma Wwas actually the hallucinogenic
mushroom amanita muscaria or “fly agaric”, and R. Gordon
Wasson, the Chairman of the Board of the Morgan Guaranty
Trust Co. of New York, who also happens 10 be one of the
world’s leading authorizes on mycology (the study of mush-

rooms), agrees with Allegro.
cannabis, it is probable that

But whether or not soma was
many other mythical drugs were. Aleister Crowley, the poet-

mystic-magician-mountain climber-explorer-hoaxer-big game
hunter-homosexual-heterosexual eccentric whom we have sev-
eral times quoted already, probably knew as much about drugs
and mysticism as any man of our century, and the cause of his
interest, as told in his essay “The Psychology of Hashish,” 1s

worth recounting here.
In 1898-1899 I had just left Cambridge and was living in

rooms in Chancery Lane, honoured by the presence of Allan

Bennett (now Bikkhu Ananda Meteyya) as my guest.
Together for many months, we studied and practiced Cere-

monial Magic, and ransacked the ancient books and MSS. of

the reputed sages for a key to the great mysteries of life and
death. Not even fiction was neglected, and it was from fiction

that we gathered one tiny seed-fact, which (in all these years)
has germinated to the present essay.
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Through the ages we found this one constant story.
Stripped of its local and chronological accidents, it usually

came to this—the writer would tell of a young man, a seeker
after the Hidden Wisdom, who, in one circumstance or an-
other, meets an adept; who, after sundry ordeals, obtains from
the said adept, for good or ill, a certain mysterious drug or
potion, with the result (at least) of opening the gate of the Oth-
erworld. This potion was identified with the Elixer Vitae of the
physical Alchemists, or one of their “Tinctures,” most likely
the “White Tincture” which transforms the base metal (normal
perception of life) to silver (poetic conception), and we sought
it by fruitless attempts to poison ourselves with every drug in
(and out of) the Pharmacopoeia.
Like Huckleberry Finn’s prayer, nuffin’ come of it.

Eventually, however, Crowley got to the Near East, discov-
ered hashish, and “something came of it.” He became convinced
that hash was the royal road to these expanded mental states that
all mystics seek (and, as we shall see later, he found it especially
useful for sexual yoga). His argument against the scientific
skeptic, although written in 1907, sounds exactly like the debate
that is still going on today: |

My dear Professor, how can you expect me to believe this
nonsense about bacteria? Come, saith he, to the microscope;
and behold them!

I don’t see anything.

Just shift the fine adjustment—that screw there—to and fro
very slowly!

[ can’t see—

Keep the left eye open; you'll see better!

Ah!—But how do I know? ...

Oh, there are a thousand questions to ask!

It is fair observation to use lenses, which admittedly refract
light and distort vision?

How do I know those specks are not dust?

Couldn’t those things be in the air?

And so on.

The Professor can convince me, of course, and the more
sceptical I am the more thoroughly I shall be convinced in the
end: but not until I have learned to use a microscope. And
when I have learned—a matter of some months, maybe

years—how can I convince the next sceptic?
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by teaching him to use the instru-

Only in the same Way,

ment. | |
And suppose he retorts, «you have deliberately trained
ination!” What answer have I1? None that I

urself to halluci

know of. Save that microscopy has revolutionised surgery,

&c., just as mysticism has revolutionised, again and again, the

philosophi€s of mankind. _
The analogy is a perfect one. By meditation we obtain the

vision of a new world, even as the world of micro-organisms

was unsuspected for centuries of thinking—thinking without

method—bricks without straw!
on have erred. They

Just so, also, the masters of meditati
n, written long books about it,

have attained the MysticC Visio
drawn from their vision were

assumed that the conclusions
true on other planes—as ‘f 4 microscopist were to stand for

Parliament on the platform «yotes Fur Microbes”—never
noted possible sources of error, fallen foul of sense and

science, dropped into oblivion and deserved contempt.
[ want to combine the methods, to check the old empirical

mysticism by the precision of modern science.
f of a new order of conscious-

Hashish at least gives proo
this prima facie case that mys-

ness. and (it seems to me) it 18
tics have always needed to make out, and never have made

yo

out
im the hashish-phenomena as mental phe-

But to-day I cla
importance; and I demand investigation.

nomena of the first
[ assert—more or less ex cathedra—that meditation will

evolutionise our conception of the universe, just as the micro-

scope has done.
Then my friend the physiologist remarks.
“But if you disturb the observing faculty with drugs and a

special mental training, your results will be invalid.”

And I reply:
“But if you disturb the observing faculty with lenses and a

snecial mental training, your results will be invalid.”

And he smiles gently:
“Patient experiment will prove to you that the microscope

is reliable.”

And I smile gently:
“Patient experiment will prove to you that meditation 1S

reliable .”
So there we are.
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Aldous Huxley, Dr. Timothy Leary, Dr. John Lilly, philoso-
pher Alan Watts and several other recent theorists have used this
metaphor and this argument, usually without knowing that they

were echoing Aleister Crowley.

Varieties of Hashish Experience

An early 19th-Century Englishman, whose adventures are
recounted in David Evin’s The Drug Experience, overdosed him-
self on hash and quickly developed the illusion that he was a
locomotive. Chugging around the room and pumping his arms
like pistons, he made his friends nervous and they asked if he
might not like a drink of water. “God, no,” he cried, “it might
blow my boiler!”

More typical was the experience described by French poet
Charles Baudelaire, a member of the famous Haschischin Club
that met in the Hotel Pimodan in Paris in the 18505 to sample the
Arabian drug and compare their experiences. Writing in the third
person, in an essay titled “The Artificial Paradise” (our back

door to Eden, again!), Baudelaire says:

None now should be astonished by the final. the supreme
thought born in the dreamer’s mind—*I have become God!”
That ardent, savage cry bursts from his lips with so intense an
energy, with so tremendous a power of projection, that, if the
will and belief of an intoxicated man had effective virtue, the
cry would topple the very angels scattered about along the
roads of heaven: “I am a god!” But soon this hurricane of
arrogance becomes transformed. A mood of calm, muted and
tranquil, takes its place; the universality of man is announced
colorfully, and lighted as it were by a sulfurous dawn. If per-
chance a vague memory reaches the soul of this poor happy
man that possibly there is another God, be certain that he will
rise up and question His commands and that he will face him
without terror. Who is the French philosopher who said, with
the intention of mocking modern German doctrines, “I am a
god who has dined poorly”? This irony would not touch a man
intoxicated by hashish. He would reply: “Perhaps I did dine

poorly, yet I am a god.”
A friend of mine once described a very similar feeling about

food, although it didn’t quite give him the sense of becoming
God. While under the influence of hashish, he suddenly got the
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to all cannabis USETS and remembered

es” well-known |
that there were SOme delicious donuts 1N the pantry. Alafs, when
m, the donuts WEIc all gone, having been

he day. He thereupon sat

he went to look for the o
eaten by his house guests earlier 1 the _
4 flat. ordinary white bread—the

down and began chewing on _
dullest food in the WO since the milk had also been used
up, he drank water with 1t. ly he realized that he was
enjoying this repast : nmensely, incredibly, ecstatically—more

“For the first time,”

than he had ever enjoyed any food in his liﬁf.’:. .
he told me, “1 understood the saints who said that they could live

on bread and water and be happier than the millionaire dining on

caviar, fava beans and cognac.”
(A contemporary theory, developed by Dr. Robert DeRopp,

Dr. Humphrey Osmund, Dr. Abraham Hoffer and others, holds
that the great mystics——and some varieties of psychotics, Or per-

sons diagnosed as psychotic—are manufacturing the equivalent
their own glands. It 18 suspected that

of a psychedelic drug in

“pink adrenaline”—a mutation of ordinary adrenaline, which is

produced under prolonged stress—may be the agent involved,

although a further mutation after “pink adrenaline” is assumed
Iso called adrenochrome,

by other investigators. This substance, a
bears a distinct chemical resemblance to L.SD and, even more, to
the peyote cactus. The natural con-

mescaline, the active drug in
sequence, which is the possibility of becoming high on the
atively and bizarrely ex-

plasma of schizophrenics, 18 imagin
plored in Terry Southern’s short story, “The Blood of a Wig,” in
his novel form of vampirism, turns on with

which the hero tries t
Bellevue Hospital’s schizo

blood siphoned out of a patient 1n
famous “‘symbolist poet”—

ward—one “Chin Lee,” formerly a
ines Johnson performing necro-

and has a vision of Lyndon Ba
he corpse of John F. Kennedy.

philia on the neck wound of t
According to stand-up comic and editor Paul Krassner, this story
perience of a Newsweek reporter, who

was suggested by the ex
ision while tripping on LSD.)

actually did have that gruesome Vi
Returning to hashish, another member of the Parisian Haschi-

schin Club was the poet Theophile Gautier. Here’'s a sample

from his account of a memorable trip:

A certain numbness overcame me. My body seemed to dis-
solve and I became transparent. Within my breast [ perceived

“munchi
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the hashish I had eaten in the form of an emerald scintillating
with a million points of fire. My eyelashes elongated indefi-
nitely, unrolling themselves like threads of gold on ivory spin-
dles which spun of their own accord with dazzling rapidity.

- Around me poured streams of gems of every color, in ever
changing patterns like the play within a kaleidoscope. My
comrades appeared to me disfigured, part men, part plants,
wearing the pensive air of Ibises. So strange did they seem that
[ writhed with laughter in my corner, and overcome by the
absurdity of the spectacle, flung my cushions in the air, mak-
ing them turn and twist with the rapidity of an Indian juggler.

The first attack passed and I found myself again in my
normal state without any of the unpleasant symploms that
follow intoxication with wine. Half an hour later 1 fell once
again under the domination of hashish. This time my visions
were more complex and more extraordinary. In the diffusely
luminous air, perpetually swarming, myriad butterflies rustled
their wings like fans. Gigantic flowers with calyxes of crystal,
enormous hollyhocks, lillies of gold or silver rose before my
eyes and spread themselves about me, with a sound resem-
bling that of a fireworks display. My hearing became prodi-
giously acute. I actually listened to the sound of the colors.

From their blues, greens and yellows there reached me sound
waves of perfect distinctness. A glass inverted, the creak of an
armchair, a word pronounced in a deep voice vibrated and
-umbled about me like the reverberations of thunder. My own
voice seemed so loud that I dared not speak for tear of shatter-
ing the walls with its bomblike explosion. More than five hun-
dred clocks seem to announce the hour in voices silvery,
brassy or flutelike. Each object touched gave off a note like
that of a harmonica or an aeolian harp. Floating in a SONOrous
ocean like luminous islands, were motifs from Lucio and the

Barber of Seville. Never has greater beauty immersed me in its
flood. I was so lost in its waves, SO separated from myself, so

disembarrassed of my ego, that odious appendage that accom-
panies us everywhere, that for the first time I understood the

nature of existence of elementals of angels and spirits sepa-

rated from the body. I hung like a sponge in the midst of a
warm sea: at each moment waves of happiness traversed me,

entering and emerging by my pores. Because 1 had become
permeable my whole being became tinged by the color of the
fantastic medium in which 1 was plunged. Sounds, lights, per-
fumes reached me through tendrils fine as hairs in which I
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heard magnetic currents vibrating. By my Calcu}atiﬂn, tt_le state
lasted about three hundred years for the sensations which fol-
lowed one another were S0 numerous and pressing that any
impossible. The rapture passed... 1 saw

real appreciation was
that it had lasted just a quarter of an hour. |
nd most bizarre, terminated my

A third rapture, the last a -
my vision doubled itself. Two

Oriental soiree. In this one 1 1ts
flected on my retina in perfect

images of every object were I¢ _
he magic ferment began once again Lo act

sympathy. Soon t

with power on my mind. For a full hour I became completely

insane. In Pantagruelian dreams [ saw passing by me creatures

of fantasy, owls, sea storks, salyrs, unicorns, griffins, vultures,

a whole menagerie of monsters trotting, gliding, vaulting,
became so baroque that

yelping about the room. .. The visions
e. In less than five min-

4 desire to draw them took hold of m
utes I made a sketch of Dr. X ... who appeared to me seated at

the piano, dressed as a Turk with a sunflower on the back of
his waistcoat. My drawing represented him emerging from the
keyboard in the form of a corkscrew of capricious spirals.
Another sketch bore the legend “an animal of the future,” and
represented a living locomotive with the neck of a swan termi-
nated by the jaws of a serpent from which emerged billows of
smoke and monstrous paws composed of wheels and pulleys.
Each pair of paws was accompanied by a pair of wings and
above the tail of the animal hovered the antique god Mercury,

who advanced upon it victoriously in spite of its talons. By the
grace of hashish I had been able to draw a “farfardet” from

nature.
There was a hashish club in New York City at the same

time—a little-known fact recently unearthed by that prodigious
researcher of drug history, Dr. Michael Aldrich—but none of the
members left behind any literary accounts of their adventures.
All one can say with certainty, since the members lived in the
United States when cannabis drugs were known only to a small

percentage of the populations, is that they would be quite aston-
ished to see that, a hundred years later, their diversion had be-

come a federal crime.

Hashish & Sex

It stands to reason that a drug that will magnify sensation and
externalize one’s fantasies, as we have seen hashish do, will be a
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most powerful enhancer of the sex act if the experimenter’s mind
is open to its possibilities in advance. Such is indeed the case.
Some writers try to deny this, evidently fearful that any
admission of the “aphrodisiac™ properties of hash will encourage
further usage of an illegal chemical. The best that such people
can do to rebut the obvious facts is to make a highly artificial
distinction between experience and impression. If the hashish
user says that he saw brighter colors, they correct this to ‘“he
imagined brighter colors™; should he say that his sense of touch
was more acute, they will write that “he imagined his sense of
touch was more acute”’; if he experiences a cosmic vision, they
become especially arch and tell us “he imagined he was having

all sorts of mystical insights.”
This sort of skepticism cuts a hair so fine that it makes Ein-

stein look bald. In ordinary language and by ordinary philosophy
there is no such distinction between one’s experience and one’s

impression of that experience. Certainly, I may imagine that 1
have a million dollars when I do not—and that is certainly an
illusion, and a dangerous one if I start writing checks while still
in its grip. But is there any sense in saying that if red looks
brighter to me, then I am only imagining that it looks brighter to
me? Or that if my orgasm seems more intense to me, then I am
only imagining that it is more intense? Or that I have a delusion
that I’'m happy, or am hallucinating that I feel great?

Something is wrong when language is stretched to such a
breaking point. If a man believes that he 1s happy and hilarious
and grooving on everything around him, the only sane descrip-
tion of his state is to say he’s euphoric, not to say that he imag-
ines he is euphoric.

What the skeptic really seems to be claiming is that he knows
what the subject feels better than the subject knows—i.e., that
the subject doesn’t feel what he feels but feels something else.
This is the kind of verbal metaphysics that made the medieval
theologians become the laughing-stocks of Voltaire and other

rationalist critics.
If a man says his orgasm is better, he may be lying, of course,
but if he is not lying, then there is no further dissent that can be

offered against his declaration. He must be presumed to be the
best observer of his own subjectivity.
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I have spoken tO USETS of ca

state of the union, 1D Mexico an
one user who would definitely contr
famous assertion that “seX without pot 1s nev

sex with pot.” | | v
In 1968, the American Journal of Psychiatry published “The
” by Dr. William H. McGloth-

Marijuana Problem: An Overview,
lin and Dr. Louis Lolyon West. When a study group of users was

a<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>