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Disclaimer

In a perfect world, there would be oodles of realities to explore—more than the most 
exuberant frequent flier could visit in a lifetime. We would—like Mayflies—live for a few 
hours, then pass on, having experienced all we could in the teeny-tiny time allotted to 
us. 

But that isn’t our lot. Instead, we wander in and out of pleasure and pain—imagining, 
while  bursting with  happiness,  that  life is too short,  and when bordering on pain or 
resisting anything...that we live much too long. A cool way to mediate our limited time is 
to hang in other realities, coaxing our ferret-like boundless energy, endless curiosity, 
and closeness to others. Other realities offer the novelty, diversity, curiosity, and wonder 
inherent in the good mystery of our lives. 

There are so many realities here that we needn’t ever be bored, but can confirm that 
time really is on our side. 

Committing to one or two realities smushes our spirit and has us construct both high 
walls and deep moats to protect us from imagined enemies. Luckily, there are no real 
enemies here—only lovers we haven’t met yet. We came here to bungee jump, meet 
new people, sail, fit big jawbreakers in our mouths, and live like there is no tomorrow. 
We also came to express ourselves fully as we find our unique treasures. And we wrack 
up unique, risky experiences, and  we feed our senses including sight, sound, feeling, 
and humor. Our abundant laughter and occasional tears provide a soundtrack for a life 
worth living. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics,  if  they were legal,  would nudge us into other 
realities and the infinite possibilities they inspire. It’s a bit confusing why they are illegal 
most places; the obvious conclusion seems to be that they threaten the status quo and 
chip away at the rationality and common sense we consider necessary for a cogent, 
cultural experience. 

To fly in the face of legal bans on conscious experience is to—possibly, like Timothy 
Leary—end up in prison. That’s why I don’t advocate the use of any illegal substances 
and  certainly  wouldn’t  use  them myself.  But  I  have  been  to  countries  where  such 
substances are legal, and I have found their ingestion to be infinitely beneficial to face 
fears,  spawn multiple perspectives, inspire diverse self-expression, and loosen any and 
all white-knuckled grips on one reality over another. These substances, when done in a 
spiritual context, divulge that preferences are parochial, and limitation is optional. 

The substances also reveal  themselves  to  be unnecessary in  that  any experiences 
encountered  on  them  can  be  nurtured  and  enjoyed  without  them.  Certainly  the 
substances themselves are useful as a beginners guide to self-discovery, but are soon 
replaced with boundless zesty self-discovery in a context of reality hopping and with the 
vast, detailed elation of a kid at Christmas. 



A quick trip to Oakland, where plant medicine has recently been decriminalized, Denver, 
where mushrooms are recently legal, or Portugal, where since July 2001 personal drug 
use has been decriminalized, will provide legal options to the illegal ones so prevalent 
elsewhere. While it seems rather random that Iboga—a powerful, shamanic medicine 
used for addiction treatment and many other uses—is legal in the UK, hopefully the 
loosening of substance restriction will accelerate, and soon you will be able to partake in 
LSD, mushrooms, or ayahuasca whenever you wish, the same way you can now help 
yourself to pasta, pickles, pastries, or pancakes. 



Introduction

Consider the hermit crab who finds a shell and curls up in it. 

The crab remains safe and sound there but also continues to grow. As it grows the shell 
becomes tighter and tighter. Finally the little fellow simply can’t stand it anymore and 
leaves the safety and discomfort of the shell venturing into the sea in search of a larger 
shell. It finds a bigger shell, or becomes lunch for a passing tuna. 

Consider a human who finds a niche, a job, a relationship, a set of habits, a philosophy, 
and curls up in a little shell of a life. 

The little human remains safe and sound but also continues to grow. Their life becomes 
more  and  more  restrictive,  they  become  irritable,  bored,  disinterested,  or  even 
depressed. They may drink, watch TV, surf the web, and otherwise attempt to distract 
themselves from their rising claustrophobia. Unlike the crab humans usually remain in 
their shell. 

Remaining in our shell isn’t fun, optimal, or nurturing of our true nature. But leaving our 
shell is scary. 

Luckily there are no fish who are likely to eat us, but our thoughts threaten us with 
imminent demise or endless trauma if we even consider leaving our orderly little lives. 
These are empty, hollow threats, but they seem very real. 

To disarm the threats and to venture into new and very different realities we often need 
assistance: and that is where shamanic medicine and psychedelics come in. 

Taking  these substances quickly  invites  us  into  alternate  realities.  They take  us  to 
places where money doesn’t matter and creativity is king, they have us see through the 
eyes of the eagle or the cheetah instead of through our own limited vision. They remind 
us that  we are much more than little  robots working a routine job and that  we are 
incognito super heroes able to leap tall buildings in a single bound and save the world. 

I  have  spent  three  decades  exploring  other  realities  and  introducing  thousands  of 
people to them. I have written nine books about such things and discovered profound 
technologies for being far more present. 

After all that I stumbled upon shamanic medicine and psychedelics and discovered that 
in the right context,  these substances offer  instantaneous life transforming effortless 
shifts in consciousness. They invite us out of our shells, out of our mundane lives and 
into wonderland. They fling us into worlds of creative possibility and ignite our passion. 



Imagine my surprise when I found that a little pungent horrible tasting brown liquid from 
the jungles of Peru or a tree bark from Gabon or an extract from a common cactus, or a 
white powder from a Canadian research company could enhance quality of life faster 
than endless meditation, silent retreats, yoga seminars or hanging out in Sedona or 
India. 

This  isn’t  to  say  that  you  shouldn’t  do  all  these  wonderful  things  to  raise  your 
consciousness and urge you out of your shell. But you might as well include shamanic 
medicine and psychedelics in your other pursuits because they offer profound, powerful, 
life affirming confirmation of who you are right where you are without changing a thing. 

This book is about instant transformation on a foundation of grounding and in a context 
of spirit. It is an experiential guide to making the most of the shamanic and psychedelic 
experience. 

It is also meant to tame any fears you have about such substances and show you how 
to use them safely and optimally. What you take, where you take, when you take, how 
much you take, and who you take it with are all important.

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics invite us into new, different and very powerful 
realities. It is no accident that many such substances are illegal. They are a threat to the 
status  quo.  They  entice  us  out  of  our  shells  and  into  our  dreams.  They  enhance 
perception of possibility exponentially and as such tend to be unpredictable. 

This unpredictability is inherent in visiting other realities and venturing into the unknown. 
It is a necessary aspect of all growth and it is essential to balancing our mundane lives 
with our true natures. If all that these substances did is make us more comfortable with 
the unknown that would be a lot. But they do much more than that. 

In the right context shamanic medicine and psychedelics assist us in the search for self 
and expression of who we really are. Without a spiritual context they are just diversions 
that  waste  our  time.  More  on  spiritual  contexts,  dosages,  particular  medicines, 
antidotes, and adventures are coming your way as soon as you turn the page…



Chapter 1

A First Trip

When I was a young kid I was inordinately scared of quicksand. 

I was pretty sure I would gulp my last breath, arms flailing as I slid into sandy nowhere. 
I’d never heard of anybody in the Chicago suburbs dying that way but that didn’t alter 
my day or nightmares. 

Fast  forwarding  decades  I  found  myself  standing  in  a  friend’s  kitchen,  on  a 
mountainside above the glittering lights of the tiny  Costa Rican town staring down a 
shot  glass full  of  pungent,  thick,  dark brown liquid.  The contents  of  the glass were 
“cooked” by a tribe in the jungles of Peru and looked to me like the quicksand I had 
feared. 

“Neither a drug taker or a drinker be.” had been my motto since taking acid a couple of 
times 42 years earlier. But my curiosity had gotten the best of me over the past year 
and brought me to this point. With internal danger signals blaring I picked up the glass 
and downed its ingredients, gagged, and heard my host say “It will never taste that good 
again.” 

It hadn’t tasted good at all: but it was now inside of me and within moments I felt like a 
stranger in a strange land with things likely to get a whole lot stranger. 

We come to depend upon our thoughts, our model of how things work, and especially 
our fears as we lean upon our tiny nest of  truths:  a defense against a vast  zoo of 
variables. Almost immediately after drinking ayahuasca it became obvious that none of 
that mattered anymore. 

I was being inexorably pulled into a new world where my thoughts were irrelevant, my 
truths  petty,  and my best  laid  plans  were  mere  jokes.  I  almost  immediately  began 
lightening up. It is impossible to state just how many times we have to harp on certain 
thoughts or ideas to maintain the belief that they are true: and convince ourselves that 
we have some idea how the world works. But all  of that ended quickly with my first 
intake of shamanic medicine. 

Years earlier I had written a line in a book that totally applied as the medicine took hold: 
“Reality requires no maintenance.” Ayahuasca invited me to stop maintaining my reality 
and just watch as it fell apart. 

The idea that reality would take care of itself sounded both scary and freeing. It was 
positively fascinating and enlightening too. Had I resisted ayahuasca’s invitation, even a 



little, it would have been me and the status quo sinking in quicksand. Instead I was 
rising out of a defensive mire of my own creation and into a world in which anything was 
possible. 

My host, who had taken hundreds of trips, had a big smile on her face. She knew how 
huge this was for me and she had a pretty good idea what was in store for me. She 
trusted ayahuasca implicitly and she trusted me too. She had done one of my courses a 
year earlier and since that time had forgone medicine at my suggestion. Now I was 
entering her world. 

We settled in on her terrace with the full moon rising, and me as nervous as I can ever 
remember being. Twenty minutes went by quickly as I monitored myself noticing subtle 
changes including relaxation, and what  I  now know to be the onset of invitations to 
different realities. 

Nothing seemed as  real  or  solid  as  it  had minutes  before.  New thoughts,  pictures, 
sensations, sounds, and interpretations arrived washing away any delusions of control. I 
was letting go of the normal order of things…at the same time I was lightening up and 
entering a new world where nothing was as it seemed. 

20 minutes went by quickly, and my friend said “Now to drink the visions.” I had no idea 
what that meant but found in front of me a slightly less pungent shot glass of brown 
liquid. Acacia, an extract from a plant, was the chaser to be taken after ayahuasca: an 
extract from a vine. Ayahuasca is an MAO inhibitor and sets up the digestive conditions 
in which the hallucinogenic acacia can paint its fabulous pictures. 

Weaving my way back to the terrace the floor seemed squishy and turbulent like a 
stream under foot. I didn’t want to sit up anymore. There was a large mattress on the 
floor with an animal print cover. There were also blankets around and white buckets 
available if I needed to “purge”. My friend obviously knew what I needed and made sure 
I had it. 

I felt a pang in my stomach followed by the thought “Don’t purge!”

Some of my least favorite moments have surrounded throwing up. I curled up in the 
moonlight in close proximity to my friend and my bucket: the perfect setting for letting go 
of who I had always considered myself to be and opening to a new world of the jungle, 
other realities, and whatever came my way. 

One of my last coherent thoughts was “What if my kids could see me now?” 

I homeschooled my kids as a single parent. I let them know that they didn’t, or even 
shouldn’t, take drugs because they needed their wits to move through life effectively. I 
had learned that philosophy from my own mother when I was in high school. She met 
me at the breakfast table one morning with a joint I had dropped the night before. She 
had cut it open on a cutting board which sat on the kitchen table. 



“That stuff is illegal,” she said, “and I don’t want to visit you in jail.” She continued “We 
need our wits to find our way through life so we can live the best we can.” After that 
short lecture I never did pot again. 

Somehow ayahuasca seemed different than pot. It enhanced my perceptions and made 
me so much more viable,  loving,  interested and interesting than I  was without  it.  It 
appeared to enhance rather than dull my wits. I pondered if my mother might approve.  

I moved in and out of hyper-consciousness as I lay there. I began to see bright, super 
colorful scenes way beyond any firework finale. One moment I was running through the 
jungle the next in the presence of fractal designs that mesmerized me. I was totally out 
of control but also lying comfortably. I was occasionally a bit sick to my stomach but 
didn’t purge. At one point my host said “You are hurting my arm, please don’t hold so 
tightly.” 

I was holding on for dear life, but didn’t even know it, as my mind expanded before my 
eyes offering amazing thoughts and profound  physical sensations. Two hours passed 
without me noticing “Do you want more?” my friend asked. 

“Nope, I’m tripping.” was my muted answer. I was more present than ever but at the 
same time didn’t  recognize myself.  I  couldn’t  tell  if  I  was  having  a good time but  I 
certainly was having a unique time. I welcomed both visions and sensations without 
resistance. I was later to discover that even the thought “I wonder how long this will 
last.” could bring on intense nausea. The quantity of stimuli that was running past my 
heart and my brain made me dizzy if I didn’t just ride along with it. 

I was traveling without moving, visiting far away lands and different planets without the 
requisite  logistics,  plane tickets  or  baggage.  On ayahuasca time and space melted 
away as did  anything  that  I  had ever  considered real.  I  was  Father  in  Wonderland 
flowing through new worlds with pictures so vivid they took my breath away and travel 
so free and easy I was both pure possibility and light without limitation. 

Hours later I had the thought “Why didn’t I do this before?” and “Why doesn’t everybody 
do this?” I quickly ran out of fingers ticking off people I wanted to share this experience 
with. 

At what seemed to be the precisely right time my host played music: which enhanced 
my journey greatly as the untethered pictures rocked and rolled with the French group 
who was singing words I couldn’t understand but had, apparently,  always wanted to 
hear. She sang along in French, an angel next to me! 

The  clouds  took  on  shapes  of  monsters,  animals,  and  beautiful  landscapes.  I  was 
shocked at what my mind and body were capable of. I was peeking into new worlds I 
simply had to visit again. Having drunk the first dose at about 7PM and traveling round 
the world many times and back again the wee hours of the morning arrived. The moon 
was gone but ayahuasca was still playing with my perceptions. I had been tripping wildly 
while lying perfectly still. 

I had the white bucket next to me all the while but didn’t need it. 



My friend was the perfect guide and a full moon evening in Costa Rica was the perfect 
setting. My friend had spoken of doing ayahuasca in the jungle with a shaman pouring 
more and more of that liquid down her throat and biting flies nibbling at her as she 
walked  the  20  minutes  to  the  open  pit  that  the  tribe  used  as  a  toilet,  stopping 
occasionally to vomit. 

I was glad for my “tame” introduction to ayahuasca and for being exactly where I was as 
my friend said “It is time for bed if you want.” I was ready for anything so bed seemed 
just fine. I was staying in an apartment under her home, I effortlessly found my way 
there through the night, seeing the mountains as never before, feeling a soft breeze on 
my face and realizing that reality would never again be as small at is had always been 
for me. 

I visited the bathroom and had a post trip bowel movement which left me feeling lighter, 
more open, and ready to drift off to sleep than ever before. I felt like a kid on Christmas 
night as I dozed off accompanied by levity and wonder, confusion wasn’t to set in until 
the next morning. My first trip had been a profound success. My experienced friend was 
so proud of me and I was proud of me too. I was proud of my travels, proud of not 
purging, proud of daring to drink, proud of the places I had been, and proud that at my 
ripe old age I dared try something totally new and different. 

Ayahuasca was very nice to me that first evening. She, and my friend, took such good 
care of me. My psychedelic virginity had been taken in the perfect way under perfect 
circumstances. I had no idea how important set and setting were but had the totally 
ideal night for reality hopping and enhancement. 

That evening marked the beginning of a year of wild travel and new realities: it also, in a 
way,  began  a  new  phase  of  my  life  full  of  endless  possibility,  glittery  spiritual 
experiences,  and  a  totally  new  appreciation  for  Mother  Nature,  the  universe  and 
everything in it. 

I was pretty sure that after our first meeting I knew ayahuasca well. I didn’t of course, 
but we had begun what would become a long term relationship of mutual trust and love. 
We  have  since  taken  many  journeys  together.  We  have  shared  adventures  both 
intimate and obscure: ayahuasca has proved herself to be an incredible companion, a 
profoundly creative lover and trusted friend. She isn’t just a vine she is an entity which 
complements the ever expanding aspects of ourselves and in the process assists us in 
meeting our fears and endless new worlds. 

There is both consistency and variability to the ayahuasca experience. She is an imp, 
and loves us unconditionally. It would be a bit over a week before I took ayahuasca 
again, but it seemed that she was always with me. 

Ayahuasca quickly became one of my best friends. And with friends like that…

But all trips are not that idyllic. They can be challenging and scary too. They can test us 
sorely, and even lead to finally meeting our worst fears. 



Chapter 2

The Importance of Good Company

We had a midwife at my son, Judson’s, birth. She was a gentle, beautiful, prematurely 
grey haired woman who had promised us that she wouldn’t do anything except for being 
present at the birth. Contractions began in earnest about 7PM, the midwife arrived a 
little  over  an  hour  later.  A  few  hours  after  that  Judson  was  half  way  out  when 
complications set in. He tried to take a breath and failed, he tried again and failed again. 

“He won’t try again.” said the midwife based on her experience. And she was right. 

Years later I was sitting on a beach South of Tijuana, the sun was high and a convict 
stood in front of me taunting and kicking sand in my face. “You think you are something 
special don’t you.” he chided me at high volume. 

He had spent the past 20 years in jail for disposing of a dead body and wasn’t about to 
back off. I was stoned out of my mind on a substance called 4ACO-DMT. At the dose I 
was on, 28mg, I call it Oblivion Therapy. It drops one into the experience of nothing: no 
time, no space, no history,  no place. That day I  spent 8 hours on the beach and it 
seemed like five minutes. 

I was in no state to be challenged. He was high too and wanted to fight. Luckily, out of 
nothing we can create anything. Which is just what I did. I flowed unconditional love his 
direction and he quieted down, stopped kicking sand and wandered off. 

The “beach day” was six months after my first experience with ayahuasca. It was my 
first experience on a simulation of magic mushrooms, my first time in Mexico, and my 
first visit to a whore house that evening. Since doing ayahuasca life seemed to be a 
succession of firsts as it filled with new previously unthinkable experiences. 

Since  ayahuasca  I  greeted  almost  all  invitations  with   a  big,  congruent  “yes”  and 
continuously found myself living much more fully than ever before. Nothing seemed like 
a risk taking ayahuasca. 

That day on the beach I discovered many things one of which was that it is important 
who we trip with. Tripping with a convict on a beach in Mexico isn’t optimal, neither is 
tripping with anyone you wouldn’t pick to be your caring, loving, midwife. 

Our midwife was true to her word. As we all cheered Judson on she stood, poised to 
take care of him the moment he popped out. After what seemed way too long out he 
came, not breathing and the midwife was on him performing CPR. Soon he breathed, 
and now, in the blink of an eye he is 27 and just purchased his first house. 



The midwife saved the day,  and Judson’s life. She did not interfere with the natural 
process of birth, but she was there exactly when we needed her. 

Many years after Judson’s birth I would meet another midwife. We met at a shamanic 
music concert. She is happily married, has long red hair and has a quick, well used 
smile. That first night I noticed the intense pleasure she derived from smoking a hand 
rolled clove cigarette. I knew in that moment that she had a very intimate relationship 
with pleasure and thus had a lot to teach me. 

Sollena exaggerates when she talks about the quality of my writing, but never does 
when it comes to sunsets, or her husband and her doing MDMA every weekend for 
fifteen years. Sollena came here to make the most out of life and explore the world of 
altered states. She is my own personal Timothy Leary. 

She has been doing drugs for decades and has the stories to prove it.

She has served as a midwife for thousands of people’s trips. She has been there when 
they needed her, not interfering but ready and supportive. 

Sollena says “I did 150 ayahuasca trips before I really got it.” 

What she got is a relationship of deep trust, love, and relatedness to the essence of 
ayahuasca. And that is what she brings with her both to ayahuasca ceremonies and to 
life.

Without trusting her I never would have taken shamanic medicine. But with her I knew I 
was as safe as possible. Certainly I was still scared, the unknown is scary—but trusting 
her made all the difference.  

Sollena  and  I  have  tripped  a  lot  together  on  many different  substances.  Having  a 
partner to trip with makes a huge difference. But it must be someone you love and trust: 
someone who you can be honest with and not worry about how you look or feel around 
them. And you have to be willing to share hours and hours of delightful laughter and 
banter with that person too!  

On my worst trip ever, which also turned out to be my best trip ever, I was on my back 
for 36 hours getting up once to pee, and vomit, and slightly sitting up once to drink some 
“rice water”. She never questioned me or my experience, but like the midwife was there 
to support but not interfere. 

The company we keep matters greatly whether tripping or not. At some point, if you trip 
with other people you will need them to be your midwife and they will need you to be 
their midwife. It is best to cultivate the qualities of respect, compassion, acceptance, 
non-reaction, and trust so that when they are needed they will be there, and you will all 
have the best trip possible. 

Having and being a midwife is a powerful first step toward creating a spiritual context. 
Sand being kicked in your face isn’t the way to go nor is fighting or distrust. Shamanic 
medicine and psychedelics throw us instantly into different realities: being clipped into 



someone special, like when climbing a mountain, ensures that all is well in the reality 
that we often call home, so it is safe to leave it. 

I’m not talking about having a baby sitter . That is different. I’m talking about having a 
co-traveler to share trips with, who understands conversations about other realities and 
who welcomes new and sometimes very different aspects of you.

If you don’t have such a person in your life now don’t worry, shamanic medicine and 
psychedelics can assist you in finding one and in being such a person for others. The 
substances open us up, soften us up, and make us much better friends and lovers. 
They assist us in meeting our fears and our peers and embracing both. Get curious who 
you will trip with. 

Ponder who you would like to share other realities with and you just may discover these 
are the same people you want to spend time with. Sollena  and her husband attribute 
their 29 years of marriage to tripping together. They have bonded in so many different 
realities that they belong together. 



Chapter 3

Better Living through Chemistry and Bicycles

When I was nine my parents gave me a chemistry set. I dutifully ignored the instructions 
and mixed the little bottles of powders and stuff together. Not once did it occur to me to 
eat any of my concoctions. 

Had I done so perhaps I would be somewhat famous, and infamous like Albert Hoffman. 
But it is probably more likely that I just would have spit out the ingredients and gone 
about my day. 

Albert mixed some chemicals together that nobody ever had before and proceeded to 
get some on his fingers, or near his mouth or eyes and was quickly taking the first ever 
unscheduled trip on LSD. That acid trip was likely the last acid trip taken consciously 
without expectation. 

He soon took his second trip by dropping 250 micrograms down the hatch. The effects 
started to reach him as the stoic Swiss chemist rode his bicycle to work: that fine day 
would be celebrated by acid heads as Bicycle Day. 

I wasn’t so lucky on my bicycle. It was toward the end of a micro dosing trip when I 
made the not so brilliant decision to go for a bike ride. It was a beautiful, mind blowing 
ride through hilly forests, some farmland and I scared up a few deer too. Idyllic.  But as I 
neared the end of my ride on a road I know well, a car passed me where it certainly 
shouldn’t have with a truck coming directly at it. I looked up to see if they were going to 
collide and took my eyes off the road. Before I knew what happened I went off the road, 
pulled back onto the road and did a flip right over my front handlebars breaking my 
collarbone  and scuffing myself up. 

I sat in the ditch for about fifteen minutes with an elderly man who stopped to help me. I 
was dizzy, disoriented, and in pain. Now I know what a broken collarbone feels like, and 
that last mile of my ride was especially harrowing: I didn’t notice anything but the pain. 

I might have fallen had I not been under the slight influence: but my advice to you is to 
avoid  having  a  bicycle  day  of  your  own.  It  makes  a  whole  lot  of  sense  to  avoid 
precarious or challenging situations on any substance. Don’t drive. Don’t ride, and don’t 
necessarily expect any gourmet recipes you make while on acid to be identical to the 
ones you make when sober. 

A friend of mine has been on and off with her boyfriend for a year. She often speaks of 
him in lowly terms but decided it was time to introduce him to a low dose of 1P-DMT—
an acid analog. What followed was a totally heart opening trip together and now when 



she speaks of him it is always a glowing report about how totally wonderful he is and 
how much fun they have together. “That was the best day of my life.” her boyfriend 
reported on the evening of their trip. She grinned widely. 

I’ve  heard  many stories  about  hopping  realities  together  making  for  a  much  better 
relationship.  After  Albert’s  first  two  trips  he  continued  to  take  acid  occasionally 
throughout his life. He died at one hundred years old a short two years after his wife 
passed. 

Hoffman, of course, had no idea what would happen or what seeds he was sowing. He 
probably didn’t foresee 100 million tabs of Orange Sunshine being distributed worldwide 
by a tiny group of believers. He certainly didn’t imagine the role that he would play in the 
late 1960’s and the last time, in the Summer of Love in 68 when love reigned supreme. 

After his first trip he reported: 

“…affected by a remarkable restlessness, combined with a slight dizziness. At home I 
lay down and sank into a not unpleasant intoxicated[-]like condition, characterized by an 
extremely stimulated imagination. In a dreamlike state, with eyes closed (I found the 
daylight to be unpleasantly glaring), I  perceived an uninterrupted stream of fantastic 
pictures, extraordinary shapes with intense, kaleidoscopic play of colors. After some two 
hours this condition faded away.”

Can you imagine how nuts that had to be? 

Hoffman never did really come to grips with why LSD would become illegal. Interviewed 
shortly after his 100th birthday he called acid “medicine for the soul”. He also wrote a 
book whose title translates into My Problem Child, referring, of course, to acid. 

I owe Albert a huge debt of gratitude. He laid the groundwork that made my trip after 
high school the most memorable one ever. 

The day after I graduated from high school, in 1968, I hopped a plane at 2AM headed 
from the Chicago suburbs to Denver. I had a well packed knapsack full of books, stereo, 
cornmeal and high hopes. After spending the night in the Denver airport I walked out 
into a beautiful day and a new world. Magpies, the first I had ever seen, sat in fence 
posts watching me bounce along feeling truly free for the first time ever. 

It took me just over a week hitchhiking to arrive at the corner of Haight and Ashbury 
streets in the beginning of the summer of love. That summer was sponsored by an 
unpopular war, people who wished to be free, and especially to acid. 

Acid either was or gave birth to a political statement that politics simply were rotten to 
the core and loving each other was where it  was at.  Bands had mind-blowing light 
shows, there was music in the air, flowers in people’s hair and revolution everywhere. 

Albert Hoffman first synthesized LSD on November 16, 1938. Just thirty years before 
the summer of love. He didn’t stop there though: he experimented with the synthesis of 



many other substances available today. He was the first one to synthesize the magic 
ingredient in magic mushrooms and created 4ACO-DMT and others psychedelics. 

Over the years there have been numerous scientific trials with the use of acid combined 
with  psychotherapy,  with  prisoners,  and  others.  The  government,  in  a  broad 
proclamation would have us believe that these studies were mixed at best but that isn’t 
the  case.  You  can chase down the literature on  this  subject  if  you  wish:  I’m more 
inclined to trust my own experiences. After all, nobody has ever died from an overdose 
of  acid  and  that  can’t  be  said  for  numerous  other  drugs  that  are  legal  or  readily 
available. 

Why would the government be so opposed to acid and other mind altering substances: 
that is obvious: psychedelics can be subversive and make the populace more difficult to 
convert to so many sheep following orders. When you have visited multiple realities you 
just don’t succumb to simplistic manipulation like the people who are shipwrecked in 
one or two realities do. 

Albert Hoffman was a pioneer and adventurer. If we, as a culture, were more open to 
personal growth and adventure we might celebrate his birthday on January 11th or at 
least acknowledge him with a statue in Times Square or a toast from time to time. 

When I was growing up my parents always celebrated Beethoven’s birthday, he was 
born December 16th 1770. Perhaps we should pick a date in-between these two, like 
December 25th, give the populace the day off and celebrate both birthdays by listening 
to Beethoven’s 9th symphony, Ode to Joy, on acid. Wouldn’t that be fun to look forward 
to every year. It would likely reduce the elevated suicide rates of the holiday season too.

Acid offers an adventure without leaving home that, if taken in the morning, by evening 
won’t show up in a drug test. It provides a low carbon footprint option to flying to Nepal 
or Sedona. It scares us so badly we meet new aspects of our internal police forces, our 
adventurous nature’s, and curious selves just by considering it. 

There is no other compound I know of that has the influence on our bodies of so much 
distilled water but remains illegal. Yes, acid is very special still. But many people remain 
terrified of it. In my favorite bike shop the other day I chatted with JIm. He is in his early 
sixties with a pony down his back and looks just like a hippie. He calls me “young man” 
and seems to be open to anything. 

But when I offered Jim some acid he blushed bright red, stuttered and declined. “I’ll just 
bring you a blotter cut into six little pieces.” I insisted. “You can micro-dose and you will 
still be able to work on bikes and likely have a wonderful time.” 

“I can’t do that.” he said. “I don’t want to grow.” 

It  wasn’t  really  that  he didn’t  want  to  grow,  it  was that  the idea of  taking acid  and 
perhaps being out of control that scared him silly. It also lit him up and energized him. I 
had just come back from a festival in Costa Rica where we did a whole bunch of acid 
analogs and danced into the wee hours. He loved my stories, but resisted taking a trip 
himself. 



I invite you to have your own experience of acid, especially in a spiritual context. Do so 
before you read on, or certainly soon. This is a personal invitation from me to you. Join 
the creatives in Silicon Valley who are micro-dosing often. 

TS Eliot said it well: 

“We shall not cease from exploration, and the end of all our exploring will be to arrive 
where we started and know the place for the first time.” 

Eliot wasn’t referring to acid but he did know something about our deep desire to visit 
and explore new aspects of ourselves and the world. Hoffman did too: and if you wish 
to, like Andrew, live to be a happy, quite healthy, full one hundred years or more try a 
little acid. Start small and build a bit. You are likely to be glad you did as you discover 
your mind is a horrible thing to waste on redundant, recursive thinking and a wonderful 
thing to expand. 



Chapter 4

Where to get it, what to take and when. 

It  used to be that acid was an illicit,  illegal  drug that required sneaking over to the 
unsavory side of  the tracks to purchase.  Or,  you had to  know someone who knew 
someone who had some and needed a few bucks. 

Now you can order from a reputable Canadian research chemical company and the 
postman delivers them to your door.(email me at: judson99999@aol.com to learn more 
about these companies.)

You can order 1P-LSD, ETH-LAD, 1A-LSD, MiPLA, AL-LAD, ALD-52, LSZ, PRO-LAD, 
or other acid analogs. Each of these substances will provide different trips, each one, 
dependent on dosage, and your own personal psychology and chemistry will  offer a 
very different trip. It  is impossible to suggest how any one of these may effect you, 
which is where experience and experimentation come in. 

The experiences from these substances are untamed, like the Wild West was and the 
range of possible adventures available can be a problem or lots of fun. The idea behind 
a Big Mac is that each one is roughly the same whether we get it  in Omaha, Saginaw, 
or Poughkeepsie. We like standardization—it makes us feel safe and like we belong.

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics often make us feel unsafe and like we are unique 
adventurers into foreign lands without guide books. While that may not sound attractive 
the daring, unpredictable trip experience reminds us that what  we know is very tiny 
while what we don’t know is practically everything.

Venturing  into  the  vast,  internal  unknown  expands  our  perspective  and  massively 
increases our range of possibilities—it appeals to our creativity,  curiosity and innate 
sense of adventure. 

The unpredictability of each trip reverberates with the magical mystery of each moment. 
Standardization  is  fine  when  it  comes  to  drinking  water,  Big  Macs,  weights,  and 
measures but sucks when it comes to painting, writing, sex, self expression, tripping, 
and most of life. 

Variability inspires us while consistency lulls us into a waking sleep or sleep itself. 

1P-LSD is going to be the same blotter or tab each time but depending on how much 
we  ingest  and  the  set  of  cognitive,  psycho-emotional,  and  environmental  variables 
makes each trip unique. We can’t step in the same river twice because we and the river 
have both changed. 

mailto:judson99999@aol.com


The first time I did 1P I had no idea what to expect. The second time I had no idea what 
to expect either. And the third time too. 

That said 1P in low dose, a sixth of a blotter, roughly 16 micrograms, often yields a mild 
euphoria with time dissolving about fifty percent and an eight to ten hour trip. But some 
people insist that the day after the micro-dose is even better. If I’m flying somewhere I 
love to microdose  the day before. It ameliorates the anxiety before the trip and makes 
the airport and the flight relaxingly surreal. 

I  don’t write so clearly on the come up of 1P, but I  do lounge with inspired visions, 
increased sensuality,  and sexuality.  Even on such a small  dose I  often feel like the 
universe loves me and exactly what I’m doing is what I ought to be doing. 

I love microdosing mid morning and making a day of it. If I’ve got time and not much to 
do I might up the dose to a third or a half. At that dosage I can’t write coherently but I 
become prone to the nuances of music, dancing, and giggling. The length of the trip is 
the same but the intensity is amped up. 

A doctor friend of mine took a sixth  of  1P. He hardly noticed any results and now, 
months later, hasn’t taken another trip. There is a reason for this. He doesn’t want to 
rock  the  boat.  He seeks to  live  a life  of  constants  and reduce variables  whenever 
possible. He likes living in his own head entertained by his own thoughts. He has stories 
about doing drugs early in his college years and can’t imagine daring to do them now. 
He’s living in the past, ignoring the present.

Lots of people are like that: soldiers for the status quo. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics shake up the status quo—they have also been 
proven to cure drug addiction, depression, and other psychological  conditions. They 
also tend to relax our perpetually tense rectums. 

I was lying on my girlfriends massage table one day as she surprised me. “I’m going to 
do something a little different today.” she said. She respectfully explained what she was 
going to do which in no way prepared me for what would happen next. 

Ever  so  slowly  she  began  sliding  her  lubricated  finger  into  my butt.  The pain  was 
poignant and sharp, I let out a scream and she stopped sliding her finger further. During 
the  next  twenty  minutes  she  slowly  gained  access  to  my  back  door.  “  I  have 
hemorrhoids and that really, really hurts.” I pleaded. 

Minutes after  the session I was in the shower. I  felt  waves of relaxation, relief,  and 
release. I contemplated world peace if only everyone relaxed their rectums. It wasn’t 
hemorrhoids that hurt, the sharp pain was from having my perpetually tight sphincter 
challenged. 

I was a tight ass on my way to becoming a peaceful warrior. My lunch tasted better, I 
laughed more freely,  loved more fully and could hardly wait  until  my next session—
which proved to be sensual. 



Acid,  and  tripping,  loosens  our  white  knuckled  grip  on  life.  It  reduces  stress  and 
seriousness effortlessly. It opens the doors to creativity and makes world peace more 
likely.  Because  it  has  all  these  positive  benefits  it  also  inspires  in  us  a  certain 
evangelism. We want everyone to experience the benefits. 

When I first took acid 40 some years ago nobody spoke of micro-dosing: the idea was 
you tuned in, turned on, and dropped out. And while that is a cool way to do acid it lacks 
the precision available today. Just the fact that we can get the exact same drug each 
time turns what used to be a street variable into a constant.  

While I don’t really want to I feel compelled to offer a few warnings here. Nobody on the 
planet knows what you will do in the next moment. And nobody knows how you will 
react  when  you  ingest  pork  rinds,  coke,  green  drink,  or  acid.  We  are  totally 
unpredictable creatures attempting to prove to ourselves and our loved ones that we 
can be counted on. 

This process of trying to be counted on is reason enough to do drugs as an escape from 
the shear  stress of being us. But doing them as an escape lacks a spiritual context and 
thus undermines many of the gifts they have to offer us. Tripping in a spiritual context 
makes us more grounded, creative, and resourceful—not less.

1P is a cool place to start, and a one sixth dosage is too. Whether you cut up a blotter 
or soak it in water and take some drops it is all good and a very nice adventure. If you 
have done loads of drugs before this dose may seem too small.  It  isn’t.  The subtle, 
powerful effects of even this tiny dose offers an experience worth learning the nuances 
of and discovering how to reproduce the thoughts, energies, and sensations without 
drugs. 

Even people who have done a lot of acid may find that taking it  consciously,  being 
present  to  the nuances of  a  trip  offers very different  experiences than unconscious 
traveling does. The idea isn’t to knock yourself out but to use both shamanic medicine 
and psychedelics as a tool  for  self  knowledge and increased presence while reality 
hopping.

Acid  and  it’s  analogs  appear  to  offer  a  vast  step  up  in  sample  rate,  having  us 
experience ourselves, our lovers, and our surroundings more fully. This can be intense 
but it is more likely to make every flower brighter, more fun to look at and melt into. 

On his 100th birthday Albert Hoffman said:

“It  gave  me an inner  joy,  an  open mindedness,  a  gratefulness,  open eyes  and an 
internal sensitivity for the miracles of creation.... I think that in human evolution it has 
never been as necessary to have this substance LSD. It is just a tool to turn us into 
what we are supposed to be.”



Chapter 5

My First Date with Ayahuasca.

I had the best first date ever last night.

It was with a beautiful, endlessly caring, sublime, one-of-a-kind vine: ayahuasca. 

I say we had a date—because instantly, I was her guy, and she was my world. 

I’ve had many experiences of falling for someone fully and quickly on our first meeting—
and that is exactly what happened here. I drank deeply of her around 7:00 p.m.—and by 
7:40, she had me entranced and welcoming her into my life and limbs...I signed away 
my autonomy to her. By 8:00, I fell totally under her spell—I was smitten. 

This clearly was the kind of love I’d never recover from. 

Some dates can be edgy,  uncomfortable, and punctuated by embarrassing silences. 
This one had none of that. It was ethereal, yet grounded.

Part of dating is getting to know each other and discovering if we are compatible. As 
time spent together grows into a relationship, it is imperative that we share a deeper 
knowledge  and  appreciation  for  each  other.  With  ayahuasca,  none  of  this  was 
necessary. She knew me perfectly from the start. She not only was aware of exactly 
who I was—she also adored and appreciated me just the way I am.

She got me in all the ways I’ve always wanted to be gotten. There was no small talk, no 
embarrassing moments, and nothing to prove. We instantly arrived where I had only 
imagined going  in  my wildest  happily-ever-after  dreams.  We began at  the  absolute 
pinnacle of pleasure and passion, then submerged together in total fulfillment.

I, of course, didn’t know her in the same fully rounded, open way she knew me—but I 
quickly discovered I didn’t need to. All that was necessary was to trust her. 

The secret to a truly grand connection is always trust. The more trust...the better. And 
the  moment  that  we  don’t  trust,  we  feel  alone,  released  prematurely  on  our  own 
recognizance, feeling the ache of a heart too open in an unsafe world. 

Ordinary relationships are built on distrust. With ayahuasca, distrust—or any resistance
—is quickly met with  vomiting, fear,  discomfort,  and undeniable consequences. It  is 
impossible to distrust her without experiencing swift repercussions—and it is this sort of 
feedback that feeds the very depths of trust. She teaches us to trust immediately—and 
then, the world is our playground. 



She  is  a  great  date...and  much  more.  No  matter  how  amazing  your  mother  was, 
ayahuasca makes a much better mother. She is never distracted, always there, forever 
giving and attentive. 

Ayahuasca nurtures us like the best of parents. She offers the best care we will  find 
anywhere. She isn’t capable of selfishness, and when it comes to close-knit caring, she 
never blinks. Instead, she is there for us at every turn and at every moment with a 
sweet, adoring wink. She knows us better than we know ourselves and loves us more 
than we love ourselves. In her sweet, ever-vigilant approval, we can do no wrong. We 
are always perfect. 

Like a great teacher or mentor, ayahuasca keeps us focused on what matters. She is a 
shepherd watching over us when trouble is brewing, or when we feel the world is too big 
for us. At the same time, she inspires us to be shepherds of ourselves, others, and the 
earth. 

She  reminds  us  that  we  are  funny,  interesting,  bold,  strong,  fearless,  loving,  and 
priceless. She offers us an end to seeking by delivering what we’ve always wanted. She 
may not prevent us from meeting life’s hurdles and challenges, but she reminds us to 
regard ourselves lightly. 

She inspires a sense of  wonder  that  turns cumulus clouds into  mammoth dragons, 
pirate ships, or fanciful elves dancing round a nearly full moon. She converts the rippling 
notes of a song into resplendent dancing colored images that remind us that this is an 
entertaining place. 

On our date, we traveled the world together without moving a centimeter. She gently 
directed me, lifting my hands from my chest, and having her—through my hands, arms, 
shoulders, and whole body—conducting the symphony of life. She has no arms of her 
own, but is perfectly capable of using ours. She has no tongue of her own, but speaks 
through us. She doesn’t need feet to travel, and she makes our hearts beat, whether we 
know it or not. 

We fell in love...then we kept falling. Falling is the easiest, most fun and effortless way 
to get anywhere—which is probably why ayahuasca uses it  as her primary mode of 
transport. Turns out that we can instantly fall anywhere if we just relax and let ourselves 
go.  We can beam from the pyramids to the deep ocean floor with  the company of 
google-eyed fish with little lights on their heads—and then, to Venus, the recesses of 
our deep selves, childhood, and the womb. 

Ayahuasca  folds  space  and  time  into  a  universal  dough,  which  can  be  baked  into 
anything we wish. She invites us into two, three, or many places at the same time. She 
offers  boundless  experiences.  Given  how used  to  boundaries  we  are,  this  can  be 
dizzying at first. But, our nature is boundless, so we catch on fast. 

As the best lovers do, she  incarcerates and liberates us—holds us so tightly, there is 
no option of escape, yet frees us in every way, allowing us to be both our best and 
worst  selves.  Ayahuasca  is  that  kind  of  lover—and when  we  fall  for  her,  we  meet 



ourselves. But then, we discover that it isn’t really her...it is us. We are the ones who are 
expansive, ecstatic, erotic, and never-ending. 

People often report fearful or scary experiences with ayahuasca—but that isn’t her; that 
is their resistance. They also report amazing journey’s—but that isn’t her either. It is 
who we really are. 

Ayahuasca sets us free by being free herself. I asked her if she dated around, and she 
replied, “I am totally monogamous with each person.” A friend of mine asked her where 
the stock market was going. She replied, “It is headed up, don’t worry. I mean down, get 
out fast! Well, it could be going anywhere, does it really matter?” In that moment, my 
friend  was  permanently  cured  from worrying  about  the  stock  market;  in  that  same 
evening, she—as far as he is concerned—healed his edgy prostate too.

Ayahuasca  offers  not  only  the  fully  bodied  invitation  to  trust,  but  also  the  overt 
consequences that  make learning  effortless:  pleasure  all-encompassing,  possibilities 
obvious, freedom persistent, and love easy-peasy. She takes us just the way we are…
and that, it turns out, is all we ever wanted or needed to blossom fully. 

When heading  out  on  a date  with  ayahuasca,  it  is  a  good idea to  bring  a  bucket, 
because  you  may  suddenly  need  to  purge.  But,  that  is  just  a  small  part  of  the 
experience  of  discovering  ourselves  as  the  universe...a  small,  sticky  ball  of  cares, 
worries, concerns, and everything in between. 

If you dare date mother nature’s lovechild, ayahuasca, you will have the most profound, 
incredible,  loving  date  with  yourself  ever.  You  will  experience  being  allowed  and 
encouraged unconditionally.  You  will  find  the  edge of  your  sanity  and cross  it  with 
impunity,  finding yourself  on a narrow trail  with  a vast  mountain on one side and a 
drastic drop to your death on the other. You will rely on her...because she knows the 
sure-footed way by heart. 



Chapter 6

Tuning our Neurologies for Pleasure.

Both shamanic medicine and psychedelics offer lots of boundless pleasure. They blow 
the lid off of our normal, mundane happiness, and in doing so have us meet new, crazy 
happy aspects of ourselves. 

Unlike other euphoric drugs they aren’t addictive. So, they don’t inspire us to take them 
just to get high. Getting high from these substances is a side effect, not a goal. In daily 
life there is a mix of pain and pleasure: embracing both has us live fully. Resisting either 
one lessens our range of experience and numbs us. 

Growing accustomed to much greater pleasure is one of the challenges of psychedelic 
substances. It redefines who we are, what we deserve, and what we will settle for.  

The Chi Kung master picked up a 2x4 slab of lumber. He raised it high in front of himself 
and slammed it as hard as he could on the meat of his right thigh. 

“Whack!” 

He  closed  his  eyes  feeling  deeply  into  his  body,  making  sure  that  the  sharp  pain 
delivered intensity and pleasure to every cell. It was obvious from watching his face that 
he was transforming pain into pleasure with his neurology, bones, marrow, and flesh. 

In a couple of minutes, he raised the piece of lumber again and hit the same exact spot 
as hard as he could.

This time his pleasure was greater. The prior strike had opened aspects of him that 
were now ready for the alchemy of conversion. 

As we walk through our own lives, we are often struck by the loud sound of a car horn, 
fear of rejection from a lover, or the intense sensations from stubbing a toe or having a 
rugged work out. All day long, we are bombarded with sensations. 

In this little exercise, the Chi Kung master revealed how we can lean deeply into the 
sensations of pleasure or pain, and rise above by embracing both. When we rise above, 
we  welcome all  stimuli,  becoming whole,  complete,  and at  peace.  In  doing so,  our 
bodies and nerves lead the way into an always open heart. 

While our minds think pleasure is pleasure and pain is pain, our bodies know otherwise. 
Our nerves don’t distinguish between pleasure and pain; they are inspired by the act of 



firing off,  no matter what the stimuli.  And then our minds interpret the transmissions 
from our nerves, creating a lyric narrative of excited acceptance or dramatic resistance. 

An amoeba has no such narrative, so it moves away from external stimuli every time. 

But we have the option to move toward or away. And in doing so, our vast community of 
cells  generates  a  potpourri  of  complex  responses  so  vast  that  we  actually  scare 
ourselves with our unpredictability. Any stimulus can yield so many different responses 
that we can’t control what we say, do, or feel. 

One moment we are singing some old love song happily—at the top of our lungs, in the 
shower—then, minutes later, we are sitting on the edge of an unmade bed, head in 
hands,  worried  about  a  whole  buffet  of  awful  things,  including  losses  in  the  stock 
market, fear of death, the absence of a call from a new lover, or the presence of a call 
from an ex. 

Our bodies love earth; our minds, not so much, as they attempt to defend us against our 
own (and the world’s)  inherent variability.  Our  bodies are lightening fast;  our minds 
deliver contrived, edited news, illusions, and organized stimuli at the speed of snail mail. 
The variation of speed between these two unnerves us, distracting from the immediacy 
of  our  nerves  and  leading  us  away  from  direct  experience  to  the  land  of  slow, 
domesticated thoughts. 

To catch up, to notice the moment, and be present returning our focus of attention to 
our nerves is vital. Doing so lights up our body; it puts a smile on our face now and one 
in our pocket for later. It has us welcome what happens, rather that wishing anything 
was otherwise.

Our minds are constantly juggling worldly events, and they always want fewer stimuli—
static states without the extremes of good and bad, right and wrong, or happy and sad. 
Minds want stimuli from a short list of positive or favorable experiences. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics offer what minds really need—an ever expanding, 
always changing, potpourri of realities so wide, long, deep and unpredictable that they 
become enjoyable and entertaining rather than threatening. 

Bodies open freely to all stimuli, including positive ones, the long list of irrelevant stimuli, 
and a short list of unfavorable ones. Basically, bodies open and welcome the universe 
as it is, living in the endless flow of stimuli, while the mind seeks to domesticate earth, to 
till the vast soil of experience, and edit everything into a tiny acceptable trickle. 

Our bodies offer an improvisational fireworks show, keeping us dancing wildly to the 
tune of the universe. Psychedelic substances teach us to trust our bodies and love our 
minds. 

Feeling our nerves leads the way to the moment—to the titillation that is who we are. 
Focusing attention on our sensations gives us the bravery to carry on and the nerve to 
meet each bulging, overflowing moment as it  is. When we adore being taunted and 
tested by the world, we realize that we are the world—not separate from it. 



We like to play hard, eat or drink too much, and stretch outside our comfort zones—
redefining new realms and new aspects of safety and coziness, experiencing this planet 
as the perfect place for us.  

Our bodies’ deep desire to step off every cliff edge drives our minds under the covers, 
curled up, sucking on illusions, and feigning safety. That bodies and minds seek totally 
different limits makes for on ongoing flip of a coin to discover whether our mind or body 
will dominate our attention. Psychedelic substances offer a proliferation of sensations 
that bring mind and body together with endless sensational amusement.  

When tails (the body) wins, the universe wins; when heads (mind) wins, the universe 
wins. But it doesn’t seem like that. Body doesn’t remember to keep score, and mind 
can’t forget the minute details of losses. It often has to be prompted to recall wins. Mind 
has created a simplistic system of right and wrong, win and lose, good and bad, so it 
can keep score. Because, to minds, it is better to keep score and lose, than to relax into 
a scoreless wonderland and dance with Alice. 

When we think we can’t (or are sure we will) break, that is when the committee of two—
mind and body—duke it out to discover what we will  do. If  there is a split decision, 
whatever comes next is done with only half of ourselves—an overcommitted mind and 
absent body, or an engaged body and distracted mind. 

At that moment, relying on nerves offers an immediate, full-bodied experience. Nerves 
are more intimate than minds, and intimacy is the brass ring and the wide open door to 
full  spectrum experience.  Our  nerves welcome what  our minds don’t  yet  dare—and 
when they do, minds open too.

Fully  embodying  anything  shamanic  medicine  or  psychedelics  offer  makes  every 
moment and every journey more fun. It teaches mind and body how to get along and 
work together. It reminds them that they are one of the same bonded by unconditional 
love. Learning to embrace both pleasure and pain on a trip reminds us to do so in 
mundane life as well leading to a full spectrum life.  



Chapter 7

Why You Should take Magic Mushrooms Often and How to 
have the Best Trip Ever. 

A few weeks ago, on my second 4ACO-DMT trip I was attacked by boredom. “When will 
this stupid stuff wear off” I thought. 

I wanted to return to my regular programming, to the harsh thinking that had come to 
characterize the brutality of winter’s chill. I felt worthless, empty, alone, and addlepated. 

Luckily I had a get out of jail free card. My friend Sollena knows the worlds of altered 
consciousness, having visited the outer islands of reality often: so I texted her. A few 
texts later I was smiling, bordering on laughter, realizing that I was on vacation, flying 
both too high to be noticed by my usual cerebral radar and under the usual suspects 
and culprits of my discontent. 

A beautiful trip ensued. 

A week later I received a text from Sollena . She was in a synthetic mushroom induced 
boredom funk. “This isn’t fun.” She texted. I pointed out it wasn’t supposed to be fun. 
That fun is a spin we apply, not the pure state of nothing she found herself in. Synthetic 
mushrooms, in the proper dose, offers pure unadulterated nothingness. 

We  are  so  busy,  so  full,  so  constantly  striving  to  prove  ourselves  or  get  some 
meaningful  work  done  that  nothing  seems  to  be  an  extravagance  we  can’t  afford. 
Nothing wastes time we don’t have and threatens to throw us out of our phrenetic coma 
of ant logic: carrying more than our own weight in things, thoughts, and responsibility, 

But nothing is the necessary foundational lynch pin of creativity too. It is the wellspring 
of originality and the trailhead of art. Nothing is where we came from, where we are 
going and the essence of presence. Nothing is our genealogy and our refuge from the 
gnawing sequence of disasters we call life. 

Nothing is  what  we  need most  and what  terrifies  us.  It  offers  us  confirmation from 
existence  without  the  normal  static  and  pressures  inherent  in  moving  around  or 
attempting to fix ourselves, this place or others. But nothing looks like a void, a waste, a 
collection of idle dereliction of our usual idolatry of self. Nothing looks like loitering to us 
busy bodies.

I texted Sollena and she texted me to gain permission to lallygag, wallow, and splash 
around in nothing. Nothing for moments is one thing, but nothing for hours requires 
permission. Permission is the promise that there is nothing that needs to be done, that 



self will be waiting when we return, and that we simply don’t need identification for a 
while. 

Sollena giggled, setting her course for nowhere and sailing into the virtues of no self. 
She had received the same permission she had given me just days before. 

Permission, from someone who knows, is an invitation into what I call “oblivion therapy”. 
Permission from the illusion of another is to live for. When we were little we needed 
permission to go to the store or sleep over at a friend’s house. As adults we are so busy 
we need permission to go nowhere and especially to do nothing. We need permission to 
temporarily escape our fortified selves and flaunt our essence. 

Anything, and everything is better with permission. Because permission offers at least 
tacit company and a sweet hand to hold. Of course we are never alone but often, when 
we neglect our own company, it seems we are always alone. Permission reminds us of 
a petite surrender that is the essence of innocence. 

A surrender  so tiny that  it  offers the homeopathic company of  well  being. It  puts  a 
permanent dent in loneliness while making being alone a party. 

It’s likely there will never be an official minimum daily requirement of nothing. But the 
foundation of personality, and it’s sustenance is nothing. And while the return to nothing 
may  be  scary  it  is  endlessly  liberating.  Knowing  that  nothing  is  waiting  without 
judgement and with open arms is the grounding we need to get as crazy as we are.

It’s little wonder mushrooms, 4ACO-DMT or real, are legally suspect because they offer 
the nothing we need instead of all the things our economy and insecurity demand that 
we seek. Visit nothing often, and with permission to make the most of each moment 
incarnate. 

Nothing is a presence of essence and an absence of fear, loathing, pleasure, seeking 
and even being. It’s a dip into the primordial well spring that makes us possible. Nothing 
reminds us that we are both art and the current culmination of Earthly evolution, the 
pinnacle  of  possibility,  the  embodiment,  and  roust  of  all  things  bold  and  beautiful. 
Nothing is the reflection of our inherent contentment. 

Nothing is available in powder form. Powdered nothing. It is called 4ACO-DMT and at 
doses above 18mg it offers oblivion therapy. My first trip on it was 28mg and resulted in 
the disappearance of both time and space on a beach in Mexico. I was totally able to 
find the bathroom, put on sunscreen, and have occasional thoughts. Even thoughts that 
I was going to be arrested and thrown into a Mexican jail for life were not the least bit 
disturbing. It was odd to not be able to reference the existence of my son or daughter 
but I couldn’t really attend to anything non-local—and they were not there so ceased to 
exist for me. 

My second trip on 4ACO was when I texted Sollena , I had taken 22mg. My third trip I 
laughed a lot, relaxed and held nothing cheek to cheek as we slow danced together. A 
fellow I know is gradually working up his dose of 4ACO. Last I heard he was at 36mg. I 
don’t really understand the point in that, but he does say that depression, which used to 



be his constant companion simply isn’t around anymore. But 4ACO is not the only drug 
he takes, so who knows what is backing off the depression. 

4ACO is easily available in powder form from Canadian research companies. It can be 
mixed with  vodka in  the  right  proportion  and be taken drop by drop and will  keep 
indefinitely in the freezer. It works as both a micro-dose: 3mg is fine, or a macro dose: 
18mg or a bit more by drop or capsule. 



Chapter 8

Perpetually Altered States. 

One  of  the  most  common  reasons  that  people  oppose  shamanic  medicine  and 
psychedelics is that those substances rock the boat of ordinary, mundane reality. Thus 
they seem like a threat. Nothing could be further from the truth. We are continually in 
altered states often pretending that we are much more static than we are. 

Sometimes we find ourselves in new places, they can be scary, make us shiver and 
shake, they terrify our overactive minds but at the same time offer more presence, and 
access to many more aspects of ourselves. 

If  we have taken shamanic medicine or psychedelics we have a perfect excuse for 
being in these new places. But if we haven’t then we are way more likely to imagine that 
there is something wrong with us. 

I woke up in the middle of the night terribly dizzy and a little nauseous. I was married at 
the time and said to my wife “Either I am suddenly enlightened or something is terribly 
wrong with me.” 

We had a young child so I didn’t want to wake her and submit both her and my wife to 
the ER. So I called Charlie, an old friend who threw on his clothes and picked me up 
half an hour later. 

Once  at  the  ER  I  was  left  lying  on  a  gurney  for  perhaps  two  hours.  Though  my 
emergency seemed extreme to  me there  were  obviously  others  who  needed  more 
immediate care. The diagnosis was vertigo and the prescription was a mild sedative 
which would make living with dizzy easier. 

I had not crossed over into enlightenment nor was there anything seriously wrong with 
me. There was, in fact, a tiny glitch in my inner ear sufficient to throw me for a loop. 

Vertigo has occasionally visited me since, becoming a bit of a friend who reminds me 
that I can always be tipsy. 

Altered states show up naturally. With shamanic medicine and psychedelics they show 
up regularly. Visiting new terrain becomes a way of life and the terror often associated 
with the unknown diminishes quickly making one braver, more playful, and lighter as we 
feel our way through mundane life and existential layers. 

We can, of course, wait for altered states to visit or we can do meditation, lie in flotation 
tanks, go to workshops, read self help books, chant, eat only raw food, fast, hop into 



cold water, or navigate the difficult terrain of relationship to hasten more of those states. 
Being honest, just about everything we do, from exerting ourselves, watching a new TV 
show, to arguing with our spouse is just another attempt at making our lives interesting, 
variable, and worth living. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics offer amazing experiences that are inexpensive, 
non-addictive,  not dangerous, but scary.  They offer us experiences of riding a roller 
coaster without having to ride a roller coaster. They offer us deep sensuality finding that 
within ourselves we are able to experience profound pleasure anytime. And they offer 
self knowledge through both adventure and meeting and overcoming our fears. 

There are a lot of realties on Earth. Sampling only one or two of them is a bit of a waste. 
Visiting many of them makes a truly fascinating life. 

We have a tendency to work really hard. Shamanic medicine and psychedelics are 
ridiculously easy, they do all the work encouraging us to relax and learn more about 
ourselves in a short period of time than we ever have before. They inspire us to “be 
here now” and to visit other worlds and “be there too.” 

Panic attacks, terror, and anxiety are quite common in our culture. These “events” are 
often unscheduled visits to other realities, and the denial that the visit occurred. The odd 
antidote to them is to embrace them, encourage them, and if possible reproduce them 
at will. Resistance is at the heart of all of these experiences and using psychedelics we 
can have ever broader ranges of experience without resistance.

On my birthday, several years ago, a doctor friend of mine invited me to visit what is 
called the knife and gun club: the Grady hospital emergency room in Downtown Atlanta 
on a Saturday night. I, of course, jumped at the opportunity. 

Nervous as can be I stood in scrubs with the name “Dr Nature ” embroidered on them. 
The first patient admitted was a huge, muscular African American man with a hole in his 
thigh. “I was cleaning my gun.” he said. My doctor friend rolled his eyes aware that the 
angle of the hole made it obvious that he had been shot by someone else. 

The  fellow  wasn’t  afraid  of  dying,  wasn’t  bothered  by  the  pain  but  couldn’t  stop 
muttering about his wife coming to the ER. He knew that she wasn’t going to be happy 
about the hole in his leg and he would soon regret being shot.

We spent hours in the ER that night seeing gunshot wounds, people hit by cars, knife 
wounds, and other accident victims. We saw real wounds, real life, and real reactions to 
conditions that actually existed. But there was something missing. There was no panic, 
no  acting  crazy:  being  wounded  seemed  to  ground  people,  sober  them  from  the 
illusions and return them to the moment. Our biggest fears, our terrors and the things 
that send us head first into a panic usually don’t even exist. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics offer us a wide and wild range of experiences in a 
context where we don’t have to react to them. They teach us that reacting to the unreal 
isn’t  necessary  and  that  virtually  everything  that  happens  is  for  our  entertainment. 
Nothing is as personal as it seems or as traumatic as our minds can imagine. 



Visiting  other  realities  reduces  our  fear,  it  diminishes  anxiety  and  prepares  us  for 
whatever shows up in our lives. It converts life into a comedy and documentary rather 
than a drama and a succession of horrors.

Psychedelic substances pull the rug out from under our ordinary realities reminding us 
that we can cope with whatever happens.  New aspects of who we are are dawning 
constantly, just in time for any situation. It’s a continually brave new world inside of us. 
In a new reality we adapt and welcome the unknown. When we do that in our daily life 
we experience the perfection of a flow state—and we are ready for anything, confident, 
and present. 

When,  on  these  substances,  we  land  in  a  new  reality  it  is  always  full  of  pristine 
possibility. It is just another layer of us finally being noticed. Once on a new layer we 
can collect the aspects of us that incarnated there and jump to another layer. 

The thought of new realities is threatening to our old, threadbare  realities, but it actually 
contributes to our ability to approach even familiar thoughts, experiences, and ideas 
with  new eyes,  wonderment,  and curiosity.  Hopping  realities,  which  is  what  altered 
states offer, makes everything fresh, new, and interesting. 

While it may seem we are alone or disoriented in a new reality it doesn’t take us long to 
adapt and adjust. The power of psychedelic substances is that they throw us from one 
reality to another and then to yet another. By visiting so many realities we discover how 
flexible, brave, and able we are. This newfound confidence in our ability to adjust has us 
live a more daring, open, and much freer life. 

Every once in a while vertigo returns. I smile and welcome it. Often I ingest shamanic 
medicine or psychedelics: I embrace everything and anything that happens after that. 
We are  really  always  in  altered  states  because  we  are  cogs  in  an  ever  changing 
universe. Trying to keep things the same wears us out, watching and embracing change 
supports our sense of humor and reminds us that this is an entertaining place and we 
are the entertainment. 

Welcoming our perpetually altered states is honest, eloquent, and what we came here 
to do. 



Chapter 9

Iboga: How to Discover the Wisdom Within. 

It is no accident that the Bwiti tribe of Gabon Africa centers their culture and religion 
around the Iboga tree. Legend has it that they discovered from the pygmies that Iboga 
is a powerful psychedelic substance that cures all ills and solves all problems. It has 
been used to cure addiction and for other medicinal purposes as well. 

People who freely take other shamanic medicine or psychedelics often shy away from 
iboga. It isn’t easy to get, and the effects of taking it are newfound, radical levels of 
honesty  with  self.  It  is  a  profoundly  generative  medicine  and  one  iboga  trip  can 
transform a lifetime. 

My first Iboga trip was 48 hours long. It happened spontaneously and without actually 
taking Iboga. It happened when a friend was talking about Iboga and suddenly I found 
myself in a totally altered state. Not only was I seeing things, including little red elves, 
and  clouds  growing  into  stuffed  animals,  but  I  was  high  as  could  be,  piercingly 
intelligent, and feeling invincible.

The first time I actually chewed Iboga bark, which isn’t tasty, within minutes I said “This 
is my medicine.” 

Iboga offers a vast trip but there is one aspect that nearly all travelers share. They meet 
a wise great-grandfather who sees all and knows all. 

Within  minutes  of  ingestion  insights  began  arriving  from  a  great-grandfather-like 
unembodied  figure  who  apparently  knows  everything.  Trusting  him  was  easy;  his 
answers were practical, powerful, and wise. 

“What about this nauseousness?” I asked iboga. I was curious why I—at that moment 
and several times a day—felt a nauseousness in my gut that I had learned to live with 
but didn’t enjoy. The answer came quickly.

“There is an underlying condition in you—a hangover from the ghost of vertigo past. It 
shows up perhaps twenty times a day. It mostly doesn’t catch your attention, but still 
causes stress and edges you toward fear and panic.”

“The solution,” I said.

Great-grandfather iboga continued, “There is a problem in your middle ear. I will take 
care of it. I will scrub down your middle ear and wash away all impurities; then the fear 



of vertigo and dizziness will disappear. Don’t worry about it anymore. It will  be gone 
soon.” 

“Thank you,” I said.

One effect of the ingestion of iboga is the end of the world as we know it. Our world 
tends to be defined by problems. Great-grandfather disappears problems by answering 
them openly, honestly, and directly. 

That first question led to an impromptu Q-and-A session that went on for hours. Iboga is 
like  Siri  on  steroids.  He  dispelled  problems  easily,  not  by  avoiding  them,  but  by 
providing solutions. I felt lighter and lighter as problems disappeared. Clearly a problem-
free, much brighter future was ahead. 

Behind this wondrous quiz show, the real business of this African root was taking place. 
I felt it in the shadows behind attention, where the real processing of sensory data takes 
place. There, great-grandfather was defragmenting and optimizing the vast database of 
pictures, sounds, feelings, thoughts, and experiences I’d collected throughout my entire 
life. 

We have all seen, heard, and felt a lot. In order to live a more informed and better life, 
we have created a database of our experiences. To make sense of our world, think, or 
feel, we access it. 

Iboga organizes and optimizes our vast history of sensory data at an alarming rate. Odd 
that this African root, when ingested, rearranges our roots. It does this gargantuan task 
effortlessly, making it look like child’s play.

Before iboga, our database is a willy-nilly collection of clutter. The little organization it 
has  is  based on our  preferences,  personal  foibles,  and attempts  to  hide  our  fears, 
worries, and insecurities from the focus of our attention. This rag-tag arrangement slows 
our thinking and reactions making us dull, fearful, and serious. 

After, the reorganization clouds are cross-referenced—not just by their type, color, and 
shapes, but also by the metaphorical shapes they adopt. Flickering flames in a fireplace 
became shapes of animals, animated objects, and psychedelic entertainment. Art is all 
around  and  creativity  abounds.  Bird  songs  and  dogs  barking  combine  to  make  a 
symphony, and a touch or glimpse from a loved one reverberates for wondrous hours 
on end. 

When we let our houses get messy, dirty dishes fill the sink, our floors are cluttered with 
last month’s clothes, and we never put anything away where it belongs—life is hard. We 
can’t find anything, and we can’t manage the mess.  But when we have a clean, well-
organized home, living there is much easier—even effortless. Iboga unclutters all our 
thoughts  and  feelings,  making  our  lives  and  experiences  easily  accessible  and 
effortlessly playful. 

With thoughts, experiences, and feelings arranged economically, we become smarter, 
more  playful,  less  defensive,  and  funnier.  Conversations  become  more  fluid  and 



communication  effortless.  We  have  open  space  and  free  time  to  love,  instead  of 
plugging away at our mundane problems. 

This ease of access and intimate connection between past and present make every 
utterance and moment sing with truth. Data shows up just when we need it—and when 
it does, we flow with it, go with it, and embrace each moment fully. 

There are other benefits to this newly optimized experience. The relatively random way 
we store our data makes retrieval difficult. It also has our storage capacity appear to be 
fuller than it is. A deck of cards can cover a whole table top when strewn on it, but when 
piled, it uses only a few square inches. 

Before  optimization,  what  we  know  seems  big  and  important.  Afterward,  it  seems 
insignificant—so much so that we are inspired to learn more and be curious and frisky 
as we walk through the world with a sense of wonder. 

Before optimization, our collection of data seems so huge and cumbersome that there 
isn’t much room. We feel claustrophobic, like our computer is constantly warning us that 
our hard drive is nearly full. 

After iboga works its magic, we discover that there are wide open spaces inside us, and 
that we were built with unlimited storage. This shift—from seemingly full, to wide open—
has us saying “yes” more often and feeling younger and freer; it has us laughing more 
often  and  welcoming  new  experiences,  thoughts,  and  ideas.  It  returns  us  to  the 
openness of children. 

With these new experiences comes the realization that we are not small, insignificant 
beings in a vast cosmos, but that we are in the universe and the universe is in us. 

Einstein asked, “Is this universe a friendly place?” 

Iboga answered, “Yes.” 

We are so busy attempting to maintain our little nest of preferences, carving out the tiny 
nooks and crannies of our own personalities and peer groups, that we fail to make time 
for man’s best friend—the universe. Great-grandfather reminds us of our wholeness 
with everything. He invites us to bask in the real world. 

Effusive is a good word for this batch of thoughts and feelings that occupies us whether 
we  notice it  or  not.  Synonyms include:  gushing,  unrestrained,  extravagant,  fulsome, 
demonstrative, lavish, enthusiastic, lyrical, expansive, wordy, verbose, and over-the-top. 
But all these words don’t quite capture this experience of each extraordinary moment 
formerly known as ordinary.

Growing up, my friend’s mother used to punish her one week a month. “This is for how 
much fun, joy, laughter, attention, and play you have for the other three weeks,” Mom 
announced as she fed her daughter massively overcooked liver and blood sausage that 
made simply being grounded look like a piece of  cake.  When that  week was over, 



daughter had three weeks of blonde, beautiful, bouncy, out-of-the-box play until the next 
gulag week arrived. 

Focusing our attention on the poor daughter’s constrained week is missing the point, 
because it is the three wild, wonderful, amazing weeks that we don’t, as adults, ever 
allow ourselves. Instead, we get so busy that we barely have the time (or inclination) to 
question  the  devilishly  constrained weeks  that  gobble  up  our  lives,  making  us  age 
prematurely and ponder if life is really worth living. We seldom peek out of the absence 
of  celebration  we  call  life.  Great-grandfather  offers  us  a  permanent  pass  to  scenic 
access of the wonderment that life really is. 

He doesn’t encourage us to celebrate, but he clears the space inside—clears the dance 
floor of problems, our bodies of aches and pains, our lives of the trivial concerns that 
normally hang so low they block our view. With all  that room, all  the clarity,  we just 
might as well dance both physically and mentally. 

And we do. 

But this is no ordinary dancing; it is at a cellular level. It offers a sweet distraction from 
the seriousness of needs to the humongous, light-filled Wide World of Wants. 

Suddenly we don’t pick and choose anymore. We want everything. It’s quite special 
wanting people, pain, and pleasure so badly we can taste it. But it is refreshing too—a 
little lemony and fruity—and spreads from our taste buds to all of our cell membranes, 
where  it  is  instantly  invited  in  without  knocking.  Once  in,  it  exchanges  the  usual 
pleasantries with the mitochondria and then makes itself at home. 

Home  sweet  home,  where  we  can  feel  each  and  every  person,  place,  and  thing 
occupying us fully. We can hear great-grandfather humming a soft, sweet tune. 

Finally at home, where we belong, we experience ourselves as everything. If you are 
ever plagued by questions, uncertainty, or worries about doing the wrong thing Iboga 
has the answers. 



Chapter 10

Bad Trips and How to Avoid Them: Part 1. 

There are a lot of ways trips can turn bad, the good news is that a bad trip results in 
discomfort not disaster. 

Due  diligence  is  important  when  it  comes  to  any  substance  we  take.  Ayahuasca 
requires  a  special  diet  the  week  before  ingestion,  iboga  shouldn’t  be  taken  with 
numerous other medicines: these can easily be researched. But coffee, chocolate, or 
anything  containing  speed  or  caffeine  shouldn’t  be  taken  on  the  day  that  iboga  is 
ingested. 

Do  the  research,  google  offers  loads  of  information  on  what  to  avoid  when  taking 
different drugs. Follow these rules and you will  eliminate many physically based bad 
trips. 

The main cause of bad trips isn’t physical at all: it is resistance. 

We were in Sollena’s kitchen with a couple of friends. Watching them take ayahuasca 
was a hint of what was to come. Ingesting was difficult for them and they were reluctant. 
While we didn’t encourage them we watched the internal battle they both had in taking 
the medicine. 

A little over an hour later Sollena and I were curled up on the terrace. While Sollena and 
I made jokes and laughed freely the friends moaned, vomited, and suffered discomfort. 
The contrast between us was extreme. Sollena and I were surrendering to the medicine, 
relaxing and following ayahuasca wherever she leads. The other two were attempting to 
control  their  trip,  think certain  thoughts while  avoiding other  ones, and trying  not  to 
vomit. 

Any resistance on shamanic medicine or psychedelics can quickly result in a difficult 
trip. But that isn’t  to say a “bad” trip.  There is nothing wrong with vomiting, nothing 
wrong with resisting and going quite wild attempting to be sober when we are stoned 
out of our ever loving minds. 

The idea that a trip can be bad is erroneous. We can hate a trip, resist it totally and still 
learn a tremendous amount from it. Most people resist many aspects of life, and so they 
are likely to resist many aspects of tripping. Luckily, when it comes to resisting medicine 
and psychedelics, the consequences are often undeniable and unequivocable. Every 
trip, like every moment is just exactly as it should be. But if we think that we are sick, 
dying, in big trouble, or doing something we shouldn’t we can quickly feel awful, and call 
what is going on with us a bad trip. 



We had a dozen people preparing for a trip. My job was to measure out the iboga. But I 
made a mistake. Our capsules were overly full, representing five quarters instead of 
four. Not knowing this each dose I made was larger than we had accounted for. 

Overdosing is a common but easily avoidable problem with any sort of drugs. Always 
take less and slowly build up dosages. There is no hurry, and this isn’t a competition to 
see how much we can take. 

After a few hours and having taken two doses I said “Should I do another quarter?” 
Sollena considered and said  “I  think  you  will  be  fine  if  you  do and if  you  don’t.”  I 
pondered, slowly got up, and retrieved another quarter from the kitchen. I curled back 
up as my trip continued. 

I was stretching golden threads between each event in my entire database and hanging 
it over a star. There are a lot of events and a lot of stars: I was having the time of my life 
when Sollena started to pluck the golden threads like harp strings making an ethereal 
sound. 

Twenty minutes later,  as my “quarter” kicked in I instantly knew I  was in trouble. In 
addition to the golden threads another process began. Some sort of visual probe began 
traveling through my body projecting what it “saw” on the back of my eyelids. Then I 
received the following message “We are going to take your brain out for a bit to have it 
miniaturized so that we can fit a second brain underneath it.” 

This, of course, sounds positively whacky. But trusting iboga the way I do, stringing all 
those threads,  and seeing  how vivid  the  body projections  on  my eyelids  were  and 
knowing that I would soon lose my brain I did the only thing I could imagine doing: I 
panicked. 

“That is enough” I said and began looking for some internal place I could hide from all 
that was taking place. In addition to all the pictures I was seeing there were sounds that 
were like those in a foundry, and sparks were flying everywhere. I know that by taking 
the extra dose I had asked for this but I simply didn’t have what it took to cope with what 
was taking place. In retrospect it  seems I should have been able to handle it,  but I 
wasn’t. I knew that something was wrong. 

Nothing was wrong of course. But when we are sure that it is then we resist more and 
more having us perceive that everything is worse and worse. I couldn’t find anywhere to 
hide. I was lying very still, and managed to croak to Sollena“This isn’t fun anymore.” 

That was my final utterance before my brain was removed. I couldn’t communicate with 
Sollena or make sense of anything. I wasn’t unconscious, I was aware that I existed, 
and knew most of the time where I was. I hadn’t checked out, I had chickened out, and 
that made everything very difficult. 

Luckily this was a timeless process. So I had no idea of the 36 hours passing. That is a 
long time to lie on one’s back with intense things going on inside. After what seemed to 
be about six hours, but might have been two or twenty, my second brain arrived, it was 



flat, had burnished brown edges, was made of nothing. It had seven bright shiny solar 
systems suspended in it. 

I  know  how  crazy  this  sounds,  and  I  knew  it  at  the  time  too.  But  it  was  clearly 
happening. While tripping it  is  useful  to suspend both disbelief  and belief.  A couple 
hours later my miniaturized brain was returned and fit in perfectly on top of the other 
one. Suddenly I could understand Sollena again, and could think more clearly though 
was still totally amped up having two brains and the other processes continuing. 

Luckily I continued to trust Iboga. Meanwhile, downstairs, were the other slightly less 
overdosed people. They were in various states of discombobulation, and disassembly. 
And they  were having the time of their  lives.  Some couldn’t  walk,  but  still  had the 
energy to purge. Others had all sorts of minor and what seemed like major maladies 
and they met deep aspects of Great-grandfather and themselves. 

One woman said “Everybody is purging, should I try and purge?” Sollena’s husband, the 
bucket man, said “Oh no, please don’t.” 

I couldn’t worry about the people or anything else. I had to take care of myself. Sollena’s 
husband was the hero for the downstairs crew. 

Sollena later admitted to thinking that I might die, that my number might be up, and that 
somehow we would need to call the authorities and get rid of my corpse.

In retrospect this was the best trip I have ever taken. It was totally intense but it built my 
trust, my ability to handle anything, think clearly while under pressure, love anything 
taking place within me, and wait and watch without reacting. 

I couldn’t really take anything seriously, and besides I had a new brain and had to find 
out what it did. 

“What is  my new brain  for?”  I  asked Iboga once I  was able to.  “I  was hoping you 
wouldn’t ask.” Iboga answered. 

“It is so that other solar systems can monitor what is taking place here on Earth and so 
that  you  can  monitor  what  is  taking  place  in  the  other  seven  solar  systems.”  he 
answered. 

I know rationally that I probably don’t have a second brain, but I also know that I might 
very well. The brain’s arrival, appearance, and the experience of it being there are as 
real as taking a bite of oatmeal or feeling a breeze in my face or the sun on my back. 

All this is to say “Don’t overdose” but if you happen to overdose you will probably be 
okay anyway. You might even be thankful. 

One of the offhanded rules of taking shamanic medicine is that if you think you have 
taken too much you have taken just the right amount. That said—be wise and careful, 
treat yourself with respect and presence. There is always a chance to take another trip, 
if you notice a cavalier approach to taking any of these medicines or drugs it isn’t time to 
take them. 



Not  overdosing  is  a  great  way  to  have  way  fewer  “bad”  trips.  But  discovering  the 
profound  good  in  the  worst  trips  is  the  best  way  to  ensure  dazzling  journeys  on 
shamanic medicine, psychedelics, and in life. 

The best way to avoid bad trips though is to learn how to roll with, embrace, and love 
whatever is happening. Dose correctly, do your due diligence from good sources, and 
know for certain that there is no benefit in upping a dosage until the subtlety of a small 
dose is totally appreciated. 

One time it was the middle of the night when I was well dosed on iboga I got up quickly 
and went  into the bathroom to pee. One unbendable rule of medicine is pee sitting 
down, especially the men. I was sitting down and all of a sudden became nauseous. 
Within two seconds I convulsed and dry vomited, then I vomited just a few drops into my 
bucket. I suddenly felt better. 

I slowly, and proudly walked back and lay down. A psychological melange came over 
me.  “Why  had  I  vomited?”  I  repeated  to  myself.  “That  isn’t  fair.”  I  continued  my 
complaining. For the rest of the night, which was several hours I lay very still feeling 
sorry for  myself  and pouting.  That was probably my worst  trip ever.  But  it  was just 
something  that  I  created.  Very  few  bad  trips  happen  without  our  assistance  or 
resistance. 

From that trip, and the pouting that follow purging I  learned several useful  logistical 
things: 

Don’t lie down for a long time without moving. 
When you do get up do so slowly and consciously. 
Imagine getting up before doing so. 
Get on all fours before getting up. 
Standing up is a powerful way to discover how stoned you are. 
Always have your bucket near.  



Chapter 11

The Reason People don’t do Psychedelics. 

People eat 7.5 billion Oreo cookies a year. The results that they receive are predictable: 
each Oreo tastes the same, they get both fat and sugar, and their waistlines grow. Not 
only that Oreos are in no way like the cookies that momma used to make. They are 
uniform and totally safe. 

Speaking  of  Oreo  cookies  Gwyneth  Paltrow,  in  a  recent  article  suggests  that 
psychedelics are the next wellness craze. But when asked if she has done them she 
replied that she hadn’t, and the reason she gave was simple:  “I’m terrified.”

But being terrified is the whole point in taking shamanic medicine and psychedelics. 
These substances aren’t Oreos. They are wild and woolly invitations to the frontiers of 
ourselves. As such they scare us, but when we do something we fear we are more 
awake, on the edge, and thrilled to be alive. When we avoid the things that scare us we 
are continually hiding, lurking in the shadows, and not living the life we really want. 

Trea was afraid to take ayahuasca, but he got past his fear. But once he started to feel 
the effects he curled up into a fetal ball, rocked, and uttered the mantra “all is love and 
light” for hours. He did that same thing for his first three trips at which point it dawned on 
him that he wasn’t going to die. Then, though still afraid, he started enjoying his trips as 
he watched his relationship with his wife, himself, and his life transform. 

Whether we like it or not fear motivates us to do some things: like buy insurance, get 
married, work at uninspiring jobs for money, and go to the dentist. And fear has us not 
do other things: like express ourselves freely, follow our bliss, and take psychedelics. 
Trea did psychedelics because he was afraid if he didn’t he might lose his wife. The fear 
of losing his wife was greater than the fear of the unknown: taking ayahuasca. 

But after a few more trips Trea discovered that on the other side of fear is wonder, 
curiosity, and the daring drive to really reach for the life we want. Trea learned to play 
the guitar and created his first ever CD with songs about shamanic medicine. He has 
only sold a few dozen CDs so far, he isn’t yet a rock star, but in addition to his other 
accomplishments  he  is  a  troubadour,  has  performed  for  live  audiences  and  is  a 
professional musician. 

The funky predominant fear economy that most of us experience daily leads to ever 
greater fears: and away from what we really need and want. Ironically the solution to 
fear is to face it. The exact opposite of what our fight or flight response suggests we 
ought to do. 



“What did you do on the way to the cemetery?” is a reasonable question. And most 
people’s honest answer would be “I tried to avoid fear.” 

“How did that work for you?” 

“Well, it had me be afraid most of the time and it made the cemetery look like a place of 
peace and tranquility.” 

“Would you like to try some shamanic medicine?” 

“No thank you.” 

Yup, fear runs most people’s lives right into the ground. 

I’ve  spent  much of  my life  afraid  I  might  lose  my mind,  run  out  of  money,  or  that 
something horrible might happen to my kids. After taking both shamanic medicine and 
psychedelics these fears simply don’t haunt me anymore. 

Gwyneth  has  everything  people  imagine  they  want  and  still  she  is  terrified  by 
psychedelics.  So the cure for  fear isn’t  conscious uncoupling, money,  fame, beatify, 
talent,  or  being  a  star.  The  cure  is  doing  exactly  what  we  are  terrified  to  do  and 
discovering that terror is a smoke screen blinding us to the real upside we all want—
living without fear. 

People imagine that without fear they will do horrible things: so they cling to fear while 
also cussing it out and pretending they wish to live without it. 

Gwyneth has to walk the fine line between what culture wants: which is Oreos, and what 
it will want next, which is some sort of non-traditional cosmetic or Yoni egg. She seems 
aware that Shamanic’s are coming but they are likely to upset her materialistic heirloom 
apple cart. 

The honesty and fear facing of shamanic medicine and psychedelics is likely to remind 
her that the meaning of life isn’t an organic face cream, that divorce hurts, and that all 
she has accumulated in her fear based world keeps her “terrified” of the unknown. A 
fear based life, no matter how successful, is still only a shadow of the life we could be 
living. 

I was crawling through caves, a silly thing for a claustrophobic fellow like me to do. I 
won’t  share  the  whole  story  but  at  a  certain  point  I  got  stuck,  panicked,  clawed 
screaming and whimpering at the limestone walls. It was pitch black, I wasn’t scared, I 
was way past that. Finally,  when I  settled down my brother assisted me in wiggling 
through the tight passage and I managed to make it out of the cave. 

The next four days were unique for me. 

I was more awake, more alert, less scared, and way more open and honest with myself 
than usual. Panic had awakened something in me. It had opened aspects of myself that 
I  had never met before. I  was grateful,  and also more daring. I  had faced my fear, 
panicked, and made it to the other side of the fear. 



On shamanic medicine and psychedelics I have experienced many such “tight spots” 
and narrow passages. I have had my rationality melt away and had demolition teams 
from other realities laying waste to my best laid plans and what I considered to be true, 
important, and real. 

The idea isn’t to reduce or avoid our fears. It is to enhance them and yet not have them 
in any way influence what we do. Each time I take shamanic medicine or psychedelics I 
am afraid. That is part of the benefit that they offer. And each time I take them I log 
more time on the other side of fear—in places of immense all encompassing pleasure 
that emanates from inside. Often in life we don’t face our fears—when we do our lives 
are fuller and we become the masters of our own fate rather than the effect of our tears 
and fears. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics have the power, action packed data downloads, 
and experiences to take us to the other side of fear: to other realities in which fear is 
obviously an inside job and a marketer’s wet dream for motivating us to buy stuff. Fear 
invites us into a lifetime of angst and knee jerk reactions. Getting beyond fear inspires 
us, introduces us to who we really are, and makes our deep spiritual nature cackle. 



Chapter 12

The other 5MEO

In San Diego I  came very close to “smoking the toad.”  A fellow was bringing by a 
Sonoran river toad, but somewhere between where he was and showing up where I 
was the toad went missing. While this may have been an accident I didn’t really want to 
smoke the juice of the toad which is reputed to be the most intense 20 minute trip ever. 
For those of you worried about the toad: you smoke the juice of the toad—you don’t 
juice the toad. 

The toad lives on, but the smoker is allegedly forever changed. I’ve watched YouTube 
videos of people doing 5MEO-DMT and it totally knocks them out after which they report 
the trip of their lives. I’m actually not seeking to be knocked out, or to have the trip of my 
life. I’m after self knowledge that I can integrate into a life well lived, and that contributes 
to the lives of my kids and grandkids too. I thank the toad for sneaking off to wherever 
he did. 

Had the toad showed up I likely would have smoked it. Peer pressure is something and 
I was under a lot of it—all shoving me toward doing 5MEO-DMT as soon as possible. 
Sometimes just saying “no” isn’t easy. I also didn’t want to say no because I didn’t want 
to  miss  a  special  experience.  But  it  is  important  to  be  able  to  say  no,  otherwise 
whatever  follows  really  isn’t  your  experience:  whatever  comes  next  belongs  to  the 
powers that be making it much more difficult to integrate. Taking shamanic medicine 
and psychedelics should always be an option left up to the person potentially taking it. 

But a different 5MEO, was to visit me, and I’m so glad that it did. The substance I’m 
speaking  of  is  5-Methoxy-N-methyl-N-isopropyltryptamine  or  5MeO-MIPT,  or  close 
friends just call her “moxy” for short. 

Treabolted out  of  his  home office not  long after  taking 5mg of  moxy.  “What is  this 
wonderful  stuff?”  he asked. His business calls were going swimmingly,  he loved life 
totally, was sexually turned on and all without intense visuals or other effects. He was 
inordinately happy to be placing what normally would be mundane calls. 

Later, fixing lunch, he was singing old love songs effortlessly making up new words 
when he forgot the old ones. 

Moxy contributes to life and libido. It is a member of the tryptamine tribe. It is a late 
comer  to  the  party  having  been first  synthesized  in  1985.  Being  a  writer  I  tend to 
evaluate whether I can write on a substance or not. On a dose any bigger than 2mcg of 



1P LSD I can’t write. On 4ACO up to several mg I can write. On moxy on a dose of 6mg 
I simply must write—I write like Shakespeare.  

5MEO  brings  out  the  explosive,  creative  artist  in  each  of  us.  It  offers  a  froth  of 
sensations and thoughts easily worthy of hanging in a gallery. It inspires creativity to 
overflow its banks and flood the surrounding cultivated terrain ensuring a future full of a 
bumper crop of original ideas and light perspectives.  

33 flavors used to seem like a lot. But it assumed a monotonous persistent perceiver 
who needed variation from the outside, including pumpkin, and licorice ice cream. Most 
people, of course, still ordered vanilla. On moxy the perceiver is so constantly variable 
that everything, everyone,  and vanilla becomes endlessly fun and interesting. If  you 
have a boring friend coming to dinner, or if you are normally boring yourself moxy is for 
you. It inspires the projection of endless variability. 

It’s impossible to overstate the importance of dosage to the nature of a trip. Even basal 
threshold depends on perception of subtlety.  Generalization about trip attributes are 
generic road signs which offer only the pretense of regulation. But still trips are worth 
talking about, sharing, and anticipating which gives birth to pleasant surprises. 

Psychedelics offer direct experience of the variability of the universe. Something that we 
ignore so we can sleep in the same bed, with the same partner, use the same tooth 
paste,  and  head  to  the  same job.  But  anybody  even  remotely  present  knows  that 
nothing is as persistent as everything appears to be. Psychedelics of all ilks tend to 
remind us that in this universe variability  is  king, queen,  and jester.  It  is  only in an 
attempt  to  predict  income,  connection,  and  consistency  that  we  build  and  defend 
persistent perceptions in this ever changing universe. 

Editing experience is anathema to experience itself. Things, thoughts and experiences 
that remain contained in either minds or bodies offer a mock persistence that is best 
distrusted. 5MEO is a full spectrum, terrible tasting tan powder that when mixed with 
vodka in correct proportions can be doled out by the drop to provide an invitation to shy, 
pleasurable aspects of ourselves to venture into the spotlight and do a routine or two. 

Imagine the complex tides caused by sand, rock formations, wind, sun, and a subtle 
perceiver on your favorite beach: that is the 5MEO experience. It is complex, succulent, 
and  aggregate  reality  inspiring.  As  always  resistance  and  rationality  need  to  be 
suspended to fully experience even a tiny dose as monumental: which it is. 

At 6mg with a resting reception visuals may abound, thoughts many standard deviations 
from the norm and sensations that might have us think we are having dynamite sex in 
the foreground with a fourth of July celebration in the background certainly will. 

Advising a friend about a vacation place you totally adore and hoping they too will love it 
is the recommendation of trying 6mg of moxy to every DEA agent, friend or lover I have. 
I haven’t a clue what larger doses do, but I aim to find out. 

Auditory hallucinations abound on moxy too. It  is  quite special  to listen into silence 
because doing so will entice pictures to cross from visual into auditory and kinesthetic to 



do  the  same.  In  other  realities  the  borders  between  senses  melt  away  and  the 
wavelengths they normally swear by become suggestions from an insecure director. 

If I had the choice to date a young lady named Trixie or Moxy most evenings I’d pick 
Moxy—she reminds me that my own company is so special!

It is the nature of all but the most banal experiences that they, in their moment seem the 
most important and vital of all. So too every psychedelic has its come on, its peaks, and 
its roll offs. This 5MEO doesn’t dally, it comes on strong offering the usual disorientation 
and inability to submit to domestication by the mundane. The peak can be hours of 
breath taking life expanding moments so rich that if they weren’t everywhere we might 
want to hang round in the place that they hang out. 

Moxy is not to be confused with Moxie—the sugary soft drink that allegedly raises one's 
nerve just by drinking it. Moxy is also a chain of hotels by Marriot. But I suggest that you 
name  a  pet,  or  your  right  foot  Moxy  as  a  reminder  of  rampant  variability  and 
wonderment. 

Moxy floods us with pleasure. And at the same time isn’t the least bit addictive. It is 
intense, but it is such fun, that it could easily be taken once every week or two just as a 
reminder that this truly is a pleasure planet. Moxy is available from a Canadian research 
chemical company:  it  isn’t  expensive, but would be cheap no matter what the price. 
(email me at judson99999@aol.com if you want more information about these sources.)

mailto:judson99999@aol.com


Chapter 13

San Pedro—Reality Hopping…The Key to Pleasure and Awe. 

Sollena Purchased a small San Pedro cactus in a grocery store. She nurtured it and 
after several years it stood over three feet tall, thick, and a healthy dark green. 

“Do you want to take a San Pedro trip?” she asked. 

Of course I did, but had no idea what was in store for me. Cutting the cactus down was 
easy, cutting it up and filleting it required sharp knives and gloves. When I was done 
cleaning the thing we had many thin, dark green strips of cactus skin. We discarded the 
inner core and the outer transparent skin and stickers too. What we had left over after 
dehydration and blending was a beautiful dark green powder that was a  ticket to visiting 
many other realities. 

We put the powder in capsules and excitedly waited for the next morning, which is when 
we would share an organic mescaline trip. Some medicines are best taken at night—
such as iboga and ayahuasca: San Pedro is nature's favorite and makes for a very 
delightful day trip. 

Within about twenty minutes of taking the capsules I realized that I had taken too little. 
That, of course, was just a thought in my head. And I have discovered that when it 
comes  to  both  shamanic  medicine  and  psychedelics  it  is  prudent  to  ignore  such 
thoughts. About ten minutes later, as I was returning some emails and texts I felt a tidal 
huge wave of disorientation that was followed by a foreshadowing of well  being and 
pleasure to come. 

The trip had begun. I walked out of my apartment to an outside shelter we had made for 
today’s journey. Sollena was already curled up there and flashed me a huge smile. “You 
don’t have to take care of me on this trip” I said to her. “I will be fine, just enjoy yourself.” 

I don’t know why I said that, except that it was there to say. Sollena had been my tour 
guide on several  ayahuasca and Iboga trips but some part  of  me knew San Pedro 
would be different. 

In the USA my reality is that there are parrots in pet shops and a few people’s houses. 
In Costa Ricathey flock together and travel in groups of 10 to 50 or a few more. Right 
after  I  lay down I  saw a very bright colored flock of several hundred. That was the 
smallest flock I saw all day on my travels with San Pedro. 

Where the parrots really there? 



Don’t ask. Or take some San Pedro, wait a half an hour and you might well see “real” 
parrots circling round the sun, grandfather’s head, or within your own body. When it 
comes to hallucinations it is best not to react to them, except with awe, and consider 
them to be completely real. 

Quickly, on San Pedro, my normally rational inner observer lost interest in objectivity 
and what  ought to be perceived:  his blinders dropped and suddenly everything was 
possible.  Time and space melted away and all  I  could  feel  was  immense pleasure 
steeped with well being. This state of extreme bliss lasted from early morning well into 
the evening. 

Pedro washed away my ability to know anything for sure replacing it  with  awe and 
wonder.  This  trip  had  none  of  the  seriousness  of  ayahuasca  or  iboga.  It  was  an 
opportunity to log time in immense pleasure without any pain. Sollenasat with eyes wide 
open marveling at the Costa Rican mountains and jungle around us. I had my eyes 
closed most of the time wandering round inside of myself. 

What followed was the single most pleasurable day of my life. Hours passed unnoticed 
without visiting my normal realties. New realities came and went at an alarming rate. I 
discovered that a new reality every seven seconds or so is just right to maintain awe. 
Three seconds is too fast, and anything over ten seconds the rational aspects of myself 
would be able to trace the call pinpointing my location. 

When location is totally fluid and time doesn’t exist vacation and pleasure prevail—what 
else is there. 

The internal visuals were totally mind blowing, colorful as could be and ranging between 
still lives, to lava lamps, and then light shows oscillating at the rate of heart beats or a 
bit faster. Meanwhile Sollena was “Oohing” and “Aahing” next to me because apparently 
the external world was putting on a similar, fast paced, reality blowing extravaganza. 

Occasionally her flock of overly friendly dogs would visit, imagining that we were outside 
for their pleasure. As Delfino, 165 pounds of white, long haired flesh, would put his paw 
on my face. I would have the thought “I wonder if he just injured me.” I didn’t know. Just 
like I didn’t have a clue if I had to go to the bathroom or needed something to eat. 

Needing anything seemed ridiculous as I already had everything I could possibly need. I 
found out later that the huge, marshmallow puppy hadn’t injured me at all. Occasionally 
I would have the thought “I might need to pee.” Then I would get up slowly, walked bare 
footed on newly mowed grass, as time rolled up behind me and pee in the bushes as 
the sun shone heating up my back, which felt totally awesome. 

Trea visited and I asked the happy couple “Have you ever had sex on San Pedro?” 

They hadn’t,  but  at  my urging  wandered  off  to  their  bedroom.  Sollena  returned an 
infinite length of time later to report “That was amazing.” Shortly after that I had the 
thought “Am I going to starve to death?” 



I didn’t say it, but moments later Sollena, bless her heart, yodeled up to Trea who threw 
down the best bag of snacks that have ever existed. May we all at some point feed 
people on a San Pedro trip…they will associate food with pleasure and double down on 
compliments. 

Hopping from one reality to the other at or near the speed of possible perception really 
is the cause of pleasure, and quickly reveals that our usual internal observer regulates 
pleasure making sure that we don’t get too much while inspiring other parts of ourselves 
to worry about getting too little. 

San Pedro blows the lid off of pleasure. 

I  have  discovered  since  taking  San  Pedro  that  hopping  realities,  with  or  without 
medicine, inspires endless pleasure. Waking up in the middle of the night,  which is 
when I might awfulize and worry, can be the perfect time to reality hop. A week ago 
about 3AM I awoke, peed, and then curled back into bed. “It is time to visit some other 
realities” I coaxed. And that is exactly what happened. 

Every two hours I woke up overflowing with pleasure and awe. 

Reality hopping while awake or while asleep is a dream come true. 

A couple I know did San Pedro at my place. I looked outside to discover them a couple 
hours into the trip sleeping in two hammocks. They, it seemed, couldn’t cope with too 
much pleasure. I knew that about them already as neither of them ever experienced 
much pleasure. I woke them up and baby sat them a little. Toward the end of the day 
they were grateful for the pleasure that they had experienced. 

Both shamanic medicine and psychedelics tend to tinker with the pleasure and awe we 
are able to tolerate. They open up aspects of ourselves, and if we don’t resist the new 
terrain we will likely be flooded with new flavors of pleasure. To claim, and integrate that 
pleasure is to learn how to express it. In everyday life we don’t talk a lot about pleasure
—the general rule is to speak about problems not about pleasures. Consequently most 
of us lack an upside vocabulary. Our current president is a perfect example of this using 
the word “great” many times in a sentence or paragraph because he simply doesn’t 
have enough experience expressing positive things. 

Any time of day can be time for pleasure. Certainly diligently pouring over a tax return, 
planning a vacation, or getting some work done around the house matters until there is 
the tiniest tremor, a little earthquake or a visit from the vertigo fairy and all of a sudden 
what we were doing doesn’t matter anymore. We become aware of ourselves and our 
internal  variation  becomes  a  ripple  pulling  our  attention  back  onto  ourselves.  That 
experience, of attention coming back home, is the first step of both pleasure and awe. 

When we notice a variation in ourselves nothing outside of us matters anymore—if it 
ever  did.  We  take  for  granted  a  fairly  static  inside  stasis.  Part  of  the  power  of 
psychedelics and shamanic medicine is discombobulating us internally.  They flip us 
upside down and all around and remind us that it is what is going on deep inside us, not 
all around us, that matters. 



When we forget ourselves, which is most of the time, we flop around like a ship on a 
turbulent external sea. But when we remember ourselves we discover that we are the 
real deal, it is us, not our surroundings that matter. We deserve endless pleasure, awe, 
and gigantic flocks of parrots. We deserve to hop between realities so quickly that we 
remain of interest to ourselves and to others. 



Chapter 14

What’s real? 

Make a little list of what is true for you. A few truths for me have been: 

I need a partner. 

I have enough money. 

I’m going to die.

You should love me. 

I’m a good person.

I should be in better shape. 

Compare your “sober” list to one made on acid, ayahuasca or any other mind altering 
substance. There are likely a lot of differences between the two lists. In fact if you make 
a list on 1P and another on ayahuasca they are likely totally different too. The “rational” 
list—made when sober, is as crazy as any list made under the influence. We are always 
under the influence of some reality—except when we are between realities—a magical 
place called presence. 

We have to be positively batty to spend so much time in one or two realities when there 
are so many realities around. But, we often insist that it’s crazy to stray too far from 
“common sense” reality.

I’ve met some crazy people, and it isn’t hopping realities that makes them crazy, it is 
getting stuck in a non-consensual reality.  

Most  realities  don’t  subscribe  to  time  and  space.  They  lack  the  need  to  organize 
anything that simplistically.  And they don’t need to constrain how many parrots flock 
together or even what order numbers come. My grand daughter and I played hide and 
seek the  other  day.  I’ll  count,  she said  “58,  52,  41,  19!  she counted as  I  hid  and 
imagined that she was a quarterback calling signals.

Intelligence tests look for a methodology and patterns in a series of numbers. I was so 
pleased the other day when I scanned some GED, high school equivalency, questions 
and found both all of the answers as true and then none of them to be true. I’m also 
glad I am not going back to high school where order and commonality are drummed into 
us. 



Not subscribing to time or space is enough to relieve all our problems and free us to 
revel in our uniqueness. A popular guru invites us to question our thinking when we 
aren’t having a good time: “Is that true?” she encourages us to ask thoughts that appear 
to be true and troublesome. 

When we ask that of whatever facts or figuring we are under the influence of at the 
moment the obvious, honest answer is that the only way we can know something is true 
is to remain in a reality in which that something is true. Hopping realities offers a whole 
lot of variation of what’s true and in most realities truth, and the search for it, doesn’t 
even matter. 

Truth,  if  we  need  it  to  be  true  is  persistent.  Flipping  realities  undermines  that 
persistence. 

A good rule, in any reality,  is to hop to a different reality at the first sign of chafing. 
Because if we don’t more serious problems arise. All disputes, arguments, and wars 
pivot around what is real and what isn’t. A cane can be very useful if we need to walk 
and have a “bad” leg. But birds have bad legs, they are called wings. Our consistently 
bad legs are called arms. It must be really odd for dogs to see us walking around on all 
twos. Luckily dogs don’t try and coax us onto all fours. 

My  freshman year  of  high  school  I  passionately  emerged  myself  in  surrealism.  My 
freshman year of college I binged on Zen. The result of sampling these two realities was 
a much deeper, different me.  

I was reading a Zen book one day. Suddenly I hurled it across my dorm room without 
even thinking. I took a shower—each drop splattered on my skin and I felt every one. I 
dried off and headed to a bar. I’d never been to one before, and I suddenly felt very 
close to  people there.  In  retrospect  I  see that  I  was  in  a new reality from my Zen 
experience, and they were altering their experiences by drinking 3.2 Coors beer. The 
throwing zen away reality lasted for weeks and opened me to new perspectives forever.

In the Zen reality I was happy as a clam. I loved freely, interacted with my professors as 
friends, the flavors of the food burst in my mouth and I did all sorts of new things. I 
wasn’t even tempted to read any Zen but it seemed Zen was reading me. 

Zen time was no time at all. Time and space corral us into worry and limitation—they 
offer truths which are not self evident but seem to be. We use time and space to keep 
us on the straight and narrow which is not where we belong or where we can squeeze 
the most out of life. 

As I write this it is the middle of the night here, morning in Japan and afternoon in Africa. 
What time is it really? Does anybody really know what time it is? Does anybody really 
care?  I’m  on  Chicago  time.  I’m  listening  to  a  freight  train  in  the  background—I’m 
alternately on the train, in my bed hearing the train, then I’m the train itself and the 
cargo all cramped into a boxcar. The car is alternately full of people more like me than I 
could imagine talking philosophy and then exuberant puppies. 



All realities are useful because they entertain us and offer us multiple perspectives while 
reminding us to be flexible and open to anything. Multiple realities provide a perch from 
which we can launch into even more realities. A failure to launch has us holding on to 
the truth in one reality tightly. 

I am in bed by myself, with a high school sweetheart, with everybody, with two wombats 
and a pound of chunky peanut butter, and a rainbow. Same bed different realities. Now 
it’s not a bed, it’s a race car, the quarter moon, and the succulent fig part of a newton. 
I’m in the water too...and full of grace. 

I used to be totally convinced I needed a romantic partner to share life with. It appears 
what I really needed was a succession of partners each who I share an episode of my 
life. Now I need to wallow in the wonderment of being by myself, alone but not lonely, 
with the heartfelt agony/ecstasy of being a man of a certain age and the pleasure of 
hopping realities. Prescribed realities, even when we, our parents, the government, a 
preacher,  a therapist,  or  well  meaning friend prescribes them—fall  way short  of  the 
pleasures inherent in reality hopping. 

I arise in the morning with the day yawning ahead of me and nothing to do. And the 
persistent busy, time bound reality insists that if I do nothing I’m worth nothing. Ha…
maybe I will  do ayahuasca tonight and do some serious reality hopping. Ayahuasca 
keeps in the refrigerator for as long as water or butter does. It is quite special to have it 
handy. 

We were made for reality hopping. I know that because we do it so well, and enjoy it so 
much. But culture hates reality hopping, it makes us unruly and difficult to control. 

So many realities with so little time, and some with so much. Lettuce and oak trees must 
view time differently and our immortal spirits and souls poke sweet endless fun at clocks 
or even apple watches. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics spin the wheel with equal chance of landing in 
any reality. Mundane life munches on chips in front of a screen on which are projected 
persistent values, truths, and realities. 

In our one or two realities we love one spouse,  our children equally,  we can’t  love 
everyone but we shouldn’t but do judge others. We have a lot to do and not enough 
time to do it. We are seeking but seldom finding importance and we must keep what we 
want at bay so we can defer gratification until  some unspecified later day,  or week, 
when we lose ten pounds, reincarnate, or meet our Maker.

In many realities there are no borders or boundaries, we are less in prison, and we are 
already important simply because we are here, there, and everywhere. Hopping realities 
is subversive. It undermines persistent realities: but multiple realities inspire creativity, 
pleasure, awe—and so many of the traits we admire. 

Getting caught in a couple of realities is meaner than a bear trap—it is a shiny object to 
a raccoon, and a compliment to an insecure person. Surfing many realities is who we 
are…



All realities reside in the soul. At a certain point in every conversation we digress if we 
don’t speak of the soul. Up next is waltzing with the soul, meeting our many realities and 
true nature. 



Chapter 15

Taking Care of a Soul.

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics are tonics, vitamins for our souls. Our souls are 
where we keep all realities. 

Souls simply aren’t like anything else we know. So, to meet, greet, and get to know 
them is to have a brand new, singular experience. 

There was a tiny Hispanic boy in a grey hoodie. He was perhaps five years old, and he 
was sitting on the top of two steps sleeping. In front of him was a vast mountain scape 
that tourists travel thousands of miles to see. Behind him was his home, a dirt floored 
corrugated metal hut, Panama style, and a door cracked perhaps ten inches revealing 
darkness inside. 

Suddenly, a hand waved from the darkness. No body, just a friendly, almost eerie hand. 
That waving hand is the soul. That is the way that we will  meet the soul, a friendly 
moment in passing. A hello deeper than heart, from home…

Meetings with the soul are always like that.  They are gentle and warm, the best of 
mothering and fathering: a brush with well being deeper than love, more healing than a 
breath of fresh air. The sum total of gentle care…

Te get to know the soul, and its many realities, more fully we can meet its twin. The twin 
is the complement of the soul, and so will let us know what the soul is not. The twin 
hangs tightly to life, so much so that it values continuation of breath and heart beat over 
any sort of quality. It is always hungry and thirsty, longing for love, and seeking more. Its 
radar is the autonomic, parasympathetic, and sympathetic nervous systems, constantly 
scanning for something wrong. The complement of the soul is remaining in one reality 
too long. 

The twin responds to emergencies and speaks the language of trauma. It is the ER on a 
busy night. One patient with a gunshot wound, another hit by a car, yet another a gang 
member stabbed badly in the back and arm. The twin takes care of the tough times, and 
leans back in the easy times offering life support. 

The twin makes the soul possible. Without it we would surely die. The soul is an ever 
expanding universe onto itself.  It  is  a holographic chunk of  God given to  us,  like a 
rabbit’s foot, to remind us we are lucky. Except, in the case of the soul there is no rabbit 
hobbling around on three feet, because each time God shares a part of herself with us 
she becomes bigger, more intimate, and omnipotent. 



The soul and its twin together offer us huge and tiny views of who we are. Our minds 
align with  one or  the other  and spin  out  stories and movies inspired by their  deep 
benefactor: soul or twin. 

The  ongoing  wrestling  match  between  mind  and  body  is  but  a  metaphor  for  the 
symbiotic tightly woven art of the soul and its twin. The alleged battle between good and 
evil, God and Devil, right and wrong are just farces spun by people who derive their 
earthly and heavenly experiences by proxy. 

The real soul and the real twin are handy, ready for us to access. Through them we can 
finally relax, let go, and float into an ever-present experience much deeper than love, 
the essence of light itself. 

There is nothing we need to do, in fact, nothing we can do, to experience soul or twin 
more fully. But ingesting mind altering substances does soften us a bit. It is the nature of 
the twin side of us that we will try, and try and try some more. The twin brings out the 
terminator “don’t ever quit” drive in us. The soul gently urges us, by its very presence, 
and waving at us from the dark, to quit, to let go our hold, and our desires for anything. 

In each moment it is easy to notice if someone is more aligned with the twin or the soul. 
Because they behave more like the one whose cause they are supporting. And there 
are always a holy few who adopt both soul and twin, they may be called shamans, they 
get more done with a glance and a giggle than thousands of slaves could building the 
pyramids. 

The soul and the twin take good care of us. It is their only job, freeing us from taking 
care of ourselves, opening us to adventure, risk, and the constant invitation to flaunt our 
fragility.  Once we know we are taken care of we can walk on the wild side, trusting 
agents that appear much bigger than ourselves, but in fact are ourselves. 

A little Indian boy delivers groceries with a cart and very old donkey. One day, after 
many years of service, the donkey passes. The boy cries at the donkey’s passing and 
laughs at all  the good times they shared. Then, with  his savings, he buys a young 
donkey. On his first day of deliveries the beast gets spooked, breaks loose and runs 
away. The boy says “Silly donkey, he doesn’t even know the route yet.” 

The soul and the twin know the route, and we are always the new donkey. 



Chapter 16

When to take Shamanic Medicine and Psychedelics.

The pirates board the bountiful vessel with a whoop and a holler. It would never occur to 
them to want anything less than every doubloon in the treasure chest or everything 
worth taking. If they could they would have the rings of Saturn on their pinkies and every 
gram of bounty. 

A woman I know was sailing round the world on a 38 foot sailboat. Off the coast of 
Africa she was boarded by pirates. It was her lucky day. The pirates got a message that 
there  was  a  much bigger  ship  close  by.  They abandoned  her  tiny  vessel  and  she 
continued her trip. 

Daring to take shamanic medicine and psychedelics is being a pirate, plundering other 
realities, and taking everything we can while there. Pirates wouldn’t order 100mg of 
4ACO-DMT, they order 10 grams of it realizing that having it in the freezer is a treasure. 

Being a pirate is a juicy way to live. It is watching the sunset without a care, wearing an 
eye patch for effect, and being the stuff of legends. It is living freely without borders, 
boundaries, or possessions. 

People go to work because they have to, pirates descend upon ships because they 
want to, it is fun, and enriching. The pirate spirit lives in each of us though in some it is 
well concealed. I have an ascetic friend who is proud of wanting less. He, of course, 
doesn’t want to trip, he is fearful that he might stumble out of his cheap reality into one 
with riches galore. Then, until he redefined himself, he wouldn’t know who he was, and 
that scares him to death. 

We are defined by what we want. An old teacher of mine wanted “enough.” He was a 
curmudgeon who coveted what other people had but never, ever had the fame he really 
wanted. It  didn’t occur to him that it was his own proudly expressed philosophy that 
stopped him from visiting, and plundering other realities. 

Getting in touch with our inner pirate, adventurer, or aspect of ourselves that wants it all 
reminds  us  that  enough isn’t  enough.  As children  we  wanted  it  all—everything.  As 
adults we are often so beaten down by one or two realities that we quickly settle for a 
vacation in Omaha rather than Dubai or Costa Rica. We settle for fast food instead of 
gourmet food and we connect with whoever is handy rather than seeking other pirates 
to share adventures with.

We sat in a Thai place in a small town in New Zealand. The food looked good, the 
service was awful. My pirate self eyed pad Thai on the table next to ours. Our neighbors 



had left a full plate of it. I swooped in on the plate with my spoon to the horror of my 
non-pirate friend. Soon I had the entire plate on our table. He wouldn’t take a bite!

The pad Thai was amazing and all the better because of how I had gotten it.  

How often should we plunder other realities—if we are even the least bit peckish, want 
something, or are in the market for a little bit of fun. In other words—as often as we 
possibly can. 

I was impressed by the stoic guards at Buckingham Palace—watching unmoving over 
someone else’s reality, but I wouldn’t want to be one. 

I was going to take ayahuasca one evening. But it had been a full day. I had woken up 
about 4AM and finished off two chapters. Then I  went mountain biking and skipped 
lunch. I was hungry and tired—I hadn’t made tripping a priority. Certainly I could have 
taken ayahuasca anyway and all would have been well. But well isn’t what I’m looking 
for. 

I want optimal. And optimal that evening was eating a bit of meat, which tasted good, 
some yam, which was totally tasty and provided the energy I needed, and watching the 
sunset. I had the thought that I was letting myself off the hook by not taking medicine. 
But hooks aren’t where we belong anyway.  And ayahuasca isn’t  to be taken like so 
much “medicine”. My daughter pointed out that going to the gym is a punishment for her 
husband and a reward for her. It isn’t the event but how we receive it that matters. 

Medicine and psychedelics should always be a reward.  While there is always some 
reason to reward ourselves—optimal is a very refined set of algorithms and pressure 
free  rewards.  Since good/bad and right/wrong  are  painful  porcupine  quills  from our 
current reality but not a part of most other realities they shouldn’t determine when we 
use our tickets to other realities.

Tripping with our inner pirate works. But what we do between trips matters too. If we, 
like so many Christians, consider trips to be the sabbath and live ratty little lives in 
between then we are really lacking spiritual context. We remember who we are when 
tripping, and forget who we are the rest of the time. My friend who doesn’t ever want to 
trip  watches  porn,  counts  his  money,  eats  poorly  and  focuses  on  fear  and  risk 
management.  In  his  pantry  he  has imitation  maple  syrup,  in  his  refrigerator  is  mild 
cheddar cheese—though in a taste test he probably can’t tell it from velveeta, and his 
favorite restaurant is the Golden Corral. 

Meanwhile Sollena has a new French couch, a list of restaurants she wishes to visit 
around the world, and dresses colorfully and sexy because she likes to look her best. 

She is a pirate. He is a Buckingham Palace guard. She is someone to trip or pillage with
—he is someone to visit at the mortuary, and never trip with. On his first ayahuasca trip 
he received stock tips instead of insights. 

What we do the day after  a trip is a transformational  transition, because trips keep 
rippling through us, providing a current we can ride between realities. The day after 



ayahuasca I feel invincible, healthy, and young. The day after iboga is really two days 
later, because it is a 24 hour trip, and the wisdom of Great grandfather lingers for as 
long as we dare notice it—and much longer. The day after San Pedro is one of upbeat 
wonder. 

Days after psychedelics are deeply influenced by trips too. But I suggest you discover 
that for yourself. 

The positively best time to trip is when we don’t want to. Because it is then that tripping 
will  break  open  the  piñata  of  our  limitations  revealing  the  sweetness  inside  of  us. 
Residual reality angst, imagining that we have too much to do and not enough time to 
do it, isn’t really a good reason not to trip. Because tripping leverages time and space 
making them our allies instead of our enemies. 

Tripping reminds us that this is our vast world of realities. Anytime we forget that is an 
invitation to trip. Tripping in a spiritual context isn’t about getting high, it is about being 
more present. Being more present is independent of circumstances, confirming that we 
are not circumstantial creatures but human suns shedding our light everywhere we go. 

Getting in touch with our inner pirate can be scary, and we may imagine pirates to be 
“bad” people who take what isn’t theirs by force. But in multiple realities everything is 
ours, so really our inner pirates are only taking what was always ours anyway. 

The best time to take shamanic medicine and psychedelics is now. 



Chapter 17

Shamans! 

One woman showed up at Sollena’s house with a five gallon bucket. She lived with the 
motto “better safe than sorry” as she took ayahuasca for the first time. She spent most 
of the night with her head in the bucket vomiting, screaming, or crying. Apparently she 
had some demons inside that weren’t pleased to be disturbed. 

She could have used a little direction from a shaman like: “You can take your head out 
of the bucket now.” Keeping our heads in a bucket, or our feet in one reality is worse 
than a flight from Atlanta to Johannesburg in a middle coach seat. Sometimes all we 
need is a shaman, or someone we trust to convince us to lighten up on ourselves. 

Sollena’s biggest fear when she first took ayahuasca was that she might throw up in 
front of other people. She wasn’t comfortable with that. But ayahuasca has a way of 
finding our discomfort, like pigs find truffles. It wasn’t long before Sollena was retching 
with friends.

Sollena has met many colorful shaman. I have met a few. They are fascinating folk who 
live in magical worlds. 

Don’t let the feathers fool you, lounging in the levity of the belly of the whale called 
shamanic medicine is the benefit here. While it can be tempting to turn back the clock to 
a less nuanced philosophical structure based in the absolutes of good/evil and Mother 
Nature is tempting it’s not the direction clocks or lives go. Real shamans have been 
where medicine can go, but are likely to be caught up in a tribal reality of their own. 

It is always worth surrendering in the moment, that’s a powerful lesson. But soon, out of 
the smoke and mirrors of a shamanic revival we begin again refreshed and renewed 
from our apartment in New York, complicated family structures, and earned IQ’s. It’s 
best to yield to shamans that which is theirs and maintain all that we’ve earned in your 
own reality hopping and hanging out. 

You have to be you, you’re the only one who can. Shamans can’t be you but can boldly, 
and  with  pomp  and  circumstance  assist  you  in  becoming  more  fully  your  deep, 
connected, autonomous self. Becoming a shaman is impossible so deserves profound 
admiration.  But  where  admiration  becomes emulation  it’s  time to  put  on  one's  own 
socks and shoes and discover the shaman in each of us. 

I have studied in depth with a Chi Kung master. He has a lot to teach, but like an acorn I 
need  to  grow my own roots  seeing  where  he  has  stopped  questioning  and  blindly 
believes. I’ve seen him stand so solidly that five people couldn’t push him over try as 



they might. But I’ve also seen him stumble when his version of Chi Kung becomes the 
answer to everything. 

We were given two feet to stand on our own. So, when the infatuation of submerging in 
another’s answers is over there we are the better for our adventures. 

All that said, I have found my shaman. I love him totally and he reminds me of me. His 
name was  Blu.  I  have  never  met  him,  but  Sollena  spent  years  with  him.  He  was 
alternately completely loving, angry, and flawed. He traded his independent spirit for his 
particular  gifts.  He healed people,  he egged them on to  be better,  he insisted that 
Sollena attend two AA meetings a day for the rest of her life(that lasted nine months). 
He was totally unreasonable and unflinching too. He was tragic, scary, amazing, fully, 
and blatantly himself. 

He was the James Dean of shamans and died young of an overdose—not of shamanic 
medicine but of cocaine. I smile, laugh, and love thinking of him. The look in Sollena’s 
eye when she speaks of him tickles me every time. He lives on in my heart making me 
boldly more human and loving. Like all good shamans he is immortal. 

Shamans don’t live independently of us, they are who they are because of us. Gurus 
too. They are reminders to revere independent of perfection and because of not in spite 
of their humanity. Reverence is a profound commodity that is of value in every reality. 
Shamans have yielded their lives to a higher calling—something we do every time we 
let go of one reality before landing in another. There is a free fall between realities, that 
is where we revere the unknown. Before we know the next reality we know everything. 

I  sat across from a young shaman. He dropped his own persona and dove into my 
reality architecture. He flinched, quickly discovering pain that we shared. 

Without prolog he said:

“This woman is out of proportion in your life; she is much bigger than she should be and 
all you need to do is cut her off. Use a sharp blade and just cut the connection.”

I did exactly that within myself. And he said, “That worked about 80 percent.”

“Wait,” I said. A small smile showed on his face.

I cut off the remaining 20 percent and he said, “That’s it.”

I  hadn’t  acknowledged anything  about  a woman or  told him a thing. He did  a very 
accurate cold read of both of us. 

From that point on we danced together energetically. I entered into a process of my own 
and was busy watching my insides become volatile, waltz with my thoughts and offer up 
new terrain.

I had heard through the grapevine that this young shaman had divorced recently and 
that the indigenous tribe who trained him had sided with his ex-wife. He, apparently, 
was speaking to himself and me too. A great therapist, shaman, counselor or clergyman 



is able to speak to the personal aspects that unite us, touch us deeply, and celebrate 
who we are. 

Shamans are profoundly useful when we can’t trust ourselves but do trust them. Then 
they can, like the best parents or teachers, lead us. Following is like drafting on a bike. It 
offers an easier ride and has us reserve some strength for  when we lead again. It 
makes several of us together stronger and faster than we are on our own. 

Sollena has loads of shaman stories. Their job is to facilitate a memorable trip and at 
the  same  time  cast  spells  on  the  multitudes  that  inspire  awe  and  dependence. 
Peacocks have nothing on the strutting overdressed shamans who blow tobacco, reach 
into people’s chests, and flaunt the powers of medicine. 

Their  vestments  are  legion,  their  excesses  over  the  top,  and  their  indulgence  of 
anything but themselves non-existent. The best thing about shaman’s is that they are 
purveyors  of  shamanic  medicine.  The  worst  thing  is  that  they  often  confuse  the 
importance of being showy with the many benefits of medicine. 

Shamans are the menu: shamanic medicine is the meal.  Shamans are the Catholic 
priests of the jungle. They have their ceremonies and make their living putting being 
very entertaining with their magic.

Snake oil  salesmen used to abound in the old west.  They talked up the wonders of 
worthless tonics. Shamans have incredible medicine but hype it up anyway. Sollena has 
attended enough fancy dancy ceremonies for all of us. 

Not all shamans are created equally. It is worth being careful who we trip with, making 
sure that it is someone who enjoys and loves us, themselves, and life. 

An old fashioned shaman was coming to town. I asked Sollena if I should attend one of 
his ceremonies. She said “He won’t speak your language, you will long for the taste of 
my medicine, he will jam medicine down your throat until you can’t stop vomiting, and by 
tomorrow morning you will be exhausted and also have breakthroughs and insights.” 

I passed. 

It  is  best  not  to  confuse the messenger  with  the message or  the shaman with  the 
medicine. Yield your authority in the short term and take it back for the long run and the 
best trip ever. 

It’s useful to have company while traveling through the tiny peep hole of normal reality 
and out the other side into the vast, infinite, bright, shiny world of Mother Nature with 
realities galore. That is where shamans and committed travelers who love us and leap-
frog authority with us come in. 



Chapter 18

Free at Last. 

Last night ayahuasca tricked me—again. I took her a little before 7PM. She showed up 
but kept a very low profile. I  felt  energized, happy, and a wee bit more awake than 
usual. The wild experiences I expected didn’t appear.

Shortly after 10 I broke the rules: I had a rare burger and some sprouts. My trip seemed 
over and I slipped into bed. That is when ayahuasca came on full force. She stripped 
me of all that was real to me in that moment, focused my attention on myself and kicked 
my ass from one reality to another for hours. 

Of course I didn’t resist. I love ayahuasca and her minx like ways. Some part of me 
expects the unexpected but is still surprised. 

A little over a year ago I went to Africa for the first time. There I visited some of the 
poorest places on Earth. Alexandra Township’s 22 blocks with 180 thousand smiling 
souls makes Soweto seem like the fancy suburbs. 

For three days, a friend and I hiked around the place. We had been told we would be 
mugged or killed. Instead we were welcomed and embraced by one black smiling face 
after another. We saw chicken’s feet grilling, giggled with young kids, and got our shoes 
so filthy they had to be thrown out. Something also happened to our souls: they were 
purified and made permanently grateful. 

In those three days we didn’t see a speck of suffering or hear one complaint. We did 
see men with very little money gambling it away on the throw of tiny dice: we saw witch 
doctors  and  evangelical  churches,  we  saw  free  electricity  subsidized  by  the  state 
because it is the only way people there could afford it. 

Above  all  we  saw  a  place,  a  reality,  that  people  call  home  without  reservation  or 
resistance. Drinking takes place as evening comes on, but each day is very much like 
the one before it  for the residents.  They don’t  bother to expect:  because everything 
remains so much the same. 

To live in Alexandra Township reality is to hang out in a hovel by night and a friendly 
neighborhood by day. It is to be home. 

Many of us seldom really feel at home. We imagine we have been dropped off on the 
wrong  planet,  with  the  wrong  president,  the  wrong  body,  at  the  wrong  time.  We 
complain, both out loud and to ourselves. If we hated a particular restaurant we could 
avoid it. Or, like most people who visit too few realities, eat there while complaining. 



Freedom is another word for reality hopping. 

Others of us try and be positive, saying nice things and pretending all is joy, happiness, 
light, and roses without thorns. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics invite us into a less simplistic and much more 
expansive world with a potpourri of realities. They offer such rampant variation that our 
eyes grow big and round like saucers as we whisper about how splendid, amazing , and 
various this place is.

Yesterday on my mountain bike ride I stopped to catch my breath. I looked down at the 
trail and there was a furry black caterpillar crawling slowly through his reality, through 
dusty dirt and over a stone. I wondered if he, before leaving home, had checked the 
weather too. Maybe, lacking internet, he does it via his fur or with his feet. I bet he 
knows it’s spring.

Common sense tells me I’m me and he’s him. Multiple realities suggest that it’s no 
accident we met and may well be one. Soulmates from the same Mother—Nature. 

Toward the end of my mountainous ride I entered spring—a small advanced ecosystem 
in  which  trillium  and  dogwood  were  blooming  at  least  a  month  before  they  would 
anywhere else around. Apparently I had pedaled so hard and fast that I had hopped 
seasons, to a place I will call spring glen.

On the way home I stopped at a Publix grocery store to get some veggie juice. The 
young woman bagging groceries said “Have a blessed day.” Suddenly I felt coerced into 
her religious reality. In the moment I longed for the caterpillars company. 

Invitations to visit other realities come in many sizes: blatant, subtle and everything in 
between. The day after ayahuasca these invitations are obvious. 

There are as many realities around as there are beings to perceive them. And, there are 
oodles more realities than we are ever likely to notice. Sometimes, while dancing I trip 
over my own two feet. How is it that my friend the caterpillar can synchronize sixteen 
feet? Imagine how expensive a trip to the shoe store would be for a caterpillar. Maybe, 
as they are tucking the kids in at night they tell stories of picking up eight new pairs of 
shoes. 

Shoe store owners who cater to caterpillars may make a decent living. But imagine 
marketing shoes to the demographic of barefooted millipedes wishing for something 
beautiful to cover their ugly, unmanicured toes. 

Certainly it’s as likely that there are realities where caterpillars wear shoes as there are 
realities where they magically transform into Monarchs or Tiger Swallowtails. We can 
marvel at the most fantastic things in our current reality but still remember that those are 
likely to be tame in most other realities. 

Luckily  likelihood  is  only  a  statistical  predictor  of  what’s  possible  in  a  few  limited 
realities. Otherwise Earth would be a pretty tame predictable place. It isn’t. 



The wild, wild wooly realities that abound on medicine are there all the time—shamanic 
medicine and psychedelics just have us notice them. That we are sometimes shocked 
by  them  is  just  what  happens  when  we  expand  our  jurisdiction  without  our  usual 
jurisprudence. 

Freedom is the untethered wandering of attention across realities. Funny when people’s 
attention wanders a little we call them ADD or ADHD, but when it wanders a lot we call 
them creatives, seers, or crazy. 

Caterpillars live in that form for about two weeks. In that time they will chow down on the 
human equivalent of 1400 pounds of milkweed leaves. They never take even a sip of 
water. Then they affix themselves to something and their transformation begins. 

Caterpillars live fairly conscripted lives compared to what’s possible for us. We stray 
from  a  diet  of  milkweed  leaves  often,  even,  upon  occasion,  eating  caterpillars: 
intentionally or not. We have on average 4108 weeks, compared to the caterpillar’s two 
to wander around before we even consider affixing ourselves to anything at all  and 
claim our angel wings. Caterpillars can’t go for bike rides, or even likely wish they could. 

We are uniquely constructed to visit and unite realities. So maybe that’s just what we 
ought  to  do.  Perhaps  we  should  eclipse  simplistic  definitions  of  what  makes  for  a 
blessed day,  venture way outside our shells before they cramp our style and get ahead 
of all curves. Maximizing our freedom is best done across realities not within them. 

While the caterpillars are eating milkweed Sollena’s eating nothing at all.  As I write this 
she is almost done with a 72 hour dry fast. She is down more than six pounds and giddy 
as a bee drunk on fermented blueberries. She is visiting realities in which food and drink 
are superfluous. 

To find out what’s possible for us we need to attempt what’s impossible for us. We need 
to pursue and stalk what scares us and flood ourselves with all that we desire, basking 
in abundance that frees us from a steady diet of limitation. 

Trea, Sollena’s husband, jokes about doing a dry fast for five minutes. I hate the idea of 
dry fasting—just thinking of it reminds me how much I love water. So maybe dry fasting 
is in my near future. 

Meanwhile my young grandkids are out puking like shamans. They are in the midst of a 
puke odyssey that has them vomiting all night and all day long. While it doesn’t seem 
fair  that  they are that  sick it  can’t  be an accident  either.  Because,  as much as we 
proclaim otherwise, there are no accidents. 



Chapter 19

How Dare We?

I spent seven years in a reality where nothing really mattered, life wasn’t worth living 
and I was a vile, worthless, repugnant creature. Day after tearful day I suffered. The 
wind blew through me. I lost fifty pounds in a month, and everything seemed awful. My 
zest for life was replaced with a desire for darkness and death. There were suicidal, 
self-destructive times when friends visited to adult sit me.

Doctors and therapists often call what I was experiencing depression. Christians and 
spiritual seekers call it the dark night of the soul. Iboga calls it unnecessary. While I 
have no regrets, if I had known about iboga it is likely that my deep dark journey would 
have lasted for weeks or months instead of years. 

A few weeks ago I revisited that depressed time. It  was mid winter,  the heat in my 
house wasn’t working, I had just retired, the stock market was way down crimping my 
retirement funds,  and I  sadly anticipated spending the rest  of  my life  poor and by 
myself. Circumstances were obviously stacked against me. 

Against my “better judgement” I bought an airplane ticket to Costa Rica. There Sollena 
smiled at me, looked at my dark demeanor, then glanced at the Apple watch I had just 
given her and said “It is time for Iboga.” 

Sometimes it is time for a duck taco. Other times cuddling is called for, or exercise, a 
walk  in  the  park,  or  singing  and dancing.  Knowing  what  is  called  for  and when  is 
magical,  it  reminds  us  that  we  are  the  conductors  of  the  entire  symphony  of  self. 
Sollena, of course, was right, it was time for Iboga. 

Two nights later about 7PM I took 2 iboga bark capsules, Sollena and Trea took four. 
Within minutes I became aware that I had been suffering from TFR—Too Few Realities. 
I had doubled down into uncomfortable circumstances and forgotten that while the sun 
was setting in the reality I was clinging to it was rising in others and never set or didn’t 
exist in many others. 

Iboga fanned out realities like a card shark does cards and said “Pick a reality,  any 
reality.” 

I picked a reality: Suddenly I was a young boy on a scavenger hunt through a field of tall 
grass. Then, picking another reality, There was a desert bursting with flowers after a 
rainstorm. I watched as the flowers grew before my eyes creating a colorful  carpet. 
Then there were dancing geometric objects of various colors: but the colors were not in 



the objects themselves, they were lit up by colored spotlights directed upon them by 
primitive aliens all in the context of a celestial show at a galactic conference. 

Where had my “depression” gone? 

In  multiple  realities  it  is  impossible  to  be depressed,  a  fundamentalist,  or  a  person 
lacking a sense of humor and wonder. It is also impossible to have a moment reluctantly 
passing the  baton to  the  next  moment.  Instead each moment blows  up,  splattering 
various bright colored gooks all over the place making a mess of time and space that 
never needs to be cleaned up. 

But once we have visited other realities our energy levels rise and being in just one 
reality drives us batty. People who travel the world usually want to see even more of the 
world. They don’t want to curl up in a little ball at home.

Blu, the shaman I mentioned in an earlier chapter, would probably still be alive if he had 
met Iboga. Iboga makes otherwise impossible extremes entertaining by lathering them 
with deep wisdom and perspective. 

Please suspend disbelief as I tell you a little bit about Blu. 

Blu tried to commit suicide two times. The first time he was in a bathtub full of water, 
reached  for  a  hairdryer,  turned  it  on  and  dropped  it  into  the  tub  hoping  to  be 
electrocuted.  A  fuse  blew.  The  second  time  he  headed  to  “dead  man’s  curve” 
somewhere in Minnesota. Down the embankment his car tumbled throwing him out of it 
and into a bush unbruised.

Blu reached the conclusion that the other side, where dead people go, didn’t want him. 
From that moment on he could do anything without fear of life or death. 

He began selling dubious time shares and made a bunch of money. He was always 
good at whatever he did. He spent two million dollars on crack cocaine over the next 
two years. Every couple months he would check himself into rehab, put a little meat on 
his bones, dry out, and then launch into another binge. 

One evening he was in a restaurant with a woman he really liked, but he still needed a 
fix. He dismissed himself, called a friend, got his fix. He was sitting in the toilet in the 
restaurant and was suddenly, inexplicably doused with tepid water. He sat soaked and 
heard an ethereal voice say “That is enough dumbass.” 

Within days he gave all his money away, flew to New York and met a man who said 
“You are late.” He didn’t know the fellow but the guy become his sponsor. Blu spent the 
next seven years in AA being sober, living in a small cubicle in LA and feeding the poor. 

It was then that he met a teacher. This teacher had him go out into the snow barefooted 
in his underwear and remain there until he felt warm. Everything this teacher did was 
geared toward revealing that nothing that appears real is and that the obvious physical 
rules don’t apply to us. 



After seven years in LA Blu headed back to Minneapolis where he sat on the sidewalk 
for 100 days giving away small plants to strangers. He connected with lots of healers 
and interesting people and soon bought a huge building where he created a healing 
center. There he drummed and healed people. 

He was a threat to the common sense status quo and one day the cops arrested him. 
They didn’t ever file charges but shuffled him between jails for a month imagining that at 
some point other inmates would kill him. They didn’t and finally he was released. 

Visions of the jungle haunted him. And soon he was on his way to Peru with a case of 
leukemia. In Peru he found a tribe who adopted him. They put him high up in a tree and 
fed him very powerful medicine and a banana. After thirty days he descended and they 
moved him into a hut where he did ayahuasca every night for three months. One day he 
was singing chants when an elder walked by. “Those are our ancient chants” said the 
elder.  

After  many  months  Blu  headed  back  to  the  states  to  open  a  healing  clinic.  He 
apparently had lost his Midas touch and the clinic failed. It was then he met Sollena. 
Down to Peru they went and it was there that Blu got back on drugs and his wish to die 
returned. His teeth were rotten from purging so many times in healing ceremonies, he 
bought a huge amount of cocaine, snuck off to a hotel room and cocained himself to 
death. 

Iboga might well have given Blu the resources he needed to survive his excesses. The 
wisdom  of  Iboga  transcends  realities  and  offers  alternatives  to  those  aggressively 
shackled to one reality. It is no wonder Iboga is difficult to obtain and that many people 
who freely take other substances shy away from Iboga. 

Iboga  wouldn’t  have  been  radical  to  Blu  because  he  already  lived  such  a  huge, 
adventuresome life. I wish he had done it because then I would have gotten to meet 
him. 

Iboga  wasn’t  always  elusive.  It  was  used  successfully  as  an  antidepressant  and 
antipsychotic drug under the name Lambarene. It was also used by Olympic athletes as 
a stimulant long before it became illegal. 

Occasionally when confronted with a choice, I ask myself “What would Blu do?” One 
thing I’m sure he would do is iboga, but when confronted with various options he would 
almost always take the wildly ostentatious, inconceivable road less traveled. Pondering 
what he might do, reminds me that when feeling low I could always hand out little plants 
on the sidewalk. Thinking of what he might do always reveals many more possibilities 
far outside the box…often from other realities. 



Chapter 20

Electronics, Psychedelics, and Making Life Easier.

People who haven’t done shamanic medicine or psychedelics often ask “What is it like?” 

I like to answer that question differently every time because taking these substances is 
different every time. Sometimes I  liken it  to Clark Kent  transforming into superman. 
Other times I suggest that it is interjecting oneself into whole new sets of thoughts and 
feelings. Yet other times I suggest it is a bit like going crazy and discovering that crazy 
is really sane and that in our everyday life we are nuts.  

My most recent metaphor for taking the substances is riding an ebike. I swore that I 
would never do medicine or psychedelics, and I swore I would never want, ride or have 
an ebike. But a few weeks ago I swung my leg over a friend’s ebike, put my foot on the 
pedal, pressed down and instantly wanted one. I felt the electric pedal assist and rode 
up a rough dirt and gravel driveway without much effort. Suddenly I had to have a bike 
of my own. Doing more riding on the bike confirmed and enhanced my desire for a new 
ebike. 

I  swore I would never do shamanic medicine or psychedelics. But within minutes of 
taking  ayahuasca  for  the  first  time  I  had  visions,  new  thoughts,  and  full  bodied 
sensations I  have never  experienced before. As the trip continued I  alternately was 
blown away by the new internal places I was visiting, wanted to be sober, didn’t ever 
want to leave the wonderland of medicine/psychedelics and promised myself I would 
never, ever do them again. 

We are complex and convoluted creatures and the shamanic medicine and psychedelic 
experience  matches  and  dances  with  that  complexity.  The  substances  aren’t  well 
researched, though they have been around for a long time. But it is my experience that 
they don’t actually do anything  to us, they reveal who we always were from so many 
angles that life appears endlessly interesting, unpredictable, and magical because we 
are endlessly interesting, unpredictable, and magical. 

If  we  are  after  business  as  usual  it  is  probably  a  good  idea  not  to  take  these 
substances. But if we would like to be privy to thoughts that we normally don’t notice, 
visions we don’t normally see, sensations we conspire not to feel, and worlds that we 
reside in but haven’t really noticed—than taking the substances just makes sense. 

Each of us, before each trip, faces the question “Should I take drugs today.” There is no 
right answer to that question but asking it opens a window into our mind, body, and 
soul. 



We are a cog in an ever evolving and changing universe, as such we are constantly 
evolving too. If we wish to participate as a co-creator in the process of change—green 
lighting  the  process—then  it  might  be  a  good  idea  to  sample  these  substances 
sometimes/often. But if we wish to accrue time and experiences in a relatively static 
reality  where  things  and  abilities  are  predictable  and  consistent  then  we  best  not 
partake. 

Navigating through a lifetime we need both gas and brake. Shamanic medicine and 
psychedelics are the gas while thinking thoughts that  have already been thunk and 
doing things that are familiar or habitual for us are the brakes. 

Each time I ponder the question “Should I take something today?” I find a multitude of 
answers. In one reality the fact that it  is a sunny,  soon to be warm, spring Sunday 
seems to be relevant. And out of those circumstances I can make a case both for doing 
and not doing drugs. 

The last dream that I had before waking this morning was of a shady porcupine with a 
bad attitude. Not surprisingly I woke up in a prickly mood. That was quickly mediated by 
asking myself the question “what role did taking medicine for the past year play in the 
specific, explicit personality of the porcupine?” 

One of the huge advantages to taking these substances is that afterward we can blame 
anything from our dreams, to our mood, problems at work, or winning a gold medal in 
the Olympics on the substances. We can shrug our shoulders and point in any direction 
other than our own as the cause. That is the fun that consumes us when stories and 
immaturity meet in the same reality.  

We don’t need to take a lot of shamanic medicine and psychedelics before we realize 
that our stories are both random and funny.  So when we ask “Should I  take drugs 
today?” what will follow is a story that is either totally entertaining or justifies what we 
were going to do anyway but weren’t bold enough to do without a story/excuse. 

Things making sense is an organizational property of most people’s common reality. 
Taking substances reveals the punch line in this because in any given moment a case 
can be made for staying married, getting divorced , fleeing to the Bahamas and buying 
a beach ball all as solutions to the same “problem”. 

Visiting  other  realities  reveals  that  our  everyday  realities  are  bat  shit  crazy.  That 
discovery  is  worth  the price of  admission,  but  it  is  only  one of  millions  of  possible 
revelations. Our commitment to competition and rationality in our consensual realities is 
as liberating as Chinese women of old binding their feet. Small feet were in style: now, 
small lives are in style. Heck, they are manageable, less scary, more predictable, and 
easier to understand than big lives. 

If we want a bigger life then the answer to “Should I take drugs today?” Is simply “yes.” 
But as convoluted as we are there are no simple questions or simple answers. But there 
is one universal answer to every question, which sets us totally and completely free—
something that we pretend we want but don’t. 



The universal, liberating answer to every question aimed at probing our inner workings 
and outer realities is: “It just doesn’t matter.” 

Last  night  I  received  an  email  from  a  woman  who  will  soon  have  her  first  acid 
experience. “Should I take one twelfth or one sixth?” she asked. 

“It just doesn’t matter.” 

When  our  answer  is  other  than  “It  just  doesn’t  matter”  we  are  up  to  some 
psychologically tangled wren’s nest of agenda’s and are hoping that our question will in 
some way make us important in our own or the eyes of others. We pride ourselves on 
flaunting our complexity. 

If  the answer to any question matters to us we are simply so full  of  our illusionary 
identities that we don’t know our ass from a hole in the ground and that just isn’t the 
best time to trust our judgement. But if we reach the reality in which “It  just doesn’t 
matter.” then we aren’t taking ourselves or the question seriously and can finally get out 
of our own way. 

In  most,  and  almost  all  realities  it  just  doesn’t  matter.  And  when  we  pretend  that 
something matters we lock ourselves into serious realities where we seek truth and 
attempt to avoid consequences. At that point  we become fixated on a random door 
certain that what we want lies behind it. We resist everything, especially the general 
unifying nature of the universe: change. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics, like ebikes, make life way easier. So, we should 
take them, or ride an ebike, if we want life to be easier and we should not take them, or 
ride an ebike, if we want life to be more difficult. It is common sense in most common 
realities that the more difficult something is the more virtue there is in doing it. That is 
nuts! 

Some days though our answer to should I take drugs today is bound to be “no.” Rather 
than focusing on the justification for wanting things to be more difficult to try something 
else. Try a non-drug. 

I had a conference call with a bunch of friends, fellow travelers, and people interested in 
my brand of personal growth. Before the call I decided to try a little experiment. A friend 
had mentioned to me a perfectly legal amino acid that produces a very nice high. I had 
not yet done shamanic medicine or psychedelics but was curious. 

About  an hour  before the call  I  took an MAO inhibitor  called Hordenine HCL. That 
substance produces the perfect reception for the amino acid: phenylethylamine HCL, 
which I took half an hour later. Friends just call the amino acid PEA for short. 

As I dialed the conference call number I felt light, playful, airy, and excited to talk with 
the people. The call went swimmingly well. I was still myself, didn’t stray into too many 
weird  realities  and  we  shared  constructive  play  and  lots  of  laughs.  I’ve  never  had 
laughing gas but imagine that this high may be a little like that. 



This stuff is readily available on Amazon, is dirt cheap and has no side effects that I 
know of. And, hopefully,  it will  prove to be a gateway drug to lead you to shamanic 
medicine and psychedelics if you wish to go that way. 

I’m thinking that the world would be a better place if people were gentler, melted into 
their  sensations,  loved each other more,  and softened their  laser  focus of attention 
replacing it with a soft, open welcoming acceptance. It might be nice too to have more 
people high, happy, and quick to chuckle. 

Taking this amino acid is likely to produce just that experience. Try it, you just might like 
it. 

I haven’t gotten my ebike yet, but I soon will. When I do I will be able to travel further 
with less effort, substances allow us to travel further with less effort. The ebike confirms 
that I am strong, young and invincible. The substances do the same. Imagine throwing a 
ball and having it travel more than twice as far as you thought it would given the effort 
involved.  That  is  the  sort  of  ride  that  ebikes  offer.  While  shamanic  medicine  and 
psychedelics invite us to, with no carbon footprint, visit mars, fly like condors, or visit a 
bug free Peruvian jungle. 

The ebike made the mountains of Panama rideable. Substances make every reality a 
possible destination and foreign exchange experience like no other. 

It turns out that only in my own mind was an electric bike bad, wrong, or something I 
would never use. It  turns out that only in my own mind are shamanic medicine and 
psychedelics bad, wrong, or a diversion from the process of getting to know ourselves. 

Psychedelics  offer  us  a  slight  assist  in  the  process  of  hopping  from one  reality  to 
another and especially in letting go of realities we are stuck in. 

They don’t make reality hopping easy, but they make it way easier than it is without 
them. These substances egg us on to venture far from our comfort zones finding new 
and different places that blow our minds and ignite our passion and pleasure. 



Chapter 21

Evangelicals, this Moment, and Changes! 

My father never did acid, but as an intellectual musician I think he would have loved 
listening to Prokofiev on Eth-Lad, or mused philosophically on Iboga sitting round the 
fireplace. I wish I could have offered him a little bit of a blotter to ripen his nursing home 
experience. 

Acid is like that—making us a little evangelical toward those we love, and those we can’t 
yet love but want to. My ex won’t hear of these substances, not sure why. She trusts me 
in so many other regards. Be ready though, you are going to wax to relatives about 
ayahuasca while slightly downplaying the possible purging. 

It’s natural to want to share important life events with others. But shamanic medicine 
and psychedelics kick up psychological dust and personal challenges. Even loved ones 
often can’t, and shouldn’t take our word for their reception to hopping realities. “You will 
love it” ought to be all we need to say, but it isn’t. It’s their impetus and curiosity that 
matters. 

On these substances we are tinkering with our own relationship with sanity, rationality, 
and  our  nest  of  beliefs.  They,  released  on  their  own  recognizance,  will  have  to 
determine if they wish to peek behind the curtain. 

Make no mistake about it, these substances change us and not only while we are on 
them. Visiting other realities has a cumulative eroding effect on our willingness and 
ability to believe the things we used to. 

I paddled out to an island last night, sat on a secluded beach and watched the red sun 
slowly and boldly set. I turned on the thought spigot, which is now typically optional for 
me. Instantly I was met with oodles of gratitude that my life has led precisely to that 
moment. Then I was a deer on the island seeing the sunset through different eyes. 

Most of my thoughts were local—they didn’t use to be. I used to watch the sunset and 
worry about love, money, or all the things tomorrow might bring. But often I wouldn’t 
have the time or inclination to sit with a sunset or watch a spider building a web. Now, 
after a year of taking substances such activities are priorities. 

Sure my house is up for sale and I don’t know where I’ll be living next, but the antidote 
for resistance to change and uncertainty is this moment and the richness of right here 
and right now. 



It’s true that the realities I used to consider penultimate, that used to obscure my view of 
magic and playfulness often appear lack luster now. But that’s a small price to pay for 
the new realities that are either much more real, and present, of so ridiculously far out 
that their entertainment value is priceless. 

I used to worry alternately about being alone or being stuck with someone who had a 
very different map of things than I did. Now I can simply fan out the company I wish to 
keep. I can converse with a caterpillar, dialog with Robert Anton Wilson, or chat with 
Pontus Pilot about making good decisions and forgiveness. 

The company I keep ranges between local/real to ethereal/sublime and everyplace in 
between.  These  substances  stir  up  eddies  in  the  yokes  of  time  and  space  where 
anomalies become loose fitting rules and fantasy is reality. Sure, the dishes still need to 
be  washed,  but  often  who’s  washing  them and  the  dishes  themselves  reverberate 
between realities which becomes part of the cleaning process vibrating stuck crumbs, 
pesto, or blackberry jelly from the porcelain of self. 

Nobody  ought  to  do  these  substances  unless  they  really  want  to.  And  everybody, 
including librarians, fundamentalist Christians, and your best friend ought to want to. 

Years ago I gave a fat, lazy man a small ax and a big job. I  called him the king of 
Portugal because that is how he acted and where he was from. King Paolo was given 
the assignment to cut down a large, dead oak tree. He was paying me good money to 
learn about himself and become more present. 

He hadn’t earned the money, it was inherited, like everything else about him. To this 
day, over a decade later, the oak tree still stands with a little nick out of it, a tribute to 
how lazy the king was. Lazy was a persistent spin in his persistent reality. Fat helped 
lazy be lazy and until  he  discovered the  infinitesimal  peep hole  he eyed  the world 
through he would have to do very little and eat very much. 

I wish I had known about shamanic medicine then. I would have given him the old one 
two—San Pedro to loosen and lighten his grip, then ayahuasca to coax him into realities 
where he was many different, neither fat or lazy, selves. As it was chipping away at the 
tree put a little sweat on his brow, had him accomplish something, and inspired him to 
get a job shortly after returning home. 

He needed a job because he had never had one and jobs, especially succeeding at 
them, teach us stuff. Often, in the absence of shamanic medicine and psychedelics, it’s 
best to suggest that lazy people get to work and horribly hard workers take some time 
off. But the substances provide so many more options that they reveal choice to be just 
one more limitation and reality to be an articulation of expanding vastness. 

Yes,  substances change us forever  exposing us to  wider  ranges of  possibility.  The 
discovery of redshift confirmed that we live in an ever expanding universe and that we, 
should we wish to be in rapport with this place, better be expanding too.  Otherwise we 
become the king or queen of a very small reality—a barnacle more committed to holding 
on  than  seeing  many  worlds  and  basking  in  obtuse,  acute,  kaleidoscopic  realities 
galore. 



If we have an itch one possibility is to scratch it. But if we scratch it in the same reality in 
which it itches our commitment to that reality solidifies. If we experience the itch as a 
many splendored, polychromatic, variegated invitation to a reality without itches then 
hopping realities becomes a successful, fascinating solution to a simple itch. 

The same is true for walking over red hot coals without burning one’s feet. Retreating to 
another reality, without burns and blisters keeps soles intact and fresh. The game, of 
course, is to visit realities at our particular rate of perpetual entertainment. Doing so 
reveals  that  this  is  a  pleasure  planet  and  we  are  jesters  and  harlequins  ever  so 
temporarily occupying it. We are labile characters in a universe that suits us well. 

A couple weeks ago I was in a mountainous region of Panama, a country that for me is 
synonymous with being high. The clouds were gliding gracefully across the mountains 
with bold flowers standing out against the intense green. “Hola” I said to a Panamanian 
man walking down the road one morning with a shovel on one shoulder and a bright red 
guitar under his other arm. 

“Buenos Dias.” He replied, in a light and lively tone of voice and a song in his heart. 

We are all spiritual beings, occupying all realities like spirits do. Ingesting substances as 
an invitation to let that holy part of us shine. The point isn’t to get high, to escape worldly 
concerns, but to invite out sweet, gentle ever-changing, shifting, fluid, protean, mutable, 
variable, transparent, inconstant, unstable, fluctuating, and mobile aspects of ourselves. 
To trust and appeal to our infinite spirit and receive its gifts with the mundane, hard 
working aspects of ourselves. 



Chapter 22

Experiences, Emotions, and 4-HO-MET

Sollena and I were sitting on the terrace watching a rainbow arc between two mountains 
as 4-HO-MET, or Colour, as it is often called, came up in us. Twenty minutes earlier we 
had taken a dose of eighteen drops of the substance. Why eighteen? Why not twenty or 
twelve? Good question. 

Blu, a shaman, was sitting across from a very troubled woman. She was a hard drug 
addict,  had  a  troubled  history  and  a  dark  future  looming.  She  had  come  to  him 
desperately as a last resort. 

Blu sat silently for a few minutes looking at her. Then he said, “Can you read?”

In  that  moment  her  life  changed.  She  couldn’t  read  and  that  one  question  totally 
transformed her life. She learned to read and now 9 years later is still sober, traveling 
the world and loving her life. How did Blu know to ask that question...?

How, really, do we know anything? 

The  sum of  Blu’s  vast  life  experiences lead him to  the  point  where  he  asked that 
question. We took eighteen drops because that is the number that Sollena and I agreed 
upon using every spec of our experience, knowledge of ourselves and what we knew of 
Colour. We had never taken Colour before and the information on these substances is 
sketchy at best. 

For most things we cook we have a recipe, for many of the things we do we engage in a 
rational process that appears to offer us rational choices that we can defend and feel 
mostly comfortable with. But when it comes to ingestion of these substances we are all 
beginners working with a vast number of variables and scant constants. 

Eighteen proved to be a perfect dose, which happens with us more often than not. 

Colour offered lightness and fun with minimal psychology while still melting both time 
and ego. It is a lesser known Tryptamine: a relative of magic mushrooms but with extra 
giggles.

In spite of our attempts to offer rational explanations for what we do, the doses we take, 
and our choices in life we are always wallowing in a sea of emotions. Our emotions 
often  occur  in  chains—we  might  flow  from  anger  to  curiosity,  then  to  a  solid 
observational state we call home. Learning to navigate our emotions is a bit like finding 
our way through the canals of Venice—convoluted and exciting. 



My first  obvious response to  taking Colour was a full  bodied tingling,  with  attention 
running through my body. But then came an intense anger followed really quickly by 
laughter. The rainbow angered me, Sollena angered me, being stoned pissed me off, 
and even just sitting on the fancy French couch seemed an imposition. But as my anger 
peaked it was quickly followed by goofy, light and lively laughter. Anger and humor don’t 
normally pal around together, they usually keep at least two other emotions between 
them. Sollena had the same experience but to a slightly lesser degree. She couldn’t 
stop giggling but wasn’t aware of the underlying architecture. 

Lots of people get stuck in “negative” emotions like sadness, anger, or fear. When they 
do life quickly becomes unfunny and untenable. Colour was teaching us that we didn’t 
need to get stuck, that we could quickly move between any emotions. Anger seemed 
much less important or relevant when it was abundant, everything pissed us off, and 
following it with humor positively disarmed it. 

We were both surprised to discover just how pliable our self proscribed, experience 
based, emotional sequences were. A synesthesia between anger and humor inspired 
us  to  welcome  anger,  because  it  was  a  vehicle  to  humor  rather  than  a  dastardly 
destination that could devolve into rage and tantrums. 

I received an email the other day from a mild mannered Indian fellow. His self-discovery 
has led him to a point where he sees himself as always angry. Sometimes he is aware 
of the anger overtly,  other times the anger is under the surface like magma burning 
deep inside of him. 

The roots of his anger are simple and obvious. In fact, the roots of anger are almost 
always  the same no matter who is angry.  He thinks the thought—“I’ve come to the 
wrong planet” and then his anger bubbles up. He isn’t aware of this thought, which is 
what gives it such power. When he looks round at his job, his wife, or any aspect of his 
life  he looks through angry eyes projecting the cause of  his  anger  outside himself: 
blaming them. This is called anger out. 

In other words he walks around with a spray can writing anti graffiti graffiti which is just 
more graffiti. He protests protesting by protesting. Anger has become a pattern for him. 
He’s been engaged in this same pattern for so long it’s become home to him. He loves 
hating anger. He needs a bit of Colour in his life because then humor would reach down 
into his depths of anger and pull him out giggling. Then he would discover that he has 
come to the right planet. 

A single dose of Colour could easily facilitate him pushing past anger as a destination 
revealing it as a short layover on the way to humor.  

The construction worker sits down with his buddies two stories above the street on steel 
girders for lunch. He opens his lunch box and proclaims “Oh no, bologna again.”

“Who makes your sandwiches?” asks his friend—“I do.” He answers as seriously as 
possible. 



We make our own sandwiches,  interface with  ourselves, emotions, and reactions to 
Earth.  But  usually  we  aren’t  present  when  building  it,  so  imagine  that  we  found it. 
Another bologna sandwich,  or more anger,  is just  the way things are. That’s where 
Colour and other substances come in handy—they rejuvenate our interface with our 
environs revealing that we are the creators of our reactions to our creations. Too often 
we  give  birth  to  how we receive  things then put  our  reactions up for  adoption and 
become the victim to a small set of reactions. 

Substances blow the lid off  possible reactions revealing us to be active co-creators 
acting, unconvincingly, like victims.  Trauma is another much more harrowing way to 
break out of toxic emotional molds we get stuck in. But the sooner we notice emotional 
patterns the more subtle, less overwhelming they are and the lighter our load. 

Substances interrupt the order of things, experiences, thoughts, and emotions opening 
the  doors  to  our  cages  and  freeing  us  to  watch  the  sun  rise  as  a  new day,  new 
behaviors, thoughts, and sensations dawn within us. 

A possible question we might ask when we find ourself in the pits of despair, bubbling 
over with anger or cowering fearfully in the corner is “What does serotonin have to do 
with it?”

We could, and do say things like “My wife pissed me off.” Or, “I wish my Mom would 
stop bugging me.” or, “You’re never on time.“ All of our complaints are metaphors for “I 
came  to  the  wrong  planet.”  They  justify  our  anger,  explain  our  sadness,  or  are 
unsuccessful attempts to mollify our fear. But we might just as well attribute anger to 
Serotonin, Dopamine, GABA and Norepinephrine. And our emotional flexibility to:

 a  synthetic  indole alkaloid  molecule  of  the tryptamine chemical  class.  Tryptamines 
share a core structure comprised of a bicyclic indole heterocycle attached at R3 to an 
amino  group  via  an  ethyl  side  chain.  4-HO-MET  is  substituted  at  R4  of  its  indole 
heterocycle with a hydroxyl functional group OH−. It also contains a methyl group and 
an ethyl chain bound to the terminal amine RN of its tryptamine backbone (MET).

4-HO-MET is a 4-hydroxy homolog of  4-AcO-MET and the N-substituted ethyl homolog 
of psilocin (4-HO-DMT). It is also the 4-hydroxyl analog of the base tryptamine MET.

We can explain our emotions chemically,  psychologically,  or in loads of other ways. 
Given the sheer abundance of emotions we need as many ways as possible to juggle 
them. The beauty of certain substances is our explanations become less relevant and 
getting our emotions moving is both vital and easy. Emotions make our lives endlessly 
interesting, they make a ride on a roller coaster much juicier. They make relationships 
nearly impossible because of the way they whipsaw each partner inexplicably through a 
whole pallet of sensations begging to be shared. And they reveal that we are all way 
more volatile than our rationality and logic would like to admit. 

We all need broader ranges of emotions, not smaller ranges of emotions. 

Nobody deserves to be always angry, always sad, or forever fearful. Emotions ought to 
come in sporadic spirts, adding seasoning to every aspect of life. 



The idea isn’t to take Colour to interrupt anger but to observe the architecture anger 
uses so that we become the proficient designers and builders of our own emotional 
chains. Discovering that humor can follow anger is interesting, but actually experiencing 
the transition taking place repeatedly is totally life changing.  The woman needed to 
learn to read, that had her experience herself more fully. The Indian fellow, in order to 
view this as the perfect planet for him, needed to unwind, in whatever way possible, his 
resistance to being here. 

A woman I know plays the piano, but when she’s in the mood to hear the piano but not 
play it, she takes a roll, inserts it into the piano and her player piano plays itself. Getting 
to know ourselves is playing the piano ourselves. But when we are absent, or besieged 
by anger, sadness, fear, or rejoicing in joy, happiness, or glee we often don’t notice that 
it is patterns not us playing the tune. 

This  is  our  world,  we create  it,  or  we  resist  it.  Substances are  another  tool  for  an 
inspiring wake-up to our role not only as actor but as director, writer, and stunt person 
too. 



Chapter 23

Cutting through Drama and the Secret to Motivating Ourselves

The tree stands in our front room covered with lights, bright colored ornaments, tinsel, 
and a few candy canes. It isn’t just a tree, it is a metaphor for Christmas, or the birth of 
our savior. Reflections of it dance in children’s eyes and adults memories. The brightly 
wrapped presents underneath it are worth waiting all year for, tokens of the love we 
share…

The stunning actress on the silver screen represents all woman—beauty, mystery, and 
feminine wile, style and guile. The swashbuckling leading man is brave, bold, strong, 
and the ultimate male. Certainly he would be an agile, totally satisfying lover: an icon of 
masculinity. 

We love metaphors. They help us imbue ordinary things with extraordinary meaning—to 
do so we need puff up our metaphors and confuse the world we imagine with all that is 
here. A tongue sandwich at the Carnegie deli becomes Heavenly, and symptoms of a 
cold inspire us to spin out end of the world scenarios while blowing our little noses. We 
need to love our puppy inordinately simply because we can and alternately love and 
hate  our  spouse  and  ourselves  blowing  our  reactions  to  ordinary  events  and 
circumstances way out of proportion. We live lives of metaphor in an attempt to be 
important. We don’t want a bit part, we want the lead—and the only way to get it is to 
concoct our own version of life on Earth and then star in it. 

Psychedelics, and especially Shamanic medicine cut through the metaphor humbling 
our dramatized events by comparing them to the underlying mass of realities that are 
always here waiting for us to notice. Just millimeters beneath our dramatics is what we 
perceive to be reality.  This is actually just one reality of many.   Our metaphors are 
reactions to what we perceive to be mundane. An ordinary life in which we are born, we 
live and we die not noticing much in between. 

On the far side of metaphor and the other side of “ordinary life”  is  a cornucopia of 
realities.  Infinite  places where we are the whole universe and what  happens in our 
metaphors really doesn’t matter. There everything is more real, brighter, bolder, and 
bathing in richness than our metaphors can.  There is  no American Dream there or 
Chicken Soup for the Soul—because all is well, and present there—always. 

Our metaphors are a reaction to a lack of perception of possibility. They are our way of 
proving our authority and control by tampering with the world, turning it into a designer 
world of our own.  The world we create has intricate meanings, endless subtext, and 



code like complexity. It is our secret world, attempts to share it with others fall flat, and 
keeping it to ourselves isolates us making us feel alone and lonely. 

But substances offer a cheap ticket to the mind-blowing foundational realities that we 
call hallucinations. Taking substances focuses our attention beneath the emperor's new 
clothes to  his  internal  organs,  all  bright,  colored,  interesting,  and  busy making  him 
possible. 

When  we  focus  on  all  possible  worlds,  which  is  what  the  substances  inspire,  we 
discover  ourselves  as  curators  of  vast  collections  of  possibilities,  spirits  of  infinite 
playfulness. 

Our  metaphors  are  shallow,  thin,  facades  blocking  the  richness  of  real  world 
experiences and steeping us in dramatic reactions to what isn’t. But they keep us by, 
entertained, and often suffering. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics don’t lead us away from what is, as is commonly 
portrayed, but back to what is, has always been, and will always be. They ground us—
they reveal the very nature of colors, the underlying geometry of life, and remind us that 
we, like Einstein, discover how this place works by imagining ourselves riding a wave of 
light and then intuiting what that experience would be like to reverse engineer how we 
came to be, left, and then found ourselves again dying and being reborn many times a 
moment. 

We are a mystery to be solved, the solution to which lies deeper inside of us than we 
tend to look, listen, or feel. Often we are too busy to notice the very nature of ourselves 
and this place. 

Most of us consider that we live a fast paced life. We don’t. We live very slowly, which is 
part of the reason that we always claim that there is so much to do and so little time to 
do it. We are behind the pace of life, bringing up the rear. 

A fellow I know, the same one who loves the effects of psychedelics but is simply too 
scared to take them anymore likes to run. The purpose of running is to go faster. But he, 
in his infinite wisdom, has invented a new way of running. Imagine a bent over two 
hundred year old man shuffling slowly, barely placing one foot ahead of the other while 
desperately focusing his attention behind himself. That is what this man looks like when 
running. He “runs” more slowly than he walks. 

His way of running is a solution to what he considers a pace of life that he simply can’t 
keep up with.  He is  afraid  of  getting ahead of  himself  and the result  is  continually 
weighing himself down with fearful thoughts and attempting never to make a decision if 
he can avoid it and when making a decision to have it be the most conservative one 
possible. 

Somebody has to represent the far side of the spectrum of life and death while still alive. 
This man is, as the hero of the movie Princess Bride proclaims “mostly dead all day.” 



I’m not poking fun or picking on him, we all have our own fears and resistance. We fear 
the future, defend the past, and seldom visit the present. He is just a little more overt in 
the process. That isn’t to say that he can notice the process, he can’t, which is the point 
in living so deeply in a fearful fog that to him is life. I love having him in my life because 
he reminds me of the cost of resistance and to take my emergency brake off before I 
drive to grandmother’s house. 

Remember Little Red Riding Hood, she began her trip to grandmother’s house back in 
the 10th century, and she is still in innocent transit today. She, of course, never even 
considered that the big bad wolf might have replaced grandmother. The slow running 
man sees wolves every step of the way, he thinks the IRS is watching him closely and 
that the next moment might offer sharp teeth and terrible suffering. One thing he misses 
is that living in such fear has this moment be as bad a it can be. And with it being so 
totally fearful he simply can’t ever be present. Being present to his fear isn’t an option, 
except in the case of occasional insights or psychedelic trips. 

It is difficult to be motivated to head to grandmother’s house when we imagine her being 
already eaten and a wolf, a metaphor in grandmother’s clothing waiting for us. We keep 
trying to motivate ourselves while the fear of imagined futures erodes our drive. 

Whatever we do feeds our superstition that it is what we did that somehow lead to us 
being alive one more moment. We, long ago, turned away from any thought of quality of 
life and, like survivalists do, focused on keeping ourselves alive. Shamanic medicine 
and psychedelics aren’t substances aimed at keeping us alive, they are focused on us 
living fully, which, ironically often entails threatening our lives to enhance the quality of 
our lives. Many people die while on shamanic medicines only to discover that on the 
other side of their shamanic deaths is a much better quality life. 

There is a plant called Mimosa. It has a root, that when dried, ground up and added to 
shamanic medicine causes what appears to be real death—but in fact loosens both our 
fear of death and our grasping of life. Sollena had five deaths on one such trip. She 
virtually died, which was literal death to her. It wasn’t fun, and she had enough of it. 
“That is enough.” she said. And didn’t die again on the trip. But she loved both death 
and life much more fully from that trip on. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics aren’t like other medicines or drugs that promise 
to reduce symptoms or prolong life no matter what the quality. When done in a spiritual 
context they lead directly to a vast expansion of the perception of possibility and to way 
faster data downloads and brain function. They don’t assist us in running more slowly 
but in discovering that the speed of life is actually the speed of light. They offer us 
gossamer wings…



Chapter 24

“I did them before.”

I received a text from a woman last night. She said “Guess what I did last week?” 

I said “I’m pretty sure you flew to Portugal, threw your backpack over your shoulder and 
hiked as directly as possible from the airport to the French border where you crossed 
without difficulty, and found your way to Paris for a cup of coffee and a croissant.” 

“Close.” she replied. 

“I did H for the first time.” she texted. 

“Congratulations.” I said. 

I  keep  learning  not  to  resist  what  people  are  doing.  This  woman  is  21  is  on 
antipsychotics,  has  a  tattered  track  record  of  everything  short  of  prison  and  is 
apparently up to more mischief. 

“I really liked it.” she texted. 

When I’m expecting a sunny day a rainy one comes as a surprise. Each year I receive a 
small check from the escrow account on my house, my daughter has decided to take a 
day off from mothering leaving the kids with grandma. All of these are surprises, life is 
full of them. But that this young woman liked H isn’t a surprise. To hear of her dying of 
an  overdose  in  a  few  months  wouldn’t  be  a  surprise  either.  Unpleasant  but  not 
surprising. 

“I wouldn’t do H” I texted her. 

She visited once when I  was on an all  night Iboga trip.  I  wouldn’t  let  her do Iboga 
because antipsychotics don’t  play well  with shamanics. Though we had a wonderful 
evening she wasn’t tempted to wiggle her way off her prescription medications and fess 
up to her sanity.  With sanity comes the usual expectations like getting a job, maybe 
getting married, going to college, or having a baby. 

Though Iboga and ayahuasca are sacred tribal drugs that isn’t to say that they are only 
for monks. After that evening with her I became convinced that Iboga might have had a 
little viagra in it. Another time I was in the early very intense come up of an ayahuasca 
trip when a friend said “I just want to suck your cock.” 



I stammered, “I can’t, I’m way too high and flying.” A moment later I said “what did I just 
say ’no’ to?” as I unzipped my zipper. Turns out that ayahuasca isn’t the least bit jealous 
and welcomes intense sensations with a giggle and a loud cackle. 

One person’s favorite drug is another person’s forbidden fruit.  The same friend who 
suggested 1P-LSD to me insisted that I try Kratom, a legal leaf from Asia  that contains 
opiates. The result for me was a stupefying Monday followed by a dark uninspired dull 
Tuesday. If things ever get way too good for me for too long I might dip my toe into 
Kratom again. As much as I love the fact that a Kratom leaf has different colors that are 
marketed for their markedly different influences it just isn’t for me. 

I don’t doubt I would enjoy H, but it doesn’t offer what I’m after. I want adventure and 
growth, and H appears to offer pleasure, and more pleasure. I like my pleasure sober or 
while hopping realities, not while editing the risk out of and hiding in this reality. It is for 
similar reasons that pot is not of interest to me. Though my son grows legal pot, so I 
have the perfect supplier at a good discount I would be more likely to profit from him 
managing a tuxedo rental place even though I have never worn one. 

I’ve had many people say to me “I did drugs before.” But none of these people say “I ate 
before.” The right drug at the right time, in the right dosage, in the right context offers us 
more  of  ourselves  and  an  improved  quality  of  life.  It’s  worth  clearing  the  busiest 
schedule for that. 

The problem with drugs is that they are so easy. All we need to do is pop them in our 
mouth, with the exception of ayahuasca which isn’t that easy to gag down. It’s easy to 
take a dose or two and be knocked on your ass, escaping from unpaid bills, relationship 
speed bumps, and the problems inherent in residing in one reality too long. But I’m not 
interested in hiding, I’m much more interested in what medicines and psychedelics urge 
me to rise on my toes, living life more awake and alert noticing more and missing less of 
the never-ending splendor all around us. 

An early lesson with  both shamanic medicine and psychedelics is that  experiences, 
sensations,  and thoughts  are seldom what  they seem.  Labeling  experiences with  a 
pejorative—whether some thesaurus plug in for “good” or “bad” misses the full spectrum 
experience. People often attempt to resist purging on ayahuasca. It is the resistance 
that gets confused with  the purging turning a totally constructive experience into an 
awful one. Heck, as terrible as it sounds we all know that chemotherapy, at its best, 
almost kills us. 

I’m not about to tell you what dessert to have, though I assure you that carrot cake can 
be wonderful, I won’t tell you what drug to take or not to take. If pot is for you, or no 
medicine or drugs at all  is  for you then so be it.  My invitation is to reality hopping, 
whatever that takes, along with facing fears, and edging ever closer to what scares us 
so we can embrace it and smother it with sweet kisses. 

I haven’t done the love drug yet. I’ve watched many people go starry eyed when they 
speak of MDMA. Seems it spreads love thickly everywhere. I have some but haven’t yet 



been  tempted  to  take  it.  As  I’ve  mentioned  Sollena  and  her  husband  did  it  every 
weekend for fifteen years. Now they don’t do it. 

From all I’ve heard the payoff is love but the cost is a couple days of serotonin depletion 
blues. As wonderful as MDMA sounds I don’t think it fits my criteria.

At a recent festival I was like a baby bird, tipping my head back as Sollena dropped acid 
into  my  open  beak.  Dancing  all  night  long  and  being  partly  present  are  worth  an 
occasional visit and as far into recreational use, without spiritual context as I’m likely to 
go. 

There I  discovered that  tripping with  others is  best  done with  the same substance, 
though dosage may vary. Time passes differently on different substances and it’s best 
to, especially while dancing or talking, be near the same pace and time zone. 

One of the positively best companions for both shamanic medicine and psychedelics is 
Mother Nature. If we don’t see images in clouds on ayahuasca or in the fire on iboga we 
know it’s time for more. Most acid analogs make roses bolder, palm trees into storks or 
something equally wonderful, and the abundance of Nature’s garden light years beyond 
beautiful. 

In our busy lives we often get caught up in doing stuff. On substances to do lists include 
watching the sun set, the wind blow, and the grass grow. If we really want to connect 
with nature like never before San Pedro is superlative. 

Sometimes we forget to drink in the beauty that surrounds us. Substances unite our 
internal  worlds  with  external  worlds  revealing  the  beauty  they  have  in  common.  A 
regular topic while tripping is abundant beauty and love. It’s a really good idea to trip 
alternately  with  eyes  wide  shut  and  eyes  wide  open,  sensations  set  to  maximum. 
Certain phases of an ayahuasca trip lend themselves to music, iboga not so much. On a 
microdose of 1P lying around seems like the thing while half a blotter demands 60’s 
acid  rock.  Stand-up  comedy  and  deep  reflection  can  be  equally  appropriate,  being 
serious or solemn never is. 

Discovering what works for us and what doesn’t on any given trip can be great fun. One 
of the attractions of shamanic medicine and psychedelics is that every trip is totally 
unique  so  can  be  tailored  for  maximum pleasure  and  benefit.  Play  around!  These 
substances are about coaxing us to oodles of strange and fascinating realities. 

When it comes to love, life and substances each experience, thought and sensation is 
crisp, new and fresh. Each moment is different than any before it—it’s Now. 



Chapter 25

Seeing Clearly

If Helen Keller suddenly saw—how rich, scary, and life changing that moment of first 
vision would be. If she, after being deaf since 19 months old, could hear a pin drop, a 
human voice, or the intricate pitter pat of a spring shower her life would certainly never 
be the same. 

Keller, despite her “disability”, went on to speak and read—transforming blindness and 
deafness from a reason for institutionalization to an inspirational condition. 

Each of us has our own blindness and deafness. We experience not being able to see 
another person’s point of view or hear the constructive words of someone when they cut 
too close to our vulnerability or hidden fears. That doesn’t mean that we need to be 
institutionalized, it might mean that we, like Helen, can rise above our own limitations 
and learn to communicate and express not just in one tone deaf reality but in many.

We hear inspirational stories about people overcoming what seems like insurmountable 
odds.  And we settle  into  our  own niche,  remain close to  what  we understand,  and 
cuddle our problems to our bosom defending ourselves against the very resources we 
often wish we had. 

We are all  pregnant  with  ideas,  revelations,  and intuitions that  may never  be born, 
simply because we are too busy, or can’t be bothered by seeing through conventional 
“wisdom” and are afraid of acknowledging our own gifts. We plod through life feeling like 
something is missing, and it is. Who we really are is AWOL, we deserve to be exalted, 
first by us and then by others. But instead we find a job we can already do, a person we 
imagine we deserve, and knuckle down for the duration. 

Shame on us, not because I say so, but because shame is what we feel using so little of 
our potential and sweeping our true selves under the rug, fostering the appearance of 
order over the reality of our infinite abilities. 

We have an obligation to mine our own internal natural resources for the benefit of all. 
Children who grow up without creative parents tend to skulk in their own dark worlds 
aspiring to less than they are able. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics offer easy avenues to internal destinations that 
we are likely blind and deaf to without them. Most of us won’t ever mount an Olympic 
podium to  receive  a  medal—but  all  of  us  deserve  and  are  worthy  of  flaunting  the 
treasures buried deep within us. 



Very few things in life happen at the pace we would like them to. We want more money 
now, but it comes later—we want love most when we don’t yet perceive ourselves as 
really  lovable—no  matter  how  fast  our  internet  is  we  find  ourselves  impatient  for 
downloads, and we never seem to have things exactly our way, counter to the “Have it 
your way” promise of a fast food franchise. Substances vary our pace—they speed us 
way  up,  and then we  can slow down if  we  want.  We seem to  have  mastered the 
persistent  use  of  the  brakes while  ignoring  acceleration  that  is  sufficient  to  provide 
escape velocity from one reality. The size and speed of the downloads on shamanic 
medicine and psychedelics are so vast  and fast that they have us tapping our foot, 
waiting for the world to catch up with us rather than behind the eight ball—trying to 
catch up with the world. 

We drink coffee to get a little faster, but it’s not sufficient. We could instead pop an 
eighth of a blotter under our tongue and be ready for Freddy anytime. Many people 
wouldn’t mind a fast car, though they would likely never actually drive it at top speed. 
We have a high speed processor, beyond anything we can create or imagine—but still 
we  amble  along  slowly  thinking  the  same  thoughts  and  living  reruns  of  our  own 
experience. We are repeat offenders—doing the same thing over and over. Maybe it is 
time to up our speed, to make the most of our abilities by vaulting through other realities 
to discover who we really are and what we are capable of. The best tool we have for 
this at this moment is shamanic medicine and psychedelics. 

Few people would pluck out their own eyes, or intentionally attempt to get slower and 
dumber—nor would they buy a house and never even walk through the whole place 
instead settling into the den using a hot plate there and never visiting the kitchen or any 
of the bedrooms. But that is, in effect and in fact, exactly what we are doing. We have 
been given a world full of many realities and we are curled up in one defending our right 
to remain there, afraid to venture out to explore the world or in to discover our own skills 
and natural abilities. 

The gap between what we can do and what we actually do is so broad that it causes us 
persistent subliminal pain and existential worthlessness. Keeping at bay the nagging 
thought or sensation that we, as teachers often say of their students “aren’t living up to 
our full potential.” We owe it to future generations to find our true potential where it is 
hidden, in other realities.

If  there was a medicine that could save and extend lives,  cure painful  diseases, or 
reduce suffering we would be shocked, and offended to discover that it was denied to 
the general public, ourselves, or our loved ones. Life for most people is painful and full 
of suffering. There is loads of evidence collected over many decades that shamanic 
medicine and psychedelics could reduce both pain and suffering. That’s why I wish my 
father, who died partially out of the boredom of having nothing to live for, could have 
legally hopped a few realities. That is also why we have become a nation of addicts of 
escapist drugs. We can’t stand the reality we are committed to remaining in. Iboga has 
been proven to cure addiction often with just one dose. Yet we keep it illegal. 



We are so scared of other realities that we make the easiest way to visit them illegal. 
Despite our fears, if the drug companies could find any way to make a buck on these 
out of patent substances they would likely be more available than they currently are. 

When Gutenberg invented the printing press that sent a shiver through culture—ideas 
could proliferate on paper and be disseminated without distortion. Shamanic medicine 
and  psychedelics  offer  a  much  larger  revolution  than  that.  The  revolution  began 
thousands of years ago in ancient tribes and has now caught on in Silicon Valley where 
the increase in creativity and quality of life is perceived to be worth the risk. 

But the real risk is that we would catch up with ourselves and our world. That we would 
live, for a change, at the speed of life, ahead of change rather than resisting it. 

We wouldn’t know what to do if our problems evaporated, which is often the case with 
these substances. We build our own speed bumps, to slow people down, and then 
complain because they slow us down too. Our current problems are composed mostly 
of our past solutions as we wallow in a swampy life based on correcting previous errors. 
Without Columbus and Magellan we might still all be huddled in Europe or Asia. There 
was a time when we valued adventurers and sought adventure. Now we punch in and 
serve the status quo, which has us mostly hating ourselves or wondering if anything we 
do actually has any value. We are careful—which is the opposite of adventurous and 
scared of  our  own thoughts  and minds instead of  spurring  them on to  who  knows 
where? 

In the currently unknown lies the cure to cancer, addiction, suffering, fundamentalism, 
and war. In the unknown lurks the recipe for peace, unconditional love, relationships 
that work, and abundance for all. We need to access the unknown though it is scary to 
us and threatening to culture. We can still spend most of our time and energy in our 
current reality, but it makes sense to do some occasional reality hopping. Our current 
reality retardation isn’t because we picked the wrong reality it is because any reality 
lived in to  the exclusion of  other  realities is  oppressive,  tyrannical,  and only makes 
sense from within it. 

Reality  hopping  offers  us  a  rapid  rise  in  quality  of  life.  Shamanic  medicine  and 
psychedelics  is  the  easiest,  most  available,  speedy  reality  hopping  tool.  Let’s  avail 
ourselves of it. Culture, of course, always catches on last, so let’s not wait around for it, 
let’s visit other realities that we already exist in and let’s claim them. This is a gold rush
—but it isn’t for gold, it is for the treasure within each of us when we actually bask in our 
vastness and tap our infinite resources. 

A  mote  and  high  wall  make the  castle  impenetrable,  but  it  makes castle  residents 
inmates. Should they venture out, frolicking over hill and dale they are unlikely to ever 
submit to voluntary incarceration again. That is what we are culturally afraid of—that 
once people reality hop they won’t fit as easily into their cookie cutter robotic lives: and 
they won’t. Our immaturity both culturally and as individuals has us imagine that this is a 
game of tag and that we can protect ourselves from being tagged by hiding. But really, 
our  hiding just  amounts  to  putting our  hand over  our  eyes and pretending that  not 
seeing makes us invisible.  



We are voluntary inmates behind our own defenses. We are hermit crabs in an ever 
shrinking shell.  We are also infinite spirits who hopped to this reality and for whom 
reality hopping is fun but tame. 

Yesterday I went for a bike ride, that in itself is not exceptional but where I rode was. I 
rode along a lake, on the shore that is exposed each winter when the dam is vented 
sending a full 9 feet of lake from Alabama to Florida. By the end of April the lake will be 
full again, with no rideable shore. There are 276 miles of mostly rideable shoreline on 
this lake alone. I wonder why nobody ever rides it. We don’t have to wait in line in other 
realities, or sit in traffic. Other realities offer us the experience of wide open spaces and 
new places with infinite playgrounds. 

After riding yesterday I wanted to invite others to ride the shoreline, and since my first 
reality hopping experience I’ve been inspired to invite others to hop too. If we can’t find 
what we want in Best Buy we may go to Target or Amazon. It is never too late to do 
some reality shopping. Self-confidence, love, enlightenment, happiness and everything 
we want but can’t find in this reality is available for free, and in abundance in other 
convenient realities. 

The best way to take care of future generations is enriching this one—reality hopping is 
an integral, environmentally sound, holographic, and exciting part of that. 



Chapter 26

Lessons for Spirits in a Mundane World

I was going fishing the other day. Sadly, the electric trolling motor didn’t work. I gave it 
inordinate attention but didn’t know a damn thing about it. Suddenly I was compelled to 
fish, it was the only thing I wanted to do, but I couldn’t. 

We put so much time, money, and energy into maintenance and focusing on what we 
can’t do. 

I could have fished from the shore, from numerous docks on the lake, I could, heaven 
forbid, have borrowed a boat from my neighbor, or simply paddled around, the way 
people have fished throughout history.  Nope: I  wanted to fish in the one way that I 
couldn’t. 

I obsessed for a few hours about how much more wonderful the world would be if the 
electric motor worked. Then I, with mild displaced rage, that most people wouldn’t even 
notice, got on with scrubbing last year’s pollen off the porch railing. 

Me scrubbing porch railings isn’t time well spent. I’m not good at it, and there are better 
things I could be doing. I could be using my unique gifts: like writing, dipping in the 
freezing cold lake, learning to dance, or watching the sunrise or set. I could also coach 
people for 500 dollars an hour. A tip: We are always happier when tapping our unique 
gifts. 

I called Sollena “Help” I said. I laid my mundane dilemma out for her, even showing her 
the railings on FaceTime. 

“Text Dontae” she said. “Have him power wash the porch and repaint it while you aren’t 
there. Your time is better spent reality hopping or doing almost anything.” 

Funny I had known that my favorite handyman, Dontae, was the perfect fellow to do all 
the work around the lake house. But in my desire to have clean railing right away I had 
forgotten. 

I breathed a sigh of relief and texted him. While I was still on FaceTime with Sollena he 
texted back excitedly. I greatly enjoy his company, he often brings his two young kids to 
work, and tells me to pay him whatever I want. He lives in an innocent, hard working 
world of trust. He’s smart, but never got the breaks I did. In other words, he is someone 
I love paying who does a fine job. 



In the wake of the Dontae decision, while still on FaceTime, this chapter began to take 
shape.  Apparently,  not  bending  over  the  railing  scrubbing  seemed  to  free  up  my 
creativity. 

But the fun didn’t stop there. I got off FaceTime with a huge smile on my face, wrote for 
a bit and then walked down to have a look at the electric motor. Within half an hour I 
discovered how the three batteries and charger networked, and that it was likely battery 
2 that was bringing down the whole system.  

At the marina I handed them the bad battery and they handed me a new one for free. I 
bolted the new one into the boat and had bass for dinner that night. 

There are two main reasons not to take shamanic medicine and psychedelics—or do 
exactly what we want. The first reason is not enough time. We imagine that there is 
something  else  we  ought  to  be  doing—in  other  words—we  can’t  be  cleaning  the 
railings, fishing, and writing at the same time. 

The other excuse we give for not doing what we want is we can’t afford it. Time and 
money dominate our perception of what we can do, which taints the waters of who we 
imagine ourselves to be. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics take time—a trip can range between a few hours 
to days. But that isn’t time wasted, it is time well spent, because it is time that reminds 
us of our unique gifts which enrich our lives. Making these substances a priority reminds 
us that our growth, spirit, and soul are important. 

Occasionally, on a trip, I obsess over the things I need to get done, but then remember 
that hopping realities is the most important work I can do because it contributes to me, 
you, my kids, and their kids. 

Trips are inexpensive.  A micro  dose is  often  less  than three dollars  and few other 
substances cost more than five dollars per experience. The only exception is Iboga, 
which provides priceless experiences. It costs North of a hundred dollars a trip. But that 
is cheap for a 24 hour consultation with a Great grand-father figure who will answer all 
questions with a level of brilliance that, in one trip, transforms our lifetime. 

We all tend to forget what is important to us. It is for that reason that I’m thinking of 
making a bracelet that has WWDD on it. “What would Dontae do?” That way, when I 
look down or feel the bracelet on my wrist  I  will  be reminded of the huge smile on 
Dontae’s face when he gets things done and saves me from doing them. He beamed 
when he made a shine by my driveway with a large rock that has scrawled on it in white 
paint “Father’s Place: Home Sweet Home.”

Taking substances isn’t a diversion from what we ought to be doing, what we imagine 
we ought to be doing is a diversion from the substances and the associated reality 
hopping. 

If we imagine we don’t have enough time to reality hop we have forgotten who we are 
and the benefits of reality hoping. Tripping isn’t time wasted, it is time really well spent. 



The mischief we get up to when we aren’t building the pyramids is likely to coax out our 
inner prince, princess, or rock star past the pillars of our menial self-denial. 

We came here to cause trouble not to fix the place: most of us don’t engage in enough 
sex, drugs, or rock and roll. Instead we spend too little time playing and too much time 
virtually imprisoned by all  the things we must do, the errands we must run, and the 
money we must earn: all of which don’t enrich our lives a bit.  

Life on earth wasn’t ever meant to be a downgrade, even for infinite spirits. Time spent 
sailing is time well spent, but time spent painting and chipping barnacles off the hull is 
best spent by someone less likely to reality hop than us. 

Our priorities are fickle. When we forget what is important to us we forget that we are 
important. Our primary priority is to harvest pleasures at their peak of ripeness. To do 
that we need to be here, to notice pleasures and peaks. 

If we were together right now we could enjoy each other’s company no matter what we 
do. But we also could hop realities. Hopping realities together enhances that bond of 
adventure, love, and pleasure between people like few other things can. Most of us 
won’t ever be astronauts, cuddled up with someone in a tight little spacecraft visiting 
outer space together. So we may as well be psychonauts getting to know each others 
inner space together. 

I love Sollena. Not as a spouse or a girlfriend, but as a fellow traveller. Lying next to her, 
under the influence of substances, I alternately hear her heart beating and then mine. 
They often beat together, reminding us of how connected we are. 

Tripping  alone  is  fine,  but  hopping  realities  together  transcends  geographic, 
psychological preferences and offers unconditional opening and connectedness. We all 
need this sort  of  bond, and few of us get it.  That is where shamanic medicine and 
psychedelics come in. They offer profound bonding, which is the antidote for loneliness 
and a reminder that we are always one. 

There are so many altruistic and selfish reasons to take medicine and psychedelics. In a 
spiritual context these substances offer confirmation of all that we are on Earth for. 

None of us will see much of the world. We aren’t designed to. Most things are too small 
for us to see, lots of other things are outside of our visible spectrum. We may as well 
hop realities together so we see, hear, and feel as much as possible—sharing what we 
perceive is the essence of love. 

Time  spent  listening  to  our  own  heart  beat,  or  someone  else’s  heartbeat  while 
investigating infinite realities reminds us who we are and enriches life on Earth. To do 
lists  that  don’t  ever  get  any  shorter  fly  in  the  face  of  the  13th  amendment  which 
abolished indentured servitude. 

The  28th  amendment  to  the  constitution  might  mandate,  or  at  least  urge  weekly 
Microdosing  on  mushrooms  and  acid,  iboga  trips  once  a  month,  and  bi-monthly 



ayahuasca trips all for the sake of maintaining this land as a place free from depression 
and oppression. 



Chapter 27

Other Huge Benefits of Substances

Often  we  just  don’t  want  to  let  go  of  our  current  reality,  our  concerns,  worries, 
achievements, or bling. That is the absolute best time to invite some other much more 
playful realities in for a romp.

Serious this morning, and focused on leaving this lovely lake house to head to my other 
home I had things to do, sentences to write, and a familiar reality to pledge allegiance 
to. So, I walked over to my backpack, unzipped the side pocket, pulled out a little plastic 
bag, opened it, removed half a blotter of ETH-LAD an acid analog, and popped it under 
my tongue. A communion of sorts—a little ticket to other realities. 

Just  minutes later  the lake,  shore,  sunshine,  breeze,  budding trees,  and everything 
inside me are already taking on a welcoming brightness. It doesn’t take long. They are 
here for me and I am here for them. My seriousness has melted like so much chocolate 
in the sun…

It is the summer of love again, I am in the right place and this is the right timeless time. 
The ideas and profound revelations that were marching in lockstep just a few minutes 
ago are  now flowing  everywhere.  I  can  hear  the  fish  in  the  lake  whispering  about 
spawning soon and the  waves  are  beckoning  to  dip  my toes  in  the  water.  That  is 
suddenly at the top of my to do list. 

World peace seems a little closer than it did. In fact, it seems inevitable. 

With nothing to worry about and nothing to do freedom sneaks up on us, takes us by 
surprise and baptizes us in levity and mirth. A glittery red boat races up near the dock, 
halts and two men with pot bellies commence to pummeling the water with plastic baits. 
I watch, aware that their boat is a direct investment in retirement north of 100K. They 
catch only the best bass I am sure, figuring in the cost of boat and equipment, it should 
come to about 1200 dollars a pound. Saturday’s a good day for bass fishing. 

Nothing tops adding irresponsibility to escapism, except a good bass. If the fish only 
knew…

Shamanic medicine, and psychedelics are to minds, souls, and bodies what bass are to 
worms,  tartar  sauce,  and  hooks.  Or  something  like  that.  Anyway,  it  is  worth 
remembering that the bass might not even know it’s a weekend unless we tell them.

I’m  now  light  years  away  from  where  I  was  forty-five  minutes  ago.  I’m  on  high, 
unpredictable octane with a heavy foot and no particular destination. Luckily I lack both 



map and destination. There’s a freshly dug up grave I’ve just risen from. I brush myself 
off and start dancing, slowly at first, then faster. 

It’s difficult to remember what’s wrong or missing. Seems like a full lit as downloads 
abound with solutions to world’s problems and revelations galore. 

Probably  the  best  thing  we  could  do  for  prisons  is  convert  them  into  psychedelic 
research facilities. Offering unlimited substances to any prisoner with more than a one 
year sentence. 

Really, what do we have to lose.

Are we really that bothered if people start sneaking into prisons? And as our model 
prisoners blossom we can turn our attention to hospice care and then nursing homes. 

We don’t need to rush into anything, but we aren’t going to do worse than we’ve already 
done and as my great-grandmother used to say. “Don’t do anything until you’ve done 
nothin’  for  quite  a  while.”  We’ve  done  nothing  for  long  enough  and  my  great-
grandmother says she built the pyramids.

Sometimes, nose deep in quicksand, following in the footsteps of Ancient Rome, we 
don’t even know we are stuck until we get unstuck. 

The thoughts pummel me like a torrential downpour. I  succumb and beg for more. I 
used to ride the brake pedal, now it’s gone missing so I just tap my left foot to the music 
of revelation. 

Thoughts normally have a cadence, lining up just so to play the tune of us. On ETH-
LAD there is  no  line,  thoughts  come and go randomly,  offering  the  wonderment  of 
creativity.  We are no longer thought slave drivers.  It’s not orderly but, like a chaotic 
kitchen at a world class New York eatery it’s tasty and original. 

The problem with trains is that they need rails, that’s the problem with most people too. 
The orderly pursuit of bass, remember bass, will have to wait. And while they do I bet 
they would vote “yes” unanimously on a referendum to legalize acid because then we 
would be way more likely to listen to our fishy friends instead of eating them. 

This trip, of course, has no more to do with the substance than glasses do with what’s 
seen.  To  think  otherwise  is  to  buy  naysayers  and  drug  companies  content  based 
claptrap.

The substance is an invitation to self-expression. That, as we dive more deeply into 
ourselves, we find more peace and way more love is just our nature and our cross to 
ignore at our own peril. It’s super special to step into the light and take a lap round the 
yard when we didn’t even know we’d been in prison. 

Certainly there are inclinations in substances, but they can easily be overridden and 
usually are. Getting to know the medicine itself, when it comes to shamanics is much 
easier  than it  is  with  psychedelics because psychedelics  are mediums in  which  we 



express ourselves while shamanic medicines honor us by using us as mediums for their 
own expressions. 

An  old  friend  just  reached  into  the  trip  by  texting.  He  let  me  know that  with  acid 
analogues his legendary iron clad stomach becomes jittery and upset. That certainly is 
his  experience,  and  in  just  hearing  it  I  became  nauseous.  Wouldn’t  want  to  miss 
anything… That is our nature, we don’t  want  to miss anything,  while almost always 
missing almost everything. 

We can’t stop being funny. Wet funny when, on substances, we get the joke. Dry funny, 
when, sober as church mice, we miss the joke entirely. 

Meanwhile, back on that little ranch called rationality all kinds of things that need to be 
figured out or done lurk. They wait  impatiently spitting and complaining, complaining 
and spitting that’s what they always do in the absence of direction called tripping. 

I always forget how much fun this can be, and then, like Peking duck, it just sneaks up 
on me and pulls my head under until I submit to the utter irrationality of reality hopping 
and the glee of  being  my own best  company in  the hammock,  in  the sunshine  an 
unpredictable sabbatical from the Spanish Inquisition we call life. 

I mutter the psychedelic Lord’s Prayer to myself creating it as I go:

Please forgive me for anytime in my life when my reception was anything less than 
effusive.  While my reserve is legendary it  is  just  a little  distrust that festered out of 
control. I felt I needed to resist something to remember who I was: and that snowballed. 
Soon,  I  was  only  motivated  by resisting and then came the  “just  say ’no’”  years.  I 
promise, on my honor, to do my best to be a puppy from now on. 



Chapter 28

More benefits

Acid may not make us interesting, but it will make us more interesting than we were 
likely to be without it. And that is something acid and lipstick have in common. Don’t 
confuse creativity with acid, it only takes the lid off revealing what was always there 
staring back at us. 

Sometimes rather than trying to jump over tall  buildings or wiggle under ever lower 
limbo bars we  need to  just  settle  into  a  hammock getting to  know ourselves doing 
nothing. We need more hammocks than people so we don’t get stuck playing musical 
hammocks. 

Sometimes, on the best of days we flaunt the best of ourselves but only when we run 
low on the inner strength and will  to fight another round. It’s then we love instead of 
argue and admit that we are blooming more than aging and peaceful more than raging. 
It is then that a hammock is the perfect vehicle for our commute. 

Fear can distract us from lounging and from noticing the flowers.  Luckily,  fear can’t 
make us do things, it can only make us not do things. Consequently it is its own worst 
enemy. It deserves to hang out with itself for a while, until it learns not to take itself so 
seriously. Then and only then ought it be encouraged to whittle away at what we know 
leaving the unknown alone. 

Psychedelics make us less scary than we usually are while revealing just how scared 
we are. Something scary this way comes…Hey, it’s us. Bears scatter at the smell of us 
roaches at the sight of us. The only thing we are scared of is ourselves,  especially 
aspects of ourselves that we haven’t met but talked shit about. Judgement day is any 
day we judge. 

We, like sediment, settle so nicely back into the bottom of things. We find our own level 
where we are most comfortable realizing that if we rose, even just a little we would 
suspend, by the buoyancy of our own disbelief. Then by our own volition we would float 
to the top where we belong, feed naturally, and discover that we can exit the tepid water 
that lulls us into a womb like irrelevance and keeps us from rising on our own two feet, 
walking, running, and perhaps flying. 

Then we would discover that at the heart of motivation is always a “no”. “Yes” is the 
heart of insight and creativity, while no gets us moving away from something yes lays 
claim to  our  birthright:  everything.  Yes  has  us  moving  for  the  inherent  pleasure  of 
moving. 



No, rises out of the cesspool of the minds favorite threat “But what if      ?” When we 
don’t fill in the blank the intent of the rabble rousing questioner becomes obvious. To 
magically make trouble appear out of thin air. 

When we stop to notice the sky we discover that as versatile as it is it simply can’t stop 
smiling boldly at us, offering Cerulean blue head room often and other times shape 
shifting clouds, it’s nature’s drive in movie. We smile back, and sometimes it’s hard to 
tell who threw the first smile.

My  problem,  as  I  see  it  on  Eth-LaD,  is  that  I  had  become  way  too  literal  in  my 
metaphors. Just because the noose fits doesn’t mean that we need to use it. Nooses, 
after all, are pretty much one size fits all. Learning to tie a noose too isn’t indication that 
we are old enough to use it wisely. 

“Isn’t there something that I’m missing?” we ask Mother Nature through the noose. She 
shrugs,  puts  her  arms  around  us,  pulls  us  close  and  whispers  “You  are  missing 
everything deary.”  And then the breeze nibbles at our ears…the sun shines on our 
back...the past and the future melt into the effervescent present. 

A while ago, taking the half blotter looked like a big mistake—offering me a doorway into 
realities that didn’t interest me. Now, looking back with a smile: I don’t know what glue 
that other reality was using to fasten my feet to its floor but I’m sure glad I’m standing 
here in my stocking feet. 

Sometimes  variability  is  the  only  medicine  we  need.  Shamanic  medicine  and 
psychedelics, thankfully, offer profound variability. 

Life  always  offers  us  the  correct  dosage,  often  we  question  it.  The  proper  dosage 
reveals itself behaviorally, when nothing is as serious as everything was just a short 
while before. 

The supposedly sacred wrappings of our overthinking cocoon mummify us when we are 
too focused on the mundane world to notice the great fun everywhere. Acid looks for an 
end, finds it, and pulls it, spinning us like a top and liberating us dizzily into who we 
always were. 

These substances make life much more accommodating in an ironic way. 

They threaten what we call life revealing that it isn’t life at all. They call on death to 
clarify  what  life  is  and in  doing so they blur  the  line between life  and death.  Thus 
reducing our fear of both life and death in one sweet swoop. They ease our passage 
from one to the other by having us learn the nuances of the route between the two. 

They unwind the nasty analogies that life is being in control and that death equates to 
no control.  These substances reveal that we can live a more effusive, creative, and 
dynamic life when out of control  than we ever could shouldering the terrible burden 
control demands. The primary cause of suffering is an attempt to regain a control we 
never had, but thought we did. Though we have all  given up our best blankets and 



pacifiers  we  aren’t  comfortable  living  without  the  delusion  of  control.  But  we  aren’t 
comfortable living with it either. 

The morning after ETH-LAD is bittersweet, it seems that we must forgo multiple realities 
for the tethers of the mundane world. We don’t. The mundane world is as juicy as any 
other. I look around, there is so much for me to do. I need to support the oak leaves in 
bearing free from their winter womb. I must look ever more classy at the engineering 
marvels called tulips and rise early to translate the birds spring chirping into multiple 
love languages that we can share with each other to express our love more fully. 

Tripping is so light, airy, and effortless while the mundane world demands we do this, 
that, and the other thing or there will be Trouble. It’s an empty threat. Because there is 
no trouble, the dishes will wait, we can worry later if we must, and even death isn’t as 
final as it seems. 

We used to refer to life as “from cradle to grave”. Substances reveal that it isn’t that 
sequential. That we can, with impunity, vacillate between life and death harvesting the 
best of both. 



Chapter 29

How Substances Enhance Relationships

Sollena says that without substances she and her husband wouldn’t be celebrating their 
30th anniversary.  

In fact, the average marriage lasts just seven years. It is easy to meet someone and fall 
head over heels in love. But it is more difficult to experience and express love over a 
longer period of time. The reasons for the brevity of love are many but the fundamental 
one  is  that  what  attracts  us  to  someone  are  our  similarities,  while  what  keeps  us 
together are our differences. 

No matter how fancy the wedding, how bling the ring, or how beautiful the children, 
loving for  any length of  time in  one reality  is  virtually impossible.  It  is  out  of  reach 
because in one reality we simply can’t be different enough to remain interested in each 
other. Reality hopping, and thus substances, make extended love much more likely. 

In one reality we become too much alike, we begin to look like identical  ants going 
about our busy lives. Relationship becomes a business arrangement based on logistics, 
not love. We become bored with each other and ourselves. We are like prisoners on 
lock down confined to our own company in a tiny reality or two. 

Years ago I was walking my dog in Vail Colorado. I had him on a leash. The town was 
full of other dogs and my dog wanted to fight them all. Being protective of my favorite 
canine I wasn’t having any fun. I took his leash off. There was no more trouble with 
other dogs, they smelled each other but then went their separate ways. 

Remaining in one reality is like being on a leash. It makes us testy, angry, and confined. 
We bristle at each other attempting to determine, once and for all, who is wearing the 
leash  and  who  is  holding  it.  Venturing  into  other  realities  offers  such  diverse 
experiences that we become interesting, our partner offers grounding, and if they travel 
with us to other realities we share fabulous, and scary adventures together. And there is 
no better way to bond than that. 

We go stir crazy in the company of other people playing massively limited roles and 
expecting us to as well. Visiting other realities often we appreciate company and find 
other’s similarities to be comforting, their differences to be intriguing, and their touch to 
be precious. 

The places we and they go on substances makes breakfast table conversation into a 
chance to reacquaint  after  inner travels  on ayahuasca or iboga.  Getting the kids to 



soccer practice or ourselves to work becomes a tiny part of our world instead of the 
whole enchilada. 

We also find new non-human friends—the shamanic substances themselves. 

Ayahuasca,  iboga,  and  San  Pedro  provide  the  kind  of  company  we  really  need—
expansive, bold company without fear or limitation. They remind us we are inspiring 
companions for each other and that relationships ought to be based on expansion—
discovering what we are capable of together. 

These plants know some things that we forget. They know that there are infinite realities 
for all to enjoy, that the line between good/bad and right/wrong doesn’t really exist, and 
that we all deserve unconditional love, acceptance, growth, and expansion. 

It seems we might want to listen to these plants, welcome their sacred offerings, and 
use  the  keys  to  the  kingdom they  freely  offer  to  make  our  relationships  and  lives 
dazzling. 

When we  meet ayahuasca she is  the mother  we  always  wanted and the  lover  we 
always deserved. She is the essence of mothering because she takes profound care of 
us while urging us to expand behind the confines we call home and become all that we 
can be. 

When we meet iboga we sit in the presence of the wise old philosopher, the father we 
always  looked up to  and whose love we sought.  He invites us to tap into our own 
wisdom and to nurture the strong, male, aspects that lie dormant deep within us. 

When we meet San Pedro we remember that everything is funny, that we don’t have to 
control anything and instead came here to goof off, experience ourselves as an integral 
part  of  nature,  and  exchange  loving  moments  with  the  abundant  flora  and  fauna 
everywhere.

These three medicines not only bring out the nurturing mother, the strong loving father, 
and the jester in each of us they make us better partners, parents, and people too. They 
tempt us out of the immature hide and seek game we are all playing with ourselves and 
into finding our true nature. 

Shamanic  medicine  contributes  to  all  or  relationships.  It  is  markedly  different  than 
religion, rather than appealing to a deity of our own creation channeled through our own 
insecurities  they  offer  entities  from  different  roots  offering  profound,  abundant 
knowledge from an impeccable source: Mother Nature. These entities never tell us to go 
to war, that God is on our side, or that we are the chosen ones. 

These medicines offer us a mature spirituality based on inclusion with regular course 
corrections way outside human hands that provide consistent guidance regarding who 
we are while never crossing the dangerous border into telling us what we should do. 
Medicines are without dogma, like life, they are one original moment after another. 



I wish I’d met shamanic medicine decades ago. Life would have become a perpetual 
party much sooner.

Pondering the totally far out trips I’ve had on ayahuasca, iboga and San Pedro over the 
past  year  I’m thrilled to  call  them new friends and I  think we  are  up to  something 
together. Something wonderful, generative, that has the power to heal our insecurities, 
suffering, and pain reminding us that we are here to give and receive love. 

Most of us will never go to the remote sand dune playgrounds of Mozambique, hang out 
with  aborigines in  the outback,  or  spend the  night  in  a  slum or  penthouse.  But  on 
shamanic  medicine  we  can  go  anywhere  visiting  new  friends  in  high,  low,  and 
fascinating places. We become inner world travelers with internal albums of pictures, 
sounds, feelings, and memories to perpetually enrich our transderivational databases, 
conversations, perspectives, and bring more of ourselves to love and life. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics shift our focus of attention in if it was out, out if it 
was in. Substances offer whatever it is we have left out of our calculations to nudge us 
ever closer to playful balance. They are personal in their effect: unlike many people in 
our lives the substances seem to know just what we need and they deliver it. What we 
need is never a thing, but a pivot of our point of view, it isn’t a solution, but reminding 
ourselves who we are. 

I keep forgetting and then remembering that these substances know us better than we 
know ourselves and offer a continual invitation to be more ourselves. 



Chapter 30

Legalization

I’ve been worried for a while that the police might come and get me. After all some of 
these substances are at least technically on the wrong side of the law. I expect them to 
come at night, to sneak in like the grim reaper might, and to come without sirens or 
much fuss until they have me under their handcuff spell. 

Sometimes,  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  when  I’m  totally  done  worrying  about  them 
coming  and  could  use  a  little  company  I  think  of  calling  them,  reporting  myself 
anonymously and then fixing something nice so I can feed it to them when they come 
and get me. I’m not sure what they like to eat, other than donuts, and I don’t really know 
how to make those. 

It’s odd to me that the ingredients for ayahuasca can be purchased, cooked, and put 
into a handy jar without any legal ramifications at all. It is only in the taking of them that 
a legal line is crossed and one could, theoretically, get into hot water. San Pedro is just 
a bit of filleting, dehydrating, and then drying away from crossing the oral border into 
illegality. 

Iboga is a different story, it is sufficiently infamous that there doesn’t seem to be any 
drug tests for it  and people are put off  enough by its effects that nobody seems to 
bother being anything but daunted by it. 

Usually, in the evolution of what I am to do or not do I put on my accountant hat, though 
I’m not great at math, and I attempt to evaluate the payoff and cost of what I might do 
next. Of course this sort of evaluation is just a whole lot of thinking and since thinking 
isn’t  the captain of this boat called self  has more to do with  what  I  can justify and 
nothing at all to do with what I do. But let’s ignore that for a bit. 

I’ve looked, listened and felt for the cost of these substances and I can’t find them. I 
used to run 20 miles every Friday, which had me in great shape but there was a cost to 
my ankles,  running shoe budget,  and compulsion to  overdo.  But  ayahuasca seems 
mostly payoff as it is profoundly entertaining, turbo charges creativity, and spurs us on 
to care for  the earth,  ourselves,  and others.  The cost,  other than breaking the law, 
seems to be scant. 

Before I met these substances I was quite sure payoff and cost were always balanced 
in quantity. Now I’m wondering if like turmeric, meditation, and kissing there really isn’t 
much downside to any of these substances with one exception. It’s vital, when taking 



any  substances  to  tailor  behaviors  while  in  an  altered  state  to  the  nature  of  the 
alterations.

A friend of mine took an eighth of a blotter of 1P. His first ever. He did so on a Sunday 
with  the  expectation  of  getting  a  bunch  of  busy  work  done.  All  day  he  wrestled 
alternately with what he thought he should do, and his 1P induced disinterest in doing it. 
The result was a mildly unpleasant trip.

Had he asked me I would have suggested he do none, and get his chores done, or do a 
quarter  and  dedicate  the  day  to  carefree  reality  hopping.  That  would  likely  have 
foreshadowed a very different and productive week. I asked him later how much time he 
spends on creative tasks. “Almost none.” He replied. 

Creativity is foreign to him and he doesn’t value it. He had his DNA analyzed, the results 
didn’t reflect his Clydesdale approach to life or his absence of race horse mentality. He 
does tend to worry, often approaching life with the mantra “oh, oh”, instead of “giddy 
up.” Experiences with these substances will likely earn him his spurs and the enthralling 
soul inspiring life of a creative rather quickly. 

If we prized creativity, wonder, and curiosity people without these might be detained and 
sent  to  an  inspirational  center  where  they  would  learn  to  ingest  substances  and 
contribute to where we are going rather than just be paid less for sustaining our current 
level of evolution. 

Some  substances  are  technically  illegal,  but  those  using  them  are  not  seriously 
persecuted. In the case of both acid analogs and mushroom relatives they arrive at our 
door in the capable hands of a postal person. It could be, that as Timothy Leary fully 
expected, as long as we don’t sell them, encourage kids to do them, spread them far or 
wide, or write a book about how wonderful they are we might be able to experience the 
benefits of them freely and quietly in every aspect of our lives. 

Leary suggested that the substances reveal a kind of psychic energy that is vital to the 
quality of life on Earth. He suggested that to make a type of energy illegal, especially 
one with such a powerful upside, is ridiculous and counterproductive.(my words)

Timothy Leary went to prison ostensibly for possession of five ounces of pot. But he 
verbosely exercised his first amendment right to self-expression as radicals often do. It 
would have been a routine arrest if Leary hadn’t been eager to ride his legal bull all the 
way to the Supreme Court fighting for our rights and claiming the unconstitutionality of 
the law. 

If  you  want  to  make  sure  that  you  do  not  get  arrested  for  shamanic  medicine  or 
psychedelics then never use them or have them in your possession. But if you want to 
make  sure  that,  if  you  get  arrested,  it  won’t  be  a  problem  for  you,  then  often  do 
shamanic  medicine  and  psychedelics.  Because  one  of  the  effects  of  taking  the 
substances is to take things less seriously.

In the 1989 movie Uncle Buck, the principal of an elementary school critiques Buck’s 
niece by saying “She doesn’t take a thing seriously.” Buck replies, “I don't think I want to 



know a six-year-old who isn't a dreamer, or a sillyheart. And I sure don't want to know 
one who takes their student career seriously. I don't have a college degree. I don't even 
have a job. But I know a good kid when I see one. Because they're ALL good kids, until 
dried-out,  brain-dead skags like you drag them down and convince them they're no 
good. You so much as scowl at my niece, or any other kid in this school, and I hear 
about it, and I'm coming looking for you!”

Most of us didn’t have an advocate like that. Instead we grew up in something other 
than ideal conditions. So we learned to protect and defend taking things seriously.

Taking things much less seriously at six or 60 leads to a very interesting patchwork of 
eccentric, entertaining, explanations for the magic that is all around us. Most people, 
with a focused gaze, don’t even notice what’s around them. But people who do a good 
deal of tripping don’t hesitate to welcome the unexpected, the fascinating, and even the 
potential of incarceration.



Chapter 31 

A Beginners Guide to the Galaxy.

My nearly two-year-old grandson’s favorite word is “hammey.” 

He, of course, knows exactly what it means, though most people haven’t a clue. To fit 
in, he will have to hone in on a more consensual word so that other people will know 
what he means. 

Each of us—in order to conform and fit in—has to curb our creativity, enthusiasm, and 
imagination, and comply with standardized thought, ideas, and experiences. Soon my 
grandson  will  be  saying  “hammer,”  but  when  he  does,  it  won’t  be  nearly  as  cute, 
inspired, or funny as hammey. 

Whether  we  wish  to  fit  in  or  not,  we  are  all  forced  to.  What  we  are  fitting  into  is 
consensual reality in order to be understood, coordinate actions, and communicate. But 
when we attempt to be more like our neighbor, we often aren’t as cute, inspired, or 
funny as we could be. 

Whether  we  comply  or  resist  compliance,  we  are  still  reacting  to  authorities  and 
influences outside ourselves. Only in a context of complete approval can we genuinely 
be ourselves. 

Luckily,  there  is  a  place  where  our  uniqueness,  peculiarities,  and  special  gifts  are 
approved  of  and  appreciated.  Other  realities  are  waiting  for  us  to  visit,  and  they 
welcome us whether we say hammey or hammer. We don’t have to fit in or conform 
there—in fact, we are welcomed just as we are, eccentric as can be or straitlaced. 

In our mundane realities, we not only wish to fit  in, but we want to be liked, loved, 
appreciated, and considered important by ourselves and others. As kids, we wish to be 
picked for the baseball team, considered likable by our peers, and praiseworthy by our 
parents. 

All this pressure to conform stunts our growth and forces us to fit a mold that isn’t really 
us. That is where other realities offer profound relief. They—and the substances that 
assist us in visiting them—nurture our uniqueness and inspire us to think so far out of 
the box that thinking itself becomes profoundly entertaining, instead of controlling.

Though sometimes bizarre, other realities offer a safe place for us to meet new aspects 
of  ourselves,  explore   different  venues,  and  finally  relax  into  vast  multitudes  of 
expressions of self. 



Other realities find us fascinating, just as we find them fascinating. They don’t judge or 
ever attempt to make us fit in. They also offer us a full-spectrum, endlessly amusing 
supply of variation. They invite our sense of humor out to chortle and cackle at the 
constant punchlines to the universe’s infinite jest. 

Trying  to fit  into one or two prevailing realities is a form of censorship. Substances 
themselves can’t unwind the pressure to conform, but a spiritual context does. It has us 
take the substances for the right reasons—to get to know ourselves more fully and to 
venture, like the explorers of old, into new realities. 

A spiritual context has us show up wide open with the pedal to the metal. Rather than 
attempting to force other realities to conform to our mundane ones, a spiritual context 
has us welcome other realities, embracing their differences as they do for us. Thus, we 
show up at our best—full of  wonder, curiosity, passion, and trust. 

We  have  all  had  enough  rejection  in  one  or  two  realities,  whether  it  be  divorce, 
disapproval, being judged, critiqued, fired, or just considering ourselves to be unworthy, 
insufficient, or uninteresting. 

But we have all  also mounted defenses against rejection. Unwinding those defenses 
doesn’t  have  to  be  done  before  we  visit  other  realities;  defenses  will  melt  away 
effortlessly under the influence of the extreme, often irrational diversity we are bound to 
experience on our travels. Just as visiting Japan, Panama, and the North Pole are likely 
to knock off our rough edges and expand our horizons, visiting other realities will lead 
us to a constantly expanding perception and a welcoming of differences, experiences, 
thoughts, and sensations way off the cultural grid. 

Taking  substances—and  visiting  the  other  realities  they  inspire—opens  us  to 
unrestricted  data dumps.  So much so that  our  defenses don’t  have a chance.  Our 
normal experience of the order of things disappears, as do the constraints of time and 
space. 

When I  was  a kid,  we  would  walk  the  secluded beaches of  Lake Michigan finding 
chunks of colored glass. The glass had been rounded and smoothed by the elements, 
and  they  seemed  like  Crown  Jewels  to  us.  The  vast  data  dumps  of  visiting  other 
realities smooths our rough edges, making us more gentle, loving, open, and available. 

When we return to our mundane realities, we are softer—full of awe and wonder. We 
approach  our  usual  realities  with  new  eyes,  new ears,  and  greater  sensitivity.  We 
naturally wish to assist others, because in other realities there is no dependence on 
fostering our uniqueness—we are already special and one of a kind, so we don’t have 
to prove or improve anything. 

Without a spiritual context, the “come up” as shamanic medicine, mushrooms, or acid 
take the controls banishing us to fearful backseat drivers—is likely to scare us silly. I’ve 
met  many  people  who  take  white-knuckled  trips  which  are  just  extensions  of  their 
resistance to their everyday lives. 



“I did acid last night,” a woman I know texted me. She is in her mid twenties and is plum 
full of stories about how she hates her dad and how horrible life is. She takes acid, 
drinks alcohol, and smokes pot to go unconscious. She misses the benefits of her trips
—and consequently,  her day-by-day experience is much the same, instead of being 
transformed by visits to other realities. 

She repeats her hard-time stories to anyone who will  listen. And the circle of willing 
listeners  is  shrinking  like  a  noose.  She  could  use  a  guide—someone  sufficiently 
experienced to assist her in her journeys. Her trips are a bit like going to Paris, but not 
seeing the Eiffel Tower, visiting a bakery, or learning a few choice French words. 

She, in effect, continues to say the word “hammey,” and then complains and isolates 
herself because other people misunderstand and mistreat her. A spiritual context begins 
right where we are, embracing and welcoming the realities we hang out in most often. 
Making peace with our current realities allows us to visit other realities for fun, benefit, 
and self-knowledge, instead of as an escape. 

The real benefits of shamanic medicine and psychedelics come in the form of an open 
and honest exchange program between realities. We are the emissaries, the prophets 
and explorers who can visit these quite distinct and fascinating places weaving them 
together into a tapestry fit for our continued betterment and evolution. 



Chapter 32

Life, Death, and Change. 

Last spring, I was staying in a friend’s lake house when I was unceremoniously invited 
by his fairly new bride to vacate and never return to what had become my favorite early 
spring vacation spot. I was upset, unsettled, pissed off, and confused as I left the lake 
house for the last time. 

Leaving it felt like death, but I dutifully said goodbye to the lovely lake, the clouds, all my 
experiences here, and I looked at the lake house one last time in the rearview mirror 
through a tear. 

“I took my love, I took it down
Climbed a mountain and I turned around
And I saw my reflection in the snow-covered hills
'Til the landslide brought me down
Oh, mirror in the sky, what is love?
Can the child within my heart rise above?
Can I sail through the changin' ocean tides?
Can I handle the seasons of my life?
Mmm...
Well, I've been 'fraid of changin'
'Cause I've built my life around you
But time makes you bolder
Even children get older
And I'm gettin' older, too.”

- Fleetwood Mac

We adjust. We are ahead of some changes, behind others, and right in pace with only a 
few. Quibbling with changes, hanging on too long, or letting go prematurely are all part 
of negotiating our passages—the ins and outs we welcome or endure. 

Not wanted at the lake house anymore, I beat it to Costa Rica and hung out there for 
over a month enjoying the mountainous jungle and beauty of a tropical paradise with 
friends, substances, and with an occasional bittersweet thought of the lake house. Once 
back in the states, several months later, my phone rang—it was my friend who owned 
the lake house. He said, “You love the lake house. I never use it. I’ll sell it to you at a 
great price. Do you want it?” 



“Yes,” I said.

As I write this, it is nearly 4a.m. I am at my lake house. The grandkids were here last 
weekend playing with new black lab puppies from next door—on the sand and in the 
lake—for hours. 

I woke up about an hour ago, very much focused on the bittersweet nature of life and 
death. There are nested comings and goings in everything we do, every thought we 
think and every experience we have.  Whether we know it  or not,  we slide between 
many realities—often, only aware of a very few. 

Shamanic medicine and psychedelics continually transform the way we approach life, 
death, and changes. I don’t mean to be morbid, but how we approach each of these 
affects the other two. 

In our culture, we try to avoid contact with poison ivy and death; we hold onto life tightly, 
forgetting to let go. When our pets or parents get old, we shuffle them out of sight but 
never out of mind. We cling to the facts, figures, and hiding places in a few realities until 
we begin to reality hop. Then we can’t avoid the unavoidable—we ride on the coattails 
of change.

Don’t get me wrong, change doesn’t necessarily become more palatable—but we do 
learn to adore the comforting inevitability of it.  We resist  less, and pull  it  close and 
snuggle with it often. 

It is no accident that people who have had kids report the birth of a child as the most 
momentous  and  auspicious  moments  of  their  lives.  Adding  a  wee  one  changes 
everything. And we love new little toes, eyes, and innocence their empty palette offers. 
And we love death too—when it  happens in the proper order—a wise person once 
defined pleasure as the father who dies before the son. 

Hopping realities has nested within it lots of visits to new realities. We tumble from one 
to another, often dizzy, alternately serious and playful.  Each hop offers the powerful, 
empowering opportunity to enter an all  fresh, new, and exciting world—another lake 
house,  when we arrive,  and then bittersweet,  or  moody moments as we hop again 
cutting all ties to the previous reality. 

Whether death itself is possible—or it is just the passage from one set of realities to 
another—is  something  we  will  likely  never  know...or  better  yet,  we  know often  but 
differently. 

When I was about twelve—awakening to myself as a philosopher—my mother taught 
viola lessons. One young student’s mother stood out from other people, in that she 
believed in  reincarnation.  I  never  spoke to  her  about  it,  but  I  observed her  from a 
distance. She seemed quite settled and confident in knowing that this was one in many 
lifetimes. And she was bolder but softer than the smattering of more-or-less vehement 
Christians I regularly encountered. 



My parents were intellectuals, praying at the altar of intellect. So overt religion wasn’t 
really a thing I was exposed to much. But we all have to come to grips with the nature of 
life,  death,  and changes.  This  is  where  shamanic  medicine  and psychedelics  once 
again come in to till the soil of our discontent and fertilize our exploration of what can be 
scary, fascinating, life-changing experiences. 

There comes a time on substances when we will experience our own death in the best 
possible way—without literally dying. My father under the influence from several bee 
stings, found himself in the ER listening from a place of peace and love to a doctor 
discussing with other caregivers whether his allergy would be the death of him.  From 
that day on, he was different. It was as though he had become friends with death—he 
didn’t fear it anymore. 

Substances soften our passages in two ways; one is by hopping realities so extreme 
that we simply must  release one to adopt another.  This can happen in a matter of 
seconds, minutes, or hours. It is so quick and consistent that it exposes the entertaining 
underbelly of change with us, constantly adjusting to whatever comes our way. Like an 
amoeba feeding, we absorb change rather than resisting it. 

The second way that substances soften passages is by us virtually dying—having the 
thought “I am dying,” or “I took bad medicine,” or “My time has come,” and letting go of 
anything and everything we have called life. It  is then, under the influence, that we 
discover that when we let go of life, it becomes obvious that life is fragile, we are lucky 
to be alive, and that life is chasing us as much as we are chasing or clinging to it. 

Transforming our relationship to life, death, and changes is a necessary condition for 
living in the present—in this moment. Near-death and near-life experiences happen on 
substances more often than without them. They remind us that we are mortal, immortal, 
and that our soul is more like taffy than solid stone. 

Our souls are naturally pliable shapeshifters. They are where our many facets manifest 
without  distortion,  editing,  or  disturbance.  In  our  attention,  we  attempt  to  minimize 
confrontation, change, and paradox. In our souls, the Christians, atheists, and Pagans 
sit down at the table together for Thanksgiving dinner, chuckling about their differences, 
and only the turkey gets cooked—not witches or gooses.

Iboga in particular, and all other substances to some degree, make it more likely that we 
will meet and then live from the wisdom of our soul. Each time we meet our soul, we are 
reminded very deeply who we are—a holographic representation of the universe in skin 
and  bones.  And  we  are  much  less  likely  to  identify  ourselves  as  our  house,  car, 
relationship, bank balance, occupation, or collection of preferences and addictions. 

Our soul is ahead of change, looking back on what is ahead with a Cheshire smile, a 
nod, and a wink. Our souls are wise as our minds can never be. The continuum of 
wisdom between our full-tilt, ultra-wise soul and non-committal mind is the context of 
human  dabbling,  dribbles,  and  experiences.  Punctuated  by  reality  hopping  in  our 
patchwork context, we meet our soul more often than we ever would otherwise. 



There is nothing quite like having tea with the soul one moment, and worrying about 
running out of money, getting cancer, being sacked, or any mundane concern in the 
next.  The transition between ourselves as soul and ourselves as soulless is the big 
kahuna of transitions. It  is the one that creates a context in which we can let go of 
anything—and then, in the next moment, adopt something totally new that we knew, just 
the moment before, that we didn’t want, like, and that turned our stomach. 

In passages, we surprise ourselves by finding out that who we are is the canvas—not 
the painting, the painter, or the paint. Who we are is more than we can ever imagine, 
think, or believe—it’s available to us only in the moment. 

It is when the impossible happens often—when the unlikely visits unannounced—that 
the parts of us we attempt to keep apart will meet, fall in love, and live happily ever 
after. It’s then that we discover all that we are, and we realize there is nothing we aren’t. 

Transitions  are  best  expressed  in  song  as  we  begin  to  hear  wedding  bells  in  the 
distance, announcing the imminent nuptials between the aspects of ourselves that we 
like,  the ones we  don’t,  and all  the ones we have yet  to  meet,  our  souls,  and the 
mundane powerpoint presentation called personality. 

The Frog's Courtship.

“There was an old frog lived in a well
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
A pretty little mouse lived in a mill
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

Froggy went a-courtin and he did ride
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
He said 'Missy Mouse you must decide'
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

Chorus.... (insert every couple of verses or so)

Here's to Cheshire, Here's to Cheese
here's to the pears and the apple trees
here's to the lovely strawberries
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

For I am rich and I am brave
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
What better husband could you have
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

I'll not take your word for that
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
You'll have to satisfy Uncle Rat



Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

Rat said, ‘I'm very much afraid’
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
‘If you don't take Froggy then you'll die an old maid.’
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

So the Knot was tied secure and fast
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
She's off her uncle's hands at last
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

Open the oysters spill champagne
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
Never will there be such a feast again
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

Tune up the fiddle and let's have a square
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
Top couple must be the happy pair
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

As they were going it hot and strong
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
the good gray cat come prowling along
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

Into the window and out of the yard
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
Didn't bring no invitation card
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

Uncle Rat like a hero stood
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
Puss wet her whiskers in his blood
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

Miss Mouse she made a dive for a crack
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
Puss made a pounce and broke her back
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells

Where was the valiant frog this while
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells
Just about broke the four minute mile
Ding! Dang! Dong! go the Wedding Bells…”





Chapter 33

The Fountain of Youth.

I’ve  always  wanted to go into  a restaurant  and say,  “the usual,”  and have the wait 
person nod and smile with loving familiarity. 

But the parts of me that want that experience are at odds with my wanderlust which 
simply can’t abide roots, ruts, or repetition, and consider each new day a state of the art 
beginning. These desperately seeking originality parts would typically prefer whatever’s 
behind door number 3, instead of something amazing—a new car or cash—that has 
already been revealed. 

In each of us, there are preferences for the status quo and aspects of ourselves that 
consider  repetition  dreary,  novelty  dazzling,  and  mutiny  the  only  answer  to  long-
standing safety and habit. We are capable of spunk at any age, as long as we can still 
wink and find humor. 

My great aunt discovered the fountain of youth. She sent relatives a picture of herself in 
a bikini when she was 93, and she sent my father ridiculous presents—a sheepskin coat 
that was too small for him one year, and a cuckoo clock another. She married a man 
half her age who hatched a plot to kill her, but instead she paid him off and he went on 
his way. 

She lived big and extravagantly, leveraging her eccentricity into her particular flavor of 
verve that had us all enamored with her and wondering what she would do next. On her 
deathbed, after a particularly powerful stroke, she sat up, read the doctor the riot act, 
and then fell over dead. She was as vibrant as ever, up until she closed her eyes for the 
last  time  and  took  her  last  breath.  She  (and  we)  are  made  to  last—we  have  no 
expiration date. 

She  didn’t  need  psychedelics;  she  was a  psychedelic.  She  left  a  white  Lincoln 
Continental to my brother and her wealth to the Audubon society. She knew just how to 
make her life all that it could be. 

In lieu of being her, we can—after a light breakfast—pop a little blotter under our tongue 
and visit lands where we think wildly original thoughts, marinate in our own sensations, 
and anything is possible. As we grow older, it is ever more important that we do just that
—especially  when  we  start  to  feel  like  day-old  baked  goods  instead  of  the  mint 
condition, fresh out of the oven, selves we deserve.



As we age,  habits  and routine swarm around us like deer  flies.  Psychological  rigor 
mortis sets in too. We focus attention on the past, telling fanciful stories about the good 
old days, and we turn away from the prospect of future worlds. 

Once again, this is exactly when substances are especially valuable. They remind us 
that we have what it takes to visit new worlds, even though we might not want to get out 
of bed some mornings, or take long plane rides, or become enmeshed in New York 
traffic, or elbow our way through busy streets and alleys in Calcutta or Marrakech. 

Regardless of our age and physical condition, we can still travel. We can visit places 
fanciful,  magnificent,  foreign,  interesting,  and  unpredictable.  Inner  travel  is  a  grand 
alternative when the challenges of outer travel make it but not us obsolete. 

Part of what makes us “old,” at any age, is giving up our sense of adventure—and a big 
part of remaining youthful is nurturing our curiosity and interest in what we don’t already 
know, nurturing our smoldering dreams, eating chocolate-covered ants, and demanding 
experiences we have never had or imagined. 

Within one half-hour, 1P can pluck us out of a humdrum nursing home day and launch 
us into the pleasures of setting an agile foot on a desert island or wallowing in our right 
to fly faster than the speed of light. Acid analogs set the stage for the ecstatic states that 
are  coming,  and  we  become  ageless,  timeless,  and  energized.  The  boost  these 
substances offer—that one-in-ten people in the United States have sampled—eggs us 
on to be better than our best. 

Our  neurologies don’t  wear  out;  they suffer  from a lack of  use,  not  inability.  These 
substances fire us up, reminding us that we can be youthful at any age. 

It’s easy to feel old and “in the way” as we get on in years—but our best years aren’t 
ever behind us. They stretch out ahead of us, and it is up to us to discover ourselves 
and to be the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. 

Substances turn the morose, fetid paradigm of one day being much like another into a 
paradise of new experiences, optimism, and unpredictability. Going to bed with a trip 
impending in the morning is a bit like being a kid at Christmas—all bubbly and excited. 
And we all need and deserve that sort of thrill. It makes us younger no matter what our 
birth certificate says. It’s our reward for getting ripe. 

With an aging population, the kinder, gentler reception that psychedelics are receiving 
bodes well for the oldsters. It makes it much more likely that wrinkles, dentures, and old 
bones will become signs of liberation—and that on the list of medications that boost the 
drug companies bottom lines, we might actually find some that boost our spirits. 

Don’t  grow  a  moment  older  without  substances.  Otherwise,  aging  is  a  diminishing 
return, with ourselves as casualties. That is too heavy a load to carry. Substances ease 
the aches and pains of aging because they allow us to view ourselves differently. They 
transport us from the cultural dead-end road of getting older into the nooks and crannies 
of abundant realities that are just too cool for school. In other realities, aging isn’t  a 
thing. They don’t have ingrained age limits—but they don’t offer senior discounts either. 



Most realities that I’ve visited wouldn’t even consider personal death a possibility or 
problem.

Aging is a race between getting older and becoming wiser. Sources of wisdom include 
visiting  other  realities  and  adopting  new  perspectives.  Under  the  influence  of 
substances, we can check off visits to other realities as a birder does new species. And 
the more realities we visit, the more different lenses we can see the world through. We 
maximize both our pleasure and the wisdom we have to impart to younger generations. 
As our perspectives become more entertaining and less limiting, we giggle more and 
anticipate the unpredictably of the next moment. We splash around in the fountain of 
youth, readying ourselves for the big trip to perpetual wonderland at the end of our days 
and nights. 



Chapter 34

Reversal of Fortune.

I was working with a client on the fashionable upper east side of New York City. She 
said, “I  have lived on the East River for 18 years, and I  have never seen the tides 
reverse.” 

I turned her comment over to my intuition. Something I often do with magical results. A 
few hours later, we were sitting at her dining room table—self-helping ourselves using a 
new model I had created—and without warning, I said, “The river is turning now.” 

We  walked  over  to  her  high-priced,  11th  story  view.  Sure  enough,  the  river  was 
speckled with millions of tiny bubbles and was going nowhere. As we watched, it began 
flowing out, the bubbles disappeared, and we had observed the reversal. 

“How did you do that?” she asked with big round eyes and a look of wonder. 

“Magic,” I replied.

Intuition is outside of our attention—it is a reality in which we are far wiser than usual 
and  in  which  everything  is  connected.  She  hadn’t  noticed  the  river  turning  before 
because her attention was full, and she was just too busy to notice things around her. 
We often are.

The next morning, I got up early and washed one of the twelve panes of glass that 
compose her picture window. The other eleven were filthy. When she rose, I asked her 
what she noticed looking out the windows. She made lots of observations about the 
scenery, but looked right past the obviously clean window which was distinctly different 
than the rest. 

She, like the rest of us, often misses the obvious. Shamanic medicine and psychedelics 
make mince meat of our normal, patterned way of observing. Like our intuition, they 
sidestep the way that we usually perceive and turn us into vastly entertained “noticers” 
of wonders great and small. 

Shifting our habitual,  patterned focus wildly  expands what  we perceive.  Our  normal 
agenda-laden,  purpose-driven  laser  focus  of  attention  is  replaced  with  an  awe  and 
wonder driven wonderland of sights, sounds, and sensations. Our mundane algorithms 
are replaced with evolutionary equations with loads of variables and few constants that 
make each moment bright, sparkly, and unpredictable. 



Substances sidestep the normal comings and goings in our focus of attention. They kick 
us into hyper gear as we careen through apparently random realities. They reveal that 
we are infinite spirits pretending to be finite beings. They yank us out of such pretenses, 
freeing us from our mundane ball and chains. 

Oddly, the discovery of ourselves as profoundly competent, wise, infinite beings often 
scares us. It has us doubt the competence of our little mundane mouse self. But luckily, 
we have lots of selves that make up who we are—both big and small,  thin and fat, 
mouse and cat. Substances nudge us toward expansive experiences that untether our 
mundane selves and dip  us into  our  “kid  in  the candy store”  or  “cows in  the corn” 
abundant selves.  

I’m still wallowing in wonderland nine days after the Iboga trip I wrote about in the prior 
chapter. Who I am is still up for grabs. Shamanic medicine is like that. Most drugs have 
a specific, confined agenda—lowering blood pressure, altering moods, relieving stress. 
Shamanic medicine has a cornucopia of possible effects; it is a meta medicine aimed 
not at fixing some symptoms or diseases, but at making us much more of whatever we 
can be. 

I  stepped  on  the  scale  this  morning,  and  I’m  down  seven  pounds  from this  Iboga 
experience. My normal non-reactive peaceful self has left the building. And I am hyper-
attentive, replete with new sensations, thoughts, perspectives, and experiences. I don’t 
recognize  myself,  which  is  disorienting  and  inspiring.  This  is  a  quantum  shift,  not 
sequential growth. 

It’s  best  not  to  take shamanic medicine or  psychedelics unless we  want  our  minds 
blown and to experience a new, unpredictable life, full of growth and presence. I feel a 
little like the East River might when it loses its direction and is all frothy and poised for 
whatever comes next. 

Entering into the Iboga experience this time, I faced selling my house, moving after 22 
years, and an uncertain future. Iboga, of course, took that as a cue—vaulting me into 
deep unknown aspects of myself. It leveraged my not knowing into much deeper not 
knowing. 

Substances chip away, whittle, etch, and erode what we imagine—in mundane reality—
to be permanent conditions. I’ve heard people report having bad trips, but what made 
the trips bad was resisting, fighting, and wishing things were different. One fellow spoke 
in great detail of being one, whole, complete, perfect—and also feeling, alone, lonely, 
stuck, and embraced so tightly by love and kindness that he went claustrophobic crazy. 

He said, “I have been on enough trips, this shouldn’t be happening to me. I know better 
than this. I’m embarrassed and crucified on the cross of my own high expectations and 
righteousness. I may never do drugs again.”

Three hours into his trip, he was flying high; it was then the reversal came. He began 
distrusting  himself,  his  friends,  the  drugs,  and  just  about  everything  but  his  own 
thoughts.  He  was  flowing  out  to  sea  and  fighting  to  get  back  to  solid  land.  This 



unexplored terrain which,  in the short  term, resulted in panic,  would over time offer 
fresh, insightful perspectives. 

The  reversal  from high  to  low nailed  him.  It  flipped  him between  opposites,  which 
happens often on substances—much more often than in our persistent realities. He was 
basking nicely with the conversation, “I’ve got this,” when “I’m screwed,” showed up. 
Every “good” trip is imbued with the former; every bad trip, the latter. 

There are a bunch of other phrases which mean roughly the same thing.

Good trip phrases: 

I’m having fun.
This is great.
I’m so glad I did this.
I gotta do this again.
Wheeeee!

Bad trip phrases: 

This is terrible.
I’m broken.
Something is wrong. 
I’ll never take drugs again. 
I’m dying. 

We, by our reception alone, turn trips—and life—upside down. I  could,  and will,  be 
thrilled to be walking away from my home. But at the moment, it seems like too much 
pressure; moving looks impossible, scary, and like a slow, painful death. I’m resisting 
the reversal—and like a stuck record, practicing bad trip phrases non stop. 

While it obviously isn’t better when the East River is flowing in, rather  than out, we often 
imagine that some events, thoughts, experiences, or sensations are better than others. 
Considering them better causes us to resist the natural reversal and give birth to a bad 
trip. 

In the moment before the East river turns, it stops. It pauses and is still. The same thing 
happens when bottle is thrown in the air for target practice—at the height of its rise, it 
stops, and that is the time to shoot it, because it is still. Whether we are on a trip or not, 
we  find ourselves  with  a  certain  disposition.  Dispositions  reverse  too;  they go  from 
positive  to  negative—and right  before they reverse,  there is  a  moment of  neutrality 
called presence. That moment of presence is being here now. 

Often, in one reality,  we like our house, a Caesar salad, or our pet for a long time. 
Hence,  no  reversal.  But  on  substances,  reversals  come  much  more  fluidly—they 
happen all the time. And when they do, there is that nugget of presence. So, in one 
reality,  we seldom reverse  and aren’t  very present.  But  on substances,  we  reverse 
often, offering many moments of presence. 



Substances make us much more present—and that contributes to our quality of  life 
more than anything else can. 

When reversals  happen on substances,  they  are  extreme and convincing.  In  those 
moments, we discover ourselves without disposition—free at last.  In that moment of 
reversal of fortune, we can (and do) glimpse who we really are. Substances offer us 
extreme experiences without real world consequences—in other words, they offer us 
the opportunity to be present and know ourselves. 

Clinging  or  resisting—avoiding  reversals—we will  never  discover  who  we  are.  Only 
during  reversals  do  we  discover  ourselves  as  real,  loving,  passionate,  neutral,  and 
present. 

Imagine for a moment that we are Noah and that we are faced with a difficult decision. 
How do we determine which of three aardvarks to take on the ark? 

The decision, once made, is not reversible. If we don’t like our decision, we are stuck 
with  it;  if  we do like it,  then we are just  as stuck,  but  don’t  notice because we are 
basking in our own little light. 

Hopefully  we  don’t  decide  by  temperament  alone,  because  temperament  keeps 
changing  based  on  internal  dynamics  we  don’t  really  know  much  about,  but  that 
substances assist us in meeting, greeting, and hanging out with. What appears to be an 
important decision really doesn’t matter. Aardvarks will—given enough time and space
—be aardvarks. That is perpetually good news for them and for us. We will—given 
enough time and space—be us, so we will always be there, should we wish to get to 
know ourselves.

Substances drastically accelerate the process of getting to know ourselves, reducing 
the amount of  time and space we need to  get  to know ourselves.  They do this  by 
offering reversals that inspire greater presence—and thus, self-knowledge.  

Substances always help us get to know ourselves because they effortlessly wiggle us 
past what seem like solid limitations, perceptions, and preferences. They present us 
with cheap thrills, in the form of reversals without serious consequences in which we 
can glimpse our true self. They are a whole lot like passports that allow our passage to 
other aspects of ourselves and the discovery of ourselves as new each moment. 

Many people live with the fallacious idea that they know themselves better than anyone 
else does. That is seldom the case, because it is only reversals—when we let go of 
something we hold closely and pick up something that doesn’t interest us at all—that we 
actually get to know ourselves. We are not a set of holdings; we are a rapid series of 
letting go. 

Substances remind us that  nothing is as persistent  as everything seems. That may 
sound  like  something  I’ve  said  before,  but  between  then  and  now  everything  has 
changed. 



Funny—and sometimes dead serious—how perspectives come and go. How all  can 
seem well one moment, revelations galore on the Iboga trip, and then suddenly and 
without warning everything turns literally to shit—and oodles of trips to the bathroom 
lead to dehydration and a dark night of the soul, full of cramps and screaming. 

Substances nudge us to notice that we are constantly flowing, coming and going. They 
sprinkle us with outrageous perceptions and experiences that spice up our lives. They 
offer such varied data inspiring our already advanced omnivore data collection abilities 
and  freeing  us  to  forage  for  whatever  shows  up,  rather  than  desperately  seeking 
something consistent with who we imagine ourselves to be. 



Chapter 35

Imagination! 

The secret ingredient to elevating quality of life is imagination. Imagination’s favorite 
snack is life. The two belong together—BFFs. 

Silly people that we are, rather than imagining, we keep searching for “the truth,” which 
wears us out and leaves us bitter, hunched over, stuck in our heads, and cynical. We 
never find it of course, because the truth keeps changing faster than we can possibly 
chase it. At the end of a lifetime, a dog may not have caught its tail often, but the real 
question is whether it had a quality canine life trying. 

The truth wisens us; even if we were the first to ever find it, we would be left all alone, 
holding the booby prize. 

And  while  heavy  thinkers  are  reaping  the  scant  rewards  of  begging  rationality  for 
crumbs, dreamers are dancing from morning until night, finding all they need in each 
moment. 

My mother said, “Illusions are some of my best friends.” She meant it. And illusions—
when spawned by imagination and not hauled into the courtroom of common sense—
offer us absolutely everything we want and so much more. 

Our imaginations are billions of brightly colored helium balloons headed for heights we 
simply couldn’t imagine otherwise. When we look around soaking in a totally colorful 
view from on high, our imagination is ripe. 

In our mundane realities, imagination is confined like a pinball put into service banging 
itself around wracking up worthless astronomical numbers, with loud noises and lights 
flashing. But cahoots between imagination and other realities always lead to long-term, 
irrevocable,  pleasure  pacts  that  ensure  an  interesting  life  of  ripe  moments  dripping 
down our grins. 

That’s where substances lead us, like happy, loving pets of the universe out for a walk 
called life...to where we have always been but seldom noticed—nirvana—home. Here 
we can frolic free, no dog catchers, cat snatchers, or turtle teasers in sight. Here we 
naturally  be all  we could ever  be in  the flash of  our  eternal  selves  like disco balls 
splattering us with our own inevitable bright light. Illuminating like so many suns shining 
on what we have called real and what we are learning is real. We find ourselves taking 
a sweet knee, skinned when we were little—we are bigger now and proposing marriage 
to ourselves, an inspired union that’s sticky to the touch and impossible to think away. 



Substances  offer  get-out-of-jail-free  passes  from  our  mundane  realities  into  new 
realities. Imagination makes the journey and brings back trinkets, spices, and stuff. 

Then we  stop  trying  to  defensively  prepare  for  what  might  happen,  and something 
totally magical always does—and we notice it, and take light responsibility for it. 

How could  we  predict  what  will  happen  when  two  people  meet,  or  when  the  next 
moment arrives? Substances invite us to be ready for ever wider ranges of realities, 
fields so extraordinary they rap at imagination’s door until it’s answered by fleet-footed 
centaurs, celestial currencies, and most of all love expanding at light speed. 

Certain death, in this reality, faces the small black cow ironically called Batman. Sickly 
from birth, his soul circles the planet searching for its next incarnation, but it’s called 
back like a spinning yoyo on a string—it’s yanked back to the little bag of bovine bones, 
because somebody cared enough. A small, blonde waif of a vet student denied death 
and demanded life.  She notices fastidiously all  signs and symptoms of descent into 
death. She even waived her own right to live, offering her life for his. 

Her vigilance, her love, her feistiness deprived death of its prey. She dug in and said, 
“no,”  not  loudly,  but  convincingly  and  persistently.  What  does  one  cow  matter? 
Everything,  that’s what.  She smiled after  her 48-hour unbudgeted vigil,  not because 
she’d won, but because she knew she would do it again. 

In other realities, we meet, greet, and beat death regularly.  It’s not difficult, because 
there—unlike in our mundane reality—we are the anointed one. We don’t have to fight 
for winks, nods, compliments, or to be noticed. We ride naturally high like the cow’s 
namesake, Batman. 

The vet  student  wasn’t  on substances other  than her  own grit,  but  she was  reality 
hopping because she had dipped her toe and then jumped into waters where few ever 
go. Where she—not life, death, or taxes—ruled the day. Her stature rose from that day 
hence. She was a literal hero, not a literary one. And on substances, unlike in most of 
life, we get to be the one who calls the shots—the main actor, the star who is center 
stage just for being there. 

Being the chosen one is good for us. It doesn’t make us cocky; it reminds us that rather 
than  our  mundane  bit  part,  we  are  sovereign  entities  worthy  of  our  own  love  and 
adoration—and when we know that we know everything worth knowing. We transform 
from barnacles to blessed ones here as all of the solution, rather than a petty part of the 
problem.

Substances and sober miracles change us. They put us at the apex of creativity—in the 
engine, at the wheel—instead of around a worn out wooden table eating leftovers in the 
caboose. 

It’s a change we need and deserve. We become remarkable when coaxed out of our 
shell and into the present. Dark, dense rain clouds aren’t ominous anymore, and the 
rain doesn’t ruin our hairdo or day. No. 



Instead, it’s raining out means we feel each drop—see each one too—and hear the tiny 
splatters on everything from blades of grass, to geese wings, and pebbles, to groom’s 
first tux at an outdoor wedding. We love the rain, and ever so luckily are convinced to 
our core it wetly loves us back, perhaps even more. 

We  pack  our  pockets,  hearts,  and  minds  with  ultra  experiences  surrounded  by 
everything we always wanted and needed. Then we venture into life as our adventure. 
We  stop  tucking  ourselves  into  little  feverish,  fearful  newborn  balls  and  stand  tall 
because we already have it all, and there is nothing to lose. Time and space really are 
on our side, because they are drawn there like moths to our light. 

When we notice that we co-craft everything—which is really what we are always doing
—we meet only lovers in a friendly wonderfully mysterious bunch of universes where 
diversity is our co-council, flexibility our nature, and grit our substance. We burnish life 
instead of it wearing us down or out. We get it right, not because we need to win or be 
right, but because hopping realities—like changing between infinite channels—reminds 
us that we are the talent here. 

So, it’s all up to us—not like a burden or obligation, but a natural extension of our infinite 
rainbow souls mediating and including both rain and shine. When we know in our bones 
that  nothing  could  ever  be  wrong  here,  our  reign  begins.  We  can  pause  in  our 
sweeping, vacuuming, and attempting to survive, and notice that we are a being to be 
reckoned with—a jewel standing tall on a tiny, bright, spinning sphere. 



Epilogue: Party Planet.

She looked long and hard across the nearly endless Indiana corn fields she called 
home. While she could have used her upbringing—an early gang-sexual assault and 
being ostracized throughout high school as an excuse for what came next—she didn’t. 
Instead, she remained still, eyes fixed on the horizon, a familiar view but with a twist. 
The tall corn morphed into guards at Buckingham Palace and then teak trees lining the 
narrow road to the ocean beach in Boca Chica, Panama. Somehow she knew it wasn’t 
her surroundings that made her small or limited her—it was the way she looked at them. 
If  she  could  convert  corn  to  fuel  for  her  imagination,  then she  could  be  anywhere 
anytime. Stepping out of her circumstances opened her world and made her departure 
from ordinary complete before she winked at Indiana in her rear-view mirror. 

Earth is a sculpture in process, change is the artist, and we are—to whatever degree we 
dare—in a lifetime art  appreciation class. Stepping to  the head of the class means 
whipping  rationality,  originality,  and  imagination  into  our  own  unique  perspective. 
Indiana is a mundane place, unless made otherwise by us. So are  Denver, Delhi, or 
Vancouver.  But  it’s  us  sampling  beneath  and  beyond  the  obvious  to  the  abundant 
realities that colorize our black and whiteness into a breathtaking landscape. This is 
where substances come in—coaxing us out of the mundane into Kathmandu without 
leaving home.

This  is  our  planet  posing  as  somebody else’s.  We claim it  by having  it  our  way—
stepping  way  out,  creating  the  world  exactly  as  it  is,  and  then  magically  blurring 
boundaries into connections. When we pass into another reality, visiting the far side of 
here, we find ourselves gazing back with a chuckle or guffaw. 

Our Earth is one planet among many waiting patiently for us to visit. Many of us have 
had  our  creativity  dumbed  down,  so  can’t  find  another  reality  to  save  us  from 
ordinariness. But if on Monday night we take a shot glass of ayahuasca followed by one 
of  acacia,  on  Tuesday mid  afternoon we  take 20mg of  4ACO-DMT to  cleanse  our 
existential pallet and half a blotter of Eth-Lad Wednesday, and ayahuasca/acacia again 
Thursday, followed by a precious day off, and then 20mg of 4HO-MET—we might find 
the ticket to fantasy land before heading off to church or chowing down on “treasure 
cakes” after a long Sunday Mother Nature hike. (Treasure cakes are pancakes with 
loads of other ingredients like nuts, fruits, seeds, or whatever.)

These psychedelic concoctions and plant medicines can make what might have been 
an  ordinary  week  into  an  extraordinary  one—Indiana  into  wonderland,  and  life  into 
unconditional love. They prompt our sense of humor, normally hibernating or catatonic 
in  the  shadow of  all  we  imagine  we  must  do  and think,  into  full-blown  laughter  at 



normally  unthinkable  connections.  We are  reminded  that  we  are  the  talent  in  this 
comedy club called Earth. 

Sprucing up our outlook with a little (or a lot) of reality hopping adds spice to life and 
adorns a case of the blahs with abundant hahahas. Don’t break the law, but do head to 
where substances are legal, and meet many new aspects of yourself. 

Oddly, you can legally purchase and use substances for your beets, carrots, sunflowers, 
or beans—just remember that they are not for human consumption. But if you happen to
—by accident—take some...just  relax, enjoy the ride, and say “Hello” to some other 
realities from me.



If you would like more information about obtaining and using these 
substances legally and safely please feel free to drop an email to: 

judson99999@aol.com. Please write “Reality Hopping” in the subject line of 
the email. 

mailto:judson99999@aol.com
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