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PREFACE TO THE NEW EDITION
Cosmic Trigger was originally published by And/Or Press
about ten years ago, and by Pocket Books shortly thereafter.
Although some of my novels have sold far better, in two
dimensions at least it is my most "successful" book in human
terms.
1. From the date of first printing to the present, 1 have
received more mail about Cosmic Trigger than about anything else
I ever wrote, and most of this mail has been unusually
intelligent and open-minded. For some reason, many readers of
this book think they can write to me intimately and without
fear, about subjects officially Taboo in our society. I have learned
a great deal from this correspondence, and have met some
wonderful new friends.
2. On lecture tours, I am always asked more questions
about this book than about all my other works together.
This new edition presents an opportunity to answer the
most frequent questions and to correct the most persistent
misunderstandings.
It should be obvious to all intelligent readers (but curiously
is not obvious to many) that my viewpoint in this book of one of
agnosticism. The word "agonstic" appears explicitly in the
Prologue and the agnostic attitude is restated again and again in
the text, but many people still think I "believe" some of the
metaphors and models employed here. I therefore want to make
it even clearer than ever before that
I

DO N O T BELIEVE ANYTHING

This remark was made, in these very words, by John
Gribbin, physics editor of New Scientist magazine, in a BBC-TV
debate with Malcolm Muggeridge, and it provoked incredulity
on the part of most viewers. It seems to be a hangover of the
medieval Catholic era that causes most people, even the
educated, to think that everybody must "believe" something or

other, that if one is not a theist, one must be a dogmatic atheist,
and if one does not think Capitalism is perfect, one must believe
fervently in Socialism, and if one does not have blind faith in X,
one must alternatively have blind faith in not-X or the reverse
of X.
My own opinion is that belief is ihe death of intelligence. As soon
as one believes a doctrine of any sort, or assumes certitude, one
stops thinking about that aspect of existence. The more
certitude one assumes, the less there is left to think about, and a
person sure of everything would never have any need to think
about anything and might be considered clinically dead under
current medical standards, where the absence of brain activity is
taken to mean that life has ended.
My attitude is identical to that of Dr. Gribbin and the
majority of physicists today, and is known in physics as "the
Copenhagen Interpretation," because it was formulated in
Copenhagen by Dr. Niels Bohr and his co-workers c. 1926-28.
The Copenhagen Interpretation is sometimes called "model
agnosticism" and holds that any grid we use to organize our
experience of the world is a model of the world and should not
be confused with the world itself. Alfred Korzybski, the
semanticist, tried to popularize this outside physics with the
slogan, "The map is not the territory." Alan Watts, a talented
exegete of Oriental philosophy, restated it more vividly as "The
menu is not the meal."
Belief in the traditional sense, or certitude, or dogma,
amounts to the grandiose delusion, "My current model" — or
grid, or map, or reality-tunnel — "contains the whole universe
and will never need to be revised." In terms of the history of
science and of knowledge in general, this appears absurd and
arrogant to me, and I am perpetually astonished that so many
people still manage to live with such a medieval attitude.
Cosmic Trigger deals with a process of deliberately induced brain
change through which I put myself in the years 1962-76. This
process is called "initiation" or "vision quest" in many traditional
societies and can loosely be considered some dangerous variety
of self-psychotherapy in modern terminology. I do not
recommend it for everybody, and 1 think I obtained more good
results than bad ones chiefly because I had been through two
varieties of ordinary psychotherapy before I started my own
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adventures and because I had a good background in scientific
philosophy and was not inclined to "believe" any astounding
Revelations too literally.
Briefly, the main thing I learned in my experiments is that
"reality" is always plural and mutable.
Since most of Cosmic Trigger is devoted to explaining and
illustrating this, and since I have tried to explain it again in other
books, and since I still encounter people who have read all my
writings on this subject and still do not understand what I am
getting at, I will try again in this new Preface to explain it ONE
MORE TIME, perhaps more clearly than before.
"Reality" is a word in the English language which happens
to be (a) a noun and (b) singular. Thinking in the English
language (and in cognate Indo-European languages) therefore
subliminally programs us to conceptualize "reality" as one blocklike entity, sort of like a huge New York skyscraper, in which
every part is just another "room" within the same building. This
linguistic program is so pervasive that most people cannot
"think" outside it at all, and when one tries to offer a different
perspective they imagine one is talking gibberish.
The notion that "reality" is a noun, a solid thing like a brick
or a baseball bat, derives from the evolutionary fact that our
nervous systems normally organize the dance of energy into
such block-like "things," probably as instant bio-survival cues.
Such "things," however, dissolve back into energy dances —
processes, or verbs — when the nervous system is synergized
with certain drugs or transmuted by yogic or shamanic exercises
or aided by scientific instruments. In both mysticism and
physics, there is general agreement that "things" are constructed
by our nervous systems and that "realities" (plural) are better
described as systems or bundles of energy-functions.
So much for "reality" as a noun. The notion that "reality" is
singular, like a hermetically sealed jar, does not jibe with scientific
findings which, in this century, suggest that "reality" may better
be considered as flowing and meandering, like a river, or interacting, like a dance, or evolving, like life itself.
Most philosophers have known, at least since around 500
B.C., that the world perceived by our senses is not "the real
world" but a construct we create — our own private work of
art. Modern science began with Galileo's demonstration that

color is not "in" objects but "in" the inter-action of our senses
with objects. Despite this philosophic and scientific knowledge of
neurological relativity, which has been more clearly
demonstrated with each major advance in instrumentation, we
still, due to language, think that behind the flowing, meandering,
inter-acting, evolving universe created by perception is one solid
monolithic "reality" hard and crisply outlined as an iron bar.
Quantum physics has undermined that Platonic iron-bar
"reality" by showing that it makes more sense scientifically to
talk only of the inter-actions we actually experience (our
operations in the laboratory); and perception psychology has
undermined the Platonic "reality" by showing that assuming it
exists leads to hopeless contradictions in explaining how we
actually perceive that a hippopotamus is not a symphony
orchestra.
The only "realities" (plural) that we actually experience and
can talk meaningfully about are perceived realities, experienced
realities, existential realities — realities involving ourselves as
editors — and they are all relative to the observer, fluctuating,
evolving, capable of being magnified and enriched, moving from
low resolution to hi-fi, and do not fit together like the pieces of a
jig-saw into one single Reality with a capital R. Rather, they cast
illumination upon one another by contrast, like the paintings in
a large museum, or the different symphonic styles of Haydn,
Mozart, Beethoven and Mahler.
Alan Watts may have said it best of all: "The universe is a
giant Rorshach ink-blot." Science finds one meaning in it in the
18th Century, another in the 19th, a third in the 20th; each
artist finds unique meanings on other levels of abstraction; and
each man and woman finds different meanings at different
hours of the day, depending on the internal and external
environments.
This book deals with what I have called induced brain change,
which Dr. John Lilly more resoundingly calls "metaprogramming
the human bio-computer." In simple Basic English, as a
psychologist and novelist, I set out to find how much rapid reorganization was possible in the brain functioning of one normal
domesticated primate of average intelligence — the only one on
whom I could ethically perform such risky research — myself.
Like most people who have historically attempted such
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"metaprogramming," I soon found myself in metaphysical hot
water. It became urgently obvious that my previous models and
metaphors would not and could not account for what I was
experiencing. I therefore had to create new models and
metaphors as I went along. Since I was dealing with matters
outside consensus reality-tunnels, some of my metaphors are
rather extraordinary. That does not bother me, since I am at
least as much an artist as a psychologist, but it does not bother
me when people take these metaphors too literally.
I beg you, gentle reader, to memorize the quote from
Aleister Crowley at the beginning of Part One and repeat it to
yourself if at any point you start thinking that I am bringing
you the latest theological revelations from Cosmic Central.
What my experiments demonstrate — what all such
experiments throughout history have demonstrated — is simply
that our models of "reality" are very small and tidy, the universe
of experience is huge and untidy, and no model can ever include
all the huge untidiness perceived by uncensored consciousness.
I think, or hope, that my data also demonstrates that
neurological model agnosticism — the application of the
Copenhagen Interpretation beyond physics to consciousness
itself — allows one to escape from certain limits of mechanical
emotion and robot mentation that are inescapable as long as one
remains within one dogmatic model or one imprinted
reality-tunnel.
Personally, I also suspect, or guess, or intuit, that the more
unconventional of my models here — the ones involving Higher
Intelligence, such as the Cabalistic Holy Guardian Angel or the
extraterrestrial from Sirius — are necessary working tools at
certain stages of the metaprogramming process.
That is, whether such entities exist anywhere outside our
own imaginations, some areas of brain functioning cannot be
accessed without using these "keys" to open the locks. I do not
insist on this; it is just my own opinion. Some people seem to
get through this area of Chapel Perilous without such
personalized "Guides." I know one chap who did it by imagining
a super-computer in the future that was sending information
backwards in time to his brain. More clever people may find
even less "metaphysical" metaphors.
Ten years after the point at which this book ends, I do not
v

care much about such speculations. O u r lonely little selves can
be "illuminated" or flooded with radical science-fiction style
information and cosmic perspectives, and the source of this may
be those extraterrestrials who seemed to be helping me at times,
or the Secret Chiefs of Sufism, or the parapsychologists and/or
computers of the 23rd Century beaming data backward in time,
or it may just be the previously unactivated parts of our own
brains. Despite the current reign of our New Inquisition, which
attempts to halt research in this area, we will learn more about
that as time passes. Meanwhile, agnosticism is both honest and
becomingly modest.
In this connection, I am often asked about two books by
other authors which are strangely resonant with Cosmic Trigger
— namely VAUS by Philip K. Dick and The Sirian Experiments by
Doris Lessing. VAUS is a novel which broadly hints that it is
more than a novel — that it is an actual account of Phil Dick's
own experience with some form of "Higher Intelligence." In fact,
VAUS is only slightly fictionalized; the actual events on which it
is based are recounted in a long interview Phil gave shortly
before his death (See Philip K. Dick: The Last Testament, by Gregg
Rickman.) The parallels with my own experience are numerous
— but so are the differences. If the same source was beaming
ideas to both Phil and me, the messages got our individual
flavors mixed into them as we decoded the signals.
I met Phil Dick on two or three occasions and corresponded
with him a bit. My impression was that he was worried that his
experience was a temporary insanity and was trying to figure
out if I was nutty, too. I'm not sure if he ever decided.
I interviewed Doris Lessing a few years ago for New Age
magazine. She takes synchronicities very seriously, but was as
agnostic as I am about the possibility that some of them are
orchestrated by Sirians.
I heartily recommend all three volumes — VAUS, The Last
Testament and The Sirian Experiments — to readers of this book.
Unless you are locked into a very dogmatic reality-tunnel, you
will have a few weird moments of wondering if Sirians are
experimenting on us, and a few weird moments can be a
liberating experience for those who aren't scared to death by
them.
What is more important than such extra-mundane
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speculation, I think, are practical and pragmatic questions about
what one does with the results of brain change experience. It is
quite easy, I have discovered by meeting many New Age people,
to use the techniques in this book and go stone crazy with
them. Paranoid and schizophrenic cases are quite common
among those who experiment in this area. Less clinical, but
socially even more nefarious, are the leagues of self-proclaimed
gurus and their equally deluded disciples, who have discovered,
as I did, that there are many realities (plural), but have picked
out one favorite non-Occidental reality-tunnel, named it
Ultimate Reality or True Reality, and established new
fanaticisms, snobberies, dogmas and cults around these
delusions.
There is a great deal of lyrical Utopianism in this book. I do
not apologize for that, and do not regret it. The decade that has
passed since the first edition has not altered my basic
commitment to the game-rule that holds that an optimistic
mind-set finds dozens of possible solutions for every problem
that the pessimist regards as incurable.
Since we all create our habitual reality-tunnels, either
consciously and intelligently or unconsciously and mechanically,
I prefer to create for each hour the happiest, funniest and most
romantic reality-tunnel consistent with the signals my brain
apprehends. I feel sorry for the people who persistently organize
experience into sad, dreary and hopeless reality-tunnels, and try
to show them how to break that bad habit, but I don't feel any
masochistic duty to share their misery.
This book does not claim that "you create your own reality"
in the sense of total (but mysteriously unconscious)
psychokinesis. If a car hits you and puts you in the hospital, I do
not believe this is because you "really wanted" to be hit by a car,
or that you "needed" to be hit by a car, as two popular New Age
bromides have it. The theory of transactional psychology, which
is the source of my favorite models and metaphors, merely says
that, once you have been hit by a car, the meaning of the experience depends entirely on you and the results depend partly on you
(and partly on your doctors). If it is medically possible for you to
live — and sometimes even if the doctors think it is medically
impossible — you ultimately decide whether to get out of the
hospital in a hurry or to lie around suffering and complaining.
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Most of the time, this kind of "decision" is unconscious and
mechanical, but with the techniques described in this book, such
decisions can become conscious and intelligent.
The last part of this book deals with the worst tragedy of
my life. I want to say, without self-pity (a vice I despise) that my
years on this planet have included many other terrible and
punishing experiences, starting with two bouts of polio when I
was a child and including dozens of other things I don't want to
complain about in public. When I write of creating a better and
more optimistic reality-tunnel, of transcending ego games, and
of similar matters, it is not because I have lived in an ivory
tower. It is because I have learned a few practical techniques for
dealing with the brutal conditions on this primitive planet.
People at my lectures and seminars usually ask me if I am
still optimistic about civilian space programs and life extension. I
am more optimistic than ever. Despite the seemingly terminal
case of rigidicus bureaucraticus at NASA, I have reason to believe
certain European countries will soon jointly launch the kind of
space migration effort advocated here; and Reagan's SDI, for all
its jingoism, means that more money will be spent on basic
research than at any previous time in history.
On the life extension front, there have been several best
sellers on the subject since this book first appeared; there is
interest even in the most intellectually backward part of U.S.
society (namely, the Congress); and scientists in the longevity
field whom I have met recently all cheerfully say they are
getting more money for research than in the 1970s. The
breakthrough cannot be far away.
Finally, as a matter of some entertainment value, not all the
mail I have received about this book has been intelligent and
thoughtful. I have received several quite nutty and
unintentionally funny poison-pen letters from two groups of
dogmatists — Fundamentalist Christians and Fundamentalist
Materialists.
The Fundamentalist Christians have told me that I am a
slave of Satan and should have the demons expelled with an
exorcism. The Fundamentalist Materialists inform me that I am
a liar, charlatan, fraud and scoundrel. Aside from this minor
difference, the letters are astoundingly similar. Both groups
share the same crusading zeal and the same total lack of humor,
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charity and common human decency.
These intolerable cults have served to confirm me in my
agnosticism by presenting further evidence to support my
contention that when dogma enters the brain, all intellectual
activity ceases.

Robert Anton Wilson
Dublin 1986
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FOREWORDS
by T i m o t h y Leary, P h . D .
Robert Anton Wilson is a man whose time has come.
It is true of all good tilings—they are a long time coming.
Intelligence on this planet has evolved in metamorphic
stages—long periods of quiescent preparation, then sudden,
slam-bang flashes of change.
The personal evolution of Robert Anton Wilson has followed the same rhythm. It's always like that with sages, evolutionary operatives, Intelligence Agents.
It has been axiomatic since Haeckel that ontology recapitulates phylogeny-that the individual in Hir* development repeats, step-by-step, the evolution of the species.
We now understand the mystery and paradox of the
great alchemists, philosophers, mystics, sages. They pre-capitulate. They prospectively live out in their own nervous systems the future of evolution, the stages which await in the future of the species. Their nervous systems get into communication (via reverse transcriptase) with DNA. They learn how
to decode the genetic blueprint. They experience what is to
happen in the future. This, surely, is the royal road to wisdom, the highway of evolution—the two-way traffic between
the Central Nervous System (CNS) and the DNA archives, via
RNA messenger molecules.
Consider Lao-tse. In the 6th Century B.C., SHe realizes
Einsteinian relativity, senses that all is flow and evolutionary
change; anticipates (in the / Ching) what computer designers
will understand 2,500 years later—that energy comes in the
binary code of yin-yang (off-on); forecasts (in the Ching trigrams) what micro-geneticists will discover 2,500 years later—
the triplicate function of amino-acid binding.
Now reflect on the poignant destiny of Lao-tse. SHe
*Editor's note: Dr. Leary prefers the forms SHe (she or he) and Hir (his or her) to
the traditional habit of referring to the general human being as masculine.

knows that SHe will not be around in biological form when
Watson and Crick decipher the DNA code. The time-lag problem is solved by transtime neurogenetic signalry. Symbolism.
The Intelligence Agent called Lao-tse teaches the / Ching codes
to domesticated primates, injects some fortune-telling hocuspocus and thus sends down the 2,500-year CNS-RNA-DNA
teletype channel this basic code. SHe knows that the Confucians will distort the signal with Boy Scout moralisms (dutifully preserved in the inane Baynes-Wilhelm commentaries),
knows that countless charlatans will peddle vulgar / Ching fortunes for a nickle in Oriental bazaars. But SHe knows, also,
that when external technology catches up, 20th Century Intelligence Agents will receive the dot-dash trigram message
and realize that binary codes and triplicate trigrams are genetic guide posts explaining the direction and molecular structure of evolution, from the terrestrial, EE, earth, to the extraterrestrial, E, heaven.
Now consider the Buddha.
Also in the 6th Century B.C., SHe realizes that consciousness creates reality; that all is may a, i.e. an internal
dance of neurons, an external dance of protons. SHe advises
detachment from tribal imprints (local reality-tunnels), announces the octave nature of evolution (again knowing it will
be corrupted by moralists into the 8-fold path of domesticated
virtue and marketed eventually as the 8 x 8 chessboard). SHe
knows that Mendeleyev and the octave division of quarks
await 100 generations in the future.
We are awed by this unbroken chain of generational signalry. In each of the 100 generations since Buddha, a few Intelligence Agents are born and spend their brief lives, detached from the hive, poring over the octaves. In response,
we assume, to some RNA suggestion about the sequence of
the eight periods of evolution—from heavy to light, from slow
to fast, from water to fire, from terrestrial to post-terrestrial,
from Kun EE to Chien E, from earth metals to noble gases.
Next, consider the plight of G.I. Gurdjieff, w h o , 40 years
before the Apollo Lunar Landings and 50 years before the
space shuttle, writes Beelzebub's Tales to His Grandson, predicting the post-terrestrial future of the species.
Recall the last lines of Aleister Crowley's Confessions,

where he sadly recognizes that scientific experiments of the
next generation will manifest precisely what his magical rituals could only internalize and ceremonially anticipate.
This book, Cosmic Trigger, and its author, Robert Anton
Wilson, can best be understood as modern links in this unbroken chain of alchemical philosophers and Intelligence
Agents who have systematically learned how to dial and tune
their own nervous systems and (via internal biochemical autoexperiments) learned how to converse, via RNA, with their
own DNA, decipher the genetic Rosetta Stone and get direct
experiential knowledge of the evolutionary process.
Wilson describes 30 years of experimentation on and
with his own brain. Most important, he recounts his attempts
to correlate inner, subjective vision with the external, objective language of the energy sciences.
And here is the issue, the classic challenge of philosophy:
to expand inner neurological reality and to link it with the
outer realities measured by scientists. Intelligence evolves
when the occult and magical become the objective-scientific.
I recall clearly my first conversation with Robert Anton
Wilson in 1964. He was the first and lonely journalist who
had actually read my writings and understood the steady development of my own research—from interpersonal psychology to interstellar neurogenetics.
Wilson's ability to open himself up and receive signals
both from within his own expanding neurology and from the
broadcasts of scientists defines him as one of the key personalities of modern neurological philosophy. He is becoming
a major literary figure.
There are two words which always define a great writerphilosopher:
encyclopedic
and
epic.
Each civilization, we are told, produces at its high-water
mark one or more encyclopedic works which summarize the
knowledge, technology, culture, philosophy of the epoch.
Such books are like neurogenetic manuals which summarize
and explain a primitive planetary culture to an Intelligence
Agent from another world. Dante, Boccaccio, James Joyce,

Hesse. As American civilization moves from its adolescence
into the final terrestrial stages of technological centralization
preceeding Space Migration, it is beginning to produce such
encyclopedic writings. For example, Thomas Pynchon's Gravity's Rainbow, the Illuminatus trilogy of Wilson and Shea,
and the book you hold in your hand.
Please consult this book if and when you wish a modern,
personal summary of such basic concepts as: the Illuminati
conspiracy, the Sirius phenomenon, UFOs, mind-changing
drugs, new experiential perspectives on Lee Harvey Oswald,
Jim Garrison, Hugh Hefner, the 24 clones of Timothy Leary,
the meaning of the number 2 3 , Aleister Crowley, Aldous Huxley, Carl Sagan, Gurdjieff, Alan Watts, William Burroughs, immortality, Nikola Tesla, modern quantum theory, the physics
of consciousness, the eight evolving circuits of the nervous
system, etc.
In each of these academic references there is an anecdotal flash so that these important names and topics become
alive on the page. This is good writing.
Cosmic Trigger is also an epic work.
An epic is a story of exploration, voyaging, adventurous search for meaning.
Cosmic Trigger is an odyssey recounting the personal
quest of the author. He explores the labyrinthine regions of
his own brain with drugs and many other neuro-activating
methods. He experiments with magick, ritual, ESP, isolation.
He continually consults his most treasured traveling companions—his beautiful red-haired wife, Arlen, and his sparkling,
wise children.
Wilson realizes (as do all alchemists) that he must evolve
as the work develops. He knows that the m o t t o solve et coagule means that he, too, must accept personal dissolution, that
he must vary his own temperature and pressure, test his own
sanity in the crucible of change. He gives up a deluxe-sexy
job and retreats to social isolation. He plunges unflinchingly
into outcaste poverty. He becomes that most recklessly heroic person—the self-employed intellectual! He turns his back
on faculty salary and establishment grant and lives by his wits
and wisdom. Reading this book, we share his grinding Blakean
poverty, his highs and lows.

Cosmic Trigger sparkles with humor, openness of mind,
courage, understanding, tolerance. It is the epic adventure of
a man who invites us to grow and change with him.
We thank y o u , Robert Anton Wilson, for this timely and
timefull treasure.

Los Angeles, California
Summer, 1977

Prologue:
Thinking About
the Unthinkable

Everything you know is wrong.
—The Firesign Theatre

Thinking About the Unthinkable
As the late, great H.P. Lovecraft might begin this narrative: It is now nearly 13 years since the ill-fated day when I
first began investigating the terrible legends surrounding the
enigmatic Bavarian Illuminati, an alleged conspiracy that some
people believe rules the world. Like a Lovecraft hero, I embarked on my research with no suspicion of the perils awaiting
me: I thought I was just investigating a notable case of political paranoia and expected to find only some insight into the
psychology which causes otherwise sane individuals to subscribe to such absurdly ridiculous conspiracy theories.
Eventually, in collaboration with Robert J. Shea, I wrote
a three-volume satirical novel on the conspiracy, Illuminatus!
Completing such an exhaustingly long book should have terminated my interest in the subject, b u t my researches continued nonetheless, evidently propelled by some mysterious momentum. (Rising organ music, please.) I had become psychically hooked to the Illuminati. Like a tarantula in the bedsheets or the laugh of a woman you once loved, the accursed
Illuminati simply could not be forgotten or ignored. This was
most annoying to the Skeptic, who is one of the 24 selves who
live within me and the only one who usually possesses veto
power over all the others.
Eventually, my interest in the Illuminati was to lead me
through a cosmic Fun House featuring double and triple
agents, UFOs, possible Presidential assassination plots, the
enigmatic symbols on the dollar bill, messages from Sirius,
pancakes from God-knows-where, the ambiguities of Aleister
Crowley, some mysterious hawks that follow Uri Geller
around, Futurists, Immortalists, plans to leave this planet and
the latest paradoxes of quantum mechanics. It has been a
prolonged b u t never boring pursuit, like trying to find a cobra in a dark room before it finds you.
Briefly, the background of the Bavarian Illuminati puzzle
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is this. On May 1, 1776, in Bavaria, Dr. Adam Weishaupt, a
professor of Canon Law at Ingolstadt University and a former Jesuit, formed a secret society called the Order of the
Illuminati within the existing Masonic lodges of Germany.
Since Masonry is itself a secret society, the Illuminati was a
secret society within a secret society, a mystery inside a mystery, so to say. In 1785 the Illuminati were suppressed by the
Bavarian government for allegedly plotting to overthrow all
the kings in Europe and the Pope to boot. This much is generally agreed upon by all historians. Everything else is a matter of heated, and sometimes fetid, controversy.
It has been claimed that Dr. Weishaupt was an atheist, a
Cabalistic magician, a rationalist, a mystic; a democrat, a socialist, an anarchist, a fascist; a Machiavellian amoralist, an
alchemist, a totalitarian and an "enthusiastic philanthropist."
(The last was the verdict of Thomas Jefferson, by the way.)
The Illuminati have also been credited with managing the
French and American revolutions behind the scenes, taking
over the world, being the brains behind Communism, continuing underground up to the 1970s, secretly worshipping the
Devil, and mopery with intent to gawk. Some claim that Weishaupt didn't even invent the Illuminati, but only revived it.
The Order of Illuminati has been traced back to the Knights
Templar, to the Greek and Gnostic initiatory cults, to Egypt,
even to Atlantis. The one safe generalization one can make is
that Weishaupt's intent to maintain secrecy has worked; no
two students of Illuminology have ever agreed totally about
what the "inner secret" or purpose of the Order actually was
(or is . . . ) . There is endless room for spooky speculation, and
for pedantic paranoia, once one really gets into the literature
of the subject; and there has been a wave of sensational "exposes" of the Illuminati every generation since 1 7 7 6 . If you
were to believe all this sensational literature, the damned Bavarian conspirators were responsible for everything wrong
with the world, including the energy crises and the fact that
you can't even get a plumber on weekends.
1

For instance, the first explosion of anti-Illuminati hysteria
in this country, in the 1790s, was stirred up by fanatic Federalists and centered on the charge that Thomas Jefferson and
the Democratic Republican party were pawns of the European
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Illuminati. The second major cluster of excited exposes came
in the 1840s, and was circulated by the Anti-Masonic Party,
who believed that the Illuminati still controlled the Masons
and had infiltrated our government at all levels. In both of
these instances, the Illuminati were portrayed as radical democrats or outright anarchists in the tradition of the ultraleft wing of the French Revolution. Current anti-Illuminati
literature, which is mostly distributed through the anti-Semitic, paramilitary Right, portrays the Illuminati as the masters
of both international Communism and international banking.
A separate and weirder strain of anti-Illuminati theory, occasionally interacting with this political conspiracy literature,
portrays the Illuminati as Nazis, black magicians, astral mindfuckers and Satanists.
But these are only the major themes of the anti-Illuminati symphony. There are countless individuals who have
tooted some be-bop riffs—e.g., Philip Campbell Argyle-Smith,
editor of a bizarre journal called High IQ Bulletin, claims that
the Illuminati, known as " J e w s " on this planet, are actually
invaders from Vulcan. I have also seen a book (author and
title now forgotten, alas) which argued that the Illuminati are
a Jesuit conspiracy which infiltrated Masonry and then took
over the world, using the Masonic front to keep anybody from
guessing that the real control actually comes from the Vatican, heh-heh-heh. Typical of the ingenuity of such conspiracy theories, the facts which most glaringly contradict it
(namely, the anti-Masonic fulminations and excommunications by all the Popes for the last century, and the tons of
anti-Catholic propaganda circulated by Masonic lodges) are
explained as "part of the cover-up."
And, of course, anti-Illuminati diatribes of all schools
somberly agree that "accidents have a way of happening to
those who find o u t too much about the Bavarian Illuminati."
(Let's have that rising organ music again, and an eldritch
laugh, like The Shadow's on the old radio series.)
Once when I was appearing on a radio show on KGO-San
Francisco, where listeners call in and talk to the guests, a woman phoned to say I knew so much about the Illuminati that
I must be one of them.
I became whimsical. "Maybe," I said, " t h e secret of the
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Illuminati is that you d o n ' t know you're a member until it's
too late to get o u t . "
This was too metaphysical for
"aller. " F u r t h e r m o r e , "
she said triumphantly, pursuing her own script, " y o u ' r e the
people who control the Federal Reserve and the Morgan and
Rockefeller banks."
"Well," said the Writer of Satire, temporarily displacing
the Skeptic, "I certainly w o n ' t deny that. It can't help but
improve my credit rating."
That woman is probably still telling her friends how she
got one of the Illuminati to confess right over the radio.
Actually, I no longer disbelieve in the Illuminati, but I
don't believe in them yet, either. Let us explain that odd remark quickly, before we go any further in the murk. In researching occult conspiracies, one eventually faces a crossroad
of mythic proportions (called Chapel Perilous in the trade).
You come out the other side either a stone paranoid or an agnostic; there is no third way. I came out an agnostic.
Chapel Perilous, like the mysterious entity called " I , "
cannot be located in the space-time continuum; it is weightless,
odorless, tasteless and undetectable by ordinary instruments.
Indeed, like the Ego, it is even possible to deny that it is there.
And yet, even more like the Ego, once you are inside it, there
doesn't seem to be any way to ever get out again, until you
suddenly discover that it has been brought into existence by
thought and does not exist outside thought. Everything you
fear is waiting with slavering jaws in Chapel Perilous, but if
you are armed with the wand of intuition, the cup of sympathy, the sword of reason and the pentacle of valor, you will
find there (the legends say) the Medicine of Metals, the Elixir
of Life, the Philosopher's Stone, True Wisdom and Perfect
Happiness.
That's what the legends always say, and the language of
myth is poetically precise. For instance, if you go into that
realm without the sword of reason, you will lose your mind,
but at the same time, if you take only the sword of reason
without the cup of sympathy, you will lose your heart. Even
more remarkably, if you approach without the wand of intuition, you can stand at the door for decades never realizing
you have arrived. You might think you are just waiting for a

bus, or wandering from room to room looking for your cigarettes, watching a TV show, or reading a cryptic and ambiguous book. Chapel Perilous is tricky that way.
I entered Chapel Perilous quite casually one day in 1971
while reading The Book of Lies by the English mystic Aleister
Crowley. Crowley aroused my interest because he had indubitably been a high adept of both yoga and occultism, was regarded as a Black Magician by many and as the Magus of the
New Aeon by some, and had a contradictory reputation as
heroic mountain climber, poet, bisexual pioneer Hippy, alchemist, sadistic prankster, worker of wonders and charlatan.
I was especially charmed by the persistent legend that Crowley had once turned poet Victor Newburg into a camel, and
the testimony of many that he had smashed a glass across a
room by staring at it, in a demonstration at Oxford. All of
Crowley's books are witty, paradoxical, brilliant, obscure and
deliberately enigmatic in varying degrees, b u t The Book of
Lies is by all odds the most mystifying of all, and hence a
favorite of mine since I love to solve puzzles and mysteries.
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Facing the title page of The Book of Lies is a nonchalant
announcement informing the reader, "There is no j o k e or hidden meaning in the publisher's imprint." This seems to be a
veiled warning about what will follow, but is actually the first
lie in the book; occult historian Francis King has carefully determined the date on the imprint is inaccurate by at least a
year. This type of perverse artistry is typical of Crowley's
dealings with the reader, and I have enjoyed myself over the
years deciphering his similarly gnomic jokes in other books.
I always return to The Book of Lies, however, because Crowley claimed that somewhere in that book he had revealed the
inner secret of freemasonry and Illuminism, coded so that
only those with "spiritual insight" would be able to decipher
it. In 1971,1 had already read the book many times without
finding the secret, b u t I was still trying, since Crowley is regarded as a ringleader of the Illuminati conspiracy by many
writers and, indeed, used the title " E p o p t of the Illuminati,"
along with a few dozen other honorifics, when he was in the
mood to put on some swank.
3

Suddenly, in a "blinding flash" or at least a mini-Satori,
I knew Crowley's secret. It was in Chapter 69 and deals with
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Tantric Sex. It will be explained, you may be sure, at the appropriate place in our narrative. The effect on me was that I
entered a belief system in which the anti-Illuminati authors I
had studied so extensively were no longer seen by me as simple paranoids. They were looking at something quite real, I
now felt, and were only misinterpreting it a little bit. They
were those without the pentacle of valor who stand in terror
outside the door of Chapel Perilous, trembling and warning
all who would enter that the Chapel is really an Insect Horror Machine programmed by Death Demons and dripping fetidly with Green Goo.
I immediately determined upon a course of n e u r o p s y chological experiments which would, I thought, demonstrate
objectively whether or n o t I had really guessed the true secret. The principal results of these experiments are presented
in this book. The outstanding result was that I entered a belief system, from July 1973 until around October 1974, in
which I was receiving telepathic messages from entities residing on a planet of the double star Sirius.
I also began to find—sometimes by the most implausible
coincidences—various documentary leads firmly tying the
long, mysterious history of Illuminism to occult beliefs about
Sirius. These "lucky coincidences"-or synchronicities as they
are called in Jungian psychology—are commonplace among
those who get involved with occult secret societies in general
and Chapel Perilous in particular. As Neal Wilgus notes in
The Illuminoids,
From the beginning The IUuminoids was shaped by
coincidence, from the discovery of Daraul's Secret
Societies... to the publication of Shea and Wilson's
niuminatus
A book by another Wilson-Colin
Wilson's The Occult-was also discovered at just the
right moment and often "fell open at the right page"
just as Wilson says other references did for him.
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That last sentence is a fitting overture to the ambiguities
we shall soon confront. Not even I am sure whether the last
clause refers to me or to Colin Wilson.
After October 1974 (due to a meeting with Dr. Jacques
Vallee,an extraordinarily erudite astronomer, cyberneticist and
UFOlogist), I began to develop new belief systems to explain
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my Sirius experience, n o t necessarily involving the breathtaking assumption that I was literally receiving actual transmissions from an ESP-broadcaster in the Sirius star system.
Dr. Vallee has been concerned with UFOs since the early
1960s, when he saw two of the beasties. Over the years Vallee has broadened his investigations to include "psychic" experiences that relate in one way or another to the UFOs, such
as my Sirius experiences. He believes that this whole area of
other-wordly communications has been going on for centuries
and will probably not turn out to be extraterrestrial. The extraterrestrial content of the experience these days, he says, is
just an adaptation to 20th Century beliefs. The phenomenon
took other and spookier forms, his data indicate, in other
epochs.
This made perfect sense to me, since I had originally gotten in touch with " t h e entity" by means of Crowleyan occultism. The extraterrestrial explanation was n o t the real explanation, as I had thought; it was just the latest model for the
Experience, as angels had been a model for it in the Middle
Ages, or dead relatives speaking through mediums had been a
model in the 19th century.
Then, on Sunday, March 13, 1976, a dispatch from Reuters News Service appeared in newspapers around the world.
I read it in the San Francisco Examiner-Chronicle and it was
like opening a door in my own house and Fmding Ming the
Merciless shooting it out with Flash Gordon.
The dispatch concerned Robert K.G. Temple, a Fellow
of the Royal Astronomical Society of England, a scientist of
dignity and status, who was propounding a theory wild enough
to come from the pages of von Daniken himself. Temple
claimed that Earth had been visited by an advanced race from
a planet in the system of the double star, Sirius, around 4500
B.C. Temple based this assertion on the fact that definite and
specific knowledge of the Sirius system can be found in the
mythology of the Babylonians, the Egyptians, and some surviving African tribes-knowledge which modern astronomy
has only rediscovered with the fantastically delicate instruments of the last two decades.
Now, anybody would be taken aback to see an astronomer of Temple's status expressing such a Hearst Sunday Ma-

gazine theory, but I was beyond surprise; I was discombobulated.
I mentioned the Reuters dispatch a few days afterward
to a friend, Saul Paul Sirag, a monstrously erudite physicist
who usually knows more about any other science you mention than most of the experts in that field.
"Oh, Temple's data aren't all new," Saul Paul said. "Anthropologists have known for years that several African tribes
have very advanced knowledge about the Sirius system. For
instance, some of them knew about the companion of Sirius—
a dwarf star—long before we discovered it with our telescopes."
"And how do the anthropologists explain t h a t ? " I asked.
"They d o n ' t , " Saul Paul said with a Groucho Marx grin./
"It's regarded as a mystery." Saul Paul, who was a theologian
before he became a physicist, is also the author of a hilarious
theological-psychedelic novel called Jumped by Jesus. He is
an even more advanced case of Aggravated Agnosticism than
your humble narrator, and loves data that w o n ' t fit into anybody's theories.
I quickly obtained a copy of Temple's book from England, and was staggered by it. Temple's evidence, which we
will summarize later, could be interpreted to indicate the arrival of people from Sirius who had come here in a physical
space ship around 4500 B.C. According to Temple, information about this had been passed on through various initiatory
orders in the ancient Mediterranean and in Africa to the present time. But the evidence could also be interpreted to mean
that methods of interstellar telepathy between Earth and the
Sirius system had been discovered back then and t h a t many
have been tuning in on that channel ever since. In other words,
through Crowley's secret teaching, I might have tuned in on a
nearly 6,500-year-old cosmic dialogue, after all.
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Chapel Perilous, as I said before, is tricky that way.
When you think you're o u t of it, you're just in another hall
of illusions painted to look like the safe forest outside; and
when you think you're inside again, you'll suddenly discover
you're actually walking on the road back home. As the traditional Zen saying sums it up:
First there is a mountain,
Then there is no mountain,
Then there is.
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In this context, we don't expect anybody to believe in
the Sirius transmissions just because the author seems like an
honest guy. Richard Milhous Nixon once seemed like an honest guy, at least to the folks who voted for him. We are emphatically not competing for the True Believer Market with
Nixon (or Erich von Daniken). We hope to show, with objective and documented evidence, that something is going on.
Something more physical and palpable than hallucination.
The semanticist raises his eyebrows and mutters that the
expression "something more physical and palpable than hallucination" does not convey a very precise idea; one might as
well talk of something more tangible and objective than revery. We will become more specific as we proceed, but at this
stage we must define our god-awful ignorance explicitly before we dare to propound our speculations. It is important to
state unambiguously that our data are not in conflict with
"science," as the naive will imagine—in fact, we will provide
several scientific explanations for all of it, in Part Two—but
it is, grotesquely and awkwardly, in total conflict with common sense. It is perverse, paradoxical and preposterous. One
might say, " I t ' s damned funny," and if a child asked innocently, " D o you mean 'funny-haha' or 'funny-peculiar"1" I'd
have to answer, " B o t h . "
Let us illustrate with an example of the kind of mystery
we will be confronting-the Case of the Pancakes from Outer
Space. Like a pig with wings, this is definitely funny; we
leave it to the reader to decide whether to consider it funnyhaha or funny-peculiar.
Joseph Simonton of Eagle River, Wisconsin, claims that
a flying saucer landed in his back yard one day and an extraterrestrial got out and gave him some pancakes.
There were no other witnesses to this remarkable occurrence, so it is certainly tempting to say that Simonton must
have been hallucinating. There is no reason to think that he
was consciously perpetrating a hoax, however. He has n o t
tried to commercialize on his encounter in any way and seems
to be baffled by the whole experience, just as you would be.
Dr. J. Allen Hynek, a skeptical astronomer, who explained
other UFOs as "swamp gas," was sent by the Air Force to investigate the Simonton mindfuck. Dr. Hynek took some of
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the damnable pancakes back to the Dayton Air Force base,
where the UFO investigation is headquartered, and scientists
there determined that the pancakes were perfectly normal
and contained nutritious wheat germ, perhaps indicating that
the Space Brothers are Ralph Nader fans. Dr. Hynek himself
says he thinks that Simonton was telling the truth, i.e., he
believed in his experience.
Dr. Jacques Vallee also investigated this case and says
that he too is convinced that Simonton is honest.
Simonton himself has no idea why he, of all the people on
Earth, was singled out for this perplexing gift.
If Simonton merely hallucinated the whole episode,
where did the accursed astral pancakes actually come from?
Answer me that, O ye skeptics. On the other hand, if the flying saucer was really there in the yard, why in t h e name of all
the pot-bellied gods of Burma did the extraterrestrials decide
on this occasion to present a human being with a gift of pancakes! The story is equally biazarre and unsatisfying however
we interpret it.
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Simonton's adventure is more characteristic of UFO contacts than readers who are unfamiliar with the subject will
realize. The newspapers and TV generally cover only a tiny
fraction of UFO reports and usually publicize only the contactees who establish quasi-religious movements around themselves, based on doctrines of peace and pop ecology allegedly
transmitted by the UFOnauts. Such messianic accounts are
comfortable reading, since most of us secretly would like to
believe that benevolent Space Brothers are trying to save this
planet from the various disasters that seem to threaten it, but
they are a minority. The Simonton pancakes are much more
typical.
One classic Contact involved two Naval Intelligence officers of high probity. There was also a "coincidental" (but
highly mysterious) radar blackout of the whole area—almost
as if Chapel Perilous in this case was using a technology that
renders itself invisible to radar. The officers seemed to have
contacted a benevolent being from the planet Uranus. The
naive believer in loving Space Brothers will rejoice at such a
yarn, especially since the communications received included
the usual peace propaganda. The more analytical will detect
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the pig-with-wings element in the facts that (a) Uranus is almost certainly incapable of supporting life and that (b) the
communicating entity gave a name which sounds suspiciously
like a joke at the expense of any student of Cabala who studies
the transcript. The name was " A F F A , " which in a Cabalistic
language called "angelic" means nothing or the void. The Contact, in this case, was 99% "telepathic," as in my Sirius experience, but the officers were given a view of what looked like
a real spaceship outside their window at the climax of the experience. And that was the point in time when the radar blackout "coincidentally" occurred in the area.
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Others have had classic "hallucinatory" or "psychotic"
experiences with the Space Brothers, such as meeting Jesus on
a flying saucer or being taken a hundred light years and back
in a half-hour; so that the hurried investigator would be inclined to dismiss such yarns as imaginary. Unfortunately, these
people often have ambiguous but definite evidence that something happened—independent witnesses saw a UFO at the
same time, or there were weird mechanical failures in the
neighborhood: Once two people involved in different Contacts hundreds of miles away from each other and a year
apart told the same absurd details. Each alleged a visit to a
planet named "Lanalus," where all the natives are humanoid
and go naked. This yarn was told by both a West Virginia
salesman and a Washington, D.C. law student, independently
of each other. In such a case the most ardent reductionist
can't reduce what happened to less than a hallucination shared
by telepathy, which is staggering in itself. (How many independent witnesses have to be involved before any event can no
longer be dismissed as shared hallucination? As Berkeley,
Hume and others have indicated, it is logically impossible to
prove that our everyday experience isn't all fantasy. Since
only telepathy can explain the shared space-journey in this
particular case, data may be called shared hallucination by the
determined skeptic even when witnesses are independent of
each other. That way lies solipsism, if n o t paranoia.)
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To claim that both witnesses were liars would be convenient, of course, b u t one has the uneasy feeling that it is a
weird coincidence for two liars to independently invent the
same lie. You could reject any data that way, including any
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laboratory experiments y o u don't like. For instance, those
who reject even telepathy have reached the point where they
are impugning either the honesty or the sanity of several thousand scientific researchers on all major continents over a period of decades. Such expedient ways of disposing of data are
shared only by the most ardent anti-Evolutionists among the
Fundamentalist sects.
Please note that we promised several scientific explanations of our data, not one explanation. There is, at this point,
no single theory that will account for all of the Damned
Things we are going to bring forth and parade for your inspection. To give you some perspective in advance, let us list
a few of the ideas that have passed through this investigator's
mind in the course of his journey into and out of Chapel
Perilous.
Either...
(a) the evidence assembled here can be explained by
Bell's Theorem, a breakthrough in physics suggesting a basic
indivisibility of all things. Bell also allows for three submodels we shall be discussing: (1) the observer-created universe;
(2) parallel universes; (3) information-without-energy;
and/or
(b) some human beings of highly evolved psychic powers
("the Illuminati") are playing head-games with other human
beings, sometimes passing themselves off as (c) or (d) below;
and/or
(c) we really are being contacted, experimented upon or
otherwise manipulated by Higher Intelligences from Outer
Space, probably from Sirius (or the Illuminati are creating a
simulation of such extraterrestrials);
and/or
(d) we have always shared this planet with another intelligent species, which can either remain invisible or manifest to
us in any form it chooses. UFO researcher J o h n Keel calls
these hypothetical entities "ultra-terrestrials." Earlier ages
called them fairies, angels, demons, the weird people, etc.
and/or
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(e) we are all evolving into the use of new neurological
circuits, which will make us superhuman in comparison to our
present average state. The activation of these new circuits
creates a great deal of temporary weirdness until we learn to
use them properly. This is the theory of such scientifically
oriented yogis as Sri Aurobindo and Gopi Krishna, and of Dr.
Timothy Leary.
and/or
(f) a combination or permutation of the above is going
on simultaneously.
Some of our data fit one of the above theories better
than another; some fit equally well into two or three theories;
some d o n ' t fit any theory yet. The multi-theory approach (or,
as it is called in physics, the multi-model approach) is the
only way to deal adequately with all the facts. Any singletheory approach is premature and causes a truncation of our
intelligence; it forces us to ignore or belittle parts of the data
that might be crucial.
The multi-model approach began in sub-atomic physics
and is chiefly due to Nobel laureate Niels Bohr. In dealing
with certain mysterious entities on that quasi-astral plane,
physicists had found hard evidence that these entities were
particles. Good. Unfortunately, other evidence, equally persistent, showed that the entities were really waves. Not so
good. Some physicists held to the particle theory, and insisted that all evidence supporting the wave theory would
eventually be explained away. Others, however, accepted the
waves and rejected the particles. Still others, somewhat facetiously, began talking of "wavicles." Bohr suggested that the
search for one correct model was medieval, pre-scientific and
obsolete. We can best understand sub-atomic events, he said,
if we accept the necessity of allowing for more than one model. As Marshall McLuhan has pointed out, in The Mechanical
Bride and other works, the multi-model approach has now influenced all the sciences and even appears in modern art (e.g.,
cubist paintings show several views at once; Joyce's Ulysses
describes the same day in various styles—epic, dramatic, journalistic, subjective, naturalistic, etc.). McLuhan has even proclaimed, in his usual apocalyptic style, that the multi-model
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approach is the most important, and most original, intellectual discovery of the 20th century. Count Alfred Korzybski
said that it marked the transition from Aristotelian civilization (dogmatic, monistic, authoritarian) to non-Aristotelian
civilization (relativistic, pluralistic, libertarian).
For convenience, all of the models discussed above and
to be discussed as we proceed can be summed into two metamodels. (1) It is all done by our own nervous systems. As we
advance toward Higher Intelligence, our brains can increasingly affect the universe, by quantum inseparability, creating
first coincidences, then Jungian synchronicities, then seemingly external Superhuman Beings, who are really masks of
the greater selves we are evolving into. (2) It is not all done
by our nervous systems. As we advance toward Higher Intelligence, our brains can increasingly contact other Higher Intelligences. By Bell's quantum monism, this includes contact
with advanced adepts who are both human and inhuman, terrestrial and extraterrestrial, and located temporally throughout what we call past, present and future.
But such philosophical questions can best be postponed
until after we have examined the chrono-log of my own adventures in Chapel Perilous. Remember: it is tricky in there.
Some of the time we will not seem to be passing through the
Gates of Mystery but merely wandering about in a F u n House
at a rather seedy Amusement Park.
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Part I:
The Sirius Connection

The Sirius Connection:
INTRODUCTORY FABLES
(Let's stretch those mental muscles a bit, fellers.)
From the Sufi:
Mullah Nasrudin once entered a store and asked the proprietor, "Have you ever seen me before?"
" N o , " was the prompt answer.
" T h e n , " cried Nasrudin, "how do y o u know it is m e ? "
From the ancient Babylonian:
It was the sad time after the death of the fair young god
of spring, Tammuz. The beautiful goddess, Ishtar, who loved
Tammuz dearly, followed him to the halls of Eternity, defying the demons who guard the Gates of Time.
But at the first Gate, the guardian demon forced Ishtar
to surrender her sandals, which the wise men say symbolizes
giving up the Will. And at the second Gate, Ishtar had to surrender her jeweled anklets, which the wise say means giving
up Ego. And at the third Gate, she surrendered her robe,
which is the hardest of all because it is giving up Mind itself.
And at the fourth Gate, she surrendered her golden breastcups, which is giving up Sex Role. And at the fifth Gate, she
surrendered her necklace, which is giving up the rapture of
Illumination. And at the sixth Gate, she surrendered her earrings, which is giving up Magick. And finally, at the seventh
Gate, Ishtar surrendered her thousand-petaled crown, which
is giving up Godhood.
It was only thus, naked, that Ishtar could enter Eternity.
From the Zen tradition:
A monk who had meditated long in search of Illumination finally received a great flash of insight. Rushing to his
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roshi (Zen Master), the monk cried out, "I have it! I have it!
That rock there is inside my head."
"You must have a big head," the Master replied, "to hold
a rock that size."

The Door to Chapel Perilous
I was born into a working-class Irish Catholic family in
Brooklyn at the brutal b o t t o m of the Great Depression. As a
child, I seem to have had no odd psychic abilities anH T remember no weird experiences. The only religious event of
my childhood—my first Holy Communion—was a total failure; I experienced none of the rapture and contact with God
which the nuns had promised me.
At 14,1 became an atheist, and in college I majored originally in Electrical Engineering, switching later to Mathematics when I realized my basic temperament was analytical rather than practical. In my twenties I underwent three forms
of psychotherapy in order to clear up the remaining conflicts
between my atheistic hedonism and the Catholic indoctrination of my childhood.
Once at the age of 18 I had a strange experience of coming unstuck in time, like Billy Pilgrim in Vonnegut's Slaughterhouse Five. Again, at 2 4 , 1 had a kind of spontaneous Satori,
a sudden awakening to the immanent divinity of all things. I
regarded both of these experiences as hallucinatory and was
so ashamed of them that I never discussed them with any of
my three psychotherapists.
Then in 1962, at the age of 30,1 began to experiment
with mind-altering drugs. This area is only a little less controversial than nuclear power plants, to p u t it mildly, but let us
remember that there are three schools of scientific thought
about those chemicals.
I. Some regard these potions as psychotomimetic: that
is, the altered consciousness they produce is considered an
imitation (mime) of psychosis.
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II. Some regard them as hallucinogens: that is, the new
mental state created by ingestion is considered a hallucinatory
experience, but n o t quite a psychosis.
III. Some regard them as psychedelics (a word coined by
Humphrey Osmond, M.D.) or as metaprogramming substances
(coined by John Lilly, M.D.); that is, the new state is considered one in which we can reorganize or re-imprint our nervous
system for higher functioning.
Science will eventually determine which interpretation is
most correct through future research. This decision will unfortunately not be reached by any amount of verbal debate
or throwing the dissenters into jails, no matter how loud the
denunciations or how many heretics are imprisoned. This is
very inconvenient for the government, which always wants to
settle every issue by outlawing disagreement, b u t that is not
how science works.
I originally got interested in mind-altering drugs due to
an article in the most conservative magazine in the U.S.A.,
the National Review, edited by Roman Catholic millionaire
William Buckley, Jr. Later, of course, Buckley and his magazine would attack drug experiments with neo-Inquisitorial
fury, but back in innocent '60 or ' 6 1 , they naively printed an
article, by conservative historian Russell Kirk, reviewing Aldous Huxley's The Doors of Perception, in which Huxley recounted how he had transcended time and space and experienced "Heaven."
Huxley did it under the influence of mescaline, a drug
derived from the "sacred cactus," peyote, used in American
Indian rituals. Russell Kirk thought this was good scientific
evidence to support religiosity in general against the "liberal
humanists," whom he regards as the prime villains in history.
Kirk said, among other things, that "only the most dogmatic
old-fangled materialist" would reject Huxley's report a priori
without duplicating the experiment. Being a dogmatic oldfangled materialist at the time, I resented this and argued
about it a lot inside my head over a period of months. It
seemed that, as a materialist, I had to accept one aspect of
Huxley's book that Kirk had not noted: the strong implication that consciousness is chemical in nature and changes as
its chemistry changes. That was provocative.
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The Materialist had his first drug trip on December 28,
1962, in an old slave-cabin in the woods outside Yellow
Springs, Ohio. With my wife, Arlen, and our four small children, I had rented the cabin from Antioch College for $30 per
month and had an acre of cleared land to grow food on, 30
acres of woods to seek Mystery in. Farming was only partly
supporting us; I was working as Assistant Sales Manager for a
microscopic business, the Antioch Bookplate Company in
Yellow Springs. But we had found (we thought) a way to escape the regimented urban hive without starving to death.
Before eating the first peyote button, the Materialist
asked his supplier (a black jazz musician), "Is this stuff dangerous at all?"
"The fuck," he said. "The Indians been eating it every
full moon for thousands of years."
"Oh, yeah, that's right," the Materialist said, remembering also Huxley's glowing description of his first trip. I
quickly ate seven buttons and for the next 12 hours whirled
through an unrehearsed and incoherent tour of the vestibule
of Chapel Perilous—a most educational ana transcendental
experience.
A few years later, it would have been different, of
course. The Materialist would have said, "But the newspapers
claim that people sometimes go crazy on this stuff and flip
out for months."
And the Supplier would have said, "The newspapers also
say our troops are in Vietnam to help the Vietnamese. Man,
don't believe any of the crap they say."
And, being of a curious and experimental nature, I would
have gone ahead anyway, but with a lot of doubt, and that
could easily have turned into anxiety or outright panic. We
later saw exactly that happen to others, after the press really
got into gear on this story and built up the hysteria to feverpitch.
As it was, the Materialist simply suffered the usual delusion of the first trip: he thought he was reborn. After all,
back then, he had Russell Kirk and the National Review—the.
certified sages of sanctified conservatism—on his side.
When, in the following weeks, it became sadly obvious that
I was not entirely reborn, and that many neurotic, depressive
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and egotistic programs still remained in my central computer,
I was somewhat disillusioned. But the trip had been 50 interesting and ecstatic . . . Like the Lady of Spain in the poem, I
tried "again. And again. And again and again and again." By
mid-1963,1 had logged 40 trips to inner space and it was obvious that peyote was, indeed, a magical chemical, as the Indians claim, but that one had to be a shaman to know how to
use it profitably.
We don't propose to enthuse about those 40 peyote voyages in technicolor prose. There was more than enough of
that kind of writing in the 1960s. In Dr. Timothy Leary's
terminology, each trip involved a transmutation of consciousness from the "symbolic" and linear terrestrial circuits of the
nervous system to the somatic-genetic future circuits.* The
Materialist learned to experience rapture and bliss, to transcend time. In each trip, the Body was Resurrected, Osiris rose
from his t o m b ; I was godly and eternal for a while. Each time,
the yo-yo effect (as Dr. Richard Alpert calls it) occurred within a day or so: I came down again. The next trip brought me
back up, of course, but then, once more, I came down again;
up-and-down, up-and-down—the yo-yo effect. It was alternately inspiring and exasperating.
But a change in my mind (my "neurological functioning,"
Dr. Leary would say) was, slowly and subtly, beginning to
happen.
The Materialist frequently had the hallucination of telepathic communication with plants, both when flying on the
wings of peyote and when he was straight. Hallucination was
the judgment of his engineering-trained rational mind; it
seemed real as all get-out each time it happened. But the Materialist knew too much to take it seriously . . . and he continued to know too much until later in the '60s, when Cleve
Backster's research with polygraphs produced some hard evidence that human-plant telepathy may be occurring all the
time, usually outside the conscious attention of the human
participant.
Several times the Materialist contacted an Energy or an
Intelligence that seemed to deserve the description superhuman. It was obvious to me that I could easily, with a less
*Dr. Leary's circuit theories are explained in Part T w o , "Models and Metaphors."

skeptical cast of mind, describe these trans-time dialogues as
meetings with actual gods or angels. (Quanah Parker, the
great Cheyenne war-chief, who was converted to pacifism by
a peyote trip and later founded the Native American Church,
used to say, "The white man goes into his church and talks
to Jesus. The Indian goes into his tipi, takes peyote, and
talks with Jesus.") I regarded the entities contacted as X's—
unknowns—and tried, in each experiment and in reflections
between experiments, to find a psychological, neurological,
or even parapsychological explanation.
The strangest entity I contacted in those twenty-odd
months of psychedelic explorations appeared one day after
the end of a peyote trip, when I was weeding in the garden
and a movement in the adjoining cornfield caught my eye. I
looked over that way and saw a man with warty green skin
and pointy ears, dancing. The Skeptic watched for nearly a
minute, entranced, and then Greenskin faded away, "just a
hallucination . . . "
But I could not forget him. Unlike the rapid metaprogramming during a peyote trip, in which you are never sure
what is "real" and what is just the metaprogrammer playing
games, this experience had all the qualities of waking reality,
and differed only in intensity. The entity in the cornfield had
been more beautiful, more charismatic, more divine than anything I could consciously imagine when using my literary talents to try to portray a deity. As the mystics of all traditions
say so aggravatingly, "Those who have seen, know."
Well, I had seen, but I didn't know. I was more annoyed
than enlightened.
But that was not to be my last encounter with that particular critter. Five years later, in 1968, the Skeptic read Carlos Castaneda's The Teachings of Don Juan, dealing with traditional Mexican shamanism and its use of the sacred cactus.
Castaneda, an anthropologist, saw the same green man several
times, and Don Juan Matus, the shaman, said his n a m e was
Mescalito. He was the spirit of the peyote plant.
But the
Materialist had seen him before he ever read a description of
him. That was most perplexing to the Materialist.
10

A fairly plausible explanation is that Mescalito is an archetype of the collective unconscious, in the Jungian sense. He
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has been reported by many others besides Castaneda and me,
and he always has the same green warty skin and is often
dancing.
However, might we dare consider that Mescalito may be
just what the shamans (who know him best) always say he is—
one of the "spirits" of the vegetation? Too silly an idea for
sophisticates like ourselves? Paracelsus, the founder of modern medicine, believed in such spirits and claimed frequent
commerce with them. So did the German poet Goethe and
the pioneer of organic agriculture, Rudolph Steiner—and the
ideas of Goethe and Steiner, once rejected as too mystical,
are currently being seriously reconsidered by many ecologists.
11
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Or consider Gustav Fechner, the creator of scientific psychology and psychological measurement. Fechner lost his
sight and then regained it, after which he asserted that with
his new vision he saw many things normal people do n o t s e e including auras around humans and other living creatures, and
vegetation spirits just like Mescalito. George Washington Carver also claimed a link with spirits in the vegetation, and so
did the great Luther Burbank. Thomas Edison became so convinced of their literal existence that he spent many years trying to develop a photographic process t h a t would render them
visible.
13

Marcel Vogel (whose corporation, Vogel Luminescence,
has developed the red color used in fluorescent crayons, and
the psychedelic colors popular in 1960s poster art) has been
studying plant consciousness and vegetative "telepathy" for
ten years now. In one experiment, Vogel and a group of psychologists tried concentrating on sexual imagery while a
plant was wired up with a polygraph to reveal its electrochemical ("emotional"?) responses to their thoughts. The
plant responded with the polygraph pattern typical of excitement. Vogel speculates that talking of sex could stir up in the
atmosphere some sort of sexual energy, such as the "orgone"
claimed by Dr. Wilhelm Reich. If this is true, the ancient fertility rites in which humans had sexual intercourse in freshly
seeded fields might indeed have stimulated the fertility of the
crops, and the shamans are not as naive as we like to t h i n k .
Mescalito could be both an archetype of Jung's Collective Unconscious and an anthromorphized human translation of a
14
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persistent signal sent by the molecular intelligence of the vegetative world. Naturally, the ability to decode such orgonomic or neuro-electric signals would be eagerly sought by
all shamans in societies dependent on agriculture. In other
words, according to this model, Mescalito is a genetic signal
in our collective unconscious, but activated only when certain
molecular transmissions from the plant world are received.
This shamanic kind of selective attention, or special perception, has been duplicated in the modern world by Dr. Vogel, who has given many demonstrations beiore audiences, in
which he accurately reads vegetative signals from plants. It is
no more spooky than the selective yogic trance of the average
city-dweller, which allows him to walk in mindless indifference
through incredible noise, filth, pandemonium, misery, neurosis, violence, psychosis, rape, burglary, injustice and exploitation, screening it all o u t and concentrating only on robotrepetition of his assigned role in the hive-economy. One can
train oneself to receive or ignore a far wider variety of signals
than the neurologically untrained realize.
A third model would be that Mescalito and all his kith
and kin (the fairies and "little people," etc.) are all extraterrestrials who have been experimenting upon us for millenia. This
does not necessarily mean that they come here in spaceships.
Consider the following speculations:
# 1 . Clarke's Law (by science-fiction writer Arthur C.
Clarke): "Any sufficiently advanced technology is indistinguishable from magick."
Imagine a technology a hundred years beyond ours. A
thousand years beyond ours. A million years beyond ours.
And then remember that many stars, which might have planets
and civilizations, are literally billions of years older than our
sun. There might be races in this galaxy advanced as much as
10 billion years beyond our technology.
An old Arizona joke asks, "How many Apaches are hiding in this r o o m ? " The answer is, "As many as want t o . " Advanced communication technologies would be far more subtle
than the stalking techniques of the Apaches. If Clarke is right,
even on a materialistic level, the only answer to "How many
Advanced Civilizations are monitoring the events in this r o o m ? "
must be "As many as want t o . "
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# 2 . Wilson's Corollary to Clarke's Law (by R.A.W.): Any
sufficiently advanced parapsychology is even more indistinguishable from magick.
Consider the slow advance of parapsychology, despite entrenched opposition, during the past 70 years. Project it forward another hundred years. A thousand. A million. And
imagine races in this galaxy 10 billion years ahead of us in
this area.
Extraterrestrials with advanced psionic knowledge may
have been experimenting on us and/or aiding our evolution
and/or playing ontology games with us for millions of years,
projecting any form they desire from Mescalito to the Lord
God Jehovah, without ever leaving their home planets. If a
salesman in West Virginia and a college student in Washington,
D.C. can both share the same "hallucination" of faster-thanlight UFO abduction to a planet called Lanalus where everybody goes naked, then maybe there is one interstellar broadcaster of such educational dramas.
Maybe.

Did a leprechaun leave the Simonton pancakes?
The greenish-skinned, pointy-eared man I saw in 1963
has appeared in the folklore of many cultures who do not
even use peyote. He has been seen most frequently, in recent
years, as a humanoid extraterrestrial in various flying saucer
reports by alleged Contactees. And, in the late 1960s, he began to appear regularly on TV, known as "Mr. Spock" on the
Star Trek show, and has remained on the tube ever since, despite frequent network attempts to cancel the show and get
rid of him. The fans always insist on bringing him back, and
now in 1977, as I write, "Mr. Spock" is scheduled to appear
either in the first Star Trek movie or a revival of the series on
TV. He is an image, or as Jung would say, an " a r c h e t y p e " that
that cannot be erased from the human mind.
By coincidence, in his guise as Spock, this pointy-eared
godling has given us a slogan that has become widely used in
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Mescalito takes many forms in many myth-systems. Here he is as
sketched from descriptions by American Indian shamans, as Peter Pan
in a commercial advertisement, and as Mr. Spock on Star Trek. He is
one of the most widely-reported denizens of Chapel Perilous and is
known in dozens of shamanic traditions.

correspondence among Immortalists-scientists dedicated to
the search for longevity and eventual physical immortality.
The slogan is, of course, "Live long and prosper." We have
seen that slogan on letters from the Cryonics Society of Michigan, the Bay Area Cryonics Society, the Prometheus Society and other ImmortaUst groups. This "coincidence" will
appear, possibly, to be more than a coincidence when we
have examined further data . . .
The Irish form of Mescalito is the leprechaun, noted for
playfulness, trickery, and—oddly—for leaving behind gifts in
the form of food, just as the alleged " U F O n a u t " left Joe Simonton a gift of pancakes.
It needs to be emphasized that whether we are talking
of an experience involving Mescalito or one involving a kitchen chair, all of our perceptions have gone through myriads
of neural processes in the brain before they appear to our consciousness. At the point of conscious recognition, the identified image is organized into a three-dimensional hologram
which we project outside ourselves and call "reality." We are
much too modest about our own creativity if we take any of
these projections literally. We see the sun "going d o w n " at
twilight, b u t science assures us that nothing of the sort is happening; instead, the earth is turning. We perceive an orange as
really orange, whereas it is actually blue, the orange light being the light bouncing off the real fruit. And, everywhere we
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look, we imagine solid objects, b u t science finds only a web
of dancing energy.
The great and venerable Sufi sage, Mullah Nasrudin, once
raced through Bagdad on his donkey, galloping as fast as the
poor beast could travel. Everybody got excited and people
rushed into the streets to find o u t why the philosopher was
in such a great hurry.
"What are you looking for, Mullah?" somebody shouted.
"I'm looking for my d o n k e y ! " Nasrudin answered.
Like most Sufi jokes this seems calculated only to annoy
us, like a Marx Brothers routine that doesn't quite succeed in
being funny. Actually, Nasrudin was much given (perhaps
overmuch) to acting out his parables, and he was merely dramatizing the most common error of seekers after the Cosmic
Secret.
We look for the Secret—the Philosopher's Stone, the
Elixir of the Wise, Supreme Enlightenment, " G o d , " or whatever the final answer might be—in all directions, north, east,
south, and west, and all the time it is carrying us about. It is
the human nervous system itself, the marvelous instrument
through which we create order o u t of chaos, science out of
ignorance, meaning out of mystery, "Mescalito" (or a chair)
out of whirling energy.
Dogen Zenji, an 18th century Zen master, used to ask
trainees, "Who is the Master who makes the grass green?"
Again, the answer is as close as our visual cortex.
Psychologists have performed thousands of experiments
revealing the presence of "the Master who makes the grass
green," which Dr. J o h n Lilly calls the metaprogrammer in the
nervous system. Two actors rush into a Psychology 101 class
and one makes a stabbing motion at the other, who falls. Almost all the students " s e e " a knife in the stabber's hand. Later, it turns out the actual implement was a banana. Apparently, the stabbing motion itself creates the knife: the nervous
system " k n o w s " that nobody stabs anybody with a banana,
just as it still " k n o w s " (despite 300 years of science) that the
sun "goes d o w n " in the evening.
Or: a picture is flashed on a screen for one second. It
shows a white man struggling with a black man, and the white
man is wielding a razor. Again, the nervous system " k n o w s "
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You can see this at least two ways. Our inability to see the world more
than one way normally is due to cultural conditioning—according to
modern behavioral scientists—or to the fact that we are all asleep, according to the mystics.

what it is programmed to see. The majority of students, even
those who will swear until blue in the face that they are not
racists, will see the razor in the black man's hand: our national stereotype. And we still see the orange as orange, even
though we know it isn't.
Of course, we all realize that other people are frequently
inclined to what Freud called "projection"—seeing what they
expect to see. That our own experience of reality might be
equally self-created—that, as Nietzsche said, "We are all greater artists than we realize"—is hard to believe, and even harder
to remember moment-by-moment, even after we have had
enough experience to believe it.
Learning to remember the invisible donkey who carries
us about—the self-programmer—is the first step in awakening
from conditioned, mechanical consciousness to true, objective
consciousness. Whether or n o t there are fairies, elves and extraterrestrials hiding behind every bush, awakening reveals
that the universe is full of invisible intelligence. It is very hard
for us to learn to contact that intelligence without clothing it
in projected humanoid forms . . .

*

*

*

In early stages of work on consciousness, the Master Who
Makes The Grass Green (the Metaprogrammer) insists on
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converting everything into humanoid Gestalts. That's because,
at that level, it is still a human chauvinist.

The Kennedy Assassination and the Net
While I was conducting peyote research in Yellow Springs,
Ohio, weirder business was afoot in New Orleans, Louisiana.
Two young men who had served in the Marines together were
"coincidentally" living in The Quarter, a few blocks apart,
without meeting again. The more famous of the two was
named Lee Harvey Oswald and, during the summer of 1963,
while I was having my first encounters with the leprechauns,
Mr. Oswald ordered a Carcano rifle through the mail. What
Oswald did with that rifle is still a matter of much controversy and endless conspiracy-mongering. The other young man
was named Kerry Thornley and was in the process of creating
a new religion called Discordianism, which later became a central theme in the novels and plays collectively called Illuminatus. How all that happened is the oddest part of our whole
narrative.
Later that fall, Oswald's wife separated from him and
went to live with Mrs. Ruth Payne in Fort Worth. Mrs. Payne
was the sister of my family doctor.
When this connection came to light, after the enigmatic
events in Dealy Plaza on November 22, the Materialist regarded it as an amusing coincidence. I hadn't gotten heavily
enough into Jung y e t to call it "synchronicity."
(As for Kerry Thornley, I didn't meet him until 1967,
whereupon I embraced Thornley's religion of Discordianism,
and also became a close friend. And then some conspiracy
buffs announced that Thornley was part of the Kennedy
assassination team—that he was, in fact, the "second Oswald."
A "second Oswald" theory was suggested by Prof. Popkin in
the book called The Second Oswald. But we'll come to that
later.)
It was also in 1963 that Alan Watts, Zen philosopherclown, came through southern Ohio, to visit his sister in
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Dayton, and visited our farm. Jano (Mrs. Watts) was with
him, and it was probably at that time that she first used her
term, "the Net," in my hearing. The Net, according to Jano,
is a web of coincidence (or synchronicity) which connects
everything-in-the-universe with everything-else-in-the-universe.
For instance, I originally introduced Alan Watts to Jano,
around 1960. Their relationship became his last, longest and
happiest marriage. And Alan's middle name was Wilson,
which you may have noticed is my last name.
Many other scientists have agreed with Carl Jung's opinion that the number of startling coincidences in " t h e N e t "
increases sharply around anybody who becomes involved in
depth psychology or in any investigation that extends the
perimeter of consciousness.* Arthur Koestler has written
about this at length, in both The Roots of Coincidence and
The Challenge of Chance.
Dr. John Lilly has whimsically
suggested that consciousness research activates the agents of
"Cosmic Coincidence Control Center." Let us hope he is
joking.
15

In New Orleans, Oswald and Thornley went about their
different lives, and in Ohio the Narrator went about his, and
the Net was gradually drawing us all into what, in Illuminatus,
we have called Operation Mindfuck.
When John Fitzgerald Kennedy was blown apart by
Oswald and/or persons unknown, something died in the American psyche, as Jules Feiffer among others has noticed.
Kennedy was not a universally beloved President, of c o u r s e nobody ever has been, n o t even Washington—but he was young
(or youngish), handsome, cultured, brave (everybody knows
the PT-109 story) and virile. There was a commotion of primitive terrors loosed upon the national psyche by the Dealy
Plaza bullets; Camelot died; the Divine King had been sacrificed; we were caught suddenly in the midst of a FrazerFreud re-enactment of archetypal anthropological ritual.
The national psyche veered dizzily toward Chapel Perilous.
The first conspiracy surfaced, if memory is accurate, in
the National Guardian, a left-wing newspaper, only weeks
*Seemingly. Maybe such people merely become more aware of the coincidences
in the Net. Since synchronicity is meaningful coincidence, and meaning is subjective, this may be a question objective science can't answer.
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after the assassination. The Skeptic read it with interest, and
it did not convince me.
When the Warren Report came out finally, the Skeptic
also studied that with some care. It also did not convince me.
In fact, I was often amazed that so many people did have
so many strong opinions on the subject. I began to understand
why the Sufis are always attacking "opinions." Everybody
nowadays thinks they must have an "opinion" on everything,
whether they know anything about it or not. Unfortunately,
few people know the difference between an opinion and a
proof. Worse yet, most have no knowledge at all about the
difference in degree between a merely legal proof, a logical
or verbal proof, a proof in the soft sciences like psychology,
and a proof in the hard physical-mathematical sciences. They
are full of opinions, but they have little ability to distinguish
the relative degree of proof upholding all these various opinions.
We say "seeing is believing," but actually, as Santayana
pointed out, we are all much better at believing than at seeing. In fact, we are seeing what we believe nearly all the time
and only occasionally seeing what we can't believe.

A visit to Millbrook
The next link in the Net was a meeting with Dr. Timothy
Leary, the man who either brainwashed a whole generation
with mind-warping drugs (opinion of his enemies) or discovered how to free the mind of humanity from culturally conditioned limitations (opinion of his friends).
I met Leary through Ralph Ginzburg, who in 1964 offered me a job as Associate Editor of Fact magazine. Although
I was in love with our little Ohio farm, and my children protested bitterly against going back to New York, Ralph dangled
a tempting $8,000 per year, and between the farm and a job
in town I was never making more than about $4,500. I bought
some polite city clothes, gave away my last peyote buttons,
and returned to the urban hive. The Shaman redomesticated
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himself, so to speak.
I wanted to interview the controversial Dr. Leary for
Fact, but Ralph, with that strange prescience which marks
his career, said that the psychedelic drug excitement was all
over (1964) and nobody was interested any more (1964) and
Timothy Leary would soon be forgotten (1964). Still, I
wanted to meet Dr. Leary. l finally finagled a free-lance assignment from Paul Krassner of The Realist and made the
journey (soon to be repeated by countless psychologists, clergymen, rock stars, Oriental gurus and young seekers-afterWonder) up the Hudson to the Millbrook Ashram.
This was still early on in the history of what Charles
Slack later called " t h e Madness of the Sixties." Timothy
Leary, although already an arch-heretic fired from Harvard
for original research and poor usage of the First Amendment,
was not yet into his Oriental trip; he was studying the Tibetan
Book of the Dead that summer, but he was otherwise still
heavy into Scientific Clinical Psychology. Not once during
the day the Reporter spent with Dr. Leary did Tim say "when
I used to be a psychologist," as he was occasionally given to
saying later on in the frantic '60s.
So many accounts have been written of the Millbrook
Ashram that we won't go into all the incredible details. There
was a black guy standing on the roof of the Main Building,
playing beautiful jazz trumpet all by himself, as we drove up,
and the famous psychedelic collages were hanging on walls in
virtually every room, b u t by and large it was much like any
place where scholars hold learned seminars. If G. Gordon
Liddy was already hiding in the bushes, peeking through his
binoculars for Sex Orgies and other heinous crimes, he must
have been very bored that particular day.
Tim seemed, on first meeting, a typical middle-aged academic type, although more athletic than most. We mention
this because he looked much younger in later years. When we
discuss metaprogramming theory later, and Paul Segall's investigations of amino acids related to psychedelics and aging,
we will find some evidence that Dr. Leary's youthful image
may have a biochemical explanation.
Besides being an athletic young-middle-aged man, Tim
was singularly free of the space-time compulsions of normal
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Americans. He sometimes stands as close as a Mexican when
he talks to you, and he is apt to look straight at you without
the usual American eye-shifting. If this makes you nervous,
he backs off and allows you to relax; but, basically, he is most
comfortable himself within the intimate relationship. And,
of course, the famous Leary grin was already part of him.
"The best results come when you fuck someone you really love, during the acid trip," he said that day. "That's when
the nervous system is most open, mosi unconditioned, and
ready to take a completely new imprint."
Tim was delighted that the Reporter understood enough
psychology to translate terms like "zero-sum game," "reinforcement," "transaction," etc., and he was especially pleased
that, unlike any other interviewer he had ever met, this Reporter was familiar with his book Interpersonal Diagnosis of
Personality, a*<d wanted to question him about how the spacetime transformations of the psychedelic voyage correlate with
his space-time definitions of personality types in that work.
"LSD takes you out of the normal space-time ego," he
said concisely. "I always go through a process in which the
space game comes to an end, the time game comes to an end,
and then the Timothy Leary game comes to an end. This is
the peak, and at this point a new neurological imprint can be
made, because all the old imprints are suspended for a while
then."
The Reporter asked about the impression that he had encountered on peyote and others had encountered on LSD,
that one is actually out of the body at that crucial moment.
"Until I can design an experiment to really test that one
o u t , " Timothy said, "I just don't know. It's merely subjective
at this point."
Indeed, the Reporter's most persistent impression
throughout the day was that Timothy Leary was a man who
hated, loathed and despised anyone who would commit the
epistemological sin of "speculating beyond the data." Every
question asked him was answered either with a summary of
experimental results or with a promise that he hoped to find
a way to check it experimentally as the work proceeded.
Leary emphasized, as he did to all reporters, that the psychedelic drug experience is a synergetic product of three non35

additive factors: (1) the dosage of the chemical used; (2) the
set—the subject's expectations, emotional status games, personality profile, etc.; and (3) the setting—the actual events in
space-time. This Reporter understood him perfectly and
quoted him accurately; we have often wondered why other
reporters understood him so poorly and misquoted him so
outrageously. The synergetic theory of "dosage, set and sett i n g " may be Dr. Leary's outstanding contribution to the
science of psycho-pharmacology (we will talk later about his
contributions to other sciences), but journalists in general understood him about as well as one who might write that Einstein discovered e = something-or-other.
Mostly, we talked about game theory that day. Timothy
had, indeed, been playing baseball on the Millbrook lawn
when we arrived, and baseball thereupon haunted our conversation on the metaphoric level. He had thrown o u t the concepts of "psychologist" and "patient" back in ' 5 7 , replacing
them with "research t e a m , " because he was convinced that
the hierarchy implied in "psychologist" (top dog) and "patient" (bottom dog) predetermined certain conclusions. Now
he wanted to examine all interpersonal relations in terms of
the Morgenstern-von Neumann game model.
(According to economist Oscar Morgenstern and mathematician John von Neumann, in their epochal Theory of
Games and Economic Behavior, most human transactions can
be analyzed mathematically by treating them as if they were
games. Leary had written his Ph.D. on group therapy—at a
time when one of his faculty advisors indignantly told him,
"Young man, group therapy is a contradiction in terms!"—
and had analyzed personality as a group process defined by
rules of interpersonal politics; more simply, he refers to these
stereotyped group processes of reality-definition as games.)
"What are the players actually doing in space-time?"
Leary asked rhetorically that day. "Who's at bat? Who's pitching? What are the rules of the game? How many strikes before
you're out? Who makes the rules? Who can change the rules?
These are the important questions. Anybody around here
caught talking about 'sickness' or 'neurosis' or 'ego' or 'instinct' or 'maturity' or any of that metaphysical jabberwocky
gets thrown the hell o u t . "
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Leary went on to reject virtually all psychological terminology as pre-scientific and vague. "We've got a contract
among ourselves," he said, " t h a t we're going to talk sense, and
that means specifying where the bodies are in space-time and
what sort of signals they're exchanging."
This was the basic methodological position of post-Einstein physics b u t Leary was carrying it as far as it could be
taken. Nobody was " s a n e " or "insane," "right" or "wrong,"
"hallucinating" or "not-hallucinating"; all those words were
value-judgments, relative to the observer's prejudices. What
was happening in interpersonal relations, described objectively and relativistically, was various parties or coalitions
bargaining for control of neuro-muscular space (ethnological
territory) or the right to define the game for all other players
(ideological territory).
Leary's arch-rival at Harvard, Dr. B.F. Skinner, had been
a pioneer of the Behaviorist approach, which rejected the intuitive and poetic psychologies of Freudians and Jungians as
unscientific. While Leary agreed with this, he felt that Skinner
himself had taken an equally wrong turn, using as model the
push-pull (action-reaction) mechanisms of Newtonian physics.
"Psychology doesn't become scientific by copying the physics
of past centuries," Leary said to me. "We've got to learn to
use the best models in the physics of this century." Such models, he felt, would be relativistic, describing differing realitycoordinates experienced by different bodies as they exchanged signals in space-time.
So many people were bemused or bewildered by Leary
the Guru in the next few years that this background of his
work was never fully understood.
During the prisoner rehabilitation project of 1961-62,
for which Dr. Leary was commended by the Massachusetts
Department of Corrections, Timothy refused to let any coworkers speculate on whether their cons were getting "sicker"
or "better." "Where are their bodies in space-time? What signals are they exchanging?" he would ask again and again. He
had developed a seven-dimensional game model and insisted
on analyzing all behavior in terms of the (1) roles being played;
(2) rules tacitly accepted by all players; (3) strategies for winning (or for masochistic winning-by-losing); (4) goals of the
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game, purpose served; (5) language of the game, and the
semantic world-view implied; (6) characteristic space-time locations, and (7) characteristic movements in space-time.
"If you can't describe those seven dimensions of a
group's behavior, you d o n ' t understand their game," Leary
told the Reporter. "Most so-called 'neurosis' is best analyzed
as somebody programmed to play football wandering around
in a baseball field. If he thinks football is the only game in
the universe, the other players will seem perverse or crazy to
him; if they think baseball is the only game, he'll seem crazy
to t h e m . "
The Tibetan Book of the Dead, Leary added, was "the
manual for one type of consciousness-altering game." It was
useful for LSD-reprogramming sessions because LSD "suspends imprinted neurological games" and allows us to "imprint new games."
(Roubecek, a Czechoslovakian psychiatrist, had proposed
in 1957 that "LSD suspends conditioned reflexes." Leary
was the first to suggest that LSD acts below the conditioning
level and directly changes basic imprints, i.e., neurogenetic limits usually not changed by either conditioning or counterconditioning.)
"You're really talking about using these drugs to change
the whole personality," the Reporter said at one point. "Ego
and mind and emotions and a l l . . ."
"Yes," Tim said. "That's the whole point. LSD with the
right set and setting can change anything we consider ourselves. Therefore, it's the most potent brainwashing agent in
the world. That's what my Two Commandments are all about."
Leary's "Two Commandments for the Neurological Age,"
published in several of his books and articles of the '60s, are:
" 1 . Thou shalt n o t alter the consciousness of thy neighbor without his or her consent.
" 2 . Thou shalt not prevent thy neighbor from altering
his or her own consciousness."
Leary wanted psychedelics regulated and controlled by
medical and psychological clinicians, according to a professional code of ethics which would protect the subjects. (In
fact, he didn't even like the word "subjects," and preferred,
in egalitarian fashion, to call the trippers in each experiment
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"research associates.") He was convinced that the drugs would
be abused and misused if control were placed in the hands of
the government. Some of the recent revelations about C.I.A.
research dramatize what Leary fears.
An ideal re-imprinting clinic, as Leary visualized it, would
work like this. Assume you have a personality problem that
you want to change. Maybe you're a foot fetishist, or you
drink too much, or you feel you can't learn mathematics, or
you're incompetent with tools, or whatever. You go to the
clinic and discuss the problem with a Behavior Change expert.
S/He explains the theory behind psychedelic imprinting and
gives you a batch of literature, clearly stating the pros and
cons of the theory (i.e., including articles by those who claim
it doesn't work or is too dangerous). You think it over for a
week. If you decide the theory looks good, y o u make another
appointment and, if the staff has decided y o u are a safe subject (not pre-psychotic or otherwise vulnerable), the program
for the trip is worked out jointly between you and the Behavior Change expert assigned to your treatment. The program
will probably include music and ritual—but may be as simple
as just relaxing your tense muscles one by one. At the peak,
the imprint is made. You emerge with a new reality: what
was invisible or impossible before is now part of your self and
your perceptual field.
Leary used this technique with the prisoners in the convict rehabilitation project and claims to have cut the recidivism (new crime) rate by 80 per c e n t . Leary had defined
success or failure in terms of where the bodies were in spacetime two years after release from prison. At that time, he
noted gladly, over 80% of them were still outside prison,
whereas the majority of released convicts are back inside prison within two years. Dr. Walter Huston Clark, in 1976, noted
that the bodies of most of Leary's convicts known to him
were still outside prison in space-time after 15 y e a r s .
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Dr. Richard Alpert used the same methodology to treat a
compulsive homosexual who wished to become capable of
sexual relations with women. Three sessions only were required—one of them spent in creating the program in collaboration with the patient. Two LSD trips with (a) pornography
and (b) a female sex therapist imprinted the new reality; the
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man became mostly heterosexual. No Behavior Modifier
working without LSD has claimed such a transformation in
less than several months of conditioning.
Please note, one more time, that Dr. Leary never claimed
such outstanding results could be obtained without the proper
set, the proper setting, and full cooperation and communication between the person seeking Behavior Change and the clinician(s) on the case. Within these parameters, and guided by
his "Two Commandments," he claimed highly beneficial results could be obtained. He specifically warned that ignoring
these parameters was a kind of mind-rape which could be severely traumatic to the subject, being experienced as both
coercive and terrifying.
"The most important rule," he told the Reporter vigorously, "is that the tripper decides what behavior change is desired. Nobody else has the right to decide for h i m . "
That day in 1964,1 found this Einsteinian and anarchistic variation on Skinner's 1984-ish Behavior Mod both exciting and hopeful. I decided that Dr. Leary would definitely
need to be watched; here was a man, I said to myself, who
will do important work in the next ten years. I had no intuition at all that Dr. Leary would actually spend four of those
years fighting to stay out of jail and the other six struggling
to get out of jail.
18

The Queen of Space
A few weeks after my meeting with Dr. Leary at Millbrook, my family had our first UFO experience. Post hoc,
ergo propter hoc?
We were living in northern New Jersey (and I was commuting daily to my j o b at Fact magazine). Our house was at
the bottom of a hill and one Saturday morning, while I was
home, the kids came running in to tell me that a flying saucer
had just landed up near the top of the hill. I went to the back
yard to find a neighboring family equally excited.
Altogether, six adults (the Author and his wife plus four
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from the neighboring clan, which was Appalachian and huge),
together with seven children (ours and theirs), had seen what
looked like a silvery, saucer-shaped craft landing. Everybody
was taking turns looking at the landing site through a pair of
binoculars. When it was my turn, I saw what looked like a
Bucky Fuller geodesic dome (where none had been before),
and no human (or humanoid) figures. Others saw a more
saucer-shaped craft and some saw humanoids in silvery costumes.
Then " i t " (whatever it was) took off. (It definitely was
not a geodesic dome.) Watching it take off, I decided it was
probably only a helicopter.
That afternoon, my son, Graham, encountered an "extraterrestrial" in the woods behind our house, at the foot of
the hill. She was a female, with silvery skin, and she told
Graham (he was five at the time) that he should become a
physicist when he grew up.
Prof. Jacques Vallee, who has analyzed all such Contact
stories that have occurred since 1890 with a computer to find
statistical patterns, informs us that this is drearily typical. The
majority of child contactees, Vallee has discovered, report
female extraterrestrials. (The majority of adults report males,
in two standard types—small green men or giant blue men.)
In fact, Dr. Vallee has found 44 parallels (similarities of
image, word and detail) between the average experience of
child Contactees and the miracles attributed to the Blessed
Virgin Mary in Catholic countries. "The UFO and the
BVM," he has said, only half jokingly, "seem to be the same
phenomenon." The Lady most often appears to children,
whether She comes in a "space ship" or "from Heaven"; She
is accompanied by flashing white lights, usually; and, at Her
best, She is capable of suspending the laws of physics in clear
view (or telepathically shared hallucination) of huge crowds.
I have asked Graham, who is now studying to be a physicist in accord with the Lady's urging, to retell the tale again,
to check the accuracy of my memory. Graham especially emphasized the odd silvery costumes of the humanoid figures
seen on the mountain before the Lady appeared. An old
friend, Marilyn Pooler, of Las Vegas, who was living in that
part of New Jersey at that time in 1964, "coincidentally"
19
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arrived to visit us in Berkeley two days after the above account
was written. Quite spontaneously, with no knowledge of Graham's experience, she told of two seeming extraterrestrials
she had seen, about the same time in 1964—late summer—approximately 30 miles from our home. She is one of the many
Contactees who suffered amnesia and can recall only seeing
the critters without further details. Twenty minutes later,
she awakened as if from trance, and they were gone. Both
wore silver uniforms.
Catholics now call the BVM "Our Lady of Space." She
is, of course, another archetype from Jung's collective unconscious, and was around long before Christianity. The Egyptians called her Nuit and connected her specifically with the
star Sirius. But depictions of her go back at least to cave statues dated c. 30,000 B.C. Robert Graves, in his famous (and
highly controversial) The White Goddess, tried to prove that
worship of Her was humanity's oldest religion, and originally
involved the use of the psychedelic mushroom, Amanita
muscaria.
American Indian shamans knew her, too, and call her
Peyote Woman. She is the female version of Mescalito.
She also appears, amusingly enough, in The Wizard of
Oz, as the Bubble Witch. In the film of that novel, each of
her appearances begins with a bright silvery globe descending
from the sky, after which She appears where the globe lands.
This is the way child Contactees generally report Her, according to Vallee, and the silvery globe was also around in some
of Her miracles, under the guise of the B.V.M., at Lourdes
and Fatima.
In one of Her miracles at Fatima, She caused the sun to
plunge directly toward Earth, in the shared experience or hallucination of over 100,000 witnesses. If you believe the sun
really did plunge toward the Earth you are naive (in my estimation). But if you accept that 100,000 persons can telepathically share the same hallucination, you must then answer the
Big Question (or perhaps I should call it the Wig Question): how
much of consensus-reality is similarly created?
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The 23 Enigma
I spent five years (1966-71) as an Associate Editor at
Playboy. You all want to know, of course, does Hef really
fuck all the Playmates, and is he really homosexual? (These
are the two most common legends about the Playboy of the
Western World.) We have no real inside information—but our
impression is that Hef has made love to a lot of the Playmates,
though by no means all of them, and that he is not homosexual.
Sorry.
My job was editing the letters in the "Playboy F o r u m , "
and also writing the italicized replies in which the Playboy
position was stated. This position is straight old-fashioned
mind-your-own-business John Stuart Mill libertarianism, and
(since that is my philosophy as well as Hefner's) I enjoyed
the work immensely.
More important to our narrative, William S. Burroughs
introduced me to the 23 Enigma while I was at Playboy.
I had said, on first seeing the unpublished manuscript of
Naked Lunch in 1956, "This man is the greatest prose stylist
since James J o y c e . " (I am still rather proud of being the first
to make that comparison.) I didn't meet Burroughs until
around 1966, and found Bill a much more charming and ordinary individual than his books suggest—one had been prepared
for a mad genius and found instead a rather prosaic, almost
academic, quite gentlemanly genius. Here's his story of the
23 mystery:
In the early '60s in Tangier, Burroughs knew a certain
Captain Clark who ran a ferry from Tangier to Spain. One
day, Clark said to Burroughs that he'd been running the ferry
23 years without an accident. That very day, the ferry sank,
killing Clark and everybody aboard.
In the evening, Burroughs was thinking about this when
he turned on the radio. The first newscast told about the
crash of an Eastern Airlines plane on the New York-Miami
route. The pilot was another Captain Clark and the flight was
listed as Flight 23.
(Aha! Now you understand the line, "Captain Clark welcomes you aboard," which appears, always with sinister overtones, in various of Burroughs' surrealistic novels.)
Burroughs began keeping records of odd coincidences.
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To his astonishment, 23s appeared in a lot of them. When he
told me about this, I began keeping my own records—and 23s
appeared in many of them. (Readers of Koestler's Challenge
of Chance will find that there are a great many 23s in that
encyclopedia of odd coincidences also.)
This, of course, illustrates Jano Watts' concept of "The
Net"—the lines of coincidence-synchronicity that connect
everything-with-everything. It is also an analogy (and maybe
more than an analogy) with what physicists call QUIP—the
Quantum Inseparability Principle. QUIP, which is accepted
by some and denied by other physicists, holds that every particle does affect every other particle, everywhere.
A plausible extension is given by Dr. Fritjof Capra, a
young Berkeley physicist who experienced quantum inseparability during an altered state of consciousness. In The Tao
of Physics, Dr. Capra defends the "Bootstrap Theory," which
holds, in effect, that everything is the cause of everything,
every which way in t i m e .
Quantum inseparability and the Bootstrap Theory are
differing ontological flavors of what are called "non-local"
models in modern physics. Non-local models are n o t limited
by Einstein's speed-of-light barrier; they allow, for instance,
that the future may determine the present as much as the past
does, as in the famous limerick,
20

There was a young lady named Bright
Whose speed was much faster than light;
She departed one day
In a relative way
And returned on the previous night.
The latest convert to the non-local or non-chronological model is the famous astronomer-cosmologist Sir Fred Hoyle,
who explicitly advocates a non-local trans-time theory of causality in his latest book, Ten Faces of the Universe.
Non-local theories, like Jung's synchronicity, take us
out of the Newtonian action-reaction machine and bring us
eerily close to the logic of / Ching and Taoism, in which the
seemingly random tossing of three coins may reveal an archetypal pattern of both personal and cosmological significance.
With that kind of rationale (or rationalization) I accepted the
21
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23 enigma as a signal that I should attempt to decipher.
After a while my passion for jotting down every significant 23 that came my way began to annoy my Beautiful RedHeaded Wife, Arlen.
"It's all in your mind," she told me on several occasions.
"You're just noticing the 23s and ignoring other numbers."
Of course. But she was annoyed by being implicated in
the 23 mystery even before she met me. Our two oldest
daughters (by her previous marriage) were born on February
23 and August 23 respectively.
Once the Numerologist went to see the Academy Award
film, Charly, with a friend who was particularly dubious about
this 23 obsession. The story of the film concerns a low-grade
moron (IQ around 70) who is transformed by neuro-surgery
into a superhuman genius (IQ 200+). In the crucial operation
scene, the number on the operating room is visible, and it is,
of course, 2 3 . The friend sat bolt upright.
"Jesus H. Particular Christ," the friend said hollowly,
"How do you do i t ? "
Most of the 23 data were incorporated into Illuminatus,
to which the reader is referred. Here are a few examples:
"Mad Dog" Coll was shot on 23rd Street when he was
23 years old; a year later, Dutch Schultz (who paid for the
Coll assassination) was himself fatally shot on October 2 3 ,
1935. Marty Krompier, king of the Harlem numbers racket,
was non-fatally shot on the same October 2 3 , 1935. ("It's
got to be one of them coincidences," he told police.) Schultz's
killer, Charlie Workman, served 23 years of a life sentence and
was then paroled.
When the donkey metaprogrammer has noticed a few
oddities of this sort, the key signal becomes prominent everywhere. I soon noticed the 23 axioms that open Euclid's Geometry; the fact that the mad bomber in the film, A irport, has
Seat 2 3 ; that in the old stage productions of A Tale of Two
Cities, Sydney Carton is the 23rd man guillotined in the gory
climax (some lexicographers believe this is the origin of the
inscrutable slang expression " 2 3 Skiddoo!"); 2 3 , in telegrapher's code, means " b u s t " or "break the line," while Hexagram 23 in the / Ching means "Break A p a r t . " I was even
thrilled by noting that in conception Mom and Dad each
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The 23 enigma and its recurrence in the story of Dutch Schulz's death
was reported by the author in Illminatus.

contribute 23 chromosomes to the fertilized egg, while within
the DNA coil of genetic metaprogramming instructions there
are unexplained bonding irregularities every 23rd angstrom.
Aleister Crowley's Cabalistic Dictionary later excited weird
speculations about 23 perhaps being somehow involved with
reproduction by defining 23 as the number of "parting, removal, separation," "joy," "a thread," and "life."
Run the following, from Professor Hans Seisel of the
University of Chicago, through your most skeptical filter:
My grandparents on my mother's side lived in
Gablonz, Mozartstrasse 23; we lived in Vienna at
Rossaurelaende 23; our law office at Gonzagagasse 23; my mother at Alserstrasse 23, tuer (apartment) 23, and so it w e n t . . .
Professor Seisel's mother, while visiting Monte Carlo,
purchased a book, Ilya Ehrenburg's Die Liebe derJeannie
Ney, in which the heroine wins a great deal betting on number
23 at roulette. She decided to experiment; 23 came up on
the second t r y .
This is archetypical. We shall see, as we advance, that
the peculiar entities in charge of Dr. John Lilly's hypothetical
Cosmic Coincidence Control Center pay special attention to
those who pay attention to them.
Meanwhile the Numerologist had a new rationalization
for his obsession: the famous story of how Dr. James Watson,
coming down a spiral staircase at Oxford, suddenly flashed intuitively on the spiral shape of the DNA. All the micro-photographic evidence at that time seemed to contradict his theory, but Watson irrationally trusted his intuition and kept
working on that model. Eventually he won the Nobel Prize
for proving that the DNA is a double helix (two spirals interwoven). 23 was my spiral staircase, my intuitive signal.
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The heresy h u n t begins
One day in 1966, Tim Leary popped into the Playboy
office and the Numerologist and the Mad Scientist lunched
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together. I had recently found quite a few references to
" L e a r y " and " L S D " in Finnegans Wake and asked Tim what
he thought of that. He replied that Leary is a common Irish
name and LSD in Ireland means "pounds, shillings, pence."
Then we got into serious rapping and talked a b o u t LSD
in cancer research. Tim was very excited and hopeful about
various successful applications of LSD in treating terminal
cancer patients.
The Numerologist mentioned a TV show about the
Spring Grove research on LSD and alcoholism. "Did you notice Dr. Unger hugging that one tripper?" Tim asked. "That's
the sign that he's been to Millbrook. Any therapist who hugs
an LSD tripper has studied with u s . " He seemed to regard
this as at least as important as any of his theoretical-methodological contributions to psycho-pharmacology. Actually,
the taboo against touching the lowly patient was breaking
down in psychotherapy generally throughout the '60s; but
Timothy, typically, was more enthusiastic and exuberant
about it than anyone else.
A few nights later, the Playboy Editor ran into Tim again,
at Hefner's wild jet-set mansion. Tim was boozing it up and
had his eyes on a Bunny he obviously intended to prong as
soon as possible, so the Editor had no lengthy conversation
with him.

*

*

*

Of course, the Vietnam war had begun to heat up by
this time, and the government's insistence on lying about everything connected with the war had begun to erode the social fabric of the U.S. Systematic lying creates what communications scientists call a "disinformation situation," in which
everybody eventually begins to distrust, demonize and diabolize everybody else.
Paul Watzlavik, among others, has performed classic experiments in which totally sane people will begin to behave
with all the irrationality of hospitalized paranoids or schizophrenics—just because they have been lied to in a calculated
and systematic way. This sort of "disinformation" matrix is
so typical of many aspects of our society (e.g., advertising and
organized religion, as well as government) that some psychia48

trists, such as R.D. Laing, claim it is the principal cause of
psychotic breakdowns. When the politics of lying becomes
normal, paranoia and alienation become the "normality" of
the day. The government, as the principal liar of the 1960s,
was, of course, more deluded than anyone else, since its reality-map had become a classic disinformation system. The establishment began looking around for the villains to blame for
the escalating social disintegration. Tim Leary got elected, by
unanimous acclaim, Villain # 1 .
The "war on drugs"-i.e., a war on research-began. That
is to say, it was called a war on drugs, b u t the total effect of
all the hysteria and witch-hunting was that the number of
drug users steadily escalated each year, especially among the
young, the ignorant and the ill-prepared, with predictably uninspiring results. The only experiments that were stopped
were those by intelligent scientists who were beginning to
learn something new about the nervous system when they
were ordered to desist. Ironically but typically, Dr. Leary,
who had warned about all this in his Senate testimony in
1966, was blamed for it by the same government that caused
it to happen.
Here's some of Dr. Leary's 1966 Senate testimony:
Senator Edward Kennedy: You feel that there ought
to be control over at least importation?
Dr. Leary: The sale, manufacture or distribution, yes.
Kennedy: ... You have testified. Now why do you
think they should be?
Leary: I feel that activity, particularly commercial
activities involving the manufacture, sale and distribution of these substances should be controlled because you do not know about quality, you do not
know about safety, you do not know what you are
buying. Obviously you have to have laws, just as
you have laws about the amphetamines...
Kennedy: You said you do not know about the quality. What is it about the quality that you are frightened about?
Leary: We do not want amateur or black market sale
or distribution of LSD.
Kennedy: Why not?
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Leary: Or the barbiturates or liquor. When you buy
a bottle of liquor—
Kennedy: This is not responsive. As to LSD . . . why
do you not want the indiscriminate manufacture and
distribution? Is it because it is dangerous?
Leary: Because you do not know what you are getting.
Kennedy: Is it because it is dangerous?
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And so on. Leary continually tried to point o u t the horrible black market that would be created by across-the-board
criminalization of LSD, and Kennedy continually heckled him
and tried to trip him into an "incriminating" admission. The
government went ahead and illegalized LSD research. The
black market sprang up on a nationwide scale almost immediately. Nobody knew what they were buying, and bad trips
multiplied horrendously, especially among those w h o had the
bad fortune to be arrested during the moments of imprint vulnerability, in which case they quite naturally imprinted helplessness, terror and paranoia. The same results were obtained
in the C.I.A.'s clandestine experiments, in which the subjects
did not know what was being done to them. Those who began to suspect, correctly, that they were being experimented
upon by persons who were lying to them also imprinted paranoia. All of this could have been prevented if Leary's work
on set, setting and dosage had been correctly understood.
Alas, Leary's ideas never did get across in the mass media. There, he was portrayed as a madman who wanted everybody to take LSD and, later, as the Criminal Genius behind the black market which he had tried so hard to prevent.
Nor was it ever publicized that in Leary's research with LSD
there had been exactly zero bad trips, zero psychotic breaks,
zero suicides.

Multiple realities
One of the writers in the Playboy promotion department
was taking a trip every weekend, on something his black
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market dealer told him was LSD. (Real LSD was illegal by
then.) One day, this writer, whom we shall call Joseph K., told
me that he had received telepathic messages from outer space
on several of his recent trips. The Materialist did n o t perfectly hide his instant skepticism, and Joseph K. clammed up immediately. We never heard another word from him on that
subject, and he later quit Playboy and went off to try to write
in Hollywood.
At the time, I had put "all that mystical s t u f f behind
me and was playing the game of urbane, sophisticated, successful Playboy Editor. Weirdness was something that, like
poverty, only happened to other people. I was targeted directly at Hedonic Gratification, mostly due to a new drug
that had entered my life, the seductive lady known as Maria
Juana, goddess of sex, rapture and doing-your-own-thing.
By the time of the Democratic Convention Horrors of
1968, the Materialist was smoking pot fairly regularly—like
everybody else in Playboy's editorial department, and at every
other magazine we knew, and throughout the communications
industry.
One night the Hedonic Materialist was happily spaced
out on the weed and alone at home—the kids were asleep and
Arlen (paradoxical for a Playboy editor's wife) was out at a
Women's Liberation meeting. I abruptly made a neurological
discovery. Most of the phenomena of self-hypnosis are quite
easily replicable on grass, without the tedious training involved
in ordinary hypnosis. Instead of being an unplanned voyage
into unexpected sensory thrills, p o t became a deliberate program of sensory enrichment. One could turn music into colors, into caresses, into tastes; one could grow to gigantic size,
or shrink down inside one's own cells and molecules; one
could tune one's nervous system like a combination microscope-TV set.
Several extraordinary months of experiment soon revealed that one could do much of this without pot (although
it remained easier with pot, of course), and the shaken Materialist began at long last to understand what Freud meant by
projection and Buddha by maya. It became clear as vodka
that whatever "reality" means philosophically, our everyday
experience (the common-sense definition of "reality") is
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almost entirely self-programmed. This cinematic editing occurs so rapidly that we are normally not aware of doing it;
thus we add many things that aren't there at all (Freud's projection) and leave out millions of things that are there (Freud's
censorship). Confusing the finished product with an accurate
reflection of externality is exactly what Buddha meant when
he said normal consciousness is delusion (maya).
One soon discovered that pot could be a tool by which
one might adjust the nervous system as casually as o n e adjusts the picture on a TV set. I had achieved what t h e semanticist Korzybski calls "consciousness of abstracting," awareness of the usually-unconscious mechanism by which each of
us makes the world over in his/her own image.
The Neurologician now took up yoga, quite unmystically and with hardly a grain of piety. I understood that yogic
training—whatever else it might comprise—is a method of freeing the nervous system from conditioned perception. Combining pot and yoga, I quickly demonstrated to myself by
direct experience that the nervous system can be freed from
virtually every perception and reflex that makes up our ordinary spectrum of possibility.
Our old friend, Alan Watts, a most skeptical theologian
and experimental mystic, was doing similar research in those
years, and coming to similar conclusions. During one of his
visits to Chicago, he said to another Playboy editor, "But, my
dear man, reality is only a Rorschach ink-blot, you k n o w . "
Alas, to those who haven't done the research personally on a
neurological level, this is hardly comprehensible; the editor
remained cynical. Later Paul Krassner, editor of The Realist,
p u t the same thought more colorfully: "Reality is silly-putty."
Those without direct experience could not understand; they
quickly concluded that a certain segment of the intelligentsia
was going mad . . .
This is why pot-heads develop a certain inevitable alienation from society. They begin to feel like one-eyed men in
the Kingdom of the Blind.
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The Murder of Christ: a Re-run
Along about this point in my career as an amateur yogi,
Tim Leary came to Chicago with his "Death of the Mind"
road show and I must admit I did not find him nearly as impressive as earlier. He walked on stage barefoot, burned incense, did a lecture on Buddha illustrated with psychedelic
slides and weird lighting effects, and more or less came on like
an Oriental Billy Graham. It seemed that a brilliant scientist
had turned himself into a second-rate messiah, but a day or
so later I met Tim on the street outside the Playboy building
and we lunched together again. Tim was more turned-on, vibrant, joyous and grandiose than ever, but he also had even
more sense of humor than previously and kept poking fun at
his own Guru act. Neither of us said it aloud, but it was understood that much of Tim's current persona was just agitprop for the one cause he really believed in: the possibility
that LSD, wisely used by professionals, could reprogram
enough nervous systems to accelerate consciousness and intelligence before we laid ourselves and our planet waste.
Somehow, we got talking about Dr. Wilhelm Reich, and
I compared Tim's growing legal problems with Reich's. Dr.
Reich had been the first Freudian to take Freud's discoveries
literally and say explicitly that most neuroses are caused by
Judaeo-Christian sex-repression. Worse, Reich had insisted
that these neuroses are direct causes of racism, sexism, rape,
violence and warfare. Sexual repression, he concluded, is Public Health Problem Number One and should be fought as
vigorously as polio or cancer. Reich began promulgating this
heresy back in the 1920s. He also began actual research on
couples having sexual intercourse in the 1930s (30 years before Masters and Johnson). For these and other radical
stances, Dr. Reich was expelled from the International Psychoanalytic Society, thrown out of the Communist and Socalist Parties in Austria, driven from Germany by the Nazis,
smeared by the press in Sweden to the extent that he could
no longer work in that country, defamed by the American
Medical Association after coming here and finally died in Federal prison in 1957. All this had convinced many persons, including me, that scientific freedom was no more secure in the
20th Century than in the Dark Ages, if a scientist became too
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revolutionary in his tlrinking.
The Reich case did not frighten Timothy.
" I ' m in great health in all respects," he self-diagnosed,
with the wide and genuine Leary grin. "I fully expect to live
past the hysteria and persecution, till everything I've claimed
is confirmed and accepted, till it's used every day in every
clinic in the world, till it becomes dull truism." Then he
grinned even more broadly. "But then I'll be espousing some
new heresy, I hope, and be in hot water again."
This may prove to be an accurate forecast.
It is rather peculiar to look back, in 1977, at a book like
David Solomon's anthology, LSD , published in 1964—only
13 years ago. Here we find scientists such as Dr. Humphrey
Osmund, Dr. James Terrill, Dr. Charles Savage, Dr. Donald
Jackson, Dr. Sanford Unger (whose willingness to hug patients is mentioned above), Dr. Jonathan Cole, Dr. Martin
Katz, Dr. Eric Kast, etc., reporting beneficial and interesting
changes in consciousness (and behavior) induced by LSD in a
proper set and setting. Here we find philosophers like Aldous
Huxley and Alan Watts contemplating the potentials of these
chemicals with optimism and hope. We also find Dr. Leary
writing the introduction to the volume and treated as a muchrespected colleague by most of the scientific contributors.
In short, the whole volume seems to have fallen o u t of a timewarp from another universe.
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Was all this published only 13 years ago? Weren't all
the contributors thrown in jail at once? What kind of world
was it back then, when LSD could be discussed scientifically,
objectively, rationally?
As Dr. Leary writes in The Curse of the Oval Room,
Very few Americans, even in these post-Watergate
days, understand how Nixon set up his very own Special Secret elite police. Under the guise of "drug control" this Orwellian coup was accomplished with the
approval of middle-aged liberals. It was so simple.
The Narc budget jumped from 22 million to 140 million. . . . Constitutional rights were suspended and
martial law (no-knock, stop-and-frisk, curfew, etc.)
was imposed selectively on one easily identifiable segment of the population.... Fear descended on the
land. The spokesmen for the counter-culture were
54

arrested, harassed, silenced. The press cooperated
completely .. .
2 S

In the course of the terroristic campaign described by
Leary, he himself was repeatedly arrested, convicted of owning two joints of marijuana (he claimed it was a frame-up, but
the liberals weren't interested in his claims, since the cops are
the new gods of corporate liberaldom), was sentenced to 30
years, had the highest bail in U.S. history ($5,000,000), was
kidnapped in Afghanistan in violation of 148 court rulings
holding such body-snatchings illegal where extradition treaties are not in force, was put in chains for a while and then
kept in solitary confinement for 19 months, and was held incommunicado for 10 months with none of his friends allowed
to send messages to him or receive messages from him.
All this happened in broad daylight, with the liberals and
the ACLU unable to recognize that the Constitution was being
mauled and mangled in a fashion similar to the famous "Red
Terror" of the early 1950s.
I had observed with horror the destruction of Dr. Reich
by the forces of bureaucracy and bigotry in the 1950s. It was
a kind of Awakening experience, the first dawn of the apprehension that our government, like any other, is more bad than
good. To others, this awakening came through the Vietnam
War, or through working with blacks and Indians in the civil
rights struggle and discovering that the misery of these minorities is not just a dramatic political "issue" but a very painful
reality. To some, it only came with Watergate. To some, it
hasn't come yet. To me, as a Libertarian, it came when agents
of the Food and Drug Administration dumped all of Dr.
Reich's books—30 years of scientific research—into the Vansivoort Street incinerator in New York City, in 1957, and
burned them.
Book-burning was a scene out of Nazi Germany, the horror of all the anti-Nazi movies the Libertarian had seen as a
child, coming alive in his own country, in his own time.
The Libertarian wrote many defenses of Reich in those
years, for small oddball political and occult journals—the only ones who were willing to print articles claiming that the
U.S. government might possibly have played the Holy Inquisition role to a new Galileo. The only effect of all this earnest
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writing was that I got to meet quite a few Reichians, and
found them a dreary lot—emotionally addicted to paranoid,
dogmatic and intolerant head trips (an imitation, unconscious
but brilliantly accurate, of all the stress symptoms Reich himself had developed after seven years of hounding and harassment by Washington).
Now, as the 1960s moved past, I began to see the same
kill-the-heretic script emerging again, with Tim Leary typecast for the starring role. It was all as rote and repetitious as
the yearly sacrifice of the virgin to the corn-crops. Reich had
called this bloody ritual " t h e murder of Christ" and said it
would be played over and over again as long as humanity remained "muscularly armored" against the free play of love
and sexuality. One began to think he might have been right
about t h a t . . .
In 1966-67 I had a few articles of subversive intent published in a little magazine called The New Libertarian, and
struck up a friendship (by mail) with the editor, Kerry Thornley. We began writing quite long letters to each other (Thornley being in Los Angeles and I in Chicago), astonished at how
totally our political philosophies agreed—we were both opposed
to every form of violence or coercion against individuals, whether practiced by governments or by people who claimed to
be revolutionaries. We were equally disenchanted with the organized Right and the organized Left while still remaining
Utopians, without a visible Utopia to believe in. At times we
discussed free-floating libertarian communes in international
waters, which in my case gave birth to the anarchist submarine fantasy in Illuminatus, and, later, to enthusiastic support
of the Space Migration plans of Leary and Prof. Gerard
O'Neill.
Thornley mentioned in a letter that he had served in
the Marines with Lee Harvey Oswald and that they had been
buddies. I mentioned that Oswald's wife had been living with
my doctor's sister at the time of the assassination. We were
amused and intrigued by the coincidence and didn't (yet) call
it synchronicity.
Eventually, through Thornley and other California libertarians, I got initiated into the mysteries of Discordianism,
the first true "true religion," which Thornley and Gregory Hill
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had invented in 1958. Discordianism is based on worship of
the Greek goddess of chaos and confusion, Eris, also called
Discordia in Latin. Since readers of Illuminatus already know
a great deal about this sublime faith, we will give only an abbreviated summary here, quoting a "Manual for Discordian
Evangelists" which Thornley wrote:
"The SOCRATIC APPROACH is most successful when
confronting the ignorant. The Socratic approach is what you
call starting an argument by asking questions. You approach
the innocent and simply ask, 'Did you know that God's name
is ERIS, and that He is a girl?' If he should answer 'Yes,'
then he is probably a fellow Erisian and so you can forget it.
If he says 'No,' then quickly proceed to:
" T H E BLIND ASSERTION and say, 'Well, He is a girl,
and His name is ERIS!' Shrewdly observe if the subject is
convinced. If he is, swear him into the Legion of Dynamic
Discord before he changes his mind. If he does n o t appear
convinced, then proceed to:
"THE FAITH BIT: 'But y o u must have faith! All is lost
without faith! I sure feel sorry for you if you don't have
Faith.' And then add:
"THE ARGUMENT BY FEAR and in an ominous voice
ask, 'Do you know what happens to those who deny Goddess?'
If he hesitates, d o n ' t tell him that he will surely be reincarnated as a precious Mao Button and distributed to the poor in
the Region of Thud (which would be a mean thing to say),
just shake your head sadly and, while wiping a tear from your
eye, go to:
" T H E F I R S T CLAUSE PLOY wherein you point to all
of the discord and confusion in the world and explain 'Well
who the hell do y o u think did all of this, wise guy?' If he
says, 'Nobody, just impersonal forces,' then quickly respond
with:
"THE ARGUMENT BY SEMANTICAL GYMNASTICS
and say that he is absolutely right, and that those impersonal
forces are female and that Her name is ERIS. If he, wonder of
wonders, still remains obstinate, then finally resort to:
"THE FIGURATIVE SYMBOLISM DODGE and confide that sophisticated people like himself recognize that Eris
is a Figurative Symbol for an Ineffable Metaphysical Reality
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A page from the now-legendary Principia Discordia. The Aneristic
illusion is that order is real; the Eristic illusion is that disorder, or
chaos, is real; Illumination is the realization that it depends on the
perceiver. See illustration on page 30.

